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Sissified To Be Her Cuckold
PART 1: FEMINIZED AND SHARED



Chapter 1
Exploring Feelings


The touch of the stockings against my bare skin was euphoric, the silky softness tickled my every sense as I pulled it up my legs. I still couldn’t believe that I had shaved my legs for the first time, that I had shaved my entire body for that fact, but once I started I couldn’t stop. As the shower drizzled cool water down my body, the sensations were too strong. I needed to complete the job.

Why should I have stopped? This is the perfect time to explore these feelings that I’ve had lately. Why shouldn’t I have a little excitement during this three week long business trip?

I pulled the stockings over the tiny black thong that covered my dick, up to my waist. The sheer black fabric was tight against my skin, hugging my crotch and holding my tucked penis firmly between my legs. They looked just like the tights that my wife, Rachel, liked to wear, although the ones she wore were always crotchless. I liked these better for myself, they gave my crotch a nice smooth look, as if I had nothing there.

As I ran my hand down between my legs, I felt a surge of desire consume me. The soft material of the satin panties rubbed against my penis as I touched myself, filling me with strange but welcomed emotions. Emotions that told me that this felt good — and right.

Slipping my arms through my matching bra, I wondered what my wife would think if she saw me like this, my body hairless dressed in lingerie. Would she be horrified? Or would she be flattered that I longed to know how it felt to look as sexy and desirable as she?

The bra fit nicely, it was comfortable, and when I closed my eyes I could imagine that I actually had breasts filling this lacy bra, though nothing like the generous bosom my Rachel had.

I can’t believe I’ve never done this before, this all feels so amazing.

I reached for the shape wear that I had purchased. It was a tight with firm boning around the sides, but that’s how it was meant to fit, it was meant to give me the sexy, feminine curves of a woman.

Finally, I collected my new dress, taking it off the hanger and holding it up, letting the sequins of the long, flowing black dress dance in light of the lamps surrounding my small hotel room. I ran my fingers down the dress and wondered how it would feel for someone to touch me while I wore it, for someone to want me, to desire me the way men lusted after Rachel when she went out all dressed up.

Those were the feelings that had spurred this moment. The burning lust in the eyes of her male companions, the yearning in their deep, heavy breath as their rugged chests surged with desire for my wife. I couldn’t stop wondering how it would feel for someone else to look at me that way, to crave me and need me that badly.

The first time I watched my wife take another lover had been awkward to say the least. She had broached the subject the night before, telling me that I wasn’t satisfying her enough, that I wasn’t man enough to pleasure her the way that she needed to be. She told me that she needed more, that she needed a real man to join her in bed, and that she had just the man ready for the task.

The next night she brought home Pierce, a tall and ruggedly handsome fire fighter that she had met while at a bar with coworkers. She said that they had hit it off and that they had good chemistry, that she was tempted to go home with him that night and that she would have if not for me.

She told me that she would no longer allow me stand in the way of her pleasure, in fact she insist that I participate and watch as she was fucked by this new man.

As I watched, I was fueled with jealousy. I wanted to shove Pierce away and take my wife for my own. But the longer he went, the harder he fucked my wife, and the louder he made her cry out, the more my feelings changed.

Seeing Rachel writhe in pleasure was eye opening. I had never seen her react with such intense emotion. It made me feel like I had never truly pleasured her before. It made me understand that she was right. That I wasn’t man enough for her and that she did need other men to give her watch she needed and deserved.

The more I watched these men take her, the more invested I became. I started going shopping with her, picking out dresses and lingerie that would attract the right attention. I even began going out with her to bars, helping her pick out her next prey.

As the men swarmed her hungrily and she discussed our arrangement, that was the moment that triggered me. The look in their eyes when they knew they were about to cuckold me and have a night of pure, passionate no strings attached sex with my wife. They would look at her differently, like she was suddenly their main course and they were ready to devour her. That was what I longed to feel, I longed to be so desired and lusted after.

I knew my idea was crazy, that simply dressing up like a woman wouldn’t guarantee such feelings, but as I slipped the shimmering dress over my body, I didn’t care. It felt too good and these feelings had been eating away at me for too long.

Zipping up the dress made it tight around my body, adhering to my new curves and lingerie. I ran my hands over it, feeling my new self, feeling free and exhilarated.

I’m almost done. I just need to do my hair and makeup.

Excitement was coursing through me as I entered the bathroom and saw my reflection in the mirror. Seeing myself in my new dress was every thing I had hoped it would be. It looked even better once I slipped on my black stilettos, my legs looking more slim yet powerful in the high heels.

I picked up the dirty blonde wig and delicately slipped it over my head, adjusting it into position over my short men’s hair. The long curls fell along my face, tickling my neck and back and adding to my femininity. Framing my face, it also pointed out my dire need for makeup to complete my transformation.

My makeup was already spread out over the bathroom counter ready for me. I grabbed the first brush and began. With each swipe, I felt reborn. Soon there was no trace left of my former self. Whatever manliness I had was gone. I stood up and soaked in my new look in the mirror, quivering in delight at my reflection.

I knew I didn’t look nearly as good as Rachel would in this same outfit, but no body would, she was one of a kind. I did know, however, that I felt something that I had never felt before — sexy.

I also knew that it was finally time to leave, to introduce myself to the world. It was now or never.

Goodbye, Sam. Hello, Sarah.

I took one more peek at myself in the mirror and then smiled as grabbed my purse and made my way out of the door.


Chapter 2
First Time


The hotel bar was dimly lit other than the bright neon signs mounted behind the bar. There was a small gathering in the back of people wearing suits as well as a few strays at tables around the room. Sitting at the bar was an eclectic group of people who appeared to be drinking alone, just as I would be, at least to begin the night.

I watched as the bartender hustled around the bar, from patron to patron, serving drinks and making small talk. He was a young man, wearing plaid with a backwards baseball cap. From where I was, he seemed like an attractive man, but it was hard to tell with his face covered in a thick beard. I wondered if he would see through my makeup and see me for who I really was. I wondered if he would find me attractive.

From the entrance, I continued looking around, deciding on whether or not I could go through with this, if I could really step foot into such a public place dressed like a woman.

I’ve already come this far. I made it down the elevator and through the lobby. No body seemed to bat an eye. I can do this.

With a deep breath in and a long exhale out, I steadied myself and took my first step inside.

“Welcome, Miss,” the bartender shouted out. “Take a seat wherever you’d like.”

I instantly blushed from the sudden attention and from being called ‘Miss’.

So far so good.

I made my way into the bar, taking a seat at a table towards the back of the room where the lighting was particularly dark. It felt so surreal being there dressed up as I was; my body was shaking vigorously with a mixture of nerves and excitement.

As I sat down, I tried to keep my posture poised and elegant, crossing my legs delicately just as Rachel always did. Doing so, I felt the silky sensations of my stockings rub against my bare skin, reminding me how good my new outfit felt. I fixed my dress, hiking it down to my knees, and then set down my purse, attempting to settle in and act natural.

Okay, I’m here. Now what?

Looking around the room, I noticed that everyone was preoccupied, either talking to someone or scrolling on their phones. I had no idea what to do or what to expect. Was I hoping that someone would just approach me? Perhaps just going out for the first time would be good enough for tonight. I still had three weeks of my trip remaining.

Soon, the bartender approached me donning a friendly smile. “What will it be, Miss?” he asked me.

I blushed again at his use of words as I felt my dick squirm between my legs, aroused to have a man talking to me and giving me attention. The feeling of arousal made me feel naughty. It made me feel like a dirty deviant, just like I knew I was becoming. It was intoxicating.

“I’ll have a gin and tonic, please,” I answered in the feminine voice that I had been secretly practicing for weeks.

As I spoke, the man looked at me curiously, as if sizing me up or trying to detect an anomaly. The longer he stared, the faster my heart started racing. I forced a smile and he finally snapped out of his gaze, shaking his head to clear out of his thoughts.

“Sorry, ma’am. There’s just something about you. You seem familiar. Do I know you from somewhere?”

I shook my head. “Sorry, no. I’m just in town for work. This is my first night here.”

“Well alright then,” the bartender shrugged. “I’ll be right back with that drink. My name is Jake if you need anything.”

“Thanks, Jake,” I grinned as he walked away.

When he was back at the bar I let out a deep breath of relief. Already my heart was fluttering, my dick was surging. I felt so alive!

I can’t believe I just had my first conversation!

When Jake returned with my drink he set it down with a wink. I wasn’t sure if there was a hidden message within his gesture, but it made me all the more giddy. I took a deep sip of the cocktail, it was strong and bitter, but exactly what I need to ease my nerves.

This is going so well. I wonder what else I could do dressed like this, or where else I could go!

As I sipped my drink, I continued pondering all the possibilities. Three weeks away from home could be the perfect spark I needed to feel rejuvenated. I knew that Rachel would likely be spending this time sharing our bed with various men, so why shouldn’t I have some fun of my own. Instead of watching her get all the attention and pleasure, now it was my turn.

I finished my drink and called Jake back for another. The alcohol flowing through me had me feeling calm and relaxed, making me feel at home in my new persona. As Jake brought my next round, I thought I saw a glimmer of lust in his eyes as he handed it to me. My penis throbbed excitedly.

He flashed me a friendly smile and then made his way back to the bar, over to a new guest who had just arrived, a young woman. I looked her over, quickly growing jealous. Even from a distance I could tell that she was beautiful and confident.

Her blonde hair flowed with tight, perfect curls, gently covering the top of her red dress. The deep v-neck cut of her outfit was far from modest, her breasts were on full display for any man lucky enough to catch a glance. A ribbon around her waist gave her the perfect hourglass curves and her long slender legs ended in red stilettos that were both sexy and intimidating.

Why can I look like that! Maybe I just need to work on my look a little more. Get better at applying makeup and doing my hair. Or perhaps I just need a more stunning dress like that.

I couldn’t stop looking at her. I both wanted her and wanted to be her. I also had a strange desire for Jake to step away, to return to me. He had been talking to her for far too long.

Then I heard it, a loud, boisterous laughter. One that was far too familiar. The woman turned and stepped off the barstool as she made her way towards the restroom. Seeing her face there was no denying who it was.

The woman was my wife.

It was Rachel.


Chapter 3
Unexpected Guest


When Rachel disappeared into the bathroom, I quickly tossed some money on the table and hurried out of the bar, back to my hotel room.

The whole way back I couldn’t help but ask the same question over and over again. Why was she here? Business trips were a staple of my job and she had never shown interest in them before. Why now?

Maybe that wasn’t her. Maybe it was just some vision of guilt manifesting itself on some other woman. No, I can recognize her laugh anywhere. That had to have been her.

Back in my room I hung up my purse, kicked off my heels, and hurried to the bathroom to remove my makeup. Fear and panic surged through me, lightened only slightly with each splash of water on my face, as my feminine looks faded away.

My dress was the next thing to go, carefully being hung back in my closet, followed by my lingerie. Lastly, I returned to the bathroom to hide all of my makeup and supplies, making sure there was no trace of my naughty little secret.

If it was indeed my wife that I had seen at the bar then I knew I would likely find out soon enough. If she had travelled half way across the country she would be knocking at my door at any minute. I couldn’t let her discover what I had been up to while away from her.

Soon, I was back in my boring men’s clothing, pretending to read my book in bed. I had hoped to fall asleep tonight wearing the pretty satin negligee I had bought just for this trip, but that would have to wait for at least one more night.

I wish my night didn’t have to end like this. I wanted to feel sexy, I wanted to feel free. I felt both of those for a time until I saw Rachel. At least it was a good start, a good first step.

Already I missed the touch of the silky stockings on my legs, the thong tucking down my dick and squeezing into my butt crack, the bra hefting up my chest and giving me the feeling of having real breasts. Already I missed the feeling of being sexy, beautiful, and feminine.

Eventually, I was able to relax and began to read, and soon my eyes began to grow heavy and I felt like I could sleep.

That’s when the knocks came.

That must be her!

Jumping out of bed, I took a second to compose myself before heading for the door. Peeping through the small hole in the door, I instantly recognized my wife standing on the other side, wearing the same red dress that I had seen her in at the bar.

Relax, Sam. There’s nothing to worry about.

I opened the door, doing my best to act surprised when I saw her. “Rachel? What on earth are you doing here?” I exclaimed.

My wife struck a provocative pose in the doorway, her red dress looking even more stunning up close. “What? A girl can’t surprise her husband on his long business trip?” she replied, her words oozing with sass.

“Surprised is definitely what I am,” I replied with an awkward chuckle. “Well, why don’t you come in. Make yourself at home. It’s great to see you.”

I moved aside and let her in. She strutted in, already like she owned the place, looking it over and deciding where to mark as her territory. “Bring in my bags, won’t you?”

In the hallway was a sizable suitcase standing next to her large purse. Carrying her bags was nothing new to me so I picked them up and brought them inside, setting them down beside the bed, where Rachel was already lying down.

“What a long flight,” she sighed dramatically. “I stopped by your room earlier hoping to rest, but you didn’t answer. Where were you?”

My heart skipped a beat in panic. I gulped, trying to think of an excuse. “I, uhh, I just went out for a late dinner. My flight was delayed and I didn’t get checked in until later than expected.”

“Huh, alright,” Rachel shrugged, seemingly accepting my answer. “I checked the bar and didn’t see you there.”

Sheesh, why the prodding questions!

“I think I’m the one who should be asking the questions, dear. I still don’t know why you’re here! Or how long you’re staying.”

Rachel grinned at me as she took off her heels and settled in. “Three weeks is a long time to go without you, baby. Fucking other men isn’t the same when you’re not watching,” she explained.

She stood up and untied the string around her waist, letting her dress fall open and then down to the ground. Beneath she wore a lacy bra and cheeky panties, both as crimson red and as sultry as her dress. My breathing grew heavy as I filled with lust, longing to feel her supple breasts, her firm stomach, her smooth legs.

“So you came because you missed me?” I asked.

Rachel let out a curt laugh at my question, setting her hand on my chest softly as if to embrace my heart. “Oh, of course, dear,” she whispered. “That and to spice things up a little bit by finding some men out of town with you. Doesn’t that sound delightful?”

Her hand ran down my chest, past my waist, and down to my dick. She grabbed my growing dick through my boxers and gave it a gentle squeeze. “Based on your excitement right now, I would say that you agree,” she giggled.

My body quivered as she fondled me, my knees growing weak from her soft touch. “Yes, dear,” I breathed out.

“Perfect,” she grinned as she released my dick. “Now, I’m going to go take a shower and wash off all that airplane filth. Be a doll and unpack my luggage for me. I have some extra special dresses that need hung up. I don’t want them to get wrinkled.”

“Yes, dear,” I muttered again.

As I opened her bag, it dawned on me that my dress was already hanging up in the closet.

What am I going to do? Where can I hide this and everything else? It’s only a matter of time until she finds something.

My teeth gritted as I considered my options. While I loved that Rachel had surprised me, this was possibly the worst time she could have done so. Not only did it ruin all of my plans, but she came right in the middle of them, with all of my little secrets scattered around the small hotel room.

“Samuel!” I heard my wife shout from the bathroom, causing me to freeze in terror. “Whose slutty heels are these?”

She stormed out of the bathroom, holding my two black stilettos, anger and confusion plastered over her face. Then her eyes opened wider as rage overcame her. “And whose purse is this?” she shouted as she discovered my purse hanging from the coat rack. “Are you hiding some whore in here?”

Fear was boiling inside of me, ready to overflow. I didn’t know what to do. I didn’t know what to say. She had discovered my secrets so quickly.

She stomped over, throwing the heels at me. I didn’t bother to protect myself, letting them bounce off of me and clatter to the floor. They still looked so sexy, so elegant and perfect. I wished I could still be at the bar, dressed up and wearing them.

“Answer me, Sam,” Rachel demanded.

I opened my mouth to speak, but I couldn’t muster the strength. Looking back at the heels, I knew what my only solution was. No matter what I said I knew it would be a struggle to convince her, my only course of action was to show her.

I balanced myself as I slipped my first foot inside a heel, then did the same with the second. Looking back at her I muttered the words that I never imagined I would, “These heels are mine.”

“Yours?” she softly breathed out, clearly battling the idea in her mind. Her eyes kept flicking back and forth between my face and my feet, trying to understand. “What? Why?”

My body was shaking, I sat down on the bed to steady myself.

I can’t believe I just admitted this! I can’t believe I’m wearing my high heels in front of my wife!

“I… I…” I started, still struggling to find the perfect explanation. I let out a deep sigh, shaking my head with defeat, then finally answered. “Seeing you go out all dressed up, catching so much attention from men. Seeing you get fucked by man after man in front of me… I feel like it has changed me.”

As I spoke, the anger subsided from Rachel’s face, but I could tell that she still wasn’t sure what to believe.

So I continued, “I now have these urges, these needs. I just had to know how it would feel to be that attractive, that desired. How it feels to be you.”

With that Rachel’s eyes lit up. “Do you now?” she let out as she considered my admission.

“Y-yes,” I mumbled, feeling ashamed and embarrassed.

An awkward silence hung between us for a moment while Rachel began to pace the room, still wearing nothing but her red lingerie. She looked so stunning and strong as she strode across the room, imbuing power with each step, intimidating and worrying me for what was to come.

Finally, she stopped. She turned and looked at me, a pleased smirk spreading across her face. “Well that’s wonderful, baby,” she said enthusiastically.

I was stunned, this was not the reaction I had expected. “It is?”

“Yes,” she laughed. “We can have so much more fun now.”


Chapter 4
Gifts


The next morning Rachel disappeared early without a word. The rest of the night had been awkward between us after I had exposed my secret, even though she seemed unfazed and oddly delighted by the revelation. I, on the other hand, was a complete mess of emotions, unsure if I should believe her unexpected response.

I went on with my day as I normally would while on a business trip, preparing my notes and agendas for the days to come. This time, however, I found it increasingly difficult to focus knowing that I had a closet filled with naughty clothing to wear.

No, I can’t! I can’t let Rachel discover me wearing anything. I just have to let this play out until I really learn how she feels about everything.

Soon, Rachel returned, her hands filled with shopping bags and an excited look on her face.

“I’ve come baring gifts!” she exclaimed giddily.

My stomach churned as I wondered what she might have bought. Was it for me or was it for her? Would it reveal how she really felt?

“We are going to have so much fun tonight,” she continued. “Just wait until you see what I got you.”

My uneasiness grew as my body began to tremble nervously. I tried to take deep breaths to calm myself, but as I watched Rachel reach into the shopping bags, it felt like she was moving in slow motion, deliberately torturing me. As her hands finally rose from the bag, with them came a dark red dress.

My eyes bulged as I stared at the dress. I could feel the excitement coursing through me, longing for her to say it was mine.

Is that… for me?

“This is for you,” she finally confirmed as she extended it towards me.

My mind exploded, unable to comprehend what was happening. I had been dreading seeing Rachel all day, confident that she was going to be disgusted by me, but the complete opposite was happening, she was encouraging me.

“For me?” I muttered as my fingers ran across the soft fabric. Already I was dying to try it on.

“That’s right, and this one is for me,” she said as she pulled out a second dress, this one a shimmering silver. “I spared no expense. If we’re going to do this then we might as well go all out, right?”

“Do what?” I let out, confused.

“Have a girls night out, silly!” she giggled. “We’re going to get all dolled up and hit the town looking for men. It’s going to be so much fun! I’m so glad I decided to fly out and surprise you.”

My brain felt like it was caught in a tsunami, nothing she said made sense. At the same time, it all sounded so amazing. “Girls night out… looking for men…” I mumbled in disbelief.

“I was so excited that I even bought us matching panties. Isn’t that sexy? I mean, normally I wouldn’t wear panties on such an occasion, but the thought of matching with my husband was just too irresistible.”

I shook my head, trying to snap out of my funk and focus on what was happening. “You’re serious? Really? You mean you’re not mad at me? Or disgusted by me?”

Rachel set down her dress and wrapped her arms around my waist, pulling me close. Her mouth nuzzled softly against my ear, her breath warm against my skin. “I’m beyond happy, baby. I’m going to make you into the sexiest, most fuckable woman in this town,” she whispered.

My knees went weak, my body shivered with desire. Her head pulled back and slowly turned to the side. She leaned forward and softly pressed her lips against mine, fitting perfectly like two puzzle pieces.

Her taste ignited a fire within me, displacing all of my worry and concern. The more I felt her plump lips kissing me sloppily, the more invigorated I grew, the more my fears faded.

My dick surged to life, straining against my boxers. As if she could sense it, Rachel’s hand slid down my body and into my pants until she found my erection. Her touch was cold and soft, making me quiver with delight. Her fingers wrapped gently around my shaft, slowly beginning to stroke my pulsing cock.

After months of seeing her exclusively with other men, it felt foreign to feel this level of passion from my wife. Every touch was euphoric, every sensation blissful. I felt her unbuttoning my pants, yanking them down along with my boxers until my dick was fully exposed and erect for her.

“Mmm, I can tell that you’re excited by my idea,” she grinned. “Well let me show you how excited I am.”

Her hands landed on my chest, firmly pushing me backwards, onto the bed. Her eyes pierced through me as she lowered herself to the floor, her lipstick sloppy from our kisses. For the first time I felt her soft hands on my hairless legs and flinched from the sensitive feelings. I could tell that she was surprised by the feeling as well, her attention being drawn to my skin. She let out a breathy gasp and then continued to rub my smooth thighs.

“You shaved!” she let out. “Your body feels so nice like this. So much better than with your thick hair.”

My dick throbbed hungrily at her approval. I grabbed the shaft, guiding it towards her, pleading with her to give me the pleasure I so desperately craved.

Rachel bit her lip as she took in the sight of my yearning erection, but when she opened her mouth it wasn’t to taste it, it was to speak. “Wait, I have something I think you will love,” she said.

She turned around, reaching inside one of her shopping bags. She ripped open a packet and then pulled out two sheer black stockings. I watched as she balled each one up, delicately slipping each one over my foot and up my legs. As she covered my legs, my body shuddered from the tickles of her fingers against the silky material. When each stocking had found its end on my upper thigh, she ran her hands down, from thigh to ankle, making my dick pulse in pleasure as a moan escaped my gaping mouth.

“That’s even better,” she breathed out as she returned to her position between my open legs, her hands perched on my thighs.

She continued rubbing my soft legs, teasing my senses with her feminine fingers as her lips parted. She took in my cock, clearly hungry for the taste of my manhood and relishing in the feeling of it filling her mouth.

I let out a moan as her moist mouth wrapped around my dick, slowly beginning to suck and slurp.

Her tongue swirled around my shaft as she moved her head back and forth. Quickly, her pace began increasing, her passion building with each suck. With one hand she gripped my dick, stroking it in rhythm with her sucks. With the other, she continued to roam my thigh highs.

The pleasure was unmatched, it was like nothing I had felt before. I only wished that I could be wearing more of my sexy clothing, that I could experience more of my new kink with my wife.

With every stroke and suck, my chest surged, my breathing growing deep and heavy. My eyes clenched shut as her tongue twirled around the tip of my cock, amplifying my pleasure.

Holy fuck, this feels amazing.

I could feel my dick growing larger in her mouth, filling her more. I could tell that she loved it. Already the feelings were becoming overwhelming.

“Fuck, I’m going to cum,” I groaned as she took my cock deep inside once more.

Rachel looked up at me, there was a look in her eye that told me she wanted it, that she wanted me to fill her with my seed. Her sucking intensified, her stroking rhythmic.

My dick was throbbing, swelling and ready to burst. Then it did.

It surged, shooting cum into the back of my wife’s throat. Pump after pump, she took my cum in her mouth eagerly as she continued stroking my shaft, squeezing out every last drop.

I groaned loudly as I became flooded with pleasure, my body spending every last ounce of energy in my cries of passion.

Rachel looked up at me, her lips glistening with my cum, her saliva dripping from her mouth, and smiled wickedly. “I told you there was lots of fun to be had,” she breathed out.

I laughed as my threw myself backwards into the bedding, still in disbelief at what had just happened, still feeling the warmth of afterglow flowing through me.

I expected Rachel to join me in bed, but several moments passed and still she was in the same place on the floor. There was a rustling sound near her and then I felt her hands back on my shrinking dick, causing me to squirm from the sensitive touches. She handled my balls and then my dick. I could feel the touch of something cold against it, pushing against my penis. Finally, I pushed myself up to look.

What I saw between my legs shocked me. There, in place of my dick, was a tiny black cage. My eyes darted to Rachel, searching for an explanation. She grinned at me, power oozing from her eyes, and said, “Now that you’ve been drained and caged we can finally begin,” she said softly. “I can finally make you look like the slut I want you to be tonight.”


Chapter 5
Caged


My mind couldn’t escape the thought of the small cage now locked around my dick. I had asked Rachel what it was for, why she had done such a thing, and her explanation was that it was a chastity cage and it would prevent me from getting an erection while I was dressed up. She said that she didn’t want the distraction of my dick poking out of my dress while she was chatting with men.

I could understand that reason, but it was when I asked for the keys so I could remove the cage later that really unnerved me. Hearing Rachel’s outburst of laughter as she tightly wrapped her fingers around the little keys and walked away was a sight I thought I would never forget. I decided to drop the topic after that, however, knowing there were more important matters at hand.

Soon, Rachel debuted my new outfit for tonight as well as hers. I would wear the dark red dress that she had already shown me, along with a pair of black tanga panties, a lacy black push up bra, and the sheer black thigh highs that I was already wearing. To add to my spicy outfit, she bought me a garter belt to help hold up my stockings and give me an added feeling of naughty.

My dress was nothing like the one I had bought for myself. The dark red color was both vibrant and sultry, the faux wrap style helped tighten it around my body, giving me the look of having feminine curves, and the v-neck that ended just before my chest gave me just the right amount of provocativeness.

To complete my outfit, I slipped on my black high heels, the same I had bought myself and worn out last night. When I was fully dressed, I couldn’t believe how amazing I felt, the tight fabrics adhering to my hairless skin tickled my every sense, the sexy panties felt amazing fitting snugly around my ass while holding down my caged penis, and the garter straps tight against my legs gave me the ultimate feeling of sexiness.

For herself, Rachel had bought a short, silver dress that confirmed perfectly against her body. It was sleeveless, with the shoulder straps seemingly plunging down beneath her breasts, into an exceedingly deep v-neck, showing off a wealth of her bosom. The dress cinched tightly around her waist, perfectly showing off her curvaceous body, before extending down to her mid-thigh. There was a short slit in the middle which I knew would drive men crazy as they wondered if they could catch a peak of what was beneath — that of course was what drove me crazy, knowing that we, as husband and wife, were wearing the same panties.

Below, she also wore sheer black thigh highs that emphasized her slender yet muscular legs. She bought a new pair of suede black high heels that were at least five inches high and had a remarkably powerful look to them. I was in awe of her beauty.

Together our outfits were perfect, they each had just the right amount of elegance and sexiness. I longed to rub my body against hers, to feel the silky fabrics slide sensuously over my skin as I felt her body against mine, our bras and breasts pressing against each other.

The thoughts of embracing her while fully dressed quickly started driving me crazy, making my dick swell with desire. Thanks to the cage, however, it could no longer get erect. My once proud penis was now being restrained into a small nub, trapped beneath a layer of soft lace. The one benefit was exactly what Rachel had mentioned, despite my lust, there was no semblance of my arousal to disrupt the flow of my pretty dress.

Once we were both dressed, Rachel sat me down in the bathroom to do my makeup. Quickly, her years of practice applying makeup to herself shined upon the canvas that was my face. With swift yet precise strokes, she applied foundation and contour to both smooth and elongate my face, raising my cheekbones to look more feminine. She gave me fake eyelashes, gluing them on to make my eyes look bigger and prettier. A dark wine colored lipstick painted my lips, matching my dark dress and completing my new face.

