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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.”
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