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



Chapter 1
New Adventure


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes, Mistress. I understand.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Of course, Sir. I understand.”

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

“Yes, Sir. You have my word.”

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

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

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

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

“Dressed?” I murmured.

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


Chapter 2
Mistress Knows Best


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I heard the bathroom door open and Rachel stepped in, holding a makeup bag. “That dress looks perfect on you,” she said, her voice soft. "I'm so lucky to have such a gorgeous partner."

I blushed at the compliment, feeling a warmth spread through me. "Thank you, Rachel," I whispered, staring at her reflection in the mirror. She wore dark red body con mini dress, the thin spaghetti straps seeming to struggle to hold up her large breasts. “I am, too.”

She set the makeup bag on the counter and started rummaging through it. "Now, let's get you all dolled up. I want you to look your best for tonight. I want to build on your confidence from last time.”

I watched as she expertly applied makeup to my face, transforming me into a stunning, feminine version of myself. She lined my eyes with dark liner, making them pop against my pale skin, and added a coat of mascara to my lashes.

"There, that's better," she said, stepping back to admire her handiwork.

I looked at myself in the mirror, a familiar figure looking back at me—Sarah. I touched my face, feeling the soft foundation and the flick of eyeliner at the corners of my eyes and let out a gasp of awe.

Rachel smiled, her eyes sparkling. "I know. Now, let's add some color to those cheeks." She picked up a blush brush, dusting it with a soft pink powder. “And finally, pucker up, Sarah. Let’s do your lipstick.”

As I pushed out my lips, Rachel swiftly leaned in and pressed hers against them. Her hand grabbed the back of my head as she held us close, kissing me deeply and passionately, and making me desperate to feel more.

She pulled back after a moment, leaving me yearning for her. "Mmm, that's my girl. You just look so sexy—I couldn’t resist.”

She held up a vial of lipstick and I puckered my lips again, wishing for another taste of her, but this time feeling the lipstick press against them. I caught my reflection in the mirror, seeing the striking contrast between the red lips and my pale skin.

I loved it.

Rachel capped the lipstick and placed it back in the bag. She stepped back, admiring her work. "You look absolutely ravishing, Sarah. Any man would be lucky to have you on his arm tonight."

I blushed again, feeling a mix of pride and nervousness. "Thank you, Rachel. I feel... I feel beautiful."

She beamed at me, her eyes glimmering with excitement. “As you should. Now let's go find someone to make tonight memorable."


Chapter 3
Invitations


We left the hotel room arm in arm and made our way downstairs to the bar. As we approached, the low hum of conversation and clinking of glasses greeted us. The bar was brightly lit, the atmosphere excited with people buzzing around merrily.

The crashing of heels echoed through the bar as Rachel’s powerful strut approached, stealing away the attention of nearly every man inside. We stopped at the entrance, surveying our potential choices. "Looks like we've got some promising options," Rachel said, her eyes scanning the crowd with a predatory gleam. "What do you think?"

I felt a blush creep up my cheeks, the weight of the stares from the men in the bar making me feel anxious for how the night would go. "Um, I think... I think you’re right," I stuttered, trying to focus on anything other than the way my heart was racing.

Rachel gave me a playful smirk, tugging at my arm and leading me further into the room. "Well, I think they look delicious," she purred, her eyes landing on a group of men sitting at the bar. "And I'm hungry."

Approaching the bar I could feel the heat of gazes on my back. I knew my backside looked incredible, thanks to Rachel’s newly enforced workout routine—and the extra attention only made the thrill even more exhilarating.

Rachel leaned over the bar, giving the bartender a full view of her ample cleavage. "Two dirty martinis, please," she ordered. She turned to me, winking. “Drinks make us look busy and purposeful, making it so only the most confident and cocksure men will approach. And those are the types of playthings we want for the evening."

I nodded, feeling a shiver of excitement and apprehension. "Of course, Mistress."

The bartender, a young man with dark hair and a handsome smile, quickly prepared our drinks. He slid them across the bar, his eyes lingering on Rachel's breasts as she continued to flaunt them. "Here you go, ladies. First round's on the house."

Rachel raised an eyebrow, leaning in closer to him.

"Oh, really? How generous of you." She flashed him a sultry smile that had him blinking rapidly, clearly taken aback.