Finally, I showed her my dirty blonde wig. She laughed at its similarity to her own hair as she set it upon my head. She combed and brushed it gently, letting the curls bounce as they tickled my skin.

As I watched my wife transform myself through the bathroom mirror, my heart swelled with love. When I was at my weakest and most vulnerable, when I thought that she would cast me out, she had instead raised me up. She had not only helped me, but she made me feel good about it.

I was dying to kiss her and show her my appreciation, but every time I tried she stopped me, warning that it would smear my lipstick. Her denial only made me want her more.

When we were both done, we celebrated our looks with a round of shots, letting the warm alcohol build our courage for the night ahead. Just like last night I had no idea what would happen or what people would think of me, but unlike that night, I had a mission.

I would be going out with Rachel and we would be meeting men.


Chapter 6
Second Time


Before I knew it we were out the door and heading to the hotel lobby.

“Where are we going?” I asked, anxiously following behind.

Rachel grabbed my hand and pulled me closer as she excitedly hurried through the corridor. “Let’s start at the hotel bar. If it’s dead then we may go somewhere else, but in my short time there yesterday I thought I felt a certain spark with the bartender that I’m interested in exploring a little bit,” she explained.

I felt a spark with him, too, but I probably shouldn’t say anything. I’m just going to let Rachel lead, she will know what to do better than me.

Inside the dim bar, my heart began to race, feeling the reality of the moment finally set in.

Here I am again, but this time looking even better — and with my wife! How did this become my life? How did I stumble into something so crazy, so kinky!

Rachel pulled me towards the bar, taking a seat in the middle. Sitting next to her, I noticed Jake at the end of the bar fixing a drink. For just a second our eyes locked and a heat blistered within me.

Next to me, Rachel quickly stole his attention by leaning over and letting her breasts spill over the counter as she called for him, “Hey, Jake! How about a couple drinks for us ladies!”

My body rattled with nerves as he approached, a grin spreading across his face as he looked over us, eyes flashing back and forth like a predator choosing his prey. “Looking good tonight, ladies. So, what will it be?” he asked as he leaned against the bar.

I stared at him, my mouth open but unable to speak. Tonight he looked different. Gone were his backwards cap and plaid shirt, instead he had his hair slicked back and wore blue jeans with a tight fitting white t-shirt, the short sleeves slightly rolled up to expose his oversized biceps. Seeing him this way stirred something inside of me, something that told me that I hadn’t seen the last of him.

“Two house specials,” my wife spoke for us. “And make them strong, we want to have some fun tonight.” She let out her over the top laugh, the one that she always used in her courting of men.

Jake flashed us a wink and hurried off to make our drinks as Rachel leaned in towards me. “So do you like it?” she whispered. “Do you like being out dressed like a whore, capturing the eyes of all the men around you?”

“What? What men?” I gasped as I looked around, desperate to catch some prying eyes.

“Not so obvious!” she hissed at me under her breath. “Just trust me. When you look this good you learn to pick up on these things.”

Are men really checking me out? That makes me feel so… naughty.

My dick strained against its cage at the thought, my body shuddering with delight. I bit my lip as I wondered whose eyes I had caught, fighting my urge to scan the men around the room.

“So, do you?” my wife asked again.

“I-I guess so,” I admitted. “It’s kind of weird, but in a good way.”

“Does it make you feel sexy?”

“Yes. Yes, it does.”

Rachel gave me a pleased grin as she accepted her drink from Jake. “Thanks, doll,” she said softly.

I grabbed my drink and quickly took a gulp, hoping the alcohol would loosen me up a little more. At the same time, I couldn’t keep my eyes off of Jake. I couldn’t stop imagining him naked, fucking my wife. The thought was beginning to drive me crazy.

“Anything else I can do for you ladies?” he asked, his voice cool and casual.

Rachel giggled. “I think there’s a lot that you can do for the two of us ladies,” she whispered, leaning over the bar to get closer to him. “You can start by letting us know when you get off work.”

Jake adjusted his stance, sizing up Rachel, his eyes not so subtly stealing glances at her cleavage. “And why would you need to know that?”

My wife grinned, she always liked when men played hard to get. She gestured for him to come closer. Jake obeyed. She stood up on the legs of the barstool, pushing herself towards him until her lips were next to his ear and her breasts were in his face.

She began to whisper, her tone so hush that I couldn’t hear. Jake nodded and looked amused while my heart pounded, wondering what she was telling him.

Is she giving away my secret? Is she telling him that I’m really her husband who she had dressed up?

Whatever it was, our bartender looked undeterred. When she was done she sat back in her seat and picked up her drink, swirling it gently in her hand as her eyes stared daggers at Jake, waiting for his response. He looked over her again before his eyes latched onto me, making me feel vulnerable.

“Alright, yeah,” he finally let out, hitting the bar counter to drive home his decision. “I’ll see you when I get off.”

He smirked at us as he moved on to the next customer.

“What did you tell him?” I blurted out when he was out of range.

Rachel dismissively waved away my concerns. “Settle down, dear. I just invited him back to our room for a little fun. That’s all.”

I could feel my penis pressing against its cage excitedly at the idea of him joining us in our room, but at the same time I wasn’t sure what would be happening when he did. Everything was different now, would that rollover into the bedroom? Would Rachel still want me standing in the corner, watching, touching myself as I witnessed a real man fuck her? Or knowing my growing desires, would she have me be more involved?

My dick pressed harder as I thought about the possibilities, of how she might let me be used.

What is it that I really want? I’ve already dressed up, I already feel sexy, what more is there to these desires?

While I was unsure of what I wanted, there was no denying the yearning I was feeling for more. I would just have to let everything play out and let my urges guide me.

“Finish up your drink and let’s go back to the room,” Rachel soon said, distracting me from my fantasies. “I don’t want to linger here too long and make us seem desperate. I want him to miss us, to desire us.”

I watched as she pulled out a pen from her purse and wrote our room number down on a bar napkin. To complete her note she gave the paper a thick kiss, imbuing her pink lipstick on it. She set it down on the bar with a generous tip and then grabbed my arm, leading me back to the room.

Leading me back to what would surely be a night to remember.
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Back in our hotel room we waited. We knew that Jake wouldn’t get off work until late as was typical of a bartender, so there was nothing we could do until he was free.

While we waited, I wanted to ask Rachel what her plans were, I wanted to know how she envisioned tonight going, but I didn’t want to come off as over eager. She had already done so much for me tonight, she had already changed my world. For the rest of the night, I wanted her to be in charge, I wanted her to get whatever she needed. I would be more than pleased to take my place in the corner, especially while still feminized.

After all, I was hoping that tonight would start a new trend, a new beginning for our relationship. I was hoping that she would dress me up every time she wanted to find a new lover.

Soon, in the late hours of the night, there was a knock on the door.


Chapter 7
Naughty


Rachel let Jake into our room and he wasted no time in making himself feel at home, walking right in towards the bed.

Rachel followed him with a very self pleased smile. She flashed me a look that told me, “I told you he would come.”

As always she was right.

“Can I offer you a drink from the mini bar?” I asked, trying to be hospitable, just as I always was with Rachel’s men.

Jake waved the question off, “I’ve already had too much tonight. Perks of woking at a bar. Besides, it’s getting late. Why don’t we just get to business?”

No doubt that he’s done this before. I wonder how often he gets propositioned while working at the bar.

I nodded my understanding while Rachel came to stand between us, me standing against the wall and Jake beginning to kick off his shoes and pants as he sat on the bed, before long he was naked and prepared for whatever was to come, his strong, muscular body glowing in the light of the room. Rachel was clearly pleased with his aggressive attitude, and clearly ready to begin.

“Very well,” she told him. Her eyes darted towards me, a serious look in them, a look that I knew well. She was about to give me an order, one that I must obey. “Kneel in front of Jake," she commanded, her voice stern.

I hesitated, but only for a moment. I wasn’t sure what my wife wanted me to do, but I knew that I needed to do as she said.

As I knelt down, I felt that my eyes were drawn to Jake’s cock, dangling, semi-erect between his legs. I wondered if I could make it hard, if I could prepare him for what he would soon be doing to my wife.

Jake squinted at me as he watched me lower myself before him. He looked up at my wife, now standing behind me, resting her hands on my shoulders. She raised a hand, softly slapping my cheek, and then gave me my next instruction, “Open your mouth.”

My entire body quivered as her words rattled through my mind.

This is happening, this is actually happening. She really wants me to feel like her, like a beautiful, sexy, desired woman.

I looked up at her and she nodded her confirmation, letting me know that she was indeed serious and that I was to follow her instructions. So I did, parting my lips obediently.

Rachel leaned down next to me, gripping Jake’s growing erection, gently rubbing it and helping it grow. As it strained and straightened before me, she guided it towards my mouth.

“Suck his cock, Sammy,” she ordered me, her voice firm yet sensual.

I hesitated for a moment, trying to catch my breath, trying to build the courage to fulfill my wife’s wishes.

Is this really what I want? I shook the doubts out of my head. Of course it is. Rachel makes it all look so glamorous, so hot. I want to feel that. I want to taste that. I want to understand!

Suddenly determined, I leaned forward and took Jake’s cock in my mouth.

His hands clenched tightly as he embraced the softness of my mouth, from beside me I saw an extreme look of pleasure sweep across Rachel’s face.

My head moved forward, down his long shaft, taking as much as I could before feeling the faint urge to gag. Feeling a man in my mouth was surreal, I couldn’t believe I that was really doing it, that my wife wanted me to do it — that I wanted to do it.

My hands gripped his thighs, his hair tickling my fingers, reminding me that he was the man in this scenario and I was the woman. The realization fueled me, driving me to bob my head up and down his hard cock, sucking eagerly with a passion-filled intensity.

“Mmm, that’s right. Suck that cock, slut,” Rachel hissed from beside me. “Harder. Faster!”

Jake moaned in agreement.

I obeyed, moving my hand to his shaft and working his cock just as my wife demanded.

“That’s better,” she whispered. “Now take him deep, make him feel pleasure.”

Again I obeyed, filling my mouth and throat as much as I could.

The more I sucked, the more I was beginning to like it, not just because of how naughty I felt, but because I was providing such clear pleasure not only to this man, but also to my wife. The more I tasted, the more I became lost in the sensations and the more it all felt right. Pressure was building in my dick as it strained against its cage, as if proving my passion.

I could feel Rachel’s eyes on me, I could feel her hand on my back, gently pushing me forward. Having her so close to me was both encouraging and humiliating, but it also made everything perfect. I wouldn’t be here or experiencing these new heightened sensations if not for her.

She leaned in closer, her hand sliding up my back. Her warm breath tickled my neck then she whispered, “I want you to take him now, baby. I want him to fuck you.”

I gasped, stunned by her words and by how much I liked hearing them. Letting a man fuck me hadn’t been something I had considered, but here, now, in this situation, with a cock in my mouth, it made too much sense. I needed it to happen.

I let Jake’s dick slip out of my mouth as I nodded to her. “Yes, dear,” I breathed out.

Rachel grinned wickedly. “That’s a good girl,” she purred. She leaned in and traced my sloppy lips with her tongue before thrusting it inside. Our tongues danced passionately while my dick throbbed in its cage.

When she pulled away there was a satisfied look in her eyes, she was greatly enjoying watching me get dominated by both her and Jake and she was excited for what was about to come.

She grabbed my hand and pulled me up to standing, then guided me onto the bed. Crawling forward, I positioned myself on all fours, preparing myself to be made into a proper woman.

Rachel moved behind me, pushing up my dress and then pulling down my panties, spreading my cheeks open and exposing my hole to Jake. The sounds of lips smacking began echoing behind me and I knew that she was now preparing Jake. “Take her, Jake,” she commanded. “Make her your bitch.”

Excitement coursed through me when I heard her words. The strength and confidence in her voice showed me how much she really wanted this, for me to feel him.

Jake placed a hand on my hip as he braced himself. I felt his cock head brush against my cheek, still wet from my saliva. Then I felt pressure against my hole. The feeling was so terrifying. Terrifying and exhilarating.

“Relax,” Jake grunted at me.

I took a deep breath and tried to calm myself.

I’ve already sucked his cock, I’ve already held it in my hands. There’s no going back now. Just let it happen, embrace this moment.

I groaned as Jake penetrated me, my cry only to be outdone by Rachel’s gasp. She giggled beside me as she watched Jake push himself deeper inside.

My fingers wrapped around the bedding, steadying myself from the feeling of being penetrated. I tried to relax, but Jake’s cock was so hard, so thick, I could feel it straining against me, stretching me open as he pushed himself in.

I sighed as Jake pulled himself back, then choked on my breath as he thrust himself back inside. He continued, moving his cock in and out of my ass, filling me with sensations both painful and pleasurable.

I could hear Jake and Rachel making out above me as I felt his cock grow harder and thicker within. Jake was moaning loudly, loving all the attention he and his body were receiving from both of us.

There was something about the sounds of my wife passionately kissing another man that relaxed me. My body began to loosen, allowing Jake to fill me faster. His cock began sliding in and out with ease, my asshole growing sloppy with his pre-cum.

I could hear Rachel’s breath growing heavy as she watched me get fucked by a man, I could tell she was getting wet from the sight. Their kissing grew louder and louder until it suddenly stopped.

“Enough,” she panted. “That’s enough.”

Jake came to a sudden stop and I craned my head back to see what was happening. My wife flashed me a toothy grin, her breasts heaving up and down with every deep breath, and then she said, “That was a good enough taste for her. Now it’s time that she knelt down beside the bed. Now it’s time for her to watch a real woman get fucked.”


Chapter 8
Watching


“Iwant you to fuck me, hard,” Rachel demanded Jake.

I felt him slowly pull his long cock out of me. I gasped as it popped out.

“I’m going to give you the fucking of a lifetime,” Jake grunted, stroking his cock eagerly. He shoved her down onto the bed beside me, quickly taking control of the situation, showing Rachel and I who was really in charge.

She moved to get on all fours, just as I was. Seeing Jake move behind her, I knew it was my time to obey. I slid down off the bed into a kneeling position, ready to watch my wife get the fucking she so desperately wanted and deserved.

Jakes hands slapped against Rachel’s firm cheeks as he grabbed them and spread them open, showing off her plump lips. He growled as he aimed his cock forward and rammed it inside, forcing Rachel to gasp and lunge forward from the impactful penetration.

I couldn’t take my eyes away as Jake began slowly increasing his speed and power, sliding in and out of my wife, his cock slick with her juices. Watching him fuck her was increasingly humiliating. Not only was he a far superior man than I was, proven by his raw power and passionate intensity, but I could see in his eyes how much better Rachel’s hole felt compared to mine. While I had enjoyed my time feeling the pleasures of being a woman, it was obvious that these two were the rightful pair. Rachel and Jake were the ones who were always meant to be fucking.

Jake’s hands squeezed Rachel’s hips, using them to thrust her back against his surging cock, leaving her gasping for breath. I knew from her gaping mouth that she was feeling every inch of him. Every deep thrust was bottoming out in her, hitting her deepest crevice and shattering her previous concepts of pleasure.

Her breasts were bouncing with every movement. Her body trembling in ecstasy. Her eyes shut as moans escaped her open mouth. There was an aura of lust oozing from her, filling the room with a hot and sticky aroma. The scent was intoxicating.

Sounds of skin slapping against skin began ringing out as Jake stuffed his entire cock inside my wife. Rachel was biting her lip, trying to brace herself against the rough storm of Jake. Her mouth opened again, moaning loudly in bliss.

“Fuck me, fuck me!” she screamed, her back arching in pleasure.

Jake scoffed at her demands as he reached forward and grabbed her hair tightly, pulling her backwards. “Your wish is my command,” he snarled as he pounded her pussy harder than ever.

I was in awe of Jake. Never before had I seen Rachel look so meek, so submissive to a man. Quickly, Jake had overtaken her and given her the fucking she desired.

Rachel’s body began convulsing, writhing in pleasure.

Jake’s thrusts became more frenzied, his grunts growing louder.

I began rubbing my caged dick, enraptured by the sexy scene before me.

Jake pulled Rachel’s hair harder, making her groan in pain. Her body was shaking with overwhelming sensations, she almost looked like she wanted to cry. But her moans told me another story.

Her moans were getting louder, her body growing limper, she was giving into Jake’s command over her. There was a look of pure ecstasy spreading across her face, a look that told me that she was close.

Rachel’s mouth dropped open, sucking in air and then releasing it in one single cry of passion. Her body tightened as she orgasmed, clenching around Jake’s still thrusting cock.

The feeling fueled Jake, driving him harder into her. He could tell that Rachel had finished, and now he was set on getting his happy ending.

Suddenly, he let out a primal howl, his eyes bulging as he shoved his cock deep inside my wife and stopped. I could tell that he was filling her with his seed, deep, where it belonged.

When he stopped pumping, Rachel let out a deep sigh of relief. “Holy fuck, Jake. That was incredible,” she breathed out heavily as her body melted into the bed.

My dick was throbbing as I admired the sweaty couple before me. There bodies were glistening with sexuality, Jake’s cock shining with a mixture of my wife’s juices and his cum. Seeing him remove it made me thirsty for more. I waited eagerly for my wife to demand me to clean it off, to not waste a drop of such delicious liquid, but she was too exhausted to care.

“You weren’t so bad your self,” Jake laughed. “Both of you.”

He gave me a wink as he started putting his clothes back on, clearly finished with us and ready to go home. On the bed, Rachel was still catching her breath as she stared at the ceiling expressionless.

I climbed onto the bed, curling up next to her and grabbing her soft hand, intertwining my fingers with hers. “Are you okay, hun?” I asked her.

Her head turned just enough to look at me. “Are you?” she laughed. “I can’t imagine taking that for the first time.”

I blushed at her words, embarrassed, but also proud of my accomplishment. Seeing her lying in bed, so tired and vulnerable filled me with adoration for her. I leaned over and gave her a soft kiss. Her lips curled into a smile as she kissed me back.

“Thank you,” I whispered. “I love you so much.”

Rachel smirked devilishly as she leaned forward and gave me another kiss. “Don’t thank me yet,” she chuckled. “Next time I’m letting him finish in you.”


Sissified To Be Her Cuckold
PART 2: MADE PRETTY & MADE TO WATCH



Chapter 1
Made Up


“Eventually you’re going to have to learn to do this yourself, dear,” Rachel sighed as she brushed my long dirty blonde wig.

I glanced up at my wife through the reflection in the mirror. Her hand was on her hip, her fingers tickling the soft lace of her black teddy as she stared at me in annoyance. Her own blonde hair laid neatly over her shoulder, just teasing her large breasts. The sight rekindled my longing to look as stunning as she did, to get the attention that she did—and to feel as wanted as she did.

“I know, hun,” I trembled as my eyes flashed down to my own reflection staring back at me, admiring how well she had done my makeup tonight.

I had put my own makeup and wig on once before, the night when Rachel had discovered my secret, but it was nowhere near as good as she could make me look. It would be a daunting task to make myself look so good on my own, but I knew she was right. If I wanted to continue to live this wild and erotic life, then I would need to learn the tools that helped create it. For now, however, I would enjoy being dolled up by my wife, even if it was for the last time.

“It really isn’t that difficult. After a few more attempts I’m sure you will get the hang of it, Sarah.”

“A few more?” I murmured, trying to hide my excitement. I loved hearing her promise of more chances to dress up and feel this way, almost as much as I loved hearing her call me by my new name.

Rachel stopped mid brush and looked at me through the mirror, her lips curled in a naughty smirk. “Oh, yes. After our hotel tryst I’ve realized that the only thing better than sleeping with whomever I want is having you dressed up like a sexy little slut to help me find someone.” She lowered herself down just over my shoulder, brushing my hair away from my ear so she could whisper softly. “That and keeping you locked in that tiny little cage so you have to do everything that I say.”

Her words sent shivers down my spine and caused my penis to swell in its cage. When she locked it on before taking me out dressed as a woman the first time, I assumed she would use it for that night to make sure that I behaved, but two weeks later she seemed to have no interest in taking it off no matter how much I begged.

“Yes, dear,” I whimpered.

The denial in my cage grew fiercer as she nibbled on my ear. “That’s a good girl,” she purred. “I just love it when you obey me.”

I closed my eyes as I embraced the feelings. As each day went by I was growing more used to the strange sensations, even starting to enjoy them at times—but I was still desperate to touch myself.

“If I stay good all night will you…” I started, my voice wavering as I tried to build the courage to ask once again.

“Will I what, dear?” she scoffed as she resumed brushing my hair. “I actually wonder what you would prefer more. Having me take that tiny cage off of you… or letting you feel the pleasures of being a woman again.”

“Oh, uhh…” I stammered awkwardly as I remembered the feeling of having a man inside me. The overwhelming naughtiness that had consumed me as he consumed my flesh. I had felt so sexy, so slutty, so satisfied—I had thought of it many times since.

“Why don’t we just play it by ear? There is so much that has to happen before we even get to that point.”

“Yes. Of course.”

Rachel gave my hair one last brush before setting then brush down and patting my shoulders. “All done in here, why don’t we go get dressed?”

Before I could answer she sauntered away into the bedroom, leaving me to watch her perky ass bounce through the mirror. Her thonged teddy made her ass pop in such a promiscuous way, I could only imagine how many men would stare at my wife’s plentiful features tonight.

I stood up and adjusted my chastity cage beneath my own thong, the thin lace struggling to contain my swollen manhood. Above, my black corset was tied tightly around my waist, cinching me painfully. I ran my fingers down its long boning, appreciating the work it was doing to transform my normally curve-less body.

Walking into the bedroom I could feel my long hair brushing against my shoulders and my silky stockings rub against each other. I couldn’t resist closing my eyes for a moment to really embrace the feelings and imagine myself as looking as beautiful and sexy as I felt.

“If you don’t learn to better control that thing we may need to get you a smaller cage.”

I gasped as I opened my eyes and noticed Rachel staring at me, holding two shimmering dresses in her hands. Her eyes were focused on my panties, clearly noticing the bulge that was being created by the denial my cage was serving me.

“I’m sorry,” I stammered as I tried to better tuck it between my legs.

“You better not scare away any of my men tonight with that thing,” she said firmly, her crossing arms becoming a pedestal for her breasts. “I do love the idea of you coming out with me to find a man, but if you get in the way then I will start making you wait at home. You don’t want that now, do you?”

I shook my head vehemently. “No, dear. I’ll keep it hidden. I promise!”

Her eyes squinted as she glared at me, the ferociousness in her look telling me she was serious. “Good. Now put this on.”


Chapter 2
Dressed Up


The soft, silky material slipped from her hands to mine. I looked at the dress and then at Rachel. Her eyes held a gleam of excitement, knowing how much I already liked what she had picked out for me. Despite just beginning this new path in our relationship, she seemed to already know exactly how to work me.

Rachel watched me as she put on a tight leather mini skirt that barely covered her ass. Her heels were sexy and sleek, black stilettos that radiated power and femininity.

She smiled at me, pleased with how much her outfit stole all of my attention. “What are you waiting for? We don’t have a lot of time to waste here. Get dressed!”

I looked at the dress again, the black fabric shimmering under the soft light of the bedroom. Slipping it on I felt the softness sweep over my freshly shaved body, tickling my every sense with its feminine touch. It felt so right.

I pulled my arms through the short sleeves and held the high neckline over my chest as Rachel swept over and helped me with the zipper. The dress quickly adhered to the curves created by my corset as she pulled it up and sealed me inside my outfit for the night. Instantly I felt more feminine and a rush of adrenaline coursed through me as I realized that I was about to go out in public dressed up once again.

Rachel, noticing my anxiety, placed a hand on my shoulder. Her touch was warm and reassuring, but it did little to calm the storm inside me. "Sarah, listen to me," she said, her voice soft and gentle. "I know that you're scared, but everything is going to be fine. This is what we need and what will make us stronger,” Rachel continued, her grip on my shoulder tightening slightly. She turned me gently to face her, her eyes searching mine. "You look beautiful, Sarah. Don't doubt that for a second."

I wanted to believe her, to trust her compliments, but the uncertainty gnawed at me. No matter how aroused I felt by the proposition of the night, I couldn’t help fighting the feeling that this was wrong. “Are you sure you want to involve me with your night out, Rachel? Wouldn’t this be so much easier if you just went by yourself and brought someone home like usual?” I asked, my voice small and meek.

Rachel's eyes flickered with something unreadable, a fleeting emotion that was gone before I could grasp it. "We both know t's time for a change," she said simply. Rachel stepped back, her eyes roving over my form, taking in the dress, the heels, the makeup. "Because you deserve to explore this side of yourself. Because I want to see you bloom, Sarah. I want you to feel sexy—to feel everything that you desire.”

My heart swelled at her words as I watched her walk to her closet and emerge with a small black clutch. "Now, let's finish getting you ready. Our ride will be here any minute.”

My fingers trembled as I held my clutch, the final piece that put my feminine appearance over the top. I couldn’t believe that I was actually going along with this again, that I was letting her take me to a bar dressed so promiscuously. But at the same time I loved it.

Her voice cut through the quiet of the room as she grabbed my arm and rushed me towards the front door. "You look amazing. Seriously. You look hot," Rachel said, a playful smirk tugging at the corners of her mouth as stopped just shy of the exit. “Your makeup is flawless, your dress hugs every curve, and those heels? Fuck, they make your legs look incredible. Not to mention your ass.”

I blushed from her words while my cock swelled in its cage. “I feel sexy,” I admitted. “I really do, but that doesn’t make this any less nerve wracking.”

She smiled at me, a look of pity filling her beautiful face. “I know, dear, but there’s two things that you need to remember. First, this night is about me, not you. We’re going out to find me a man. Second, as long as I hold the keys to your little cock, you don’t have a choice. You have to do as I say.”

I swallowed nervously, trying to hide my growing arousal from her sudden dominance. I loved when she talked this way to me, so fierce, so controlling. It made me want to do anything and everything for her.

“Yes, dear.”

Rachel's eyes flashed with amusement as she grabbed the handle of the door, opening it slowly until the cold night air sent shivers racing over me. She took a step forward and then stopped again, turning and grabbing me by the waist. She leaned forward and placed her lips softly against mine as her hands gripped my ass. Pulling away she grinned at me. “But that’s not to say that you won’t have some fun of your own, not if you play your role well. Remember that tonight.”

I smiled back at her and nodded, hoping that I might feel some pleasure tonight. I had no clue what the night held, but I knew that I would be good for her.

Rachel took me by the hand and led me out the door. I could feel the eyes of the neighbors on me as we walked down the corridor towards the front of the complex. I could see the interest in their eyes, most of them recognizing Rachel, but wondering who I might be. Could they tell who I was?

We found our cab waiting for us and jumped inside, and soon the engine purred to life as we made our way downtown, leading us into the unknown.


Chapter 3
First Steps


The dimly lit bar was drastically different than the one I had first gone to dressed as Sarah. Unlike that one, this was full of life—and people. It had a throbbing energy, the insistent beat of the music mimicking the pounding of my heart.

I squeezed Rachel’s hand as she led us inside, my nerves firing more than ever as I felt the eyes of the other patrons on us. I lowered my head, trying to hide myself as we weaved through the crowds and made our way to the bar. There we found a set of stools and took a seat while Rachel flagged down the bartender.

"Rachel! Long time no see,” the man shouted gleefully when he saw her. He was a tall, dark-haired man with a smile that almost seemed too friendly. As he approached us his eyes flicked briefly to me before returning to her. “The usual?"

Rachel smiled back, her grip on my arm tightening. "You know it, Roger. And make one for my friend here. Something sweet and girly." She knew exactly what she was doing, and I could tell that she wanted me to really feel like one of the girls rather than her husband.

Roger grinned, his eyes twinkling with amusement as he took in my appearance. "Sure thing. Coming right up."