The bartender raised his own glass and winked before returning to work. Even though I felt more beautiful and confident as Sarah every day, I was still amazed at Rachel’s outgoing nature. But perhaps that’s the kind of confidence a woman would have in a relationship like ours—when she had a doting partner back home but could go out whenever she wanted to fuck men with no strings attached. She could always have whatever she wanted, whenever she wanted, and she clearly knew this.

Rachel turned to me, raising her glass. "Cheers, darling. To a successful night."

I clinked my glass against hers, taking a sip of the martini. The cold liquid hit my stomach, sending a welcome shiver through me. I watched Rachel as she leaned against the bar, casually sipping her drink, her eyes returning to their eager surveillance. She was in her element, and I had to admit, it was a turn on.

Rachel took another sip of her martini, and I could see her eyes flicker towards the door as it opened. In walked a handsome man, stopping to admire the crowd as he scratched at his perfectly chiseled jaw. His hair was short, graying at the temples, but it only added to his rugged charm. His blue eyes watched over the room, and when they landed on Rachel, he smiled, broad and confident—a sight that made me gasp.

It was Bruce Harvey, my boss, and from the smile on Rachel's face I could tell that he was her newest target. She turned to me, her eyes sparkling with a mischief I recognized all too well. "Sarah, why don't you be a dear and invite him over?"

My heart pounded in my chest as I looked at Bruce, his gaze still locked onto Rachel. "Are you serious? Rachel, that’s my boss and he's met you before. Even if he doesn't recognize me, he could recognize you!"

My wife considered for a moment then laughed. "Well then perhaps a night with me will help you get out of that tired old position you have. Remind me, when's the last time you had a promotion or even a raise?"

My jaw dropped, shocked at her bluntness, but I knew she was right. My job had been stagnant for years. Rachel's eyes flicked back to Bruce, who was now making his way towards the bar.

"Do as you’re told, Sarah. Let's see where this leads." She gave me a playful jab with her elbow, a clear signal that I should comply.

I straightened up, taking a deep breath as Bruce approached our end of the bar. I plastered on a smile, trying to appear confident and approachable, and waved at him to join us.

"Good evening ladies," Bruce said, his gaze lingering on Rachel before finally settling on me. "This is a beautiful place, isn't it?"

Rachel chuckled, taking a sip of her martini. "Yes, it is. We were just admiring it ourselves." She nudged me again with her elbow, a silent cue to keep the conversation going.

"It's lovely," I agreed, feeling my nerves settle slightly. "Hotel bars are usually so dark and dreary. This is a pleasant surprise."

I felt my cage press against my panties as I spoke. Watching Bruce check me out as I talked to him as Sarah was exceedingly arousing.

Bruce nodded, signaling the bartender for a drink. “I take it that you’re both from out of town as well? I'm glad I decided to come here tonight then.” He winked at Rachel, and she smiled back, clearly enjoying the attention.

I felt a pang of jealousy as Rachel leaned in closer to Bruce, her hand resting on his arm. “Indeed. So, what brings you to town, Bruce? Business or pleasure?"

Bruce chuckled, his eyes flicking between Rachel and me. “I’m here for business, but who knows, maybe I'll find some... pleasure as well."

Rachel's smile widened. “Then I think you may have met the right girls.”

She ran her fingers lightly up Bruce's arm, leaving a trail of goosebumps in her wake. I felt a flutter of desire swirl through me, an excitement consuming me as I watched her make her move.

I looked at Bruce who was keeping his cool and trying not to seem too eager. I had never thought much of him as my boss, but seeing him here in this different light, there was no denying that he was not only a handsome man, but he was also perfect for Rachel. I steeled myself, determined to play my part. Noticing the stool next to me was open, I moved over, and gestured for him to sit between us. "Please, have a seat, Bruce. We'd love to keep you company."

Bruce smiled and accepted my offer. "That's very kind of you both. It's not often I get to enjoy the company of such stunning women." He sat down, his leg touching mine ever so slightly. I felt a jolt of surprise at the contact, but I didn't pull away.

Rachel leaned in closer to Bruce, her voice low and sultry. "Well, tonight is your lucky night then, isn't it? Two beautiful women, all to yourself. And here we were just thinking of leaving."

"Leaving? So early? Before I've had the chance to buy you both a drink?"

Bruce was suave, gesturing for the bartender to return before we had a chance to argue, but knowing that Rachel had already set her sights on him, I decided to step in and hurry the night up.

"Perhaps we could have the best of both worlds," I interrupted, grabbing his hand to steal his attention away. "Why don't you fetch us some drinks then join us back in our room." I said, giving him a coy smile that made sure he understood the invitation. 

Bruce raised an eyebrow, his blue eyes flickering with interest. "Well, I don’t think I could possibly decline such an invitation.”

Rachel leaned in closer, her arm wrapping around his shoulders as she pressed herself against him. "Then don't," she whispered. "There's a lot more fun we can have alone, just the three of us."


Chapter 4
Just The Three Of Us


The walk back to our hotel room was a quiet one, the air thick with anticipation. In the elevator, Rachel's hand rested on my thigh, her fingers absentmindedly tracing patterns on the lacy fabric of my dress. I could feel the heat of her touch, the gentle pressure sending ripples of desire through me.

She was driving me wild, my cock straining against its cage, desperate for release and desperate to feel more than just her teasing touch. But I knew what was coming, and I knew that it wasn’t my cock that she wanted. At the same time, the idea of watching her with Bruce was exhilarating and I couldn’t wait to see her in action.

By the time the doors opened, Bruce could barely restrain himself. His hands eagerly grabbing at Rachel as she giggled and hurried to our door.

"You're fucking gorgeous, you know that?" he growled, his voice dripping with desire.

Rachel stopped at our door and smiled as she looked over her shoulder at him. "I know, darling. But I’d rather you show me how much you appreciate it than tell me.”

She swept around and nipped at his lower lip, making Bruce groan as his hands swarmed over her body, cupping her ass and pulling her against him. I watched as his erection pressed against her, and I felt a swelling of arousal as the show began.

Reaching around her back she fumbled at the door handle and walked Bruce backwards into our room. "Let's not waste any more time,” she whispered in his ear, her breath hot and heavy.

“That’s what I like to hear,” growled Bruce as he picked her up and tossed her down on the bed. I followed them and watched as Bruce grunted above my wife, starring down at her like a piece of meat he was about to consume. As I approached he noticed me and his gazed flashed back and forth between Rachel and I. “And what about you, beautiful? How do you want to play?”

Rachel laughed and shook her head. “Sarah is just here to watch and be a good little cuckqueen for me.”

Bruce’s eyes lit up, a devilish smile spreading across his face. “You two are together then? Fuck, that makes this even sexier.”

Rachel pushed herself off the bed and stood before me, her finger teasing my lips as she grinned. “That’s right, and Sarah just loves to watch me with men.” She turned back to face Bruce, but looked back at me as she continued, “Be a good girl and undress me so Bruce may use me.”

My fingers trembled as they reached out, fumbling with the tiny zipper of her dress. I pulled it down, letting it loosen and slip off her perfect body until she was nearly naked, wearing nothing but her thong and high heels. My fingers slipped into the hems of her panties, slowly pulling them down her plump ass and revealing her pussy to my boss.

Standing back up, I admired her soft glowing body and felt a pang of jealous as I saw the look of desire in Bruce’s eyes.

"Like what you see?" she purred, her voice full of confidence and desire.

Bruce nodded, his eyes roaming over her body, taking in every inch of her perfection. "Fuck, Rachel. You're incredible," he breathed, his eyes unable to look away.

Rachel smirked, running her hands up her stomach and cupping her breasts as she turned back to me, making sure Bruce got to see every last bit of her. “Now undress our guest,” she ordered me.

I hesitated, my heart pounding in my chest. This was new territory, even for us. But I knew better than to disobey Rachel. I turned to Bruce, my hands shaking as I reached for his belt. I unbuckled it slowly, my eyes locked onto his.

His eyes squinted at me as he watched me undress him, a strange look of familiarity lingering in them. I saw him look at the door and then at us, as if trying to put pieces of a puzzle together, but eventually he shook his head and helped me pull off his boxers.

His hard cock stared at me as his hand wrapped around his shaft. "Sarah..." he said softly.

I glanced up at him, my heart fluttering in my chest. "Yes, Sir?" I asked, my voice barely more than a whisper.