He turned to mix our drinks, leaving me alone with Rachel. Her eyes were bright, and her smile was playful. She was in her element here, and I could not even imagine becoming a part of it though I knew I would need to do just that to please her.

The bar was a whirlwind of activity, a swirl of sound and color that threatened to overwhelm me. I could feel the eyes of the men at the bar on me, their gazes lingering on my body, taking in every curve, every detail. I shifted uncomfortably under their scrutiny, my cheeks flushing pink.

Rachel, noticing my discomfort, leaned in close, her breath warm against my ear. "Relax, Sarah. Enjoy the attention. You deserve it."

I absorbed her words, feeling my arousal from the moment fill my chastity cage as I began to feel exceedingly naughty from the attention. “Thank you. I’ll try.”

"Here you go, ladies," Roger said, sliding two glasses towards us.

Rachel's drink was a familiar amber liquid, while mine was a fruity concoction in a martini glass, garnished with a cherry and a slice of orange. I looked at it dubiously, not sure I even liked fruity drinks, but knowing that having it would help me play my role better.

Rachel picked up her glass and clinked it against mine. "To new experiences," she toasted, her smile sparkling with mischief.

We each took a sip of our drinks. The sweet liquid slid down my throat, leaving a warm trail in its wake. I coughed slightly, the alcohol hitting me harder than I expected, but was pleased by the immediate calm it provided.

Rachel grinned as she leaned in closer, her lips brushing against my ear as she whispered, "Drink up. You'll need to if you want to keep up with me."

I trembled as her breath on my neck teased me then took another, larger sip, the alcohol helping to calm my nerves, but doing little to diminish how turned on I was.

She turned us around to face the crowded dance floor, the sea of faces making me wonder if I might know anyone else in the strange bar. Rachel stayed close, her grip on me lending me a needed comfort as she scanned the room for her next target.

"You're doing great," she murmured, her voice low and soothing. "Just remember to breathe, Sarah. In and out. You’ve done this before. Don’t mess it up for me.”

I tried to follow her instructions, but my breath hitched as a tall, handsome man with dark skin and a charming smile approached us. He leaned against the bar, his eyes sweeping over me before landing on Rachel. “Good evening, ladies. Mind if I join you?"

Rachel's smile was inviting, her eyes sparkling with mischief. She gestured to the empty stool beside her. "Not at all. I'm Rachel, and this is my friend Sarah."

The man extended a hand to Rachel first, his grip firm and confident. "Nice to meet you, Rachel. I'm Marcus," he said, his voice a deep, smooth baritone that sent a shiver down my spine. He turned his gaze to me, his eyes lingering on my face before dropping to take in the rest of my appearance. "And you must be Sarah. It's a pleasure to meet you as well.”

I swallowed hard, feeling the heat rise to my cheeks as I extended a hand towards him. "Nice to meet you, Marcus," I managed to say, my voice barely above a whisper.

Marcus took my hand, his grip firm and warm, sending a jolt of electricity through me. He held onto my hand for a moment longer than necessary, his thumb brushing gently against my wrist as his eyes squinted at me.

I could feel the heat radiating from his body, the scent of his cologne wrapping around me like a warm embrace. My heart was racing faster in my chest as I made a sudden realization as I admired him.

He’s the one. He’s the perfect man for Rachel.


Chapter 4
Finding The One


"So, what brings you two lovely ladies out tonight?" Marcus asked, his eyes twinkling with intrigue as they lingered on me. He looked calm and confident, and I had no clue what to do with myself as his hungry glances sized me up.

Rachel leaned in slightly, her voice low and sultry as she stole back his attention. "Oh, we're just out for a bit of fun. Right, Sarah?"

I nodded, trying to muster a smile. "Yeah, fun," I repeated, my voice trembling. I used two hands to hold my glass, sipping down the last of it as I prayed for immediate relief. But Marcus’ roving gaze over my body made me more nervous than any drink could cure.

"Fun, huh? I like the sound of that. What kind of fun are we talking about?" Marcus leaned in slightly, his voice low and velvety as his arm slid down the bar behind Rachel.

Rachel, ever the tease, raised an eyebrow and took a sip of her drink. "Well, Marcus, we're open to suggestions. Do you know how two sexy girls like us might have a little fun?”

I gazed at my wife twirling her long blonde hair in her finger as she stared longingly at this other man. Her desire for him was written across her face and already I could imagine all the things he would do to her if she had her way.

She nudged me with her elbow, egging me on to chime in and help seal the deal. “Oh, yes,” let out. “We would love any suggestions you might have for us.”

My cock throbbed in my cage with every word out of my mouth, the naughtiness of the moment not lost on me. Marcus grinned approvingly at us as his look gave way to a hint of something darker, something desperate within him.

He leaned in closer towards me, taking a closer look before leaning back into his stool. His lips curled wide, a knowing smile spreading across his face. "Well, I must say, I'm impressed, Sarah. Not many people like you can pull off such a look.”

My eyes bulged in shock, terrified that he had seen through my transformation. “Excuse me?”

Marcus's gaze lingered on me for a moment longer before he turned his attention to Rachel. "The only thing that could make the two of you any sexier is if you happened to be husband and wife."

Rachel beamed a wicked smile at him. “As it so happens, we are," she purred, her chest heaving forward as if being offered to him. "Aren't we, Sarah?"

I felt a flush creep up my neck, the heat of it spreading to my cheeks. Everything was a blur, hundreds of eyes staring at me, waiting for me to admit my secret, but none more piercing than Rachel’s. She wanted, no, needed my answer.

I managed a small nod. "Yes," I finally let out.

My voice was barely audible, but it was enough to send a jolt of excitement through Marcus. He gave us a look that told us that he was still interested. Very interested. A look that made my cock pulse longingly in my tiny chastity cage, my arousal from his attention overwhelming me and making me sweat.

Marcus quickly calmed himself and returned to his charming grin. "Well, isn't that interesting? A beautiful couple like you two out for some fun. I must say, I am very intrigued."

Rachel leaned in closer, her voice a sultry purr and her hand on his arm. "I'm so glad to hear that, Marcus. Because we're always looking for new experiences and could really use a man as handsome and strong as you to help us.”

I nodded, trying to mimic Rachel's confidence. "Yes, we are," I added, trying to help the best that I could.

“I believe I could be of some assistance, but that depends. What exactly does 'new experiences' entail for you ladies?"

I could sense that Rachel was getting a little annoyed by the questions, the game taking too long to catch her prey. But she continued, not wanting to scare him away. “Let's just say we're open to suggestions.”

I took a deep breath, trying to steady my nerves. The moment was so uncomfortable, and yet, there was also a strange thrill in it. I could feel Rachel’s grip prodding me, challenging me to help her win him over, to be a good girl for her.

I knew I had to play my part in this dangerous game. So, I took a turned my full attention to Marcus and let my hand gently take his. The contact sent a rush through me, and I could feel his muscles tense beneath my touch.

Marcus's eyes flicked down to my hand, then back up to my face, a smile playing at the corners of his mouth. "Well, aren't you the bold one?" he murmured, his voice low and velvety. "I like that in a woman."

"Come home with us," I let out, the words surprising myself as they flowed out. “Come show us a good time.”

The eyes around me lit up, both Rachel and Marcus looking enamored with my suggestion. Rachel swept closer to me, gripping me tightly around the waist as she nuzzled against me. "Yes, what a splendid idea, Sarah. What do you say, Marcus?"

The handsome man smirked, his eyes glanced back and forth between us as his arm raised up and gesturing for the exit. "After you."


Chapter 5
Teased


The ride home from the bar was a silent affair, the air thick with unspoken words and simmering tension. Rachel's fingers tickled my thighs playfully, using them to express her building excitement. I, meanwhile, wasn’t sure how to feel. Between the throbbing of my heart and my cock, I was a mess of emotions.

But as the car arrived at our apartment and the door opened to get out, she pulled me towards her before I could get a single heel outside. She gripped my head and pulled it against her lips, the words "be a good girl" sending a shiver of pleasure through me.

I nodded to my mistress before getting out of the car and following her and Marcus to our door. She let us in, but kept the lights off, letting the mood remain dark and mysterious.

“Sarah, why don’t you fix us some drinks while I help Marcus get more comfortable?” she grinned.

“Of course.”

I was grateful for the chance to retreat into the kitchen, needing a moment to brace myself for what was to come. Despite knowing Marcus’ motives and having agreed to a cuckold relationship with Rachel, I had no idea how everything might unfold and how much I might be involved—how much she might let me experience.

Drinks in hand, I took a deep sip from mine before making my way into the living room, and then the bedroom once I didn't find them there. Inside, Marcus was sitting on our bed, the top buttons of his shirt unhooked and his pants in a lump on the ground. His hard cock was in his hand, preparing himself for what was to come, and his lips looked red and swollen. He had a pleased expression on his face that left me no doubt that my wife had already had her first taste.

"Hello, darling," she welcomed me as she strutted into view.

Her dress had been removed, leaving nothing on but her thin lace teddy and her sleek stilettos. My eyes followed her legs upwards, appreciating her sensual curves and her perfect body.

Again my cock strained in my cage, desperate to feel her for the first time in weeks. I resisted my urge to take her, willing myself to take another deep breath before handing Rachel and Marcus their drinks.

"Thank you, Sarah," Rachel said, before taking a sip.

I stood there, aching in my heels, unsure of what to do next. Rachel turned to Marcus, her gaze hungry and lustful. "Why don't you sit back and relax? I'll take care of everything."

I could feel every breath straining to release, the tension in my chest quickly escalating.

Rachel climbed onto the bed, her body moving with grace and confidence. I couldn't tear my eyes away from her as she straddled Marcus, her body swaying with her insatiable desire for pleasure.

Marcus' hands were on her hips, his fingers tracing a path up her body as she leaned in to kiss him. My breath hitched as I watched their lips meet, my heart pounding in my chest as I felt like an unwanted voyeur in my own home.

But I knew that wasn’t the case. I knew that she wanted me to watch.

I wanted to watch, too.

My wife’s hands began to roam over his body, sliding down his chest and stomach before reaching his hard cock. With a wicked chuckle her hand was wrapped around it, slowly stroking his full length. She glanced at me and smiled, licking her lips excitedly before leaning down for a taste of what she wanted.

I couldn't help but gasp as I saw it, my eyes widening at the sight of her filling her mouth with his thickness. Her tongue swirled around his cock, teasing him as she licked and sucked, taking him deeper and deeper into her throat. Marcus let out a low groan of pleasure as she used him to fulfill her pleasures and make me jealous.

I watched from the side, feeling my own arousal grow as I watched Rachel work. My hands were clenched into fists at my sides, feeling my cock throb and pulse in the tight confines of my chastity cage. I wanted to touch myself, to feel the pleasure that I knew Rachel was experiencing and providing, but my cage denied me that release.

I couldn't help but moan softly at the sight in front of me, my body aching with a need that I hadn't felt in weeks.

Rachel continued bobbing up and down as she took Marcus deeper and deeper into her mouth. Her eyes were fixed on me, teasing me with this man's cock while I squirmed longingly.

Marcus' fingers entwined in her hair, pulling her deeper as he let out a guttural groan of pleasure. I could see his body tensing up, his muscles tightening as he reached the brink of climax.

Rachel seemed to sense this, her eyes flicking up to meet his as she quickened her pace, her lips moving faster and faster over his cock. But then she suddenly stopped, licking the drool from her lips as she stroked him with her hand.

"We don't want to end our fun too quickly now, do we? We haven't even let Sarah have her fun."

Marcus looked a little displeased, but seeing me so hot and bothered in the corner of the room seemed to put him at ease. "Good point. We wouldn't want to leave anyone out. Let’s see what she can do."

Rachel was very pleased with her surprise, summoning me towards her with a naughty smile. She moved aside, clearing a path to Marcus' still hard cock and gesturing at it to let me know it was my turn. "Why don't you be a good girl and clean this off for me while I finish my drink."

I gulped as I approached, my nerves drying out my throat. Kneeling down before him I grabbed his thighs, feeling the strength and manliness of them and smell his masculine musk.

I licked my lips, looking up at Marcus to see his eyes locked on mine as he nodded at me to begin. As I leaned over he gripped the back of my head with his hand and swiftly pulled my face towards his dick.

My body was filled with a mix of fear, excitement, and anticipation. I knew I needed to obey. I knew I needed to be good for my wife. I could not let myself get in the way of her plans.

I opened my mouth, letting his cock slip inside my mouth. Slick, hot, and so hard.

I slid my fingers around the base of his cock, feeling the pulsing heat as I began my up and down movements.

My tongue flicked out as I sucked, tasting the saltiness of his pre-cum, reminding me of what I was doing. The taste made me hesitate, but Marcus's hand tightened on the back of my head, his fingers tangling in my hair as he urged me on.

"That's it, Sarah. Show me what you can do,” he growled, his voice thick with lust. His cock twitched under my touch, and I could feel the heat radiating from him, the scent of his arousal filling my nostrils, making my mouth water.

"Open wide and suck it like you really mean it." Marcus's voice was commanding.

“Mmm, yes,” Rachel purred beside me, her drink playfully swirling in her hand. “Make her feel like the naughty girl she is.”

Hearing Rachel’s approval was intoxicating, making me take him faster and deeper. His cock filled my mouth, stretching my lips wide as I struggled to take him deeper. My tongue slid over the smooth skin beneath the throbbing veins. I could feel the power in him, the raw, unbridled masculinity that pulsed through his length.

His low groans told me of his approval, his tight unyielding grip confirmed it. He guided my movements, forcing me to fill my throat with every inch of him.

The sounds of Marcus’s heavy breathing and my soft moans filled the air. Rachel's eyes were locked on mine, her gaze a mix of triumph and power. She could tell how aroused I was, how desperately I wanted to feel more.

“Once a cock sucker, always a cock sucker,” she laughed as she knelt beside me. Her hand on my back surged my desire, making me feel even more naughty as my wife watched me suck this man’s cock. My tongue swirled around his shaft as I took him deeper and deeper, my hand working his length with each movement. He was hot and hard, throbbing with a primal need that I knew all too well.

I felt my breath catch in my throat as I looked into Rachel’s eyes. She was using me as her plaything, her entertainment. And I didn't mind.

But a glimmer in her gaze told me that it was all about to change.

"That's enough," she said sharply.


Chapter 6
Denied


Igroaned desperately, my cock feeling so close to achieving euphoria once more and my mouth not wanting to stop. But she was in control and I knew better than to test the power of my wife.

Rachel had always been the master of her pleasure, telling me what to do to fulfill her every need. And now she was the master of mine, too. Telling me when and how I would receive what I longed for.

And I had no choice but to obey.

I crawled backwards, making room for her to take over, and she wasted no time. In an instant she was on him, letting his eager cock disappear inside her as she straddled him and faced me. Wrapping her thighs around him, she began to ride him.

I could see every inch of his cock sliding in and out of her pussy, slick with her juices, glistening and wet.

My cock throbbed and ached, and I couldn't stop the soft whimper that escaped my lips as I watched them.

Rachel let out a low, throaty moan, her head thrown back in ecstasy as Marcus gripped her hips tightly, his fingers digging into her soft flesh. I could see the muscles in his arms straining and flexing as he guided her movements, his body moving in sync with hers. They were a delicious sight—yet also tortuous as I longed to feel the same pleasures.

I couldn't tear my eyes away from Rachel's body, the way her breasts bounced with each thrust, her nipples hard and begging for attention. Her skin glistened with a thin sheen of sweat, and her breath came in ragged gasps as she rode Marcus with wild abandon.

"Fuck, Marcus," she gasped as her hands swarmed her breasts. "Just like that. Don't stop."

She played with her nipples as Marcus thrust himself upwards. The sound of their flesh slapping together filled the room, a raw, primal symphony that sent shivers down my spine. All the while they each stared at me, a deep pleasure saturating their faces, making me wish I was part of their twisted tango.

"Come here," Rachel demanded me.

As I approached she swiftly grabbed my hand, leading it to her swollen clit and showing me just how to rub her. Her other hand squeezed my cheeks tightly and brought my lips against hers.

Her tongue slipped into my mouth and I could taste both Marcus’ cock and her desire. The mix of flavors made my cock ache more as my own desires began to match her own.

I couldn’t help but give into her kiss, my body yearning for anything it could get, as Rachel’s lips explored mine with a feverish intent. Her tongue moved around my mouth, claiming it in the same way she was commanding pleasure from Marcus. I could swear I could feel Marcus’s cock throbbing in my mouth, hot and hungry, as Rachel’s tongue mirrored the same motions.

Her moans muffled against my lips, her body grinding against my hand as I rubbed her clit in tight, feverish circles. The room was filled with the sounds of their moans and the thick heat of our shared arousal.

Rachel's breath became hot and ragged against my lips, her body trembling from the force of Marcus’ fucking. She arched back suddenly, her head tossing back as she cried out in pleasure, the sound of her orgasm echoing through the room.

Her chest was heaving as her body relaxed and let out a deep sigh. A pleased smile consumed her face, showing the height of her pleasure, and showing me that she was still enjoying Marcus’ fucking as he worked hard to get his own release.

But Rachel had her own plans. Slipping off him, her eyes locked onto mine as she panted, “Get on your knees.”

When I didn’t move she grabbed me by the hips and pushed me down, showing me she was serious. I did as I was told, lowering myself back down to the floor as she pulled herself off of Marcus.

Marcus' veiny cock once again stared me in the face, but was soon covered by Rachel's needy hand. She began to stroke it vehemently, aiming it towards my face. She grinned wickedly as she worked it, rubbing his length as if desperate for him to cum.

"Open your mouth," she growled at me.

Again I obeyed, gasping as Marcus' hot essence suddenly erupted onto my face. Rachel's hand continued working him furiously, milking every last drop from him.

“That's it. Take all of his cum like the good cuck you are,” she laughed, her voice thick with lust.

I felt his cum hit my tongue, salty and bitter, but also invigorating. My eyes fluttered closed as it covered my face, soiling my makeup. What made it in my mouth I swallowed greedily as Marcus groaned above me.

Rachel's hand was still working him, ensuring every last drop was deposited on me. I could feel the warm liquid dripping down my chin, staining my beautiful dress as droplets landed on it.

My face was a sticky mess, but I didn't care.

The taste of Marcus filled my mouth, and I could feel the heat of his cum on my skin. Rachel looked down at me, her eyes filled with satisfaction.

"You took that like a good little slut, Sarah," she purred, her voice thick with delight. "Now, clean him up. Make sure he's nice and clean. We don’t want to send our guest home dirty, do we?”

I shook my head, my body aching with a need that I couldn't explain. I leaned forward, my tongue flicking out to lick the remaining drops of cum from his cock. He was softening, but still slippery and slick.

I could feel the weight of Rachel's eyes on me, watching my every move as I continued to lick his cock. My tongue traced the ridges and veins before I slowly swirled around the head. It was sensitive there and I felt him tense, hissing in a whisper as he hardened again.

I worked my tongue around his shaft, lapping at the remaining traces of his cum, tasting the mix of his arousal and my wive’s essence.

"That's a good sissy," my wife laughed. "You've proven yourself so well tonight. I’ll remember that next time.”

The throbbing in my chastity told me how much I yearned for more, how desperate I was to feel more pleasure, more of anything. At the same time, the denial I felt reminded me that I would need to wait for her to allow it.

“Next time…” I murmured under my breath. “Thank you, Rachel.”

Just finished with tonight’s excitement, already I couldn't wait for the next time when we would bring another man into our bed, and when I would find out what pleasures my wife would allow me.

If she allowed me.


Sissified To Be Her Cuckold
PART 3: TRAINED BY HER MISTRESS



Chapter 1
Seeing Violet


“Sam, if you want to continue our fun little games then you’re just going to have to believe me. This is the only way,” Rachel said as she led me down the street, neon signs illuminating our way through the darkness.

“Couldn’t you do this for me though? Why do we have to involve someone else into our personal matters? This feels so… weird,” I whined. “You don’t even know this woman. Why do you trust her with our secret?”

“I’ve had many discussions with Mistress Violet, and while I may not have met her before, I trust her methods and believe she is our best means for the end that we both want. Now, if you know what’s best for you, you’ll stop questioning me and just obey like the good girl you are meant to be.”

I let a silent whimper as I felt the chastity cage in my boxers pulse from her commanding words. After several weeks locked up it didn’t take much for me to feel aroused these days, and it didn’t take much for me to miss being able to pleasure myself or my beautiful wife. But for some reason, she still refused me access to it, and to her.

“Fine,” I grumbled.

She stopped just before a thick iron door and smiled at me, her hands grabbing my hips and pulling me slightly closer. “I expect you to behave much better than fine, dear. Violet will be giving me a full report on everything that goes on and if you do not obey her to the fullest extent, well, that cage of your’s may never come off.”

Though I knew her threats were serious, standing there feeling her hands on me with her eyes gazing into mine, I wanted nothing more than to feel her body against mine, to taste her lips, to feel every curve of her body, and to use her in every way possible.

My hands grabbed her and pulled her against me, kissing her hungrily. To my delight she didn’t fight it. She encouraged it with her welcoming lips and her roaming hands clawing at my body. But soon she pulled away and grinned at me.

“Now, now, Sam. Let’s not get too excited. You have a lot of work ahead of you and we don’t want to expend all your good energy.”

I shifted awkwardly, feeling the chastity cage swell up in my pants. I wanted to adjust it, but I didn’t want to give her the satisfaction of knowing that she what she had done to me. Luckily, the taste of her was enough to fuel me for what was to come and suddenly I felt ready to face whatever waited for me on the other side of the door.

“All right, let’s get this over with,” I let out, reaching for the handle.

My wife grabbed my hand before it could reach, staring at me with a stern look on her face. “Promise me that will be a good girl for Mistress Violet. I will not have you embarrassing me, Sam.”

“Yes. I promise, dear.”

With that, she pulled open the door. I expected to be welcomed in with a brightly light room, but instead the inside almost seemed darker than the night sky. We entered, hesitantly looking for any sign of this mistress, but finding none.

“Hello? Mistress Violet, are you here?” Rachel called out.

Soon a woman entered the room through a door of beaded strings. She was wearing tight leather, every curve of her body accentuated by the fit of it. Her black hair blended into her outfit and made her look sleek and sexy in a wild and dominating way which was amplified by the long black leather riding crop she slapped against her open hand.

“My apologies. I was seeing to another… client,” she said she approached us.

She offered her hand to Rachel and they shook, but as I extended mine for the same greeting, she stared at it then at me and scoffed. “I do not respect those who need my services. Perhaps after you’ve been trained, then I will respect you.”

My stomach twisted from her words, an uneasiness washing over me. Suddenly I had no doubt that this night would be much harder than anticipated.

“Let’s not beat around the bush. Why don’t you show me what I’m working with,” she said to Rachel, her tone low and pointed.

“Well, it’s my husband Sam. I’ve been working on helping him become Sarah, but despite my attempts at feminizing him, he has been very obvious and detectable. He lacks confidence as Sarah. I need your help in letting him embrace his true self.”

“You’ve already told me that via email. I meant show me what I’m working with.” She gestured at me with her crop to make her point clear, making me flinch nervously as it whistled through the air.

“Oh! Of course. Sam, get naked.”

My eyes bulged at my wife’s statement, and the casualness of her tone.

“Excuse me?” I let out with an air of defiance.

Her eyes squinted at me angrily, a fire burning violently inside them. “Do as you’re told.”

I suddenly realized the promise I had made and nodded. Despite the strangeness of this, I knew I would have to obey.

Slowly, I took off my shirt, then my pants and boxers until nothing was left but the small chastity cage locked around my manhood. Violet scanned me thoughtfully, her finger delicately tapping on her lips as she considered me.

“I see,” she snickered. “So I have an out of shape male with no curves or feminine appeal who wishes to become the fairer sex.”

“Sadly, yes,” my wife replied. “Can you help me? He already shaves his body daily in preparation.”

Violet let out a deep sigh then nodded. “Yes, I believe I can transform him properly, and if not, then I have plenty of corsets that will.”

Rachel had a gleeful look to her as she practically bounced in her heels. “Thank you, Mistress. I have no doubt that you will.”

“Good. Now I need two things from you,” Violet snapped. “First, give me his key. Then, take his worthless man clothes and leave him to me. When I’m done with him, she will no longer need such clothes. She will be leaving as Sarah.”


Chapter 2
Training


Rachel did as Mistress Violet instructed and was suddenly gone, my clothes with her. Naked in front of this stranger fully clad in black leather, I couldn’t help but feel my anxiety escalating.

I felt a blush spreading across my cheeks as Mistress Violet smiled at me, her eyes still examining my naked body.

“Well then,” she said, her voice sharp. “Let's get you into something more... suitable."

She led me down the hallway and into a room filled wall to wall with lacy, frilly dresses, lacy lingerie, and shining heels. She stopped before the long rack of dresses and ran her fingers along the fabric. "What's your favorite color, Sarah?”

"Uh, green," I answered, my voice a bit unsure. "I guess."

"Wrong," she replied sharply. "That was Sam’s favorite. As Sarah, now you may choose from any shade of pink or purple that you see before you." She motioned to the array of dresses, their colors ranging from soft blushes to deep plums. I hesitated, looking at the selection.

"Well, I... I don't know," he stammered, feeling a bit overwhelmed. "I've never really worn anything like this before. I’ve always worn black.”

Mistress Violet turned back to him, her gaze more pointed. "That's the point, Sam. You're exploring a new side of yourself. Trying new things, feeling new sensations. Tapping into your full femininity.”

I took a deep breath and reached for a dress in a soft lavender shade. It was delicate, with lace trim and a fabric that felt like silk against my fingertips. I held it up, the color contrasting beautifully with my fair skin. It was a far cry from the sexy cocktail dresses I had worn with Rachel in the past, but I couldn’t deny that there was something about it that was captivating.

Mistress Violet smiled approvingly. "Excellent choice, Sarah," she said approvingly. "Now, let's get you into it."

She walked across the room to a display of lingerie; racks of sexy bras, panties, corsets, and teddies teasing me with their sensuality. I watched her pick out a matching thonged teddy and bring it to me, garter straps swaying from the lingerie with each step she took. “Put this on first. I want you feeling truly sexy and feminine.”

While I dressed, slipping the thing lace strap over my tiny cage and through my cheeks, she continued to gather supplies. She returned with white thigh highs which she helped slip over my legs and connected to the garter straps, large breast forms which she placed into the cups of my teddy, and a long slender black object which she held before me.

“Now put this in,” she demanded. Her voice was soft yet adamant, and I knew that I must obey so I took it.

It was a strange object, yet holding it in my hand I knew exactly what it was for, and where it was meant to go. With a deep breath I pushed it inside me, feeling the strange yet familiar sensation.

“Good. That will help with your feminine posture. Now, turn around," she instructed, and I complied, feeling a flutter of nerves in my stomach.

I heard the rustle of fabric behind me and then felt a soft, cool material brush against his skin as Mistress Violet slipped the dress over my head. The dress slipped down over my body, covering me and hugging my every curve in a way that was exhilarating. It was strange to dress up in front of someone other than my wife, but the thought made a thrill run through me as I wondered how I looked.

Mistress Violet continued, placing a dirty blonde wig over my head and high heels on my feet before painting my face expertly with makeup. When she was done she stepped back, her eyes critically examining my form as she nodded. "Good. Now we may begin. Let me see you walk across the room."

I obeyed, feeling the dress sway around my legs as I moved. From the corner of the room I could see my reflection, feeling an exhilaration being dressed up for this woman.

Mistress Violet watched me intensely, her hands on her hips as her eyes squinted at me. "Posture, Sarah. Shoulders back, chest out, chin up." She barked at me, slapping me hard with her riding crop.

I continued, trying to think of how a woman would walk and trying to replicate it the best that I could.

“You’re getting better. Now, let's work on your walk. Walk towards me, Sarah."

She continued to watch me critically, her head tilted to one side as I approached her. "Stop," she said after a few steps, holding up a hand. "You're walking like a man in heels, Sarah. You need to walk like a woman."

I sighed, my shoulders slumping slightly. "I thought I was.”

Mistress Violet scoffed at me, smacking me again with her leather whip. “Let's try again. This time don't walk, strut." Her voice was firm but somehow encouraging. "Imagine you're walking on a tightrope, balancing with every step. Shoulders back, chest out, and swing your hips slightly."

I took a deep breath and tried again, focusing on placing one foot in front of the other while swaying my hips just as Rachel would when she walked in heels. The more I mimicked her style, the more natural it began to feel and the sexier it felt.

"Better," Mistress Violet said, a small smile playing on her lips as she continued to slap her riding crop against her hand threateningly. "Keep going, Sarah. Feel your plug deep inside you as you move, embrace the feminine feelings of being filled by something long and hard.”

Continuing around the room, I began to move with more confidence, my whole body moving in rhythm with the swish of my dress. The more I moved, the more I became aware of the plug deep inside me, filling me with a naughtiness that I greatly enjoyed.

“Good! You're getting it. Now, let's work on your voice."

I stopped, feeling a strong swelling in my tiny cage from her confirmation of my femininity. I opened my mouth to speak, but held back, trying to remember how I spoke when I was out as Sarah. “You mean like this?” I asked as I tried to sound feminine.

Mistress Violet gestured towards a small, plush chair in the corner of the room. "Sit," she instructed. I did as I was told while she sat down on a nearby chaise, her eyes never leaving me. "A woman's voice is softer, more melodic. It's about how you speak, not just what you say. Now, tell me your name."

I hesitated, looking down at my lap. "Sarah," I said softly.

Mistress Violet raised an eyebrow, holding up her whip as if winding up to hit me. "Louder, please. And with more emotion."

"Sarah," I said, this time with a little more confidence.

"Better, but you're still holding back,” Mistress Violet growled, letting the leather slap hard against my thigh. "Let's try something else. Say: 'I feel beautiful.'"

I hesitated, the sentence seeming silly to say out loud. But with a deep breath I tried again. "I feel... beautiful," I said, my voice barely above a whisper.

Mistress Violet leaned forward, her eyes intent on my face. "Come on, Sarah. Look at you now. You’re no longer a man, you’re a beautiful, sexy woman. You're a goddess. Own it. Say it like you mean it."

I looked at my reflection in the mirror, the dress, the heels, and the soft, feminine features that seemed to be emerging from within me. She was right, I did look beautiful. I did look sexy.

I nodded, steeling myself for the effort. I took a deep breath and said, "I feel beautiful." This time, my voice was louder, more confident, and I believed it.

“Yes!” Mistress Violet cried out. “Now I believe you. And now I believe you’re ready to continue your training.”


Chapter 3
Teased and Denied


The next room Mistress Violet led me to was covered in mirrors, the walls lined with varying sizes and shapes all reflecting back my new feminine figure. In the center of the room stood a pedestal, upon which rested a full-length mirror, its frame adorned with intricate carvings of flowers and vines.

Mistress Violet watched me critically, her head tilted to one side. "Good," she said after a moment. "Your posture is improving. But remember to keep your chin up and your eyes forward. You're a goddess, not a wallflower."

I nodded, adjusting my stance as she spoke. I could feel it. The confidence, the power, the femininity—they were all there, bubbling beneath the surface. I just needed to let them out, to embrace them fully.

Mistress Violet nodded, her eyes softening and her riding crop hiding behind her back. "That's it, Sarah. Now, stand tall for me, let me see you for who you are."

I stood tall and proud, feeling the bodice of the dress hug me with a warm embrace. It felt right, it felt natural, and I felt beautiful.

"Very nice. Now there's one last thing I need to do to help you fully become Sarah,” Mistress Violet said as she came to stand before me. 

Slowly, she lowered herself down, pulling at the hems of my dress until she saw my panties beneath. Her fingers slipped in and traced the lines of the fabric, making me quiver from the sensual feelings.

It felt so wrong to have another woman touching me in such a way, but Rachel had told me to obey everything Mistress Violet wanted to do, so I let her continue. 

She tugged at my panties, pulling them down my legs until the shame of my little chastity cage was revealed. Resisting my urge to cover it, I watched as her soft hands cupped the small device. She ran a finger around every curve, filling me with phantom feelings of her delicate touches and making my cock swell desperately, its desire to truly feel her overwhelming me.

A shimmer of silver flashed through the air and made me gasp as I saw the key to my chastity cage appear in her hand. It moved to my cage and with a quick turn it was unlocked and she was removing it.

My length wasted no time in revealing itself to her, surging to life as if to ask for more of her touches. Then I felt them.

Her fingers were soft yet determined, stroking me fully as she gazed into my eyes.

"It's okay to still have sexual needs and desires," she breathed out. "Being a woman doesn't exclude you from such yearnings."

I felt a strong urge to beg for more, to plead with this stranger to fulfill my every need. Being caged for weeks, it had felt like an eternity since I had felt such tender touches. I needed more.

Instead I bit my lip as a moan escaped between them. But they suddenly parted as I gasped, the moist touch of her lips on my head surprising me. I exhaled deeply as she filled herself with my cock, her tongue working the shaft masterfully.

Mistress Violet looked up at me, her dark eyes glinting wickedly, knowing exactly the effect she was having on me. She bobbed her head faster, taking me deeper, her fingers wrapping around the base of my cock to control the pace. I could feel the head of my cock hitting the back of her throat, her moans vibrating through me, sending shivers down my spine.

The sensations were intense, overwhelming, and I couldn't help but let out a louder moan, my hips bucking slightly. "Fuck," I gasped, my hands finding their way to her hair, tangling themselves in the dark strands. I didn't pull, just held on for dear life as she continued her eager devouring of my cock.

I could feel the pressure building within me, the need to release my pent-up sexual energy that had built up for weeks. I had been caged for so long, and now, the thought of finally getting to cum was almost too much to bear.

Mistress Violet paused for a moment, looking up at me with lust-filled eyes, a wicked smile playing on her lips. "You like that, don't you, Sarah?" she asked, her voice a low purr. "You want more, don't you?"

I nodded, my breath coming in ragged gasps. "Yes, Mistress. Please, I need it." I was almost begging now, my body aching for release.

She stood up, a smirk playing on her lips. "Beg for it, then. Show me how much you want it."

"Please, Mistress," I begged, my voice hoarse with need. "I need to cum. I need to feel you, Mistress. Please!”

Mistress Violet smiled, her eyes gleaming with wicked delight. "Such a greedy little slut, aren't you, Sarah?" she purred, her voice dripping with condescension. "But no, that's not why I removed your cage."

She walked away, opening a drawer in a cabinet across the room. I watched dumbfounded, my cock still moist from her saliva and longing for more. When she returned she resumed her position on her knees and reached back up for it, but her grip wasn't what I hoped it would be for.

"It's time you had a more appropriate cage for your little friend. After all, if you want to feel more like a sexy woman, you need to look the part." She slipped a new cage over my penis as she spoke, her excited tone filling me with anxiety. "And women don't have these silly little things between their legs, do they?"

She pressed the cage back until it connected with the ring and swiftly slipped in the lock and removed the key. The sight was terrifying—the cage was nothing more than a covering, turning my penis into a small mound on my crotch.

"Now you have a much more appropriate cage for your little sissy clit.” Her tone was harsh and final, making me understand that there would be no more pleasure to come. She flicked the tip of my clit with her tongue and then laughed. “And now we may continue to the final training.”


Chapter 4
Final Training


Again Mistress Violet led me to a new room. This time, however, we weren’t alone. In the center of the room was a grand bed, its frame carved from dark wood and draped with velvet curtains of a deep and passionate crimson. The curtains were tied back with tasseled cords, revealing sheets of pristine white that seemed to glow in the dim light.

On top sat my wife, her crossed legs giving her the illusion of wearing nothing but a thin white lace bra. Even that was mostly hidden, the straps covered by two large hands—hands belonging to a tall, handsome man standing behind her. His fingers gripped her as if they were claiming her and his fierce blue eyes told me that she was now his for the taking.

I looked back at him, surveying the bulbous curves of his muscles. He was shirtless and the sheer size of him made me feel small and feminine. I felt a flutter of nervousness in my stomach, but also a thrill of excitement.

“Hello, Sarah. This is Travis," Rachel said, her voice husky with desire as she grabbed his hand. "He’s going to help us tonight."

I blinked wildly as I continued to stare at him, this strong masculine man who was holding my wife. My cock began to swell in my cage as I wondered how he might help with my training.

“How…” I murmured, my voice barely above a whisper. “How is he going to help?”

Rachel smiled, her eyes gleaming with lust. "I want you to watch, Sarah. Watch as Travis fucks me, and I want you to imagine it's you. I want you to imagine that you’re feeling what I feel."

I swallowed hard, my heart pounding in my chest. A deep arousal being unseeded from within as I took in her words.

"And while you watch and pretend, I'll make sure you really know how it feels," Mistress Violet added.

I gasped as I understood their plan for me, arousal surging through me as she guided me to the bed. Rachel lowered herself down on all fours, and Mistress Violet guided me into the same position right next to her. My heart was pounding, a thrill of anticipation running through me as I looked at Travis who was stroking his large, meaty cock as he admired my wife hungrily. I couldn’t help but wonder how it would truly feel to be as sexy and desired as Rachel.

Mistress Violet reached into a cabinet beside the bed and pulled out a large, black dildo attached to a strap-on harness. She slipped it on, the leather creaking softly as she adjusted the fit. The dildo was thick and long, and the sight of it made me tremble as I imagined her using it on me.

"You're going to take this," she said. She gripped the dildo, her fingers wrapping around the shaft as if it really belonged to her. "You're going to take it all, and you're going to love it, Sarah."

I looked at the dildo, my mouth going dry. It was so big and looked so real. The thought of it filling me made my penis pulse. I nodded my acceptance though I knew I had no choice in the matter. I would be getting fucked whether I wanted it or not.

Mistress Violet smiled, her eyes glistening with power and dominance. "Good girl. Now, let's get you ready."

She crawled onto the bed and positioned herself between my legs, her hands running up my thighs, her fingers tracing the lines of my stockings. I could feel the heat of her body, the softness of her skin, and I shivered with anticipation.

"Relax," she breathed out, her hands groping me just as Tyler touched my wife beside me. "This is going to feel so good, I promise."

I took a deep breath, trying to relax my muscles. She reached between my legs, her fingers finding my clit cage and stroking it gently. I moaned, my hips jerking involuntarily.

"That's it, Sarah," she purred. "Let go. Let the pleasure take over.”

Her fingers worked my cage with expert precision, coaxing my body to respond. I felt my muscles loosening, my hips lifting to meet her touch, a low moan escaping my lips. "Good girl," she murmured.

Beside me Rachel gasped and lurched forward, Travis’ body pushing forward against her’s as he penetrated her. I watched as Travis began to thrust himself into my wife, his hands roaming over her body, exploring her every curve. Rachel moaned, her back arching as she pushed herself back against him, her desire for a real man’s cock driving her for more.

My eyes were glued to them, the sight of Travis' hands on my wife making my mouth go dry. I could feel the heat between my legs, my body responding to the raw, primal scene unfolding before me.

Mistress Violet hands touched me in similar ways, her fingers clawing at my feminized body. I could feel the pleasure building inside me, a slow burn that was threatening to consume me—a yearning to feel every pleasure that Rachel felt.

"Fuck, that's hot," I gasped, my eyes never leaving Rachel and Travis.

Mistress Violet chuckled, her hands settling on my hips. "You like that, don't you, Sarah? Watching your wife get fucked like a slut." She emphasized the last word, her voice dripping with filth.

I nodded, unable to form words as I watched Rachel writhing beneath Travis, his hands gripping her hips as he thrust into her. The sight of them was intoxicating and sent a jolt of arousal straight to my core.

Mistress Violet's fingers slipped to butt plug and pressed it in firmly.

“Oh, fuck, yes," I moaned, my eyes still glued to the spectacle beside me.

Rachel was panting now, her body slick with sweat, her breasts heaving as Travis pounded into her with relentless force.

Mistress Violet suddenly grabbed my hair, yanking my head back as she growled and removed the plug. "Imagine Travis' cock is mine. Imagine he is fucking you just like the slut you are." She punctuated her statement by forcing the dildo inside me, making me cry out in shock.

I moaned as she filled me deeper, closing my eyes to let the images take over my mind. I was her, Rachel, stunningly sexy and desirable, and Mistress Violet’s strap-on was Travis. The thoughts were so naughty and I could feel the pressure building inside my cage quickly, the pleasure making me long to touch myself more than ever before.

She matched the rhythm of her thrusts to the pace of Travis's fucking, making me feel like we were all connected, all part of something raw and animalistic.

“That’s it, baby,” my wife moaned to me. “Feel what it’s really like to be fucked as a woman. When you believe it, you’ll really feel it.”

"That's right," Mistress Violet agreed, her voice hot and heavy. "Believe it. Feel it. Feel what it's like to be fucked as a woman. To have your tight pussy pounded by your wife’s lover. To have that big cock filling you up, taking you, owning you. Just as it owns your wife."

I gasped, my hips rising to meet her thrusts. I could feel the heat building, the pressure growing, the need for more of these naughty feelings and dirty pleasures turning into a desperate, gnawing hunger.

My body was on fire, every nerve ending screaming for more, for harder, for deeper. I could feel the muscles in my thighs and ass clenching, my body wanting to pull Mistress Violet's cock even deeper inside me.

"Please," I begged, my voice hoarse with need. "I need more. Please give me more!”

To my dismay she slowed down, a throaty laughter filling the air. “Tell me why I should give you more, why I should fuck you like a woman.”

I could feel my cock straining against its tiny cage, my chest heaving with a needy lust. “Because I am a woman. Because I’m a naughty slut who needs your cock!”

Rachel laughed loudly, her delight from my cries palpable. “That’s right, Sarah. When I dress you up you become a needy cock slut just like me. You go out looking for cock just like me. The only difference is that I will actually get it, and you will just watch. Unless I’m feeling generous.”

“Yes, dear.”

“No!” Mistress Violet hissed. “She is your dear no more. Nor is she your wife. After tonight she is your mistress and you will treat her as such. Just like the good, obedient girl you have become.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

With a grunt of approval she began thrusting again, quickly building up speed and power. I whimpered as I let the feelings overwhelm me, the intense pounding filling me with pure pleasure.

"Oh, fuck," I moaned, my hips bucking up to meet her, trying to take more of her cock inside me. "More, please, Mistress.”

Mistress Violet laughed, a dark, sultry sound that made me quiver. "Patience. You'll take it all, every inch. And you'll fucking love it, just like the slut you are.”

She thrusted forward, the dildo sliding deeper inside me, filling me completely. I cried out, my body clenching around it, my hips pushing up to meet her.

"That's it," she growled, her voice thick with lust. "Take it like a good little whore. Take every fucking inch of my cock," Mistress Violet snarled, her grip on my hips tightening even further, her nails digging into my flesh as she pulled me back hard against her cock. The pain was exquisite, mixing magically with the raw pleasure it created.

So lost in my own lust, I nearly forgot about my wife next to me who I was supposed to be watching. I leaned my head against the bed, resting it so that I could watch her take cock like the perfect woman she was.

Travis was now on top of her as she laid on the bed, his hips moving with a savage rhythm as he fucked her. His skin glistened with sweat, his arm muscles tense as they held him up.

Mistress Violet noticed my distraction and chuckled darkly. "Your wife looks like she's enjoying herself, doesn't she?" she growled. "Look at her, writhing beneath that big, hard cock. It’s a shame that she has to go out of her home to find a decent fucking, but its good that she has such a weak husband that lets her.”

I nodded, my eyes riveted to Rachel's body as it moved in sync with Travis's thrusts. The sight of her was incredibly arousing, her moans and whimpers filling the air with a symphony of lust.

Mistress Violet pushed me down so that I was on the bed, just like my wife, and continued to time her thrusts in sync with Travis. Rachel’s eyes were shut as she embraced her fucking, but mine couldn’t close. I was too captivated by the scene before more.

I could see the pleasure etched on her face, her teeth chewing at her lips when they weren’t spread open as she panted. Her entire body lurched back and forth with Travis’ movements, as if she was some sexy puppet and he her master.

"That's it, slut," Mistress Violet hissed in my ear. "Watch her take that cock. Imagine it's your pussy being stretched around it. Feel it deep inside you, fucking you senseless."

I groaned, the image flooding my mind once again, my body responding with a jolt of arousal. I could feel the dildo inside me, its thickness mimicking the feel of Travis' cock in Rachel. The thought sent a shiver of excitement down my spine, all the way down to my throbbing cock.

My cage rubbed against the bedding as she continued to fuck me, the feeling making my dick strain harder. She increased her pace, her hips slapping against mine with force as she filled me completely. I could feel my every desire swelling, pooling in my yearning cock. It felt like I might get the release I so desperately craved.

Just then Rachel's back arched, her mouth gaping open as she cried out in ecstasy. She collapsed into the bed as Travis thrust his cock deep inside one final time and released his own guttural groan.

Rachel’s body twitched and trembled as she rode the waves of her orgasm while Travis collapsed on top of her, his cock pulsing as he came deep inside her. The scent of their sex filled the air, a raw and primal aroma that made my body hum with desire.

Seeing my wife receive the pleasure she deserved had me so close, just a little more and I, too, would feel such euphoria.

But Mistress Violet, noticing the change, quickly pulled out of me, leaving me with an empty, aching need. I looked at her, my eyes pleading, my body begging for more—but she smiled cruelly, her eyes shimmering with satisfaction.

“No, you don’t get yours tonight.”


Chapter 5
Acceptance


“Your time will come,” Mistress Violet purred. “But not yet, not until you've proven yourself to your wife. Not until you can truly become Sarah."

Rachel let out a breathy sigh of satisfaction, her smiling lips stretched across her face as she opened her eyes to look at me. Her cheeks were flushed and her voice still slick with desire as she spoke. “That’s right, baby. This was a good start, but you need to prove to me that you can be a convincing woman when we go out. No more letting men discover our secrets so easily.”

I felt a surge of disappointment, my cock aching and needy, but I also felt a spark of determination. I wanted to prove myself to Rachel, to show her that I could be the woman she desired. I wanted that desperately.

“Yes, Mistress. I understand,” I whimpered.

My wife chuckled as she slid closer and wrapped her arm over my limp body. She grabbed my face softly and kissed me, her love seeping out and filling me with adoration. “I’m doing this for you, Sarah. Because I know you want it. Unless you can honestly tell me that you don’t.”

My cock throbbed in its cage, made even more desperate from her touches. There were so many things that I wanted right now, so many sensations left unfulfilled. I knew that I could disagree with her and end this all, to get her to unlock my cage and let me finally cum—but that would spell the end of this, of Sarah and this new pleasure I was just beginning to explore.

If I gave into the needs of my aching manhood then I would lose all the femininity I had been longing to feel.

I knew that I could have it all if I just waited. I could be Sarah, I could feel sexy and desired, I could experience more of these feelings, and have fulfillment.

It just had to be on Rachel’s terms.

She was in charge now, of every facet of my life. She would tell me when I needed to become Sarah, she would tell me when she was going to find a man to fuck her, and she would tell me when I was allowed to cum.

She was my mistress—but only if I accepted her terms.

“I do. I do want it,” I let out, kissing her between words. I suddenly felt so grateful for my wife, that she had discovered my secret and worked so tirelessly to help me discover my true self. “Thank you, Mistress.”

Rachel smiled and kissed me again, her love for me never feeling more real. “You’re welcome, Sarah.”


Sissified To Be Her Cuckold
PART 4: HER PLEASURE, MY SUBMISSION



Chapter 1
Our Next Night Out


The roar of the crowded bar and the pulsating energy around me amplified my fears. Despite everything I had learned from Mistress Violet, I knew that tonight was an important test, a test of just how believable I could be as my new self. But I tried to push away my fears and apprehensions as I held the soft hand of my beautiful wife, Rachel, and remembered why we were really here—and that tantalized me to no end.

It was the second time since we had returned home from my work trip that we had gone out dressed up, and with each time I felt sexier and more alive, even more so tonight. The bright red cocktail dress Rachel had given me to wear tonight radiated beauty and drew in extra attention from the men around me, a sight that made my chastity cage fill with arousal.

The dress was extra tight and had a long slit leading towards my cage. From the right angle I knew someone could peer between and catch sight of my matching red panties, the tight thong that tried to keep my cage hidden. But there wasn’t much to see there these days, not after Mistress Violet had replaced my original cage with a much smaller one—one that she said was more befitting of a woman like me.

The new cage was a little awkward, but hid my truth so much better, and made me feel even more feminine and naughty. My little secret was now nice and hidden beneath my sleek dress and silky panties.

My sexy wardrobe wasn’t the only thing new about tonight. Tonight we were somewhere new, somewhere even more exhilarating. No longer were we at a simple bar—tonight we were at a club. Tonight we would dance.

I worried about dancing in my revealing dress and about sweating with makeup on, but Rachel assured me that I would be fine. “Just follow my lead,” she had told me while she fixed my lipstick.

How I had yearned to touch her in that moment, her tight black dress highlighting her perfect body. It had been over a month since we had last had sex and since I had been caged, and now the desires were flooding me nonstop. I hoped tonight would be the night when she would finally allow me to be released, or would at least let me have a way to expel my pent up lust.

I took a long sip of my drink followed by a deep breath. As we sat at the bar and I felt the attention of every man around us I could feel my desires building again as I wondered which one would be the lucky man to join us tonight.

Rachel’s hand was on my back, rubbing it softly and sensually, keeping me calm as she made her plan for the night. She had told me that tonight would be a special night if I was good, and I planned to be exactly that, no matter what it would entail.

“You look so fucking sexy in that dress tonight,” she whispered beside me. “From the second I saw it hanging in the store, I knew it was perfect for you.”

I squirmed under her touch, so aroused by how her words made me feel. “Thank you,” I breathed back at her.

My hand grabbed her thigh, rubbing it softly as I found myself growing unable to control my urges. Slowly I moved it up and down, each time moving higher and higher up her leg. She chuckled and grabbed my hand, guiding it to her pussy to let me feel her passion.

She took a sip of her cocktail and released my hand. “You’re not the only one with needs, Sarah. But let us remember who is at the top of the food chain.”

I gulped anxiously as my hand retreated, worrying that my actions might have hurt my chances to get what I so badly needed. “Of course, Mistress. I’m sorry.”

Leaning back in my seat, I took a look around the dance floor. Everyone looked to be having so much fun, feeling so natural in their own skin. I wondered if I would feel the same way, if I would be able to let loose if Rachel wanted to dance.

“What about him?” Rachel said, gesturing with her head to a man across the bar.

I took a sly glance and shook my head. “Too young and cocky looking. The type of men you like are older and more confident—more experienced at pleasing a woman.”

My wife nodded, approving of my diagnosis. “You’re so right,” she chuckled. “But they also need to be open minded enough to allow you to play along.”

I bit my lip at the idea, remembering the two times she had let me take part in her extramarital fun. “Yes, thank you for that, too.”

She grinned at me over her glass as she took another drink. “This isn't your first time being a sexy woman, and it won't be your last. Maybe someday we will even go out to find our own men together.” Rachel’s voice was playful yet I could sense a truth to it.

The straining in my tiny cage increased at the naughty thoughts. Having a man take me while another took my wife was so wrong—but sounded so hot. I took a long drink to hide my blushing face, and wondered if she could sense my desire for her tease to come true.

“Come on, let’s go dance,” she suddenly said as she gulped the last of her cocktail.

I opened my mouth to argue, but before I could get a word out she had me by the arm and was pulling me out towards the dance floor.


Chapter 2
Dancing


The throbbing bass of the music seemed to pulse through the soles of my heels as Rachel and I moved towards the dance floor. Her grip on my hand was firm, her fingers interlacing with mine telling me I must do what she demanded. As we moved my red dress acted like a magnet, drawing the eyes of every man we passed.

Finally we found a clearing and she spun me around to face her, grabbing me as we began to dance. Her hips swayed in a sensual rhythm as her body moved against mine, hypnotizing my lust filled brain to follow along. I tried to mimic her movements, to play my part in her plan of seduction, but found myself trembling from the unyielding attention of everyone around me.

Rachel pulled me closer, her breath hot against my ear. “You’re doing great, Sarah. Just let go and have fun.” Her voice was a low purr, and I felt a shiver run down my spine giving me an intense desire to do as she said.

The song suddenly changed to one that I knew, a funky high bass track that I knew I could move along with. Feeling it flow through me, I began to move. I closed my eyes and danced, focusing less on the people around and more on the music setting me free.

I could feel the warmth of Rachel's body against mine, and it made me feel a little more at ease. I allowed the music to guide my movements while Rachel’s swaying hips pushed me to continue. The world around us seemed to fade away, leaving just the two of us in our own little bubble.

I could feel the heat consuming us, our bodies grinding against one another with a deep passion. I could feel my penis swelling in my chastity cage, longing to break free and show my wife just how much I wanted to have her in that moment. I could feel the way the men in the crowd looked at us, their eyes filled with desire and curiosity. I could feel the way their eyes lingered on the curves of Rachel's body, and I could see the way they looked at me with a mix of surprise and intrigue.

As we moved together my fears and apprehensions disappeared. I began to enjoy how the eyes of strangers followed us and the feeling of their hands brushing against my ass as they tried to get a taste of what I had to offer. The way the men looked at me was like nothing I had ever felt before. It made me feel so sexy, so desired, so naughty.

And I found that I loved it.

“That’s it, Sarah. Let loose, show the world how much you love being a woman.” Rachel’s hands were on me, feeling my every curve as we danced. Her touches were a cruel tease to every man around us, claiming every desire that they had for me.

There was a thrill in this, something I had never felt before. I liked the way their eyes seemed to caress my body, the way their gazes followed me as I moved. They had no idea who I was or used to be. For all they knew, I was just this beautiful figure dancing before them and nothing else.

I had a waist and hips, not to mention breasts. I had a dazzling red dress and sexy high heels. I had long flowing hair and makeup that elevated my beauty. That is what they saw, and in that moment, that was all that mattered.

I grabbed Rachel’s hips and reeled her in towards me, briefly claiming her as my own again. My cock throbbed as I felt her tight ass against it and I couldn’t resist grinding it against her as we continued to dance.

“I want you so fucking badly, baby,” I growled in her ear, kissing her neck hungrily as our bodies became one.

She craned her neck back, a devilish glint in her eyes telling me how much she loved her power over me. Her eyes flickered to my lips and then she kissed me, soft and brief, but just enough to rejuvenate me.

“I know you do, hunny,” she purred as she rubbed her ass against my aching cage. “But tonight’s not about fulfilling your little needs. Tonight we’re just a couple of girls looking for a good time.” She quickly spun around and grabbed me between the legs, feeling the fullness of my attraction to her. “We have no need for this little thing between your legs. And if tonight goes as I plan, then we may never need it again.”

She bit her lip and gazed into my eyes seductively as she backed away and resumed dancing. I had no idea what she meant, but her words turned me on more than ever. She had promised me a reward if I was good for her tonight, and that was what I had to hope she was hinting at—something that would cure me of my desperation for pleasure.

But I also knew that she was right. I knew that my needs weren’t the real reason for tonight. It was her needs we came out to satiate, and nothing was more important than fulfilling her needs.

Nothing at all.

As the night wore on, the crowd began to thin out, leaving behind a smaller, more intimate group of dancers. The music shifted to a slower tempo, the beats more sensual and inviting making our movements more intimate and close.

Many men tried to approach us, but were quickly dismissed by her. I knew she was waiting for the right one, the one that she found worthy of her body, and until then she was happy teasing me.

I was feeling sweaty and hot, my body surging with adrenaline and arousal and finally reaching its breaking point when another man approached. I had seen him watching us from afar, our eyes briefly linking as he sipped his drink and watched.

He was tall, with a lean, muscular build, and a smirk that seemed to say he knew exactly what he wanted. He had a confident swagger, the kind that came from knowing he could have any woman he wanted.

Rachel let him approach us. She had that look in her eyes, and that meant that she had something in mind.

He was dressed in a fitted black shirt that showed off his toned physique, and dark jeans that hugged his thighs. His eyes were a piercing blue, and they seemed to bore into me as he approached. There was a mix of curiosity and lust in his gaze, and my breath hitched as he smiled at us.

I could feel the way he looked at Rachel, and I could feel the way he looked at me. I could see the way his eyes roamed over our bodies, like a lion surveying its prey. I could tell that he was the perfect man for my Rachel.

He stopped just before us, his posture cool and casual, his voice low and seductive. “Well, well, well, look what we have here?”


Chapter 3
Privacy


Rachel's lips curled into a smirk and she glanced at me before responding. “Hello, there,” she replied, her eyes looking over his body. “Think you can handle two gorgeous ladies?”

The man grinned knowingly, his confidence radiating from his every fiber. “I think I can do much more than that,” he replied.

My wife’s eyes perked up, intrigued by the man, but still not ready to give in. “Then why don’t you start by buying us each a drink?”

He scoffed at the idea and then pointed to the second level of the club, to a series of dark windowed rooms that overlooked the dance floor. “Why buy you a drink when I can offer you a whole bottle. Would you care to join me in my VIP booth?”

The idea was scary yet inviting. I was desperate to rest my aching feet and weary body, but I also knew the invitation meant that our real night was about to begin. I glanced to Rachel, giving her a look that told her it was up to her.

“That depends. Are you planning on making the night more interesting?" She knew how to flirt and she knew how to tease. Rachel's body language was confident and flirtatious. “Otherwise, I think we will stick to dancing.”

The man chuckled, his eyes darting between Rachel and me. "I think I can manage that." He extended a hand towards Rachel, and she took it, allowing him to pull her closer.

"I'm Alex," he said, his voice a low rumble that seemed to vibrate through my chest.

Rachel introduced herself and then gestured to me. "And this is Sarah. She's with me and stays with me. We’re a two-for-one package.”

Alex looked at me, taking in my feminine form before nodding. “Of course,” he laughed. “Two is always better than one. Please, come with me.”

Rachel grabbed my hand as he lead us off the dance floor and up a series of stairs. The private room was bigger than expected, but dimly lit and surprisingly empty. It had a series of couches around the sides and a bar that ran along the window so the inhabitants could watch the action below. I imagined that was where he had first spotted us.

He fixed us all drinks and then held his glass up, offering us a cheers. “To… making things more interesting,” he grinned.

We clinked glasses and each took sips. I was glad to feel the cool, refreshing touch of liquid on my tongue, and even happier to feel the warmth it filled my body with. I sat down next to Rachel on a couch, feeling my tired body melting into the soft cushions.

Alex stood above us, taking another sip and enjoying the sight of us. “Thank you for joining me. My friends all left early needing to return home to their wives, but I wasn’t ready to leave, especially not once I saw the two of you dancing.”

Rachel squeezed my thigh and smirked at me, telling me that he would be the one—tonight’s conquest.

“That sounds so lonely,” Rachel said softly. “Hopefully we can help keep you company.”

He grinned and took another sip of his drink. “How could one ever be lonely in the presence of two beautiful ladies such as yourselves. Two sisters?”

Rachel and I glanced at each other, each refraining from giggling at the question. “Would two sisters do this?” she purred as she grabbed my face and pressed her lips against mine.

I gasped at the suddenness of her kiss, her lips devouring mine. But as her tongue met mine I became aware and joined in. Her hands began pulling my head tighter against hers, her tongue exploring my mouth with a deep curiosity. I pushed back against her, moving her down towards the couch so I could mount her and expel my every lust.

But that’s when she stopped me, breaking away and returning her attention to Alex.

“Two lovers then?” he asked, his interest definitely piqued by the show we had put on for him.

Rachel shrugged casually. “When the mood is right,” she teased.

“And what is the mood right for now?”

Seconds passed in silence, feeling like an eternity as I waited for my wife to answer his question. When she finally did, I could sense her satisfaction in her posture, her confidence and certainty undeniable.

“Right now I think it’s just right for you and Sarah to have a little fun,” she answered.

I gasped at her words, unsure of what she expected from either of us, but she was unfazed by my surprise, leaning back into the couch and crossing her legs.

Alex stared at me and nodded. “That certainly sounds like a nice way… to begin,” he said suavely.

Before I knew it Rachel was pushing me up and I was standing before him, his hungry eyes staring daggers at me, seeing me as nothing more than a piece of meat. I glanced back at my wife, hoping for some set of instructions to discover what she expected from me, but she simply shrugged.

“Alex, I want you to make her feel like the beautiful, sexy woman that she is. Show her just how much you want her, and then take her. All of her.”


Chapter 4
Feeling Feminine


Alex’s hands slid down my back, tracing the curve of my spine. His body was warm and solid, and my skin tingled against his body. His touch was gentle but firm, and he had an air of confidence about him. I couldn’t help but feel flushed and tickled with the excitement of the moment. I couldn’t resist leaning into the man, submitting to his sensual touches.

At the same time I felt a strange mix of anxiety and curiosity. I knew Rachel meant to let him do as he pleased with me, but to what end? And to what end would I welcome his advances?

I had a feeling this night would be different from any other night I had ever had and the way his eyes explored my body as if wondering what he would do with it all but confirmed my suspicions.

In his grip I felt like clay, ready for him to mold and use as he pleased. We began to move as if dancing, the faint sounds of the music playing downstairs fueling our movements. He spun me around and thrust his cock against me, grinding it and letting me it bulging through his pants—already hard and ready to come out and play—telling me how much I turned him on.

The naughtiness swelled in me, making me long to touch myself as I felt my penis denied its own growth from the tiny chastity cage beneath my panties.

“I’ve noticed you all night,” he whispered in my ear, his breath hot and sultry. “This dress of yours is quite alluring, and it looks even better in person.”

“Thank you,” I breathed out, surrendering my neck to his kisses.

“But there’s something about you up close, something different.”

My breath hitched at his comment, fearful that he might see through my makeup and see the real me, or rather, the old me.

“She is a curious one, isn’t she?” Rachel giggled from the couch behind me.

I bit my lip as he continued to examine me, both with his eyes and hands.

“I’m definitely intrigued. I'm not sure what it is, but I find myself drawn to her and her mysteriousness.”

Again he attacked my neck, his ravenous kisses making me quiver with desire. I couldn’t stop squirming, my body wanting to give in to every one of his advances.

“Let’s just say that Sarah usually just likes to watch,” Rachel added. “She’s a little shy.”

I could feel Alex hesitate briefly as he considered her news, but he continued up my chin and pause with his lips just before mine. “Usually…” he uttered. “But tonight?”

I could feel Rachel’s pleased smile behind me. In that moment she had the power to say anything and make it happen, like a puppet master pulling the strings. My cock pulsed with anticipation as I awaited her decision.

“Tonight, because she has been a good girl for me, I’m going to let her have the first and last taste of you.”

I gasped just as Alex surged forward, his lips consuming mine. His lips were large and thick, each one overpowering mine with ease. His hands began to grope me entirely, pulling me tightly against him as he took what he wanted.

“That’s not exactly what I had in mind,” my wife scoffed. “Sarah, I need you to prepare him for me.”

I tried to answer, but his lips wouldn’t leave mine so instead I did what she expected of me. Fumbling with the zipper of his pants, I worked them down his legs until he realized what I was doing and kicked them off the rest of the way. Soon I felt his rock hard cock pressing against my stomach, eager to feel me.

“That’s a good start, but you know what I really mean, Sarah.”

I forced myself off of him, stealing my way down to my knees as my hands traced his body. When I was in position with his cock staring at me, I glanced at my wife and received her approving nod, telling me to begin.

With the lick of my lips, I did.

I could feel myself getting aroused, my body getting flush with lust as I gripped his manhood. While part of me did this because my mistress had instructed me to, there was no denying the part of me that wanted it and no denying how my body was reacting to this moment.

Without thinking my mouth opened as I leaned forward, my lips brushing against his hard length as I took it in. Already I could feel myself salivating as he filled my mouth, my mind flooding with a mix of memories and cravings.

Back and forth I worked his cock, my tongue dancing along his thick veins with each passionate movement. Alex’s soft moans told me that he liked what he felt, and the aching in my cage told me that I liked giving it.

My eyes drifted to Rachel, who was watching us with a mix of amusement and lust. Her gaze was intense, and she looked like she was enjoying the show. I could feel the way her eyes were lingering on me, the way she was looking at me with a mixture of pride and ownership.

It was a strange sensation. My wife was enjoying the way I was pleasuring a man, she was enjoying the way I was sucking his cock for her, and she was enjoying the fact that I was obeying her so well.

Rachel’s eyes locked onto me, her expression serious and lustful. “That’s it. Make him nice and hard for me.”

I nodded as I continued, swirling my lips back and forth over his length as my hand worked his shaft. I could taste his excitement, his seed already leaking down my throat. I could feel how badly he wanted me, how much he needed me, and it sent a surge of desire coursing through my veins.

Moans were beginning to escape my mouth, my chest heaving with passion as I continued. I was dying to feel my own physical pleasure, to have someone touch me how I was touching Alex. But as always, that would have to wait.

"That's enough, for now," Rachel interrupted. "Now it's my turn."


Chapter 5
Watching


Rachel stood up and slowly strutted towards us. Despite my desire for more and the heated passion still burning within me, I pulled myself away, surrendering Alex to my wife.

Cock in hand, Alex grinned as he approached Rachel, but she swiftly grabbed his erection, growling as she showed him that she was in charge. "You better make this good.”

He nodded, his eyes gleaming with a mix of excitement and respect, and he leaned in to kiss her. Rachel's hand tightened around his cock, her fingers tracing the length of his shaft as she allowed him a taste of her sweet lips.

I watched from my knees as they kissed, the sight of it sending a mix of jealousy and excitement coursing through me. The way Rachel's lips moved against his, the way her hand gripped his cock, it was all so raw and primal. I could feel the heat of their passion as I watched their bodies press together and their hands groping each other's bodies.

Rachel's eyes flicked to me, a smirk playing on her lips as she continued to stroke Alex. "You like what you see, Sarah?” she teased, her voice a low purr. "I know you do. You just love watching your wife taken by real man.”

She was always so confident, so sure of herself. She knew how to work a man, how to make him want her, and how to make me want her—she knew how to drive me crazy with lust.

“Wife?” Alex murmured.

“Shut up and fuck me already,” she spat out in response.

His eyes widened with delight at her demand. He snarled at her, his lips snapping at hers as his desires unleashed. His hands began groping at her dress, ripping at it and hiking it up until he could feel her bare flesh released from beneath. I watched as his hungry lips pressed against her, sucking and biting at her as he pushed her towards the wall. 

Rachel gasped as he suddenly flipped her around, pushing her against the bar overlooking the dance floor. His hand grabbed her hip, the other his cock, and with one swift motion he thrust into her.

Rachel gasped, her body tensing as she felt him fill her. Her eyes met mine, a mix of pleasure and dominance flashing in her gaze. “Pay close attention, Sarah,” she commanded. "Watch how a real man fucks a woman."

Her voice was breathless but commanding, her eyes remaining locked onto mine as Alex thrust into her from behind. I could see the pleasure etched on her face, the way her lips parted slightly, and the way her eyes fluttered closed for a moment before she forced them back open to maintain eye contact with me.

I could feel the heat rising in my cheeks, the desire surging in my chastity cage, and the way my body was reacting to the sight of them. I could feel the way my heart was pounding in my chest, and the way my breath was coming in short, shallow gasps as I yearned to feel what they were.

The sight of them was intoxicating, and I found myself drawn to them, watching intently just as I was meant to. I watched as Alex fucked my wife, pounding his prowess roughly against her. I watched as Rachel moved in sync with him, her hips pushing back against him as her breasts heaved with each breath.

Rachel's moans filled the air. "Harder," she commanded, her eyes never leaving mine. "Show me what you've got."

Alex complied, his thrusts becoming more intense, more urgent. Rachel's body responded, meeting his with an equal fervor. Her eyes were glazed over with lust, her lips parted as her moans grew louder.

The sight of her, so satisfied by this stranger, was almost too much to bear. I could feel the way my body was growing flush with excitement, and the way my cock was pulsing beneath my panties.

Rachel's breath hitched as Alex’s thrusts became more intense, her body tensing and relaxing with each powerful movement.

"That's it!” she moaned, her voice straining against her heavy breathing. "Fuck me! Harder! Show Sarah how a real man fucks."

Alex let out a low growl, his grip on Rachel's hips tightening as he drove into her with renewed vigor.

Rachel's moans grew louder and more urgent, her body convulsing from every powerful exclamation of Alex’s cock. "Yes," she gasped, her eyes forcing themselves open so she could keep them locked on mine. "Just like that. Don't stop. Don't you dare stop." Rachel's voice was trembling as she lost control and gave in to the pounding.

Suddenly her mouth dropped open as a deep moan bellowed out. Her fists pounded against the bar top as she orgasmed. I watched in awe, longing to feel the same euphoric sensations.

Alex continued, determined to find his own pleasure, but as the thrill washed over Rachel, she quickly stopped him. "No! I've had what I needed,” she breathed out, using the last of her strength to exert her command. “The rest is for Sarah."


Chapter 6
Taking


Rachel's breath was heavy as she pulled away from Alex, a satisfied smirk playing on her lips. She stepped towards me, her eyes gleaming with a mix of triumph and euphoria. "Your turn, Sarah. Let's see if you can handle what he has to offer."

I felt a surge of nervousness mixed with excitement. The sight of Rachel's pleasure had left me breathless, and the thought of being with Alex sent a shiver down my spine. I could feel the heat radiating off of him, the intensity of his gaze as he turned to me. His cock was still hard and yearning for more—for completion.

"How?" I squeaked, unsure of how she wanted me to fulfill her demand. “How do you want me to handle him?”

“Interesting question.” She considered me momentarily as she pulled down her dress. "How do you want it?"

It felt like a test, my wife teasing me to find out how dedicated I was in my desires to feel like a sexy woman. But I also knew that this was my chance for pleasure and either way I would be taking his man's cock inside me. Either way I would be letting him use me to completion. So why not take the route that would let me feel what I wanted?

"I want to feel him. To really feel him," I blurted out as I stood up. Hurrying over to the bar where Rachel had just been, I hiked up my dress and pulled my panties down just enough to reveal my yearning hole. "Take me, Alex."

"Mmm, that's a good girl," Rachel purred as she reclaimed her seat on the couch to watch.

Behind me Alex crept up, making me quiver as his hands touched my bare flesh. "Looks like I get to use every hole tonight," he chuckled. 

I felt the head of his hard cock brush against me as he prepared himself. My heart was pounding in my chest, the anticipation of his touch, his penetration, it was all too much. I wanted to feel him, to really feel him. I wanted him to treat me just as he had Rachel, like a sexy slut who was desperate for his cock.

His body pressed against mine, his hands gripping my hips. I could feel his cock, hard and firm, pressing against my entrance, ready to take me.

And then he did.

My mouth dropped open, spilling out a loud groan as he thrust himself inside me, his thick cock stretching me open. I gasped, my body tensing and my fingers clawing for something to hold on to as he filled me completely. He was so big, so hard, and I could feel every inch of him as he slid inside. I felt I mixture of pain and pleasure, and insatiable desire for more.

Alex's fingers dug into my soft flesh as he began to move. He started slow, his hips rocking against mine in a steady rhythm. I could feel the way his body moved as his cock flowed through me, I could feel his unyielding desire in his hardness.

"Fuck, you're so tight!" he grunted as he worked to loosen me.

As he sped up he thrusted himself harder and deeper into me until I could feel his flesh against mine as he pounded me just as he had my wife moments ago. The feeling was so hot, so naughty, and my caged cock was reacting vehemently. As wrong as this seemed, it felt so right.

His cock was sliding in and out, filling me and making me feel like the woman I was becoming. The pleasure was increasing with every swing of his hips, his powerful head hitting me in just the right spot. Surges of satisfaction pulsed through me, culminating in my aching cock. 

"Rub your little clit while he fucks you," Rachel ordered me. “And beg for him to fuck you.”

I didn't hesitate to obey, I needed to touch myself badly. While I longed to feel my true self, rubbing my cage fulfilled me enough. The overwhelming sensuality of the fucking was driving me crazy with arousal and as I rubbed myself with my wife watching me, I felt like I might actually cum.

“Oh, fuck! Don’t stop. I need more, so much more!” I cried out.

The way Alex was gripping my body I could tell that he had no intentions of stopping, not until he had used me completely. I kept rubbing myself, my eyes clenched shut as I embraced the flood of pleasure surging through me, culminating in my aching cock.

I felt breathless, completely taken in this moment. I was completely powerless, caught under the spell of not just my dominating wife, but also her latest lover. And to him I was a woman. The way Alex was fucking me, I could tell he didn’t care about anything else except using me for his own needs, just as he had my wife, and just as he would any other woman.

His movements grew faster, his moans louder. He pulled me back frantically against him and then stopped deep inside. His cock tensed and then burst inside, beginning to fill me with his seed.

My cock was throbbing. I felt so close to my own release. I didn’t want him to stop and I suddenly felt even more helpless. He was done, he had finished inside me, and now I had no options.

“Yes!” Rachel cried out. “That’s my good girl, take that cum deep inside you. Keep rubbing your clit. This is your chance to get what you need.”

Hearing her words made me feel so naughty. Feeling Alex pull his length out of me, knowing he was done with me made me feel so much more. I palmed my tiny cage, pleading with my body to find my completion.

“If you don’t get it now, who knows when I will let you feel this again. I’m not always so generous with my men.”

I gasped as my caged cock suddenly pulsed then unloaded. Weeks of pent up passion releasing itself. A wave of satisfaction washed over me, making me feel as light as a feather.

Rachel strolled over to me, a pleased smirk on her face. She cupped my cheek and pulled me upright, looking me deep in the eyes as she gave me a soft kiss.

“From now on, this is you. This is how you feel pleasure,” she said softly yet with her normal authority. “But only when I deem you worthy.”

I found no reason to argue with her. In my euphoric daze, nothing seemed more desirable than reliving that sensation all over again.

“Yes, Mistress.”


Sissified To Be Her Cuckold
PART 5: ONLY THE OBEDIENT GET A TASTE



Chapter 1
New Adventure


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes, Mistress. I understand.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Of course, Sir. I understand.”

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

“Yes, Sir. You have my word.”

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

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

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

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

“Dressed?” I murmured.

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


Chapter 2
Mistress Knows Best


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I loved it.

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

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

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


Chapter 3
Invitations


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Rachel raised an eyebrow, leaning in closer to him.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 4
Just The Three Of Us


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 5
Teased


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What’s that?” I asked eagerly.

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

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

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

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

“You’d better. Sarah, let him go.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 6
Clean Up


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

And I did.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Exactly."


Sissified To Be Her Cuckold
PART 6: HUSBAND TO SISSY HOUSEWIFE



Chapter 1
New Beginnings


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Sarah?” I breathed out.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 2
My Uniform


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Now stand up,” she ordered me.

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

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

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

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

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

“Now, let’s see how you look.”

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 3
First Tasks


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 4
Meeting Kevin


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 5
Being Obedient


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 6
Being a Good Maid


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Open up, Sarah," my wife demanded.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Sissified To Be Her Cuckold
PART 7: TRAINED FOR HER PLEASURE



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.


Sissified To Be Her Cuckold
PART 8: FINDING HER A REAL MAN



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.”


Sissified To Be Her Cuckold
PART 9: MADE TO WATCH (VEGAS PART 1)



Chapter 1
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.”


Chapter 2
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.”


Chapter 3
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.


Chapter 4
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."


Chapter 5
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.”


Sissified To Be Her Cuckold
PART 9: MADE TO SERVE (VEGAS PART 2)



Chapter 1
Night Two


Las Vegas was electric again tonight, and I could feel it pulsing through the floor of our hotel suite as I slipped into the little black thong Rachel laid out for me. She hadn’t told me where we were going—only that I was to shave, moisturize, and wear the heels that made my calves ache and my ass look obscene.

I didn’t dare ask questions. Not when she was in this kind of mood. And not when I was desperate for her to let me feel even a fraction of the pleasures she’d soaked in the night before.

I stepped into the bathroom, heart fluttering, and stared at myself in the mirror. The person looking back at me was so far from the man I used to be. I wasn’t Sam—not anymore. My lips were glossy and pink, my lashes dark and thick, cheeks flushed from foundation and the faintest contour. My hair curled in soft waves around my shoulders, and the bra Rachel had picked gave me just enough cleavage to make anyone second-guess what they were seeing.

I looked… like a slut. Her slut.

Rachel entered the room behind me, wearing a red satin dress so tight I could see the line of her thong through it. Her lipstick matched the fabric, deep and dangerous. She smiled when she saw me, a slow, devilish smile that always made my stomach flutter.

“Well, don’t you look edible,” she purred, stepping up behind me and adjusting one of my bra straps. “I could eat you up right now… but I think I’ll let someone else have that pleasure later.”

My legs trembled—was that a hint at what was to come?

She handed me the dress she’d chosen—if you could call it that. It was short. Obscenely short. Black and backless, with little thin straps and a hemline that flirted with danger. I shimmied into it under her watchful gaze, blushing as the fabric clung to every feminine curve she'd trained me to highlight.

Rachel’s hands slid down my hips, smoothing out the material. “Perfect,” she whispered. “Tonight, you’re going to turn heads without even trying.”

I swallowed hard. “Mistress, where are we going?”

She smirked and wagged her finger. “Ah ah, no spoilers.” Then she dangled something in front of me—a silk blindfold.

I blinked. “Wait… You want me to wear that?”

“Oh yes.” Her voice was syrupy and teasing. “You won’t need your eyes tonight. You’ll just need your obedience. Well, that and maybe some other things.”

The cage between my thighs throbbed instantly. As if she sensed it, Rachel reached beneath my short dress, cupping my aching little sissy clit through the fabric and giving it a slow, possessive squeeze.

“As usual,” she murmured, “you won’t be needing this thing.”

My breath caught. She stepped behind me and tied the blindfold snugly over my eyes. The world went dark—but my body lit up like it had been waiting for this.

“There we go,” she whispered into my ear, breath warm against my skin. “Now come along.”

She took my hand and led me through the suite, my heels clicking against the tile. Every step felt perilous, exposed, like at any moment someone might see me—this ridiculous, desperate little thing in a slutty dress and too much makeup, following her wife blindly into the night.

The elevator ride was torture. I could hear people murmuring around us, feel their presence. Rachel squeezed my hand tighter every time I tensed.

“You’re safe,” she whispered. “You’re mine.”

We exited to the sound of casino noise—slot machines chiming, drunk voices echoing off the walls, a thousand feet bustling around us. I stayed close, my body practically glued to her side as she led me through it all.

Outside, the night air hit my thighs, cool and sharp. I must’ve looked like a cheap escort, blindfolded and dressed like a showgirl’s apprentice. But if Rachel noticed the stares—or cared—she didn’t say so.

We got into a cab. I could feel the driver’s eyes on us. I bit my lip and tried to shrink into myself, but Rachel wouldn’t let me.

She pressed her hand to my thigh and leaned in close, whispering filth into my ear. “You’re going to make such a pretty little accessory tonight,” she murmured. “All dolled up and aching. Just the way I like you. And if you behave, maybe I’ll let you have a taste…”

A taste of what, she didn’t say. But I could imagine.

The car rolled to a stop and the door opened. Rachel took my hand again and helped me out, her steps confident and deliberate. I could smell cologne, sweat, and a hint of something spiced—liquor and smoke. Music pulsed in the distance.

“Where are we?” I whispered, my voice barely audible.

Rachel chuckled. “Sin City, sweetheart. And tonight? You’re going to watch me sin.”


Chapter 2
Blindfolded


Ididn’t know how long we’d been walking. Every step in my heels felt like a countdown—each click echoing off unseen walls, each sway of my hips a reminder that I had no idea where Rachel was taking me. The silk blindfold covered my eyes completely, turning the world black. All I had to guide me was her hand, warm and firm around mine, tugging me forward through corridors that smelled of leather, perfume, and sex.

I could hear things—doors opening, murmurs of low voices, laughter muffled by distance. We passed through layers of sound and sensation, until everything sharpened—louder bass, brighter perfume, something darker curling at the edge of it all.

Rachel stopped. I felt her body shift beside me. Something creaked—wood or leather—and then she let go of my hand.

“Stay,” she said, her voice low, almost playful.

I froze. Heels tight against the floor, thighs trembling beneath the hem of my barely-there dress, I felt my balance falter as my senses scrambled to make sense of the moment. A heartbeat passed, and then another. I could hear her walking. A door opened with a slow groan, then the heavy click of it shutting behind us.

We were inside.

The space felt thick. Private. Velvet-draped, maybe—something muffling the music from outside, making the pulsing bass sound lower, more intimate, more dangerous.

Rachel circled me once. I felt the brush of her fingers on my shoulder, then the small of my back, then the sharp, teasing tap of her fingernail beneath my chin.

"Down."

My knees hit the floor before I could think. The carpet was plush beneath me, soft enough that I didn’t even care if I was flashing anyone. My short dress barely covered my ass to begin with, and I knew my lace thong was already damp. I was trembling, blind, vulnerable—and so turned on I could hardly breathe.

“There,” Rachel whispered. I could sense her sitting down beside me, though not on the floor, in a chair. I could picture her crossing her legs, one heel dangling from her foot, a glass of something expensive already in her hand. “That’s where you belong tonight. Right beside me. Quiet. Watching. Listening.”

I whimpered without meaning to. My cage pulsed.

“You’re already dripping, aren’t you?” she purred. “God, you’re excitable.”

A new sound entered the room—heavier footsteps. One set, then two. Deep male voices murmuring, and something about the tone made my stomach flip.

Then the music shifted. It was unmistakable—stripper music. Dirty bass, a teasing snare, the kind of slow rhythm that demanded hips to roll and bodies to sway. The air changed with it. The temperature, the mood, the unspoken tension.

I heard Rachel set down her glass. Then: movement. Footsteps on carpet. A body approaching.

My skin lit up.

Even without sight, I could feel the dancer’s presence—masculine, powerful, practiced. The rustle of fabric, the beat of his steps, the sharp inhale of Rachel’s breath as he came into view… all of it built into a perfect cocktail of torment.

“Oh,” Rachel exhaled. “Yes. You’ll do nicely.”

She didn’t have to explain. I could hear it in her voice—that husky undertone that only came out when she was truly aroused. Her pleasure was tangible, thickening the air between us.

Then came the first snap—elastic, maybe a belt or waistband. The shuffle of clothing being dropped to the floor. I imagined her biting her lip, slipping a bill into his waistband as she leaned forward for a closer look.

“God, he’s gorgeous,” she whispered. “Smooth chest. Tight hips. And this cock… oh, sweetheart, you’d blush.”

I did. Even blindfolded, I could feel the flush rise up my neck.

Another moan. Not mine this time—Rachel’s. A soft, satisfied sound that made my breath catch in my throat.

“Spin for me, baby,” she said. “Show me everything.”

I could hear the dancer moving again, hips shifting, maybe thrusting just inches in front of her face. I imagined her grinning, fingers trailing down his abs, tracing the line to his cock just for the thrill of making me hear it happen.

She leaned in toward me. I felt her lips brush my ear.

“He’s hard,” she whispered. “So thick. So close. Do you want to see?”

I nodded instinctively, biting my lip hard to keep the whimper in.

She pulled away without granting me anything.

Another dancer entered. I could hear the rhythm shift, the footsteps heavier, the voice smoother. “Mind if I take over for a bit?”

Rachel laughed. “By all means. But I should warn you—I brought a little audience with me.”

“Yeah?” the man said. “She gonna behave?”

Rachel reached down, threading her fingers through my hair and tugging lightly. “She’s well-trained. But a little desperate.”

My cock pulsed again, caged and aching.

The second dancer stepped forward. I could hear the brush of his thigh against Rachel’s, the low murmur as he leaned down to speak only to her. Then a groan—his this time—as she probably grabbed him, stroked him, teased him mercilessly while I sat, helpless, panting like a pathetic little thing on the floor.

“Don’t worry,” she said sweetly. “She’ll get her turn. Maybe.”

And then, slowly, she leaned down beside me.

“Do you want to see what you’re missing, dear?”

I nodded quickly, heart racing.

The blindfold slipped away.

Light flooded in—and I blinked, my breath catching as I finally saw it:

Rachel, flushed and radiant, perched like a goddess in her chair. One dancer’s cock pressed against her shoulder, the other grinding in front of her with a wicked smirk. Both of them shirtless, glistening, their bodies built like sin itself.

Rachel smiled at me, lazy and satisfied. “Now,” she said, “watch how a real woman is treated.”


Chapter 3
Strippers


The blindfold was gone—but I almost wished it wasn’t.

Because now I could see everything.

Rachel sat above me, legs elegantly crossed, the red satin of her dress riding high on her thighs with no intention of staying in place. Her lipstick was just slightly smudged from sipping her drink, and her skin was glowing—flushed with lust and attention.

She was basking in it. The dancers surrounded her like heat waves. One now stood behind her, massaging her shoulders, fingers kneading into her skin through the thin straps of her dress. The other was kneeling in front of her, gyrating to the slow, pounding rhythm, hips rolling inches from her lap.

And I was nothing. Just a thing on the floor. Still in my heels, my slutty dress barely covering my panties, the cage between my legs pressing against soaked lace. I felt like a prop—there only to be looked over, not looked at.

Rachel didn’t even acknowledge me at first. She was too busy smiling at the man in front of her, watching him dance, her eyes fixed on the bulge in his thong as he leaned back and slowly ran his hands down his torso. His skin shimmered under the club lights—bronzed, smooth, perfect.

She reached out, letting her nails rake gently down the center of his chest. He smirked at her, clearly used to being adored.

“Mm,” she purred. “You’re very confident, aren’t you?”

He shrugged. “I’ve been told.”

Rachel chuckled, sipping her drink again. Her eyes flicked to me briefly—only briefly—before returning to the man in front of her.

“Me, too,” she said casually, as though mentioning the weather. “But it’s hard not to be when you have an obedient pet who sits and kneels and aches while I enjoy myself.”

The dancer looked at me for the first time. I blushed under his gaze, face burning. I didn’t know if he could tell I wasn’t a real girl. Or if he did and didn’t care. Either way, I didn’t matter. I was on the floor.

Rachel reached out and slipped a bill into the front of his thong, letting her fingers linger against his cock.

“I’m the one who gets the attention,” she said softly. “She just gets the view.”

My cage pulsed so hard it hurt.

Rachel’s other hand lifted, palm outstretched toward me without even looking. “Come closer.”

I crawled on all fours, slowly, shamefully, until I was beside her chair. She stroked my hair absentmindedly like I was her pet.

The second dancer—taller, darker, just as beautiful—stepped forward now. “She’s really just here to… watch?” he asked.

Rachel laughed again, but this time it was throaty. “Watch. Beg. Do whatever I say.”

I whimpered before I could stop myself.

The dancer smirked. “That’s some discipline.”

“Oh, it’s not hers,” Rachel said sweetly. “It’s mine.”

The man behind her—still massaging her shoulders—slipped one hand lower, dragging his fingers along the neckline of her dress. Rachel exhaled softly and tilted her head to the side, letting him kiss her neck. His lips grazed her skin, and she turned to kiss him back, slow and hungry.

I couldn’t look away.

The other dancer knelt in front of her again and began to grind his hips to the music, his cock now clearly hard beneath the thin stretch of fabric. Rachel parted her knees just slightly, her dress riding up as she leaned back and let the show go on. I stared, helpless, as his pelvis rolled just inches from her pussy, as her hands slid down to touch him again—stroking the length of him through the fabric.

“You see that, Sarah?” she whispered, finally glancing at me again. “You see how a real woman gets treated?”

I nodded frantically, swallowing back the desperate moan in my throat.

Her hand slipped under his waistband.

He groaned.

I nearly cried.

Rachel grinned down at me. “Do you want to see more?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I breathed.

She took her time. She dragged the man’s thong down slowly, teasing it lower, exposing inch after inch of thick, gorgeous cock. He was fully hard now, the head flushed and glistening, veins pronounced and proud. Rachel wrapped her hand around it, stroking him once—twice.

“Would you look at that,” she said, pretending to be surprised. “And you? You’ve been so good… Maybe it’s time you got a little treat.”

I held my breath.

She turned the dancer toward me, angling his cock until it hovered just above my lips.

“Open your mouth, sweetheart,” she cooed.

I obeyed instantly, trembling as the tip of his cock touched my tongue.

Rachel held him in place while I suckled gently, tasting salt, sweat, skin. The dancer groaned softly, his fingers brushing my hair. My cage throbbed, the ache almost unbearable now as I worked my mouth over him, taking him deeper, my lips stretching to accommodate his girth.

Rachel stroked my cheek.

“That’s it,” she purred. “Look how eager she is. She lives for this.”

Another cock brushed my shoulder. I turned toward it instinctively, still working the first one as the second dancer stepped closer.

Rachel laughed.

“Well, don’t be greedy,” she said, smirking. “Share, sissy.”

She shifted the first man aside, and now I had the second one in front of me—already hard, already glistening. She grabbed him and tapped his cock lightly against my cheek before feeding it into my mouth.

I moaned helplessly.

“She’s trained,” Rachel told them. “She knows how to take care of real men.”

The second dancer’s hips moved slowly, and I let him guide the rhythm, licking and sucking while my hands stayed in my lap, clenched tight in fists I didn’t dare unclench.

The first dancer watched, stroking himself idly. “You two do this often?”

Rachel didn’t miss a beat. “When she earns it.”

“And tonight she’s earned it?”

Rachel smiled. “It’s looking that way.”

The dancer raised an eyebrow. “You free later?”

Rachel finished her drink and leaned back with a grin.

“The Pantheon. Room 1024,” she said. “Come by after your shift… if you’re curious how deep her desires go.”


Chapter 4
Visitors


Back in the hotel suite, everything felt louder. Maybe it was the alcohol, or the music still echoing in my skull, or maybe it was just the way my cage throbbed between my legs—full, swollen, aching.

My heels clicked over the marble tile as Rachel led me back into the room, her fingers laced through mine, loose and lazy. She didn’t speak at first. She didn’t need to. She was humming.

Not a tune. Not a song. Just content. Drunk on attention and anticipation, buzzing from the way those men had touched her, danced for her, let her grab their cocks like it was her birthright.

She dropped her clutch on the counter and turned toward me, her eyes shining. “Strip.”

My breath caught. I hesitated.

Her smile sharpened. “Now.”

I obeyed.

I stepped out of my dress, carefully, like it was sacred—which it was, in a way. A symbol of her ownership. My heels stayed on. So did my makeup and lingerie—though my little lace thong could barely cover the straining cage I wore beneath.

Rachel watched, eyes roaming over me slowly. Like she was checking her work. Like I was hers—and I was.

“Go sit on the edge of the bed,” she said, unzipping her dress. “Back straight. Hands in your lap.”

I did as I was told, the cool air of the room brushing over my bare thighs. I tried not to rub them together. Tried not to whimper. But the way my cage sat snug against my skin, the way my whole body buzzed from the club, from the memory of those cocks on my tongue—it was unbearable.

Rachel let her dress slide off her shoulders, baring her breasts and the red lace thong she’d worn underneath. She looked like temptation itself, effortless and cruel. She stepped into the bathroom and came out moments later with a black satin robe, freshly tied, just as there was a knock at the door.

My heart stopped, but she opened it without hesitation.

And there they were.

The two dancers from the club—now in jeans and fitted t-shirts, freshly showered but still glowing with the same confident, cocky energy they’d had at the club. They stepped into the suite like they owned it. And maybe, for the night, they did.

Rachel offered them drinks, laughing like this was just a normal little get-together between friends. I sat motionless on the bed, hands folded, trying not to shake.

“She’s been so good for me tonight,” Rachel said, sipping her wine. “I think she deserves a little reward.”

The dancers looked at each other, then at me. One raised an eyebrow. “The same kind as earlier?”

Rachel smirked. “Oh, better.”

She walked to the bed, set her wine down, and gently pressed my shoulders back until I was lying flat. She climbed on top of me, straddling my thighs, her robe parting just enough to show the curve of her breasts.

“She’s going to watch me first,” she said, already breathless. “Just like always.”

The men began to undress. They took their time. Slow. Casual. A performance even now, but no longer for tips. Now it was for pleasure.

Rachel leaned down and kissed me, hard, her tongue sliding into my mouth with a hunger I hadn’t tasted in weeks. She ground her hips against my thighs, and I could feel the heat of her pussy even through the thin layer of satin. My cage pressed painfully against my skin, desperate to be touched, to be used, but still locked tight.

She broke the kiss and sat back, her eyes wild.

“Get on your knees,” she commanded. “Next to the bed.”

I scrambled into position.

Rachel laid back on the bed, and the first man stepped between her legs. She opened for him like a flower blooming—ready, dripping, shameless.

He didn’t hesitate.

He slid inside her with one long, deep thrust.

Rachel moaned—loud, unfiltered—and my whole body shuddered. I could see it all in the mirror: her legs wrapped around his waist, her breasts bouncing with every thrust, her mouth hanging open in bliss. The second man stood beside the bed, stroking himself as he watched.

Rachel reached for him, pulling him closer, stroking his cock before sucking the tip into her mouth with greedy moans. She was radiant, filthy, perfect.

And I was kneeling again, watching it all like the desperate little sissy I was.

But this time was different. This time, Rachel looked at me and whispered, “Come here.”

I crawled closer on shaking hands and knees then came to stand above her, seeing every inch of the man move in and out of her. She reached out, wrapped her hand around my cage, and squeezed.

My breath hitched. I whimpered.

She pulled me close and kissed me again. “You’ve been such a good girl this trip,” she whispered. “Do you want to cum?”

I nodded, eyes wide, lip trembling.

She grinned. “Then you’ll get to cum,” she said softly, “after I do. At least twice.”

My breath hitched, heart pounding in my ears.

Rachel turned her attention back to the second man, her hand wrapping around his cock as she pulled him toward her with an eager, practiced grace.

“Now,” she purred, lips parting, “where were we?”

She took him into her mouth with practiced hunger, her lips sealing tight around the shaft as her eyes fluttered shut. The wet sounds of her sucking filled the room, mingling with the low groans of the man fucking her from behind. She didn’t slow, didn’t pause—just opened wider, moaned deeper, let them both take from her like she was made for it.

I stayed on my knees, breathless, caged, and dripping with desire. I whimpered, as I watched both men fill Rachel from both ends, my hands balled into fists against the carpet. My cage pulsed with every thrust Rachel took, every obscene slurp of her mouth, every time she moaned like she was starving for cock.

I could barely think, could barely see straight. My whole body was locked in a state of trembling need, straining for release that wasn’t mine to claim.

But at least I finally I knew that I, too, would get what I craved tonight.

When she finally let me.


Chapter 5
Pleasure


Rachel hadn’t slowed down. She was on her back, legs parted wide, the man from the club buried deep inside her, pumping her full of cock like she was made for it. Her thighs were slick with sweat and cum, her hair a wild mess spread across the pillows. And she was loving it.

She moaned into the other man’s cock, still sucking it voraciously as he fucked her mouth. Her body was writhing on the bed, pleasure coursing through her as each man used her in synchronized strokes of sin.

My cage twitched with arousal as I watched her. I couldn’t look away. I didn’t want to.

Rachel turned her head lazily on the pillow and met my gaze. I could tell that she was pleased that I was watching so affectionately—so closely. I crept closer, biting my lips as I saw up close what was happening to her.

She moaned suddenly, louder than before—something raw, uncontrollable, the kind of sound that came from deep in the belly and couldn’t be faked. Her hips bucked upward as if electrified, and her whole body arched off the mattress, taut with ecstasy. Every muscle in her thighs quivered. Her toes curled. Her fingers clawed into the sheets, desperate to ground herself as the wave hit.

The man in her mouth grabbed a fistful of her hair and groaned, his cock pulsing as she gagged softly around the length of him—but she didn’t flinch. She didn’t stop. She kept sucking through it, moaning around him, using the vibrations of her climax to milk his cock like it was part of her pleasure.

Her eyes fluttered. Her mascara-smudged lashes barely held open as her face twisted in bliss. Her legs trembled, heels slipping on the sweat-slick sheets as her pussy clenched visibly around the cock buried inside her. Her body writhed, completely out of her own control—fucking back against him even as she came, as if she wanted to be filled deeper, used harder.

And then she shattered.

Her voice cracked around the cock in her mouth, a half-choked, half-sobbing cry of release. It was messy and primal. Her back bowed. Her pussy clenched visibly around the cock buried deep inside her, and she moaned again—muffled by the thick shaft in her throat.

Her orgasm rippled through her, shaking her in waves, slick gushing from her as the man fucking her groaned, grabbed her hips, and thrust in one final time.

He held her down, buried to the hilt, and came inside her with a grunt that filled the room. I saw the twitch of his cock as he spilled into her, pumping her full until it leaked out around him, dripping onto the sheets beneath her.

She smirked and reached down between her legs. The man inside her groaned as she squeezed around him, milking every inch of his cock with practiced, greedy skill.

Then her fingers dipped lower, moving inside. When she brought them back up, they were coated in slick white.

She held them up and beckoned me, slipping her swollen lips off the other man’s cock to give me her demands. “Come clean me.”

My whole body jolted. The shame, the thrill, the way she said it like it was a perfectly natural command. I leaned forward without hesitation, knees weak, thighs trembling, the skin between my legs still hot with lust, and sucked her fingers clean.

She smiled at me as my lips popped off, then she pointed down between her legs, telling me that I wasn’t yet done.

I crept between her legs, taking the place of the man who was now helping himself to the mini-bar. I grabbed her thighs, feeling the warmth of her orgasm still lingering.

“That’s it,” she cooed. “Taste what a real man gives a woman.”

The salty tang of semen and her juices filled my mouth. I gagged slightly at the intensity but swallowed it like it was communion. Her eyes sparkled above me.

“That’s my good little cumrag,” she whispered. “So eager. So useful in the bedroom when you know your place.”

I flushed with pride, my face buried in her slick folds, desperate for more praise.

She reached for my hair and gently guided me lower, back towards the mess between her thighs.

“But you’re not done yet. I told you to clean me. I want you to make me cum next.”

I gasped, my cage aching harder at the thought. But now I knew what she wanted and knew what I must do.

I bent forward, breath catching as I inhaled the scent of her orgasm—hot and ripe, thick with sex. She was soaked. Her inner thighs gleamed with it. Without wasting any more time I pressed my tongue between her lips and began to clean.

It was messy, overwhelming. My tongue moved in slow strokes, scooping and sucking, drinking in every filthy, sticky drop. I moaned into her pussy like it was the only thing I’d ever wanted. Like being her cleanup toy was an honor.

She moaned above me and tangled both hands in my hair. “That’s right, baby. Eat me. Get all of it. Make me shine again.”

The man who’d just filled her groaned from behind us, watching as I lapped at the cum he’d left inside her. He stroked himself slowly, shamelessly.

“You two are freaky,” he said softly, almost in awe.

Rachel laughed, her thighs tightening around my head. “Yes, and we love it.”

Her hips rolled up into my mouth, fucking my face as I cleaned her. I could feel more slickness spilling from her—whether it was his cum or her own arousal, I didn’t know, and I didn’t care. I wanted it. All of it.

“You love this, don’t you?” she panted. “Licking my used pussy. Feeling your cage throb while I get what you want.”

I moaned into her, nodding, my tongue moving faster. “I do, Mistress,” I gasped when I came up for air. “I love it. I love serving and pleasing you. I love everything.”

She cupped my cheek tenderly. “I know you do, sweetheart. That’s why I love you.”

Behind her, the second man stepped closer, his cock still rock hard. He knelt on the bed beside her and kissed her shoulder, then her neck, his hands sliding down her stomach toward her hips.

“I want a turn,” he said, breath hot against her skin, not wanting to be forgotten.

Rachel tilted her head back and gave him a languid, satisfied smile. “Soon.”

Her word gave me a sense of urgency, as if she was waiting on me to receive more of the pleasure she really wanted. I gripped her thighs tighter, moved my head lower, and worked my tongue faster.

Her body began twitching with every lick. Her hands clutched the sheets, her voice broken and breathless.

“Fuck, yes… god, yes.”

I watched from below, licking and nuzzling, feeling the tremors of her second orgasm building against my tongue.

When it hit, it was spectacular.

Her thighs clamped around my head. Her whole body convulsed. She cried out loud, writhing beneath me as I continued, not stopping until I felt her whole body relax.

And then she did something that made me want to sob with devotion. She reached down and stroked my hair, gently. Like I’d just done something truly worthy. Like I’d served her well.

“My good girl,” she said softly. “That was two. Now it’s your turn.”


Chapter 6
Rewards


My breath caught.

Her words hit harder than a slap. Now it’s your turn.

For a moment, I just stared up at her, lips wet with her slick, hair stuck to my cheeks, unsure if I’d actually heard her right. My cage throbbed in response, pulsing against my skin with desperate urgency. My whole body was flushed, wired, waiting.

Rachel smirked. “I think someone’s been very patient,” she said sweetly, brushing my hair back with her fingers. “Wouldn’t you agree?”

The second man—still hard, still waiting—let out a low laugh. “Extremely.”

Rachel turned her head toward him. “She’s yours now. Do whatever you like.”

He nodded, eyes flicking over me like I was a decadent treat finally unwrapped. “You sure know how to throw a party.”

Rachel leaned back against the pillows with a lazy stretch. “Just wait till you see how she moans.”

The man stood beside the bed and extended a hand. I took it with trembling fingers, and he guided me up onto all fours like I weighed nothing. I could feel his cock brush against my thigh, thick and slick with precum, and I shivered. My cage twitched, aching, soaking with anticipation.

He moved behind me, palms roaming over my ass, slipping my panties down to my thighs, then spreading me open. His touch wasn’t tentative—he knew what he was doing. My plug was long gone, and Rachel had left me loose and needy. I whimpered as he teased his tip against my entrance, rubbing slow circles before pushing inside.

It burned.

It stretched.

And it felt so fucking good.

He grabbed my hips and drove forward in a single stroke, burying himself to the hilt. I gasped, hands clutching at the sheets, my face flushed as the pressure exploded through my body. My cage pressed hard against the bed, grinding against my leaking sissy clit with every thrust. Every inch of him made me feel full in a way nothing else ever had. I whimpered, shuddered, and pressed back against him, desperate to feel him even deeper.

Rachel sat up and watched, her eyes half-lidded, a lazy smirk painted across her face.

“God, look at you,” she murmured. “Getting fucked like a real little slut once again? I’m too good to you.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I gasped, voice shaking as the man pounded into me, deeper, harder. “I wanted it so badly. I needed it.”

“Then shouldn’t you thank me?”

“Thank you, Mistress.”

She purred with approval. “That’s better.”

The man’s rhythm picked up, his fingers digging into my hips as he used me with pure, selfish focus. He didn’t care how I looked or sounded—he just wanted to fuck. I was nothing but a hole to him. And somehow, that made me feel more cherished than anything.

Rachel slid closer, her hand wrapping gently around my throat from the front. She didn’t squeeze—just held me there, a reminder.

“You’re going to cum for me, aren’t you?” she whispered into my ear.

“Yes, Mistress,” I moaned. “Please—please let me…”

He slammed into me again. And again. And again.

My cage ground harder into the mattress. My body burned. My eyes rolled back.

Rachel leaned in close. “Cum for me, my sweet little thing. Cum in your cage while he uses you. While he makes you feel like the woman you want to be.”

I screamed. Her words, his thrusts, the feeling of my cage grinding against the bed.

My orgasm tore through me, electric and violent, my body seizing as cum spilled out of the cage in hot, desperate pulses. I sobbed with relief, shaking under the weight of it, every nerve on fire. My thighs quaked. My arms collapsed beneath me.

But he wasn’t done.

He grunted, slowed just enough to reposition, then grabbed my hair and pulled me upright onto my knees. My back arched against his chest as he pounded upward, angling deeper, harder. The position sent shocks of sensation through my body, my caged cock twitching from the aftershocks, my breath catching with every brutal thrust.

“She’s still squeezing me,” he growled.

“Of course she is,” Rachel purred. “She’s always so greedy for cock after she cums.”

I whimpered, tears forming at the corners of my eyes. I didn’t want it to stop. I didn’t want it to ever stop.

His hand moved from my hip to my throat, mimicking Rachel’s grip, and for one blissful, terrifying moment I felt their control on either side—her eyes watching, his cock driving deep, both of them possessing me.

I belonged to them.

And then he pulled out.

He shoved me forward, pressing my face into the sheets as he finished with fast, harsh strokes of his hand. Hot ropes of cum splashed across my lower back, coating me, marking me. I gasped at the feeling, twitching from overstimulation, my caged cock still leaking from the last orgasm.

I collapsed fully, face down, drooling into the sheets, my thighs shaking uncontrollably.

Used. Caged. Finished.

And utterly fulfilled.

Rachel kissed my shoulder, then my temple. “That’s my good girl,” she whispered. “That’s exactly how I wanted you.”

I whimpered softly, barely able to speak. “Thank you, Mistress.”

“Shhh.” She stroked my hair. “You did beautifully.”

She didn’t unlock me.

She didn’t clean me.

She just laid beside me, tangled with me, proud of what I’d become.

And I knew, with aching clarity, that I would never want to be anything else again.


Sissified To Be Her Cuckold
PART 11: FULLY FEMINIZED AND FREE



Chapter 1
Dressed to Impress


The dress lay on the bed like a promise. Soft pink. Almost bridal. Delicate in a way that made me feel even more exposed than if it had been tight or revealing. It didn’t command the room. It asked to be touched. It looked like something meant for a spoiled little princess, or a doll who’d never known anything but obedience.

Rachel had chosen it, of course. Just like she’d chosen the lacy pink lingerie I wore beneath it. The balconette bra with its scalloped trim. The matching panties, high-cut and sheer. The garter belt clipped to the pale stockings hugging my legs. Every inch of me had been selected, sculpted, made ready for display.

And tonight was the night.

Rachel’s company ball. Not some office holiday party. This was the event. The one I’d only heard whispers about back when I was still… him. Before I ever imagined I could be brought to something like this. Before I belonged to her.

I was going as her guest. No—her partner. Her submissive. Her secret.

I stared at the dress, still too afraid to slip it on. My heart beat fast, my fingers trembling as I double-checked my makeup in the mirror for the fifth time. I’d gone soft with it—peachy cheeks, glossy pink lips, a smoky little wing at the corners of my eyes that made my lashes look impossibly long. I looked… feminine. Exquisite. Unreal.

And terrified.

The bedroom smelled like perfume and candle wax. My curling iron was still cooling on the counter. My lipstick sat open beside the earrings I hadn’t dared put on yet—delicate rose quartz drops in a little gold setting. Just enough to make me feel owned.

Rachel had told me to get ready early.

“I want you to take your time,” she’d said that morning, brushing my hair with slow, methodical strokes. “I want to know that every part of you was prepared just for me.”

I had. God, I had. I’d shaved slow, scrubbed with rose-scented body wash, moisturized every inch. I’d lotioned and powdered and painted myself into someone beautiful.

And now I was standing in the bedroom, heart thudding against my ribs, too afraid to put the dress on.

What if they knew?

What if they laughed at me?

What if I embarrassed my mistress?

But deeper than the fear was something worse—something hotter.

What if they didn’t?

What if they looked at me and just saw a pretty girl on the arm of a powerful woman?

What if they flirted?

What if I let them?

I was still in that spiral when I heard the door open behind me.

“You’re not dressed,” Rachel said, her tone amused but low, that dangerous purr that made me clench without thinking.

I turned around fast. “I—I was about to⁠—”

She stepped inside, shutting the door with a quiet click. She was already dressed, of course. Her gown was black and sleek, hugging her curves like sin, the slit up one thigh revealing just enough to make my knees go weak. Her hair was twisted into a smooth chignon. Her lipstick was blood red.

As usual, she looked like a goddess.

Rachel crossed the room without rushing, every click of her heels sending a jolt straight down my spine. She picked up the dress from the bed and ran her fingers down the fabric like she was inspecting merchandise.

“Come here,” she said softly. “Arms up.”

I stepped into place, breath held, and lifted my arms. The fabric slid over my skin like a sigh, settling around me in layers. She adjusted the bodice slowly, smoothing it over my breasts, her hands lingering just long enough to make me bite my lip. Then she reached around behind me and pulled the zipper up—inch by inch—until it stopped just below my shoulder blades.

With each tug, I felt like she was sealing me in. Like the version of me I’d lived in all day—nervous, exposed, uncertain—was being wrapped tight in satin and turned into something else entirely.

Her hands didn’t move away when the zipper reached the top. They flattened against my waist, then slid around my hips, pulling me close until I could feel the shape of her body against my back.

“You look good enough to eat,” she whispered, her breath brushing the shell of my ear.

My knees went weak from her words, but had just enough strength to let her turn me toward the mirror. I stared at my reflection and swallowed hard. I was beautiful.

Rachel picked up the earrings I’d left behind and clipped them into place. Her touch was so gentle it made my stomach flip. Like she was dressing me for slaughter. Or worship. Or both.

“You know what tonight means,” she said softly.

I nodded. “Yes, Mistress.”

Her hands rested lightly on my shoulders. “I’m introducing you to people I’ve worked with for years. People I command in meetings. People who respect me.”

I swallowed. “Do they know about me?”

“Some of them,” she said. “Most of them? No. But by the end of tonight, they’ll all know exactly what you are.”

I felt my breath catch. “And what am I?” I whispered.

Her lips brushed my cheek. “Mine.”

That single word made my whole body light up. My legs pressed together, my cheeks flushed, my chest squeezed tight with need.

She bent down and picked up the little pearl clutch she’d chosen for me and tucked it into my hand like she was arming me with something fragile.

“Smile for them,” she said. “Be charming. Let them look at you. Let them wonder.”

“And if someone flirts?”

Rachel smiled. “Let them. Tease them. I want them to see what they can’t have.” Her hand curled around my chin and tilted my face upward so I couldn’t look anywhere but at her. “And if I do let someone have a taste,” she murmured, “it will be because I want them to.”

I whimpered.

She kissed me—slow, indulgent, full of promise—and then stepped back with a gleam in her eye.

“Our chariot awaits,” she said. “Let’s show them who you belong to.”


Chapter 2
Our Entrance


The car was sleek. Of course it was. Rachel didn’t do anything halfway.

It wasn’t a stretch limo, but it was close—black, polished, silent as it pulled up to the curb. The driver stepped out and opened the rear door like he knew who he was collecting: not just a couple, but someone important. Rachel slid in first, a vision in her black dress, crossing her legs like she was settling onto a throne. She didn’t look back when she gestured for me to follow.

I gathered my skirts and stepped inside, heart beating fast. The seat was warm. The lights inside dim. There was a bottle of champagne waiting in a silver bucket, already sweating from the cold.

Rachel didn’t reach for it—she reached for me.

“You’re trembling,” she said, resting her hand on my thigh. “Nervous?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Her lips curled. “You should be.”

I swallowed hard. She didn’t move her hand.

The dress was thick but the way she touched me—it didn’t matter. She knew how to find the edge of my garter strap without even trying. She traced the curve of my thigh through the satin, slow and idle, like petting her favorite toy. I kept my legs pressed together, my hands folded in my lap, desperate not to wriggle even as my body betrayed me with warmth and want.

Rachel’s eyes lingered on my face. “You remember your rules?”

I nodded quickly. “Smile. Curtsy if someone’s rude. Let them look, but only flirt if you let me.”

She raised a brow. “If I let you.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“And if someone touches you?”

I hesitated. “I pull away unless… unless you’ve given permission.”

Her hand squeezed my thigh. “Good girl.”

My stomach fluttered.

She picked up the champagne and poured two glasses. The soft fizz filled the car. She handed me one and clinked her glass to mine. “To your debut, my love,” she said, voice velvet-wrapped and sharp. “To showing the world what my perfectly trained partner looks like.”

I flushed all the way to my ears as I took a sip. The bubbles tickled my tongue. It tasted expensive—crisp and just a little sweet.

The rest of the ride passed in a kind of haze. Rachel didn’t say much, but she didn’t stop touching me either. Her fingers traced idle patterns against my thigh, her gaze occasionally flicking to my profile like she was assessing her masterpiece before it went on display. I stared out the tinted window, trying to calm my breathing, but the city lights just made my nerves worse.

And then there was the hotel. Massive, golden and lit up like a dream. There were valets at the front, guests stepping out in gowns and tuxedos, flashes of sequins and silk and cologne-heavy air. I could already hear the music drifting out the double doors—soft, classical, elegant. The kind of sound that made people straighten their backs and pretend they belonged.

Our car rolled to a stop and Rachel took my glass and set it aside, then leaned in to whisper, “Smile, sweetheart. You’re about to make your grand entrance.”

The door opened. A hand reached in—white-gloved—and Rachel stepped out with the confidence of a woman who ran boardrooms by day and broke girls like me by night.

Then it was my turn. I took her hand as she helped me out, the dress billowing slightly with the movement, the chiffon catching in the breeze like a sigh. The night air hit my skin and I realized, suddenly, how exposed I felt. Not naked. Worse. Vulnerable.

My heels clicked against the pavement. Heads turned.

I wasn’t imagining it. People were looking. At me.

Rachel curled her arm around my waist like it was second nature. Not possessive. Not theatrical. Just… hers. Like she’d done it a thousand times. And in a way, she had.

Inside, the hotel lobby was breathtaking. Marble floors. Crystal chandeliers. Velvet drapes framing golden mirrors. Every detail screamed wealth and control.

We passed through the main hall and toward a grand staircase leading up to the ballroom. I felt every step in my legs, my spine straight, my heart hammering like it wanted to escape my ribcage.

At the top of the stairs, the doors stood open. People milled in small clusters, champagne in hand, laughter soft and knowing.

Rachel paused just before we entered. She leaned in close. “You belong here.”

I nodded.

“Say it.”

“I belong here.”

“Good girl.”

Then we stepped inside.

The ballroom was glowing. Candlelight and gold and soft orchestral music wrapped around us like a spell. People turned as Rachel entered. Some greeted her with familiarity. Others paused with curiosity.

But every eye seemed to flick to me and Rachel did nothing to explain me right away.

She let them wonder. Let them guess.

She walked me straight to the bar, her arm still looped around me, her fingers grazing the bare skin of my back as she ordered two glasses of champagne. She handed me mine and finally turned to face me fully, her voice low, just for me.

“Now, sweetheart. Mingle. Smile. Dance if you’re asked. But don’t forget to whom you belong.”

I looked up at her. “I couldn’t if I tried.”

She smiled then someone tapped her shoulder—an elegant man in a tuxedo with silver at his temples and a wedding ring that didn’t stop his gaze from sliding to me.

“Rachel,” he said smoothly. “You didn’t tell me you were bringing someone tonight.”

Her hand gripped my waist just slightly tighter.

“I thought it was time.”


Chapter 3
Dancing


Rachel’s arm didn’t budge from my waist. “This is Sarah,” she said simply, her tone cool and measured, like that answered everything.

The man’s eyes lingered. Not leering, not crude. Just assessing. The way men do when they’re used to getting what they want.

“I see,” he said, and held out a hand. “Matthew King.”

I recognized his name and knew he was more than just a coworker, he was the CEO of the company which made him Rachel’s direct boss. My fingers trembled as I placed mine in his. “Nice to meet you,” I said, trying to keep my voice from shaking. “Sir.”

The smile that flickered across his face made my skin tighten. Rachel didn’t say anything. Just sipped her champagne and watched.

I didn’t know what to do. I stood there like a doll between them—perfect posture, painted lips, warm champagne in one hand. I knew I looked like something made for show. I was.

But standing next to Rachel, I still felt protected. Grounded.

That changed the moment she let go.

“I see someone I need to speak to,” she murmured, brushing a kiss against my temple. “Stay here. Talk. Or dance. Or don’t. Enjoy yourself, Sarah.”

My stomach dropped. She was leaving me? Just like that?

Before I could answer, she turned and drifted into the crowd—her dress like a streak of ink in the sea of glitter and gold, leaving me alone.

With him.

Mr. King—or Matthew—didn’t seem surprised. “Well,” he said smoothly, “now that we’re not chaperoned, would you care to dance?”

I blinked. “I—I don’t know how.”

“You’re lying,” he said, his grin widening just enough to crinkle the corners of his eyes. “Any girl who looks like you can dance. Come on. One song.”

My feet moved before I said yes, his hand pulling me towards the center of the ballroom. The dance floor was alive now, the string quartet playing something soft and sweeping. Couples moved in slow, elegant circles beneath the chandeliers. I felt like I’d stumbled into a dream—and I was the girl they were all watching, whispering about. The girl in pink.

Matthew’s hand slid around my waist, the other holding my fingers lightly. He led easily, effortlessly. I followed.

We didn’t speak for the first minute. I was too aware of everything. His hand. My breath. The feel of his fingers barely pressing the small of my back.

And the way he looked at me. He didn’t know. He couldn’t know. But he looked at me like he did.

“You’re very lovely,” he said after a moment, his voice low. “Though I suppose you already know that.”

My cheeks flushed. “I don’t. I mean—thank you.”

“Rachel has exquisite taste,” he murmured. “But this is new for her. I’ve never seen her bring anyone to a company event.”

I didn’t know what to say. I didn’t know what I could say.

“She’s proud of you,” he added. “You can see it.”

“Thank you.”

The song ended, but he didn’t let go.

“Another?”

I nodded, curious to hear more about my wife in the work place, but also curious of him. My head was spinning, but my body didn’t want to stop. I felt warm, dizzy. Desired.

We danced again. This one slower.

I felt so exposed dancing with him. I could feel everyone’s eyes on me, watching me, judging me, but it was only one set of eyes that mattered. Rachel’s. And I could feel them searing me with a deep heat.

His hand moved just slightly. Lower. More sure of itself. He didn’t ask permission—but he didn’t need to. Or did he?

Rachel hadn’t explicitly given us permission, but she had left me with him. She had told me to talk and dance with him, did she intend for more to happen? Did he?

“You’ve made quite an impression,” he murmured, his fingers grazing the bare skin of my back where the dress dipped low. “I think half the room is wondering where Rachel found you.”

I looked up at him. “And the other half?”

He smiled. “I think they’re wondering if they can have you.”

That should’ve scared me—but it didn’t. It made my thighs press closer together beneath the swish of satin.

When the song ended he finally released me.

“Thank you for the dances,” I said, breathless.

“Don’t disappear,” he replied, and brushed a kiss against my knuckles. “I hope to see you again real soon.”

I stood frozen as he walked away, the space around me suddenly too large, too bright. I found the nearest wall and leaned against it, heart pounding, cock pulsing.

I wasn’t just aroused—I was aching. From nothing more than being touched, admired, flirted with, and seen. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d felt this… wanted. Not used. Not commanded. Desired.

And then, like magic, Rachel appeared at my side again, slipping a hand around my waist like she’d never left.

“Good girl,” she whispered against my ear. “I watched the whole thing.”

I turned to look at her, shame and heat flooding my cheeks. “You did?”

Her smile was slow. “You looked like you belonged to him.”

“I didn’t mean to.”

“I know, sweetheart. It’s not a bad thing.”

Her fingers slipped down to rest just below my waist.

“That’s what makes it so perfect.”


Chapter 4
Permission


Rachel’s hand stayed on my lower back, her fingers gently tracing the line where my dress met bare skin. She didn’t speak right away—just held me there, letting the moment hang between us like silk.

“I watched the way you looked at him,” she said finally, her voice low and rich.

“I—I didn’t mean⁠—”

“Shh,” she murmured. “You didn’t do anything wrong. You were beautiful.”

I blinked at her.

Rachel turned to face me, wine glass in hand now, her eyes glittering in the ballroom light. “You don’t even see it, do you? The way they watch you. The way they want you. You were floating. You looked like a fantasy.”

My throat was dry. I didn’t know what to say. Everything I felt was a contradiction—shame and pride, heat and hesitation, the thrill of being wanted and the fear of wanting it too much.

“You are a fantasy—your own fantasy. You’re everything you’ve ever wanted, everything you were ever meant to be,” she purred, her words making my chest surge with pride.

“I just… I didn’t expect to feel so…” I searched for the word.

“Free?” she offered.

I nodded.

She smiled. “I know.”

I glanced across the room. Matthew was laughing with someone now, but his gaze flicked to me—just once. And it landed like a hand on my thigh.

I looked back at Rachel. “Is this what you wanted?”

Her brow lifted, shoulders shrugging. “What do you want?”

My stomach dropped.

“I don’t know,” I whispered.

She stepped closer, crowding into me until her lips were nearly at my ear. “Then maybe it’s time to find out.”

I froze.

Rachel took a slow sip of her drink and leaned back, her expression calm, unbothered. “Go get some air,” she said. “Touch up your lipstick. Fix your hair. Let them miss you.”

I hesitated. “Where will you be?” I asked.

Her smile was dangerous. “Around. I have lots of business to handle. You enjoy yourself. Do as you please.”

She kissed the corner of my mouth—soft, warm, possessive—and then she was gone again, swallowed by the glittering sea of gowns and tuxedos and murmured conversation.

I stood there for a moment, reeling. Then I did as I was told.

The powder room was down a side hallway, all marble and mirrors and perfume-laced silence. There were women inside, adjusting straps, reapplying gloss, whispering about husbands and meetings and who had done what with whom.

No one noticed me. Maybe that was what gave me the courage to lean into the mirror and pull out the lipstick Rachel had chosen. The same pink as my dress. I reapplied slowly, carefully, watching my reflection with an almost feverish focus.

I looked flushed. Kissed. My heart still hadn’t slowed.

When I emerged, the hallway was quiet—but someone was waiting.

He was standing just to the side of the doorway, one hand in his pocket, the other holding a crystal tumbler filled with amber liquor. He wasn’t looking at me at first. Just down the hall, like he’d been waiting long enough to get bored—but not long enough to leave.

My breath caught the moment he turned. It was him. Mr. King. Matthew.

“Sarah,” he said, nodding like we’d simply picked up where we left off.

I froze, hand tightening on my little pearl clutch. “Mr. King.”

He smiled, slow and smooth. “Call me Matthew.”

My heart was pounding. “Were you—were you waiting for someone?”

“I was,” he said, and took a slow sip of his drink. “You.”

My mouth went dry.

He looked me over, openly this time. The low lighting didn’t hide anything—the blush on my cheeks, the way my dress shifted when I breathed, the nervous flick of my tongue over freshly glossed lips.

“Rachel said you might be here.”

“She did?”

“She said you might want some air. Or… company.”

The hallway stretched quiet around us. He took a step closer, and something in his gaze shifted.

“She said tonight was for you. To celebrate you and all that you’ve become.”

My whole body flushed. My instinct was to pull away. To step back. To say no.

But I didn’t.

Because she had said that. She’d told me to smile. To let them look. To explore.

She’d told me the night was mine.

And now, standing in front of me, was her boss. The man who had danced with me like I was something rare. Who had watched me with hungry, practiced eyes. Who knew exactly who Rachel was—and still looked at me like he might want to take something she claimed.

I didn’t say yes. I didn’t have to.

I took a step closer. Then another. Until I was standing right in front of him.

“I don’t know what Rachel told you,” I whispered.

“She didn’t have to tell me anything.” He leaned in slightly, breath warm against my temple. “She gave me permission.”


Chapter 5
Feeling Seen


The hallway was carpeted and quiet, lined with heavy framed art and discreet gold sconces casting pools of warm light. I walked beside Matthew in silence, the muffled sound of our footsteps the only thing I could hear above the roar in my chest.

I didn’t know where we were going. That wasn’t true. I did know. And I didn’t stop. I followed him like I belonged to him already.

He didn’t speak. He didn’t touch me. But every few steps, he glanced at me—just a flick of his eyes, assessing, watching. Like he was studying me. Or waiting for me to run.

I didn’t.

At the end of the hallway, he stopped in front of a door. 927. One of the executive rooms, of course. The kind reserved for partners, VIPs, people who mattered.

He pulled a key card from his inner jacket pocket and swiped it. The reader blinked green. Beep. Click.

He opened the door but didn’t step through. Just held it wide and looked at me.

I hesitated. Only for a second. Then I stepped through.

The room smelled like luxury—clean linen and candle wax, old wood and something floral I couldn’t name. It was big. Subtle, tasteful, expensive. A small living room opened up before me, with cream-colored chairs and a low velvet sofa. Past that was a bedroom framed in gold and navy, the bed perfectly made, the pillows fluffed and untouched.

It was too quiet. Too intimate.

I stopped just inside the door, unsure of where to stand, what to do. My fingers tightened on the little pearl clutch in my hands, and I heard the soft click of the door shutting behind me, the lock sliding home.

Matthew stepped in slowly, calm and unbothered, as if this were the most natural thing in the world. As if bringing someone like me—dressed in pink, trembling in heels and gloss—into a private suite was part of his evening routine.

“I didn’t expect you to follow,” he said casually, slipping off his jacket and draping it over the back of a chair. “But I hoped you would.”

I turned to face him, my throat dry. “Did Rachel really send you?”

He smiled at that. “Does it matter?”

“Yes.”

“Then yes,” he said, and poured himself a drink from a bottle of amber liquor on the sideboard. “She said the night was yours. That you should be… encouraged to explore.”

His voice made the word explore sound like something indecent.

I took a slow breath. Though I had many experiences with men before, never had any of them been without Rachel by my side, telling me exactly what to do. While I couldn’t deny the pleasure that I felt from those experiences, I knew that Rachel’s demands were part of the arousal.

But she had approved it. She had encouraged it. So perhaps she was still by my side in spirit.

“I’ve never done anything quite like this,” I muttered.

“I know.”

“You don’t know me.”

He took a sip and smirked. “Don’t I?”

I flushed. “You don’t know what I am.”

He stepped closer. “I know what I see.”

I backed up half a step and hit the wall. My back straightened.

“What do you see?”

His gaze swept over me, slow and hot and deliberate. From the loose curls in my hair to the soft pink flush on my cheeks, the gloss on my lips, the satin of the dress.

“I see someone who wants to feel beautiful, desired—taken,” he said.

He struck a chord within me, making my legs wobble, and taking my breath away.

“You looked so poised earlier,” he murmured. “So trained. But under all that polish, there’s something trembling. Something desperate.”

I didn’t answer. I couldn’t.

His hand came up—not to touch me, but to trace the air an inch from my face. Like he was drawing a line around my cheekbone, memorizing it.

“Rachel told me you’ve come a long way. That she built you from something raw. And now look at you.”

I could barely breathe. He knew.

He leaned in slowly, his breath warm against my temple, just shy of a kiss.

“I’ve always wanted to be with someone like you,” he whispered. “Someone brave, someone who understands what they really want, who they really are.”

His fingers brushed my bare shoulder, light as a whisper. I shivered.

“But still so reserved, so humble about their beauty. It’s like you ache to be seen.”

“I do,” I breathed.

“I see you.”

I looked up at him. “Do you?”

He nodded once. “Clear as day.”

His hand settled on my waist. It was gentle and grounding, but sent shivers down my spine.

“I see a girl wanting to fit in. To believe they belong.”

“Yes.”

He tilted his head, and I could feel his gaze on my lips. “You’re beautiful and you do.”

I didn’t speak. I leaned in.

Or maybe he did.

Either way, the space between us vanished—and then we were kissing. His lips were firm, confident, hungry without being cruel. His hand slipped from my waist to the small of my back, pulling me close until my chest was flush against his, my breath caught somewhere between a gasp and a moan.

The kiss deepened. It wasn’t gentle anymore. It was a claiming.

His tongue swept against mine, teasing, tasting, demanding more. My fingers curled into his shirt, my body melting into his without permission. I moaned into his mouth, and his hand tightened at my back, pulling me tighter, as if he’d been waiting for that sound.

When he finally pulled away, I was breathless. Dizzy. Ruined.

He looked at me like he already knew how I’d taste. How I’d sound. How I’d beg.

But he didn’t push. He stepped back instead. Picked up his glass. Took a long, slow sip.

“I’ll give you a moment,” he said. “To think about what you want.”

Then he sat in one of the armchairs, legs crossed, watching me with calm, quiet heat.

Waiting for me to decide.


Chapter 6
Good Girl


Ididn’t wait. I didn’t think. I just jumped.

One second I was frozen at the edge of the room, trembling in pink satin, and the next I was on top of him—straddling his lap, kissing him like I was starving. His hands caught me instantly, strong and greedy, one at my waist, the other in my hair. My skirt rode high as I ground down against his cock, and fuck, he was hard. Thick and ready. The pressure of him against my cage made me gasp.

“You needy little slut,” he growled into my mouth. “I knew you’d be like this.”

I moaned and rocked against him, the friction maddening, completely useless. He pulled back just long enough to look me over—my messy curls, smeared gloss, panting mouth—and then?

He ripped my dress in half.

Literally grabbed the neckline and tore it like tissue. The sound of it made me flinch—and then flush.

“Fuck,” he muttered.

I was practically bare underneath. Just the baby-pink lingerie Rachel had picked out for me. Lacy and skimpy, adhered to my skin with sweat and lust. It framed my chest like I had something worth showing and clung to my tucked little bulge like it was decoration, not function.

He groped me hard. Everywhere.

Hands on my chest, my waist, my hips, my ass. He manhandled me like I was his. Like he couldn’t decide where to touch first. I squealed when he bit at my neck, sharp and messy, leaving wet red marks all the way down my chest.

“God, you’re so soft, so delicate,” he said, running his tongue over the curve of my breast form.

I whimpered from his touch—so different than any I had felt before.

He stood suddenly, lifting me like I weighed nothing. I clung to his shoulders, breath caught in my throat, and he tossed me onto the bed. I landed on my stomach with a bounce and barely had time to squeal before he flipped me over and yanked me onto my knees.

“I want that ass up,” he said. “Show me what you’ve been trained for.”

My face burned. My heart pounded. I felt so exposed—knees wide, shoulders down, my tiny pink cage tucked tight between my thighs. He reached between my legs and unsnapped the crotch strap of my lingerie, popping each little button like he’d done it before.

The lace peeled open and I was his.

“Ohhh yeah,” he said, palming both cheeks. “Now this is what a good little girl looks like.”

He spread me with both hands, slow and wide. I shuddered as cool air hit my hole.

“Look at that. Tight and pink and just waiting.”

I buried my face in the sheets and moaned as his finger traced the rim. I gasped. My back arched. My hips twitched backward without meaning to.

“You want it here?” he asked, mocking.

“Yes,” I breathed.

I cried out as one finger pushed in. He worked it slowly, opening me, stroking deeper. Then two. Then a stretch that made my eyes roll back.

I was shaking, cage leaking, thighs slick.

He pulled his fingers out and wiped them down the inside of my thigh. “Good and ready,” he said.

I heard the rustle of fabric. His zipper. The sound of his cock coming free. And then—I felt him.

Pressing. Thick. Relentless.

He didn’t ask again—he didn’t need to. He just took me. Slow at first, stretching me open, then harder. Deeper. My fingers clenched the sheets. My mouth opened in a silent scream. “Ohhh fuck, yes⁠—”

He grabbed my hips and slammed forward. Balls slapping. Skin on skin. Me, nothing but wet gasps and whimpers as he used me like I was built for it.

Because I was.

I felt every inch of him. Felt my hole squeeze around him. Felt my pathetic little cage twitch as my prostate lit up like fire.

“You like getting used like this?” he grunted.

“Y-yes, sir⁠—!”

“Does this make you feel like a real woman?”

“Yes! Please don’t stop⁠—!”

He pulled my hair. Fucked me harder. Groaned deep as his cock throbbed inside me.

“Take it,” he growled. “Take every inch like the good little slut you were made to be.”

I was whining, gasping, drooling into the sheets. My body rocked under every thrust, my ass stinging from how hard he gripped it. My cage was aching. Every stroke against my prostate sent another jolt through me.

He let go of my hair just long enough to slap my ass—hard. The sound cracked through the room. I yelped, then moaned like a fucking whore.

“Such a tight fucking hole,” he panted. “Can’t believe your wife trained you this well.”

“She wanted me like this,” I panted. “Pretty. Obedient. Ready to be used.” I let out a cry as he thrust harder in me. “But I wanted it, too. I needed it.”

He reached around and grabbed my chest, pulling me upright against his.

“And now you’re better than ever,” he whispered into my ear. “You’re perfect.”

My whole body seized. My cock tried to swell in its cage, but it couldn’t—just leaked, twitching pathetically. I was shaking.

“Fuck me,” I begged. “Please, more—make me yours.”

He didn’t answer with words. He just held me there—hips grinding, breath hot against my neck, cock pulsing deep inside me.

I was clenching so hard I could barely breathe. Every thrust lit me up, raw and aching and perfect.

“I need it,” I gasped. “This is who I am.” My voice cracked. My body shook.

He groaned—louder, deeper—and slammed in one last time, cock twitching hard inside me.

And then he came.

Spilled into me in hot, thick waves, panting against my back as he pumped every drop in.

The feeling was overwhelming. Everything tonight was—the dress, the attention, the praise, the desire. I thought about it all as I felt him climax, then I came too.

I collapsed forward. Breathless. Used. Perfect.

And then—click. The door opened.

I froze, but Matthew didn’t.

He sat up slowly, zipping his pants. Calm. Like this was all just part of the plan.

Because it was.

Rachel stepped inside like she owned the place. Black gown still flawless. Lips red. Not angry. Not surprised. Smiling.

“Well,” she said, heels clicking toward the bed, “looks like everything went according to schedule.”

I tried to cover myself, I tried to speak and explain myself, but I couldn’t do either.

Matthew looked at her and grinned. “You were right,” he said. “She’s something special.”

Rachel crossed her arms and leaned against the wall. “I told you.”

He adjusted his cufflinks like he was leaving a meeting. “You have the promotion.”

Rachel’s smile widened. “Good.”

He walked past her with a final nod. “I can only hope that you can transform and train the company as well as you did her.”

“I will.”

The door shut behind him and Rachel turned to me. Slow, smug, and beaming. “You did so well, Sarah,” she said. “I’m proud of you.”

I blinked up at her, still flushed, still dripping, still throbbing from the inside out. “You… planned this?”

“Of course,” she said, sitting at the edge of the bed. “You think I’d let my sissy get fucked by my boss without approval?”

I whimpered, unsure of how to feel.

She kissed my forehead, soft, tender, full of affection.

“Don’t feel mad, dear. Tonight was perfect,” she assured me. “Tonight I wanted you to feel free, to feel feminine and beautiful, to feel your true potential as the woman that you’ve become. Did you feel that way?”

I nodded. I had.

“As you should,” she smiled, voice syrupy sweet. “And now that I’ve got the promotion, we can finally have everything we’ve dreamed of.”

Her hand slid over my thigh, fingers possessive, sure.

“You can be Sarah. Not just for me. Not just for tonight. But truly. Forever.”

She kissed my neck—soft, slow, claiming.

“You can live the life you were always meant for.”

Her lips brushed my chin.

“And I can finally have all of you. The real you.”

Then she kissed me—deep, warm, and certain—as my whole body melted into hers.

Suddenly it was official. I wasn’t Sam anymore.

I was Sarah. Forever.

And I was hers.


Sissified To Be Her Cuckold
PART 12: BECOMING FOREVER HERS



Chapter 1
Getaway


The world felt quiet out here. Not just the kind of quiet that came from being far away from cities or people, but the kind that wrapped around you and settled in your bones. A stillness. A hush. Like the earth itself was holding its breath.

We walked slowly, side by side, along a narrow gravel path that curled through the trees. Wildflowers brushed against my ankles, and the scent of pine mixed with something sweeter—honeysuckle, maybe, or lavender carried on the wind. The sun hung low in the sky behind us, casting everything in a golden glow that made the world look softer, more forgiving.

Rachel’s hand was warm in mine. Steady and sure. Every so often she would glance at me, and each time I felt the same little spark flutter in my chest. That familiar cocktail of affection, safety, and awe. After everything we’d been through—every transformation, every lesson, every dark, delicious challenge—this felt… different. Not softer, exactly. But deeper.

Today wasn’t about power. It was about devotion.

“It’s just up ahead,” she murmured, giving my hand a squeeze. “Come see.”

When the trees parted, I gasped. Nestled at the top of a low hill stood a cottage. Old-world stone and whitewashed wood, trimmed in delicate ivy and surrounded by endless fields of tall grass and wildflowers. It was like a dream. Or maybe like something from an old love story. The kind where the prince carries the bride away from the world and into something untouched and safe.

Except this wasn’t that kind of fairy tale. There was no prince. Only her. And me. And the truth we had built between us.

“You picked this?” I asked, breathless.

Rachel nodded, watching me closely. “Rented the whole thing out for the weekend. No guests. No interruptions. Just us.”

Just us.

The words echoed in my chest. Not because I was surprised—Rachel had a way of arranging the world without ever lifting the curtain—but because I knew how much it meant to her to say those words.

Just us.

Not me kneeling at her feet. Not her with a hand in someone else’s hair. Not a game. Not a scene.

Just us.

She led me up the path to the front door, which creaked open into a warm, golden-lit space that smelled like old wood. A fire crackled low in the hearth. The windows were open, letting in the sweet air and rustling leaves. There was a bottle of champagne in a silver bucket on the table, beside a pair of delicate crystal flutes. Strawberries dusted with sugar sat on a small porcelain plate.

It was quiet, romantic. Intimate.

“I… I don’t know what to say,” I whispered.

Rachel turned to me then, brushing my hair behind my ear. “You don’t have to say anything. This is all for us. For you. I wanted this to feel like the start of something… real.”

Tears pricked at the corners of my eyes.

“I wanted to give you a day where you didn’t have to perform,” she continued softly. “Where you didn’t have to worry about being a good girl or earning your pleasure or knowing your place. You’ve already done all that. You’ve become all that. This day is for the woman I see when I look at you. My love. My Sarah.”

The tears spilled, silent and hot, slipping down my cheeks. I threw my arms around her and held her close, burying my face in her neck. She smelled like vanilla, and she held me the way she always did—completely. Like there was nowhere else she needed to be.

“You made me feel beautiful,” I whispered. “Like… more than just yours. Like I’m someone worth loving.”

She leaned back, cupping my cheek in one palm. Her eyes were glassy, but her voice didn’t shake. “You are worth loving,” she said. “You always were. But now… now you can receive it. That’s what today is. A chance to be fully seen. Fully loved.”

I smiled through the tears. “Even in my cage?”

She smirked, her thumb brushing the corner of my lip.

“Especially in your cage.”

I laughed, a wet, shaky thing that turned into a soft sob. Rachel kissed me then—slow and sweet and deep. The kind of kiss that didn’t need to lead anywhere. The kind that said, I’m here. I choose you.

When we pulled apart, the air between us was warm and still. She nodded toward a low wooden rack in the corner of the room. Two hangers sat beneath sheer ivory cloth.

“Our wedding clothes,” she said, rising to her feet. “Come see.”

I followed her, heart pounding, and she peeled back the fabric to reveal the dress she’d chosen for me. My breath caught in my throat as she unzipped the first wardrobe bag.

A wedding dress.

Not just lingerie made to look bridal, not something for a photoshoot or a scene—but a real dress. A ceremonial dress. Soft ivory satin, intricate lace, delicate capped sleeves. Feminine and elegant. Real.

My knees almost buckled.

“You… you really want to marry me?” I whispered, stunned. “Like—actually marry me?”

Rachel turned to face me fully, her expression unshakable. Loving. Firm. “Of course I do. I want the world—our world—to know who you are. Who you belong to. And that I’m not just keeping you locked and serving in my home—I’m choosing you. As my wife. As my partner. As my Sarah.”

Tears welled in my eyes again. I looked back at the dress, then to her, still not quite believing it was real. “You’re serious,” I whispered.

She stepped closer, lifting my chin with two fingers. “I don’t do anything halfway, sweetheart. Not with you. Not today.”

I felt like my heart was about to crack open. I rushed to touch the dress, to make sure it was real and that I wasn’t dreaming.

It was delicate. White lace over soft satin, with sheer capped sleeves and a sweetheart neckline. Feminine and romantic, but not girlish. Something for a bride, not a doll. Beneath it hung a matching lace garter, white thigh-high stockings, and a silken pair of ivory panties—more decorative than practical, given what they’d need to cover. A corset and a pearl hair comb completed the look.

I pressed a hand to my mouth, gasping as I took it all in.

“I had it tailored to your measurements,” Rachel said, almost shyly. “Months ago.”

“You knew I’d say yes?”

“I knew you were ready.”

I turned to her, and the words tumbled out before I could stop them. “Will you help me dress?”

Her eyes darkened, and she reached for the zipper of my travel dress. “Of course, my love.”


Chapter 2
Preparations


She undressed me slowly, reverently, kissing each inch of skin as she revealed it. When she reached my cage, she paused, fingers grazing the small device with a kind of reverence. Then she knelt and kissed the tip, her lips soft and warm against the bulge.

“For luck,” she murmured.

I trembled as she stood up and began dressing me.

She started with the stockings, guiding me to sit on the edge of the bed. I lifted one leg, then the other, and she rolled each silky white stocking up with deliberate care, smoothing them over my calves and thighs like she was memorizing the feel of me. Her fingers grazed just under the hem of the lace, just enough to make me shiver.

“Hold still,” she said softly, fastening the garter straps in place. “You don’t need to do anything today. Just let me take care of you.”

I nodded, breath caught in my throat.

Next came the panties—thin and barely there, sheer enough to reveal the outline of the cage beneath. She slid them up my legs, her knuckles brushing over the pink device as she adjusted the front to lie flat.

“Still so obedient,” she whispered, pressing a kiss to my hip before rising.

The corset was next—creamy white satin with rows of tiny pearl buttons and ribbon lacing down the back. She stood behind me, wrapping it around my waist and drawing it tight inch by inch, humming under her breath as she did.

“Breathe in,” she said.

I did, and she pulled the laces with practiced hands, not harshly, but firmly—like she was sculpting me into something precious.

“Perfect,” she murmured once it was cinched. “Soft in all the right places. Just how I like you.”

She moved to the front of me, fastening the final buttons, then paused to stroke her fingers over my belly, my chest, my collarbone.

“You’ve never looked more like yourself.”

She lifted the dress with care, holding it open so I could step in. The satin whispered against my skin as she pulled it up, guiding it over my hips, easing the bodice into place with a precision that felt ritualistic. Like this wasn’t just clothing—it was armor.

Or maybe a gift-wrapped offering.

She adjusted the neckline with gentle hands, tugging it so it sat just right across my chest. Her thumbs smoothed the fabric down over my waist, then flared it slightly at the skirt.

She knelt again to fasten the tiny buttons that closed the back, her breath warm against my spine. I stood completely still, trembling slightly, caged and corseted and laced into something that made me feel whole.

When she finished, she stepped around me and took a long look, her eyes moving slowly over every detail. Then she reached for the pearl comb and carefully slipped it into my hair, tucking a loose curl into place behind my ear.

“There,” she whispered. “Now you’re ready.”

I stared at her, lips parted, unsure whether I was about to cry or beg or kneel.

She smiled and touched my cheek. “You look like everything I ever wanted.” Her expression softened. “Beautiful.”

I turned to the mirror and saw myself.

Not Sam. Not a toy. Not a maid.

A bride.

Her bride.

Rachel dressed more quickly. A tailored black suit with a silver pocket square and a black lace bra peeking out beneath her jacket. Her heels clicked softly against the wood floor as she approached me, tilting my chin to meet her eyes.

“You know,” she said quietly, brushing a lock of hair from my face, “today changes a lot.”

I held her gaze, breathing softly.

She nodded. “It gives you freedom. It gives us both a place to be seen and loved exactly as we are.”

A pause. Her hand slid over my waist, down to the curve of my hip, squeezing me possessively.

“But the day-to-day won’t change. You’ll still be my devoted housewife. My sweet little maid. You’ll still rise early, serve me coffee, keep our home beautiful. That part of your life isn’t going anywhere.”

She traced a finger over the front of my gown where the cage pressed against the satin.

“Our new rings may shine brighter than your collar,” she whispered, “but it means the same thing. You belong to me. Body and soul. And I expect that devotion to continue, every single day.”

My lips parted. “Yes, ma’am.”

She leaned in, kissing me again, a little firmer this time.

“Good girl,” she murmured. “Now let’s⁠—”

She was interrupted by a knock at the door. Rachel turned toward it without hesitation, smoothing her jacket as she walked across the room.

She opened the door to reveal woman standing there—tall, elegant, with a leather-bound book in her hands and a warm smile on her face. She gave Rachel a nod, her voice low and kind.

“Are we ready?” she asked.

Rachel stepped aside to let her in and smiled at me. “We are.”

The woman entered gracefully, barely making a sound as her heels crossed the hardwood floor. She gave me a once-over, then nodded with quiet approval. “You look radiant.”

“Th-thank you,” I managed.

Rachel closed the door behind her, then turned to me with that same calm certainty she always carried, like gravity bent around her.

That’s when it hit me. My heart skipped.

“You meant today,” I whispered, my voice thin and shaking. “You meant right now?”

Rachel arched a brow, amused. “Of course I did. What did you think all this was for?”

“I thought…” I looked down at myself. At the dress. The lace. The way my hands trembled against the fabric. “I thought maybe we’d toast first or... talk about it more.”

She came to me then, closing the space between us in two quiet steps.

“There’s nothing left to talk about, sweetheart,” she said gently. “You’ve already said yes in every way that matters. This is just the moment we put it into words. The moment we seal it.”

I blinked up at her, overwhelmed.

“You’re ready,” she said again, brushing my cheek with her thumb. “I know you are. You’ve become ready. This isn’t just a ceremony—it’s a declaration. Yours, and mine.”

Her fingers slid over the ring she already wore, the one she would soon replace.

“This is us saying we’re not hiding anymore. That the life we live—the love we’ve built—is worthy of vows. Worthy of rings. Worthy of forever.”

A tear slipped down my cheek.

“I’m scared,” I admitted. “I don’t know why I am, but I know I want it. I want you.”

She smiled, and kissed me—tender and slow, a hand resting lightly over the cage beneath my dress.

“Then take my hand,” she murmured, “and let me marry you.”


Chapter 3
Vows


We stood before the hearth, the light from the fire casting a gentle glow across the room. The officiant stood between us, her leather-bound book open in her hands, but her gaze was on us—not reading, not rushing. Just… witnessing.

Rachel hadn’t let go of my hand since leading me into position. Her thumb brushed slow circles against my skin. I tried to focus on that. The touch. The grounding. Because everything else—the lace against my body, the corset hugging my ribs, the subtle weight of the cage pressing beneath my dress—felt almost unreal. I could hardly believe I was here.

The officiant gave a soft smile.

“You’ve chosen to begin this new chapter in your lives not with spectacle, but with sincerity. You’ve come to declare not just love, but truth. This is a commitment not just of hearts, but of identity. A shared life that honors exactly who you are.”

My breath caught.

She looked to Rachel, who gave a small nod, then stepped forward.

“We’ve chosen to read our own vows,” Rachel said, her voice calm and clear. “Ones I prepared for each of us.”

The officiant nodded. “Sarah, whenever you’re ready.”

Rachel reached into her jacket and pulled out a small, cream-colored envelope. She handed it to me, her fingers lingering as I took it.

“These are yours,” she said softly. “I wrote them for you. But they’re meant to be spoken in your voice.”

My hands trembled as I unfolded the note. Her handwriting was elegant, steady, unmistakably hers.

I looked up at her—tall, poised, radiant in her black suit—and I felt the tears coming before I even started.

I swallowed and began to read. “I vow to wake each day in your service. To care for your home, your needs, your pleasure—before my own.”

My voice shook.

“I vow to wear my cage not as punishment, but as purpose. A symbol of the life we’ve built, and the control I’ve given freely.”

Rachel’s gaze was unwavering.

“I vow to welcome your pleasure—even when it doesn’t include me. To support your desires, your lovers, your joy. Because your joy is mine.”

I felt the heat rise in my chest, my vision beginning to blur.

“I vow to be soft in your hands, proud in your collar, and grateful beneath your gaze.”

“I vow to never forget who I was… or how far I’ve come.”

My throat tightened.

“Because you didn’t just change me. You saw me. And you let me become her.”

A sob trembled in my throat.

“I vow to be your wife. Your maid. Your partner. Not because I’m small—but because your love makes me whole.”

“And I vow to live every day as a reflection of your strength, your leadership, and your love. Forever.”

The room was still.

I folded the paper slowly, fingers trembling.

The officiant turned to Rachel. “Would you like to speak your vows in return?”

Rachel didn’t hesitate. She didn’t reach for paper. Her words came strong and sure.

“I vow to lead you, protect you, and guide you.”

“I vow to make sure you are always seen—truly seen—for the woman you are. Not just in this home, but in the world I shape around us.”

I swallowed hard, heart pounding.

“I vow to nurture your softness. To cherish your obedience. To shape your service and reward your surrender.”

“I vow to keep you locked when you need it… and to release you only when you’ve earned it.”

A flicker of a smile touched her lips.

“I vow to challenge you, tease you, train you—and love you with every breath I have.”

She stepped forward and took both my hands in hers.

“You were made to be mine. And I was made to guide you.”

The officiant gave a quiet, reverent nod.

She reached for the rings—two shining bands of silver, simple but elegant. She offered them to Rachel, who turned them in the light, revealing a subtle engraving inside.

Then she looked at me.

“Do you know what these are made from?”

I shook my head, still breathless.

She stepped closer, voice low and warm.

“They’re your old chastity keys. Melted down. Forged into something permanent.”

My breath caught.

Rachel stepped closer, her fingers curling around mine as she held the ring between us.

“They used to keep you locked,” she said softly, “and now they’ll keep you mine.”

She lifted my hand slowly, reverently, as if she were handling something sacred.

“This isn’t just a symbol of ownership,” she continued. “It’s a promise. That I see you. That I accept every part of you. And that I will protect what we’ve created. Always.”

Then, with both hands, she slid the ring onto my finger—slowly, purposefully—until the silver band rested snugly at the base.

“There,” she murmured. “Perfect.”

My breath trembled in my chest as I picked up her ring with shaking fingers. It was warm from her touch, heavy with meaning. I reached for her hand—steady, sure, commanding even in stillness—and eased the band into place.

The silver caught the firelight as I whispered, “I’ll never forget what this means.”

Rachel smiled—calm, certain, proud.

The officiant closed her book.

“Then by the power entrusted to me, I now pronounce you wife and wife.”

“You may kiss your bride.”

Rachel didn’t hesitate.

Her lips met mine with a heat that ignited every nerve in my body. Her hand cradled my jaw as her other slid around my waist, pulling me flush against her. My cage pressed against her thigh through the layers of fabric, a silent reminder of everything I had given her.

I moaned into her mouth, melting.

We were married.

I was hers.


Chapter 4
Afterglow


The officiant had gone, the door was closed, the rings were on our fingers, and the silence that followed felt like a blanket wrapping around us—heavy, warm, intimate. Like the world had finally stilled, just for us.

Rachel stood by the fireplace, back to me, undoing the buttons of her jacket with slow precision. She draped it carefully over the arm of the nearby chair and turned, catching me watching her with wide, unblinking eyes.

“You’re allowed to stare,” she said softly.

I blushed, looking down. “I just… you look…”

“Like your wife?” she offered, stepping closer.

I nodded. “Yes. And like a goddess.”

She smiled and reached for the champagne, pouring two glasses with practiced ease. She didn’t offer a toast, didn’t launch into another speech. She just handed me a glass, touched hers lightly to mine, and said: “To us.”

I took a sip, the bubbles sharp on my tongue. It was cold and bright and alive. My lips still tingled from the kiss we'd shared at the altar. My body was buzzing—overstimulated in a way that wasn’t physical, exactly, but emotional.

The silver ring on my finger felt weightier than the cage between my legs.

Rachel set her glass aside without finishing it and reached for me. She pulled me in slowly, wrapping one arm around my waist as the other cradled the back of my head.

We sank together onto the edge of the bed, firelight flickering over our skin.

“You did beautifully,” she murmured into my hair. “Every word. Every breath. I’ve never been prouder of you.”

I melted into her, curling my fingers into the fabric of her blouse, afraid that if I let go, I might drift away.

“I still can’t believe it happened,” I whispered.

She pulled back just enough to look at me. “It happened. You’re mine. And now… you get to feel like it.”

She said it not like a threat, or a promise, but a truth. The kind she could make real with a glance. Her hands slid over the shape of me—down my sides, across my corset, tracing the lace with a reverence that sent shivers racing across my skin. I didn’t even know where I wanted to be touched. I just wanted her.

“Tonight isn’t about roles,” she said softly, her fingers playing with the edge of my garter. “It’s not about rules or cages or protocols.”

Her hand slipped lower, coming to rest over the front of my dress—right where my cock throbbed helplessly inside the cage.

“But that doesn’t mean I’m not still in control.”

I whimpered. My whole body reacted to her like it had been waiting for that exact line.

“You’re my bride, Sarah,” she said. “And that means I get to worship you… and use you. And you get to give yourself to me. Freely. Without question.”

I nodded, breath catching. “Yes, Mistress.”

“Good girl.”

She kissed me again—slow and searching, her lips coaxing mine open, her tongue sweeping in with a hunger I hadn’t expected. Her hands wandered, smoothing down my back, curling around my hips, pressing me closer.

“Do you know how long I’ve waited for this?” she asked between kisses. “Not the ceremony. This. This quiet. This surrender. This perfect little moment where I don’t have to train you anymore—I just get to have you.”

My heart pounded. “You do have me.”

“I know.”

She guided me down onto the bed, easing me back against the pillows with a tenderness that made my eyes sting. She didn’t undress me. She didn’t bark orders or shove my legs apart. She simply laid her body over mine, cradled my face in her hands, and kissed me like I was the only thing she’d ever wanted.

Our clothes tangled. My stockings slid against her thigh. My cage pressed tight and aching beneath the lace, caught between want and reverence.

“So soft,” she murmured, dragging her fingertips down the slope of my cheek. “So sweet. And all mine.”

She began to rock against me, barely moving—just the barest grind of heat against heat, rhythm syncing, hearts racing in time.

“You feel that?” she whispered.

I nodded. “Yes…”

“That’s what it feels like to belong.”

My eyes fluttered shut as her hands moved again—tracing the line of my corset, brushing the lace of my bodice, cupping my breasts through the thin satin.

“Do you want to feel more?”

“Please,” I whispered.

“Then undress me.”

She rolled onto her back and let me rise over her. My hands were shaking, but I followed her instructions without hesitation. I slid off her heels one at a time, kissed each ankle, then slipped up her body.

Her skin was warm underneath, flushed from the fire and champagne. Her lace bra, black and sheer and perfect, barely contained her breasts. My hands found them and squeezed as my lips kissed each one.

I reached behind to unclasp her bra. When I pulled it away, I paused—completely struck dumb by the sight of her bare breasts in the golden light.

“You always stare like you’re seeing them for the first time,” she teased gently.

“I always feel like I am.”

She reached up and ran her fingers through my hair, her nails grazing my scalp. “Maybe you should touch me that way.”

I did.

Softly at first—just my palms, cupping, caressing. Then my lips. Kissing the tops of her breasts, then lower, letting my mouth worship her the way I’d wanted to all day.

She moaned, low and steady, her body arching slightly into my touch.

“That’s it,” she whispered. “My sweet little bride…”

Her hands slid down my back, pressing into my corset, tugging me against her once more. Our bodies moved together, still clothed, but open in every other way. There was nothing hidden between us anymore. No masks. No pretending.

She kissed me softly, then ran her lips to my ear. “Lie back,” she whispered. “It’s time to undress you.”


Chapter 5
Us


Iobeyed instantly, settling against the pillows with my heart pounding. She stood beside the bed for a moment, eyes traveling over my body—my dress, corset, garters, stockings, and beneath it all… the cage. Her expression was unreadable. Almost worshipful.

“You wore this for me,” she murmured, running her hand slowly over my skirt. “Now let me take it off.”

“Yes.”

Her fingers traced back up to the hem of my dress, gathering the lace and satin in gentle folds as she worked it up my body, inch by inch. I lifted my hips when she asked me to—softly, firmly—and she slipped the gown over my waist, my chest, then my arms. The fabric whispered as it fell to the floor.

“Beautiful,” she whispered.

She moved to my garter, unclipping each strap with elegant precision. She slid the stockings down slowly, her hands dragging over my thighs in a way that made me shiver. She kissed the inside of each knee before guiding me down to the bed.

I lay there in the corset and panties, the cage outlined beneath the sheer lace. My whole body trembled beneath her gaze. Rachel climbed onto the bed, kneeling beside me, her hands trailing over my ribs, the lace of the corset creaking as she pulled at the laces with slow, deliberate tension.

“Breathe in,” she said.

I did.

“Now let go.”

She unlaced me slowly, methodically, loosening the ribbons, then slipping the boned structure off of me like she was unbinding a secret. I let out a quiet sigh as the pressure released and the air touched my skin.

“So soft,” she murmured, kissing my collarbone.

She hooked her thumbs into the waistband of the lace panties, dragging them down until the cage was fully exposed.

“You’ve been such a good girl,” she whispered. “All night. All day. Every day.”

I whimpered beneath her touch. “Thank you.”

“You don’t need to do anything now,” she said, brushing my hair back from my face. “Just lie here and let me love you.”

Rachel kissed just above my cage, her lips grazing the line where it met my skin. She lingered there a moment, breathing me in, tasting the emotion on my skin.

Then she began to rise.

Her body slid against mine, skin on skin, nothing left of our wedding attire. She moved with deliberate slowness, like she wanted to savor every inch of the bride she had just unwrapped. When her face reached mine, she hovered—her breath warm, her eyes locked on mine.

“Look at you,” she whispered. “Completely bare. Completely you.”

I didn’t answer. I couldn’t. My breath was caught somewhere in my chest, tight and trembling. My hands reached for her instinctively—needing to touch, to ground, to feel her.

Rachel let me.

I ran my hands over her waist, up to her ribs, then to her breasts, still flushed from the heat of the fire and the weight of the day. Her nipples were hard under my palms. I cupped them gently, kissed her collarbone, then looked up into her eyes.

“You’re beautiful,” I whispered.

“No,” she said softly. “We are.”

She lowered herself over me, straddling my hips, her body flush against mine. Her folds pressed against my cage and we both gasped—softly, deeply—like two puzzle pieces finding their place.

She rocked once. My breath hitched.

“So sensitive,” she murmured, her lips brushing my cheek. “All this teasing, all this waiting…”

She rolled her hips again, slow and deep, grinding her wet heat against the rigidness of my chastity cage.

“You’re trembling,” she whispered.

“I can’t help it.”

“I don’t want you to.”

She kissed me then—slow and deep, her hands cradling my face like I was something delicate and priceless. Her tongue slid against mine, confident and commanding, but full of warmth. Full of love.

She didn’t need to use words to claim me. Her kiss said everything.

When we parted, I was gasping, trembling, eyes half-lidded and needy. Her hands moved lower—over my chest, my sides, my hips—until she cupped the cage again, her palm pressing against the bulge. She didn’t stroke. She didn’t tease. She just held it, grounding me, claiming me.

“You wore this for me,” she said softly. “And now I’m going to show you what it means.”

She began to move—grinding her soaked pussy against the cage, slow and rhythmic. Her hands slid beneath me, cupping my ass, lifting me into her rhythm. I moaned beneath her, overwhelmed, my back arching into her touch.

“That’s it,” she breathed. “Feel me. Let it build.”

I whimpered, panting now. “Rachel…”

“You want to touch me?”

“Yes—please⁠—”

“Then do it.”

My hands found her thighs and slid upward until I was touching her—slick, hot, throbbing with need. I rubbed her slowly, mimicking the pace of her grinding, circling her clit with practiced reverence.

She gasped, hips faltering for just a moment. “That’s it, my love… just like that…”

We moved together, hand in hand, heat to heat. Her body rocked over mine, her slick folds sliding over the cage, while my fingers circled her with aching devotion.

I couldn’t think. I couldn’t breathe. The scent of her was everywhere—sweet, earthy, hers. The fire popped and crackled behind us, casting shadows over her bare back as she fucked herself against my locked cock.

“You’re so good for me,” she whispered, forehead resting against mine. “You’ve always been so good…”

“And I always will be,” I gasped. “For you. Forever.”

“Yes. That’s why I need you. I’ve always needed you.”

She pressed harder against me, her hips picking up pace. My hand never left her, fingers working her clit in tight, soaking circles, faster now, matching her rhythm.

Her breath hitched. She moaned—low, guttural. “Sarah—fuck—don’t stop.”

I didn’t.

She dropped her head to my shoulder, panting, biting at my neck as her orgasm crested.

“I’m gonna cum—fuck—I’m gonna⁠—”

She came with a full-body shudder, grinding down hard against me as her slickness coated my cage. Her fingers dug into my skin, and she cried out—my name, over and over.

The second her orgasm hit, mine followed—not a release, not in the way I used to know it, but something more. My whole body tensed, back arching, eyes squeezed shut. The cage pulsed wildly, aching, throbbing, quaking with sensation.

“Rachel—!”

“Yes,” she whispered. “Cum with me. Let go.”

And I did.

Tears streamed down my cheeks as the sensation rolled through me—not just arousal, but surrender. Love. Belonging. Completion. I couldn’t even tell where the ache ended and the joy began.

We collapsed together, chests heaving, limbs tangled, our skin damp with sweat and sex and firelight.

Rachel kissed my temple, then my jaw, then my lips. Her hands stroked my hair gently, soothing me down from the edge.

“You’re incredible,” she whispered. “Do you know that?”

I shook my head, still dazed.

“You are,” she said again. “You’re the life I always wanted.”

I opened my mouth, but I couldn’t speak. All I could do was nod and press my face into her shoulder as she held me.

We stayed like that—wrapped in each other, basking in the afterglow, every breath shared. I could still feel the ring on my finger. The cage on my cock. Her scent on my skin.

Nothing else mattered.

We didn’t need more lovers. More tests. More training.

We had everything.


Chapter 6
The Next Morning


The fire had gone out sometime during the night, but its warmth still clung to the walls. The air in the cottage was cool and still, the only sound the soft rustle of sheets as I slowly stirred.

Rachel was beside me, half-draped across my body. One arm slung over my waist, her leg tangled possessively with mine. Her cheek rested just beneath my collarbone, lips parted in soft sleep.

I didn’t move at first. I just laid there. Breathing. Remembering.

Her scent was still on my skin. Our sweat had dried hours ago, but the intimacy of the night clung to us like a second layer. My thighs were sticky. My cage was still damp. My heart was full in a way I didn’t know how to explain.

This was what forever felt like.

The silver ring on my finger glittered faintly in the low light. I turned my hand slowly, watching it catch the first whispers of sunrise filtering in through the curtains.

My other hand drifted to Rachel’s. Our rings matched. Identical, simple, radiant. Forged from my past. Melted from my keys.

The things that once kept me locked now kept us together.

I blinked back the sudden sting in my eyes.

Rachel stirred slightly, but didn’t wake. Her breath deepened again, her grip around me tightening for just a moment before she settled. I smiled and gently eased out of her hold, careful not to wake her.

The air was chilly on my bare skin as I stepped out of bed, but I didn’t reach for a blanket. I wanted to feel it. The coolness, the contrast. I wanted to feel everything.

I crossed the room and slipped on the robe Rachel had chosen for me the night before—white satin, soft as a whisper. The chest was monogrammed with a single bold letter, stitched in silver thread: S.

I ran my fingers over it. S for Sarah. The woman I now was.

I tied the robe, then turned toward the kitchen. I boiled water for coffee and ground the beans by hand, just like Rachel liked. I knew the exact ratio, the timing, the tiny detail of adding a pinch of cinnamon just before the brew finished. She never asked for it. Never instructed me. She just… expected it. And I loved that.

I sliced a few strawberries from the tray left over from the night before and added them to a plate with honey, then arranged it all on a simple wooden tray.

I carried it back into the bedroom, where Rachel was beginning to stir. She blinked slowly, her lips curling into a lazy, satisfied smile as she stretched beneath the sheets. Her hair was tousled, her skin warm and flushed, and her eyes immediately found the tray.

“Good morning, wife,” she said softly.

I smiled. “Good morning, Mistress.”

Her expression softened, glowing with something deeper than approval. Something close to awe. “Already back to old habits.”

“They will never stop.”

She smirked and accepted her coffee. “I know.” She reached for me and cupped my cheek, her thumb softly caressing me. “You’re everything I hoped you would be.”

My voice cracked. “Because of you.”

We shared coffee in bed, curled up beneath the blankets, her hand occasionally slipping down to stroke my hair or brush her fingers along the edge of my collar. There was no rush. No schedule. No men to entertain or chores to complete. Just us.

When the tray was empty and our cups drained, she leaned back and looked at me with that calm, knowing gaze I had fallen in love with so long ago.

“I think it’s time,” she said softly.

“For what?”

“To go home.”

I blinked. “We’re not home already?”

She smiled. “No. Not yet. But we will be.”

She reached for the small velvet box on the nightstand—one I hadn’t noticed before. Inside, nestled in dark silk, was a key. Small, delicate. Engraved with the letter R to denote that it belonged to her.

She dangled it in front of me.

“A spare,” she said. “To remind you. You’re locked not just for me—but with me. This life, this home, this marriage… we built it together.”

She slipped it onto a thin silver chain, then fastened it around her own neck, letting it rest between her breasts.

My eyes filled again.

“I love you,” I whispered.

“I know,” she said. “And I love owning you.”

We dressed slowly. I wore the dress she had chosen for the drive home—soft floral, modest cut, easy to kneel in. She wore jeans, heels, a silk blouse that showed her collarbones. Power and poise, understated but commanding.

Before we left the cottage, I stood at the mirror, looking at myself one last time.

The ring, the dress, the cage—the woman.

It was all me.

“Ready?” Rachel asked behind me.

I turned, smiled, and nodded.

“Let’s go home.”

And I followed her, just like I always would. Every day, forever.
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