Bruce's eyes darkened, a hungry look in them that sent a shiver through me. “You're a good little cuck, are you?"

I felt a surge of heat between my legs at his words, my cock straining against its cage. "Yes, Sir. I am," I muttered.

"So that means that you need to help get me nice and hard for your wife. To make sure I'm fully ready to pleasure her."

Sensual shivers consumed me as I understood his meaning, and a deep longing to obey began to grow. “May I, Sir?" I asked, looking up at him with wide, innocent eyes.

Bruce groaned, his cock twitching in anticipation. "Fuck yes. Show me what that mouth of yours can do."

Looking at my wife for approval, Rachel nodded as she climbed onto the bed to watch. I smiled, my heart pounding as I lowered myself down then leaned in and took him into my mouth. He was salty and thick, and I could feel my caged cock aching with envy.

My body was overcome with feelings as I swirled my tongue around the tip of his cock before taking him deeper into my throat. I couldn’t believe what I was doing to my boss, that I had his meaty cock deep in my mouth. The extreme naughtiness of the moment had me pulsing with passion, feeling a heightened eroticism like nothing I had ever experienced before.

Bruce moaned his pleasure, his fingers tangling in my hair, guiding me, as he thought of only one thing. "That's it. Take it all," he grunted, his hips thrusting forward, his cock hitting the back of my throat.

I gagged slightly, but I didn't stop. I wanted to please him, I wanted to show Rachel that I could be a good little cuckold. I looked up at Bruce, his eyes were closed, his jaw clenched, a look of pure ecstasy on his face.

As I gazed into his eyes I couldn't believe that he didn't recognize me, that he had no idea that I was Sam, his employee that he had just spoken to hours ago in this very room. The realization made me swell with pride and encouragement, telling me that I really was Sarah. If he didn't recognize me as the man I used to be, then no one would.

I continued sucking him, taking him in deeper and deeper, feeling my own arousal growing with each thrust. I could feel the passion between my legs, my clit cage throbbing against the fabric of my dress.

I wanted to touch myself so badly, but I knew that I had no permit to do so. Instead I wiggled my thighs, letting them rub against my tiny cage and provide a sliver of the pleasure that I truly desired.

As I prepared Bruce's cock, Rachel positioned herself on her hands and knees, her ass high in the air. "That's enough, Sarah. It's my turn."


Chapter 5
Teased


Bruce looked at Rachel's yearning body and growled, her ass wiggling in the bed as if taunting him to come if he dared. He needed no more encouragement. His hands swarmed Rachel, grabbing her hips as he climbed onto the bed behind her.

He rubbed the head of his cock against her ass, teasing her and me both. I could feel my own need growing, my cock aching. I wanted him to fuck her, to give her the pleasure that she deserved. He moved to her entrance, sliding it between her lips, coating himself in her wetness.

"Don't tease me,” Rachel snapped. “Be a man and fuck me.”

Bruce chuckled, a low, dark sound that told me he wanted to be in control.

He turned his attention to me, staring into my eyes, and with one powerful thrust, he was inside her. “Your wife feels amazing.”

Rachel cried out, her body arching as Bruce filled her completely.

He pounded into her, his hips slapping against her ass, the sound of their bodies coming together filling the room.

“That’s it,” Rachel panted, her voice strained with desire. "Fuck me harder!”

Bruce obliged, his hips slamming into Rachel with even more force. I was so turned on watching them, so desperate for release so I could touch myself. I gritted my teeth, my body aching with need as I gave them my full attention, watching as Bruce’s thrust shook the bed vigorously.

Bruce groaned loudly, his body slick with sweat as he pounded my wife. His hands gripped her hips tightly, his fingers digging into her flesh as he fucked her harder and faster.

“God, I could stay buried in this pussy all night," Bruce grunted, his voice strained with exhaustion.

Rachel's moans became louder and more desperate, her body writhing as Bruce's cock continued. “Shut up and fuck me. Harder!”

Bruce's thrusts became erratic, his need to satisfy Rachel growing with each passing second. I could sense that he enjoyed her harshness, finding an intense satisfaction in her speaking down to him.

But he also liked being in control. He grabbed her hair and pulled her head back fiercely, his fingers tightly wrapped around her hair. “You’ll get what I give you, slut.”

My eyes bulged at his words, shocked to hear anyone speak to Rachel in such a tone. But she didn’t fight back, she just moaned as his cock buried itself deeper inside her.

He released her hair as his muscles began to tense. I could see him fighting to hold back and I knew he was close, but I also knew that Rachel didn't want him to cum yet. She wanted to orgasm first, she always did.

I reached between Bruce's legs and grabbed his balls, squeezing them tightly and making him groan and thrust harder into Rachel. "Not yet, Bruce," I said, my voice firm and commanding. “You don’t cum until she does.”

Bruce let out a frustrated growl, his body trembling with the effort to comply. "I-I'm trying, fuck, I'm trying," he said through gritted teeth.

Rachel looked back at me, her eyes wild with lust and dominance. "Sarah, help him. Make sure he doesn't cum until I’m ready.”

I swallowed hard, my heart pounding in my chest. I reached down and wrapped my hand around the base of Bruce's cock, squeezing tightly and pulling it out of my wife. He groaned, his hips bucking against my hand, but I held firm.

"That's it, Bruce," I said, my voice steady and firm. "Hold it back. Just a little longer," I let out, my voice tight with the effort to control him. Sweat beaded on his forehead, his body trembling with the effort to hold back. I could feel his cock pulsing in my hand, his desire to cum undeniable.

Rachel looked back at me, her eyes gleaming with lust and triumph. "Good girl, Sarah. Keep him on edge."

I nodded, my hand squeezing tighter around Bruce's cock.

My wife smirked, her eyes never leaving mine. “You’re being such a good little cuck, baby. I think you’ll get a reward tonight.”

“What’s that?” I asked eagerly.

“After you watch me get fucked, then I’ll let you lick up every last drop of cum from my pussy."

I gasped as I felt Bruce's cock throb in my hand, his breath coming in ragged gasps. He glanced at me, a laugh erupting from his lips. "I'm going to fill her so fucking deep. You’re going to have to work hard to clean her up.”

"And she will,” Rachel purred. “But only after you've finished me. And then finished yourself.”

Bruce's eyes widened, a fresh wave of desire washing over his face. "Fuck yes. I’m going to make you cum so hard."

“You’d better. Sarah, let him go.”

Finally I let go, releasing him to claim my wife once more. Rachel let out a moan of approval, her body convulsing as Bruce's cock slammed into her with a renewed vigor. He shoved her down and mounted her, slamming his entire body against her as he ravaged her.

Rachel's moans grew louder, her body trembling as Bruce pounded into her with a wild intensity. I could see his muscles tensing and releasing with each powerful thrust, his body glistening with sweat.

"Fuck, Bruce, right there," Rachel panted, her hips grinding against him. "Don't stop. Fuck me harder."

Bruce obliged, his hips ramming into her with even more force. I could see the strain on his face, the effort it took for him to hold back, to keep from exploding inside her.

Rachel was a vision, her body shimmering, her breasts bouncing with each thrust, her moans filling the room. Seeing her this way—fucked so vigorously by this other man—it drove me crazy. I was so turned on, my own cock aching and hard in my chastity cage, desperate for release.

Bruce punched the bed beside them in frustration. “I can't hold back much longer."

Rachel turned back to Bruce, her hand reaching between her legs and rubbing her clit. “Just a little more,” she whimpered.

Bruce groaned, his hips snapping forward with every last drop of energy he had.

Rachel cried out, her body shaking as she reached her climax. "Yes, fuck yes! Don’t stop!”

Bruce let out a roar, his hips jerking as he came, his cock pulsing inside Rachel. I watched as his face contorted with pleasure, his body trembling with the force of his orgasm.

They laid together, panting in a puddle of lust for what felt like an eternity before Rachel's eyes met mine, a wicked grin spreading across her face. “Your turn, darling.”

Bruce pulled out of Rachel, his cock glistening with her juices. He looked down at me, a smirk playing on his lips. "Are you ready to taste what I did to your wife?”

I couldn't believe what I was about to do, but I knew I wanted it more than anything. “Yes,” I let out.

"Good girl," she purred, her voice like velvet. "Now, come here and taste your Mistress."


Chapter 6
Clean Up


Icrawled over to where Rachel lay, her body glistening with sweat—both her’s and Bruce’s. I could see his cum dripping out of her, a thick, white stream that I was desperate to lick up. I leaned in, my tongue darting out to capture the first taste of their mingled juices.

It was salty and sweet, musky and pungent, the most intoxicating flavor I had ever tasted. I lapped at Rachel's slit, my tongue tracing the path of Bruce's cum as it spilled out of her. She moaned above me, her hips shifting to give me better access.

"That's it. Lick me clean. Taste your mistress and her lover."

I groaned at her words, my cock throbbing in my chastity cage as I continued to lap at her, savoring the taste of them both.

I could feel Bruce’s eyes on me, could feel his gaze like a physical touch on my skin. "Fuck, that's hot," he murmured in awe.

I moaned against Rachel's pussy, the arousal of the moment growing heavy. She reached down and grabbed my hair, her fingers tangling in my locks as she ground herself against my face.

"That's right, Sarah. Clean me up. Get every last drop.” Rachel's voice was firm and commanding, and I knew I had no choice but to oblige.

My tongue darted out to capture any remaining traces of her tryst. I could taste her, taste him, and it was fucking incredible. I wanted more. I wanted to devour her, to feast on her until she was utterly spent.

Rachel moaned above me, her hands pulling at my hair, her hips grinding against my face. “Make me completely clean,” she reminded me.

I muffled my acknowledgement, not wanting to break away from her lips for even a second. I wanted to please her, to show her how good I was willing to be for her.

And I did.

Once I was satisfied that Rachel was clean, I looked up at Bruce. He grinned and stepped closer, his cock, still slick with Rachel's juices, inches from my face.

My gaze swept to my mistress, looking for her guidance. With a devilish smirk she nodded, telling me to continue cleaning up.

I opened my mouth, inviting him in and wrapping my lips around his cock. The taste of Rachel and him together was fresh on his cock and renewed my vigor. I sucked him hard, my tongue swirling around his shaft as I bobbed my head up and down.

Bruce groaned above me, his hands grabbing the back of my head and guiding it forward as he fucked my mouth. "That's it, you little slut. Take it all. Clean every inch.”

I gagged slightly as he hit the back of my throat, but I didn't stop. I took a deep breath through my nose and relaxed my jaw, letting him slide even deeper inside. I could feel the head of his cock pressing against the back of my throat, and I moaned around him.

“Fuck. You’re going to make me cum again,” Bruce groaned, his hips moving faster, fucking my mouth with urgent, needy thrusts. I could feel his cock pulsing in my mouth, his eagerness for another dose of relief building.

I sucked harder, my cheeks hollowing with each bob of my head. Bruce's groans filled the room, his grip on my head tightening as he pulled me over his cock, fucking my mouth with wild abandon.

My body was yearning for more, my cock throbbing in my chastity cage, feeling so close to its own relief—if only I could have a little more.

Bruce noticed my desperation and pulled out of my mouth, his cock glistening with my saliva. He smirked down at me, his eyes fierce with desire. "You want this cock, don't you? You want me to fuck you like the little cuck slut you are."

Again I looked to Rachel, my eyes pleading, my caged cock longing to feel the same pleasures that she felt, but this time she shook her head.

"You've been a very good girl tonight, Sarah, but sadly it's getting late and I believe you have an important day ahead of you." She smirked at me, throwing my own words back in my face to make me regret arguing with her plans earlier and remind me of the power she held over me.

I instantly knew what she was doing and that nothing else would be happening tonight, nothing other than me feeling the long effects of my denial deep into the night.

As if to drive her point home, she turned to Bruce and waved him away. "We're done with you now, you may go."

He was a little annoyed but her dismissal, but obeyed, quickly pulling his pants back up and stumbling out, the erection that I gave him still visible.

"Go clean yourself up and get to bed, dear," she ordered me as she slipped under the covers. "And don't come off as so needy next time. You do remember what these nights are for, right?"

"Of course, Mistress," I nodded. "They're for finding your pleasure. Not mine."

"Exactly."


Sissified To Be Her Cuckold
PART 6: HUSBAND TO SISSY HOUSEWIFE



Chapter 1
New Beginnings


“Ihope you’re not blaming me. It’s not my fault you lost your job, Sam.”

I gritted my teeth, knowing better than to argue with my wife, but there was still a resentment brewing in me from her refusal to accept credit for my being fired. She was the one who had made me dress up as Sarah on my business trip and she was the one that made us go out to a bar. Not to mention that she was the one who picked my boss Bruce to be the object of her affection for the night.

The next day Bruce and I were both tired and distracted and failed to close any deals, leading us to return to the office in shame. Shame that only amplified when he fired me today.

“I mean, really,” she continued. “You would think that between the two of you, one of you would have been able to perform. I certainly know that Bruce is fully capable of performing to a high potential.”

My penis swelled from the memories of my boss taking my wife, but even that couldn’t sweeten my sour mood.

“Either way. I guess I had better start looking for something new. The job market isn’t great right now.”

“Or…” Rachel drew out, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “Or we begin phase three of my plan for you. It’s a little earlier than I had planned, but I couldn’t think of a better signal that you’re ready to go all in.”

“Phase three… all in…” I mumbled, trying to decipher her meaning.

She slowly approached me, her hips gyrating with each powerful and commanding strut. “Yes, dear. Phase three. Ever since I discovered your little secret I’ve been developing a plan to help your transformation and to, well, make it more useful for me.” She placed her hands on my chest and slowly begin unbuttoning my shirt. “I think you’re really going to like this.”

My mouth opened to inquire more, but only ragged breaths managed to escape. Her fingers continued down my chest to my pants, unbuttoning all my clothes until they were in a heap on the floor.

“Consider yourself free from your slave clothes. Consider yourself free from your last ties to masculinity. Consider yourself Sarah.”

My eyebrows furrowed as I considered what she meant, but it was hard to think when every ounce of energy was focused on her hand as it cupped my tiny chastity cage. She rubbed it with her palm, quickly filling it with desire. It had been so long since I had the cage removed and so long since it had felt any physical touch, I wanted it desperately.

“Sarah?” I breathed out.

“That’s right, honey. From now on you are Sam no more. From now on you are Sarah.”

“But what about work? What about going out in the world? I can’t be Sarah all the time.”

“Isn’t it obvious? You will work at home—for me.”

I blinked rapidly, trying to understand. “For you? How?”

She laughed wildly as her fingernails traced up my body and flicked my lips. Her cheek rub against mine as her lips cozied up to my ear. “You will be my housewife, dear. You will live to serve and obey me. You will wait on me hand and foot, night and day.”

My penis pulsed wildly in its cage. It’s desperation, unlike anything I had ever felt.

“R-really?” I stammered, finding it hard to believe that such a life could be possible let alone that she would want it.

She laughed again and gave me a wild kiss, biting my lip as she pulled back. “Yes, Sam. Consider this your notice from me. You’re fired from being my husband. From now on you will be my housewife.”

“Your housewife?” I gasped, unable to believe what she was saying.

“Think about it,” she chuckled. ”All day you will get to prance around as Sarah wearing skimpy little outfits and feeling as sexy as you desire. And all I ask in trade is that you devote yourself to serving me. Isn’t that everything you’ve ever wanted?”

I opened my mouth to respond, but no words came out. My brain was a jumble of excitement and fear, desire and disbelief.

She noticed my hesitation and chuckled. “Don’t worry, dear. I’ve taken care of everything. I’ve had your new wardrobe ready and waiting for this day to come. Would you like to see it?”

“A new… wardrobe?” I managed to stammer out, my eyes wide with surprise.

Rachel just smiled and took my hand, leading me towards the staircase. I followed her like a puppy, my mind racing with questions and doubts. She lead me to our guest bedroom, stopping at the door and turning to face me with a wicked grin.

“Wait right here. I want to make sure the room is just right for your surprise.” She pushed open the door and disappeared inside, leaving me to stand alone in the hallway. I took a deep breath, trying to calm my racing heart. This was all happening so fast. I had often fantasized about living full-time as Sarah, but I never thought it would actually happen. And certainly not like this.

I heard Rachel rustling around in the bedroom, and then the sound of footsteps returning to the door. The door creaked open, and Rachel stepped out, her eyes sparkling with delight. “Come in, Sarah. Your new life awaits.”


Chapter 2
My Uniform


Itook a deep breath, trying to calm myself. I could feel my cock pulsing in its cage as I entered, my mind racing with the possibilities of what waited for me inside.

In the middle of the room was a mannequin, donned in a satin black dress. It had white trim and a little white apron tied around the waist. It looked like a professional yet highly erotic maid’s uniform.

My breath caught in my throat as I continued to look around, seeing swaths of lingerie, petticoats, stockings and heels laid out around the mannequin, and even more dresses hung in the closet.

“Oh my,” I let out in shock at what was before me.

“Do you like it?” Rachel purred, coming up behind me. “I picked them out just for you. I think you'll look stunning in each and every one of them."

I reached out a trembling hand to touch the soft fabric of the dress. “I… I don't know what to say,” I whispered.

Rachel chuckled, her breath hot on my ear. “Say 'Thank you, Mistress.' That would be a good start.”

“Thank you, Mistress,” I breathed out, my face flushing with a mix of embarrassment and excitement.

“Good girl,” she cooed, running her fingers through my hair.

“And remember, from now on, you’ll be wearing these every day. You’ll be Sarah, my housewife.”

“Yes, Mistress.” I nodded, my heart pounding in my chest. The weight of her words was sinking in, and I felt a combination of fear and exhilaration coursing through my veins. “But will I be just your housewife?”

Rachel gave me a pitying look as she rubbed my cheek softly. “Are you asking if I’ll still take you out with me? The answer to that is… sometimes. It will be a reward for your good behavior.”

I gulped as I felt my cock strain against my cage, her sheer power over me making me feel so weak and submissive—and so aroused. “Thank you, Mistress.”

Rachel took a step back and surveyed the room, a satisfied smile playing on her lips. “Now, enough talk. Let’s get you into something more comfortable, shall we?” She moved towards the closet, her hips swaying with an almost hypnotic rhythm. I watched her as she returned with a soft pink lace teddy draped over her arm. "I want you to feel extra sexy tonight," she said softly. “Extra sexy and extra feminine.”

I blushed at her words, my heart pounding in my chest. I held out my arms, allowing her to slip the teddy over my head. The lace was soft against my skin, and I couldn't help but run my fingers over the delicate fabric as she fastened it around me.

"There we go," she said, stepping back to admire her handiwork.

I looked down at myself, taking in the sight of the lace-covered curves. The teddy fit me like a glove, accentuating my hips and bust, while leaving little to the imagination, returning the familiar feeling of naughtiness.

“I want to see you in something like this every night—no more pajamas, just sexy lingerie for you when you come to bed…” She let her voice trail off, leaving the thought hanging in the air. She moved closer to me, her hands gripping my hips as her lips pressed softly against mine. 

My cock pulsed as we kissed, overwhelmed by the sheer eroticism of the moment. Rachel's hands moved over my body, tracing the lace edges of the teddy, before slipping underneath to cup my chest, feeling them as if they were real breasts.

“I can’t wait to see what else you can do for me once you’re fully dressed,” she moaned into my mouth. She stepped back, her eyes scanning my body appraisingly.

With that, she turned and walked towards the dresser, opening one of the drawers and pulling out a few items. I watched as she laid them out on the bed: a pair of silk stockings, a garter belt, and a pair of heels.

"Sit down and I'll help you get dressed." Rachel patted the edge of the bed, and I complied, my legs feeling like jelly as I perched on the mattress. She knelt down in front of me, her eyes locked onto mine as she began to roll the silk stockings up my legs. The fabric was cool and smooth, sending shivers up my spine.

"You have such beautiful legs, Sarah," Rachel murmured, her hands lingering on my thighs. "I can't wait to see you walk around the house with them exposed all day."

I blushed at the thought, biting my lip as I felt my cock swell in its cage.

Rachel stood up, and I watched as she fastened the garter belt around my waist, her fingers brushing against my skin in a way that sent electric shocks through me.

“Now stand up,” she ordered me.

I obeyed, feeling weak in the knees from the sensitive treatment my wife was giving me. It had been so long since she had helped me get dressed, its was a such a pleasant treat to feel her hands against me in such a way.

"Perfect," she said as she appraised my look. She moved over to the display of dresses, looking over each one thoughtfully as she brushed the soft fabric with her fingers. "Let's have you wear this one tonight."

She stepped aside to show me her choice, a small black satin dress with white trim along the top. It was sleeveless and short enough that I wondered if it would be able to cover my ass. The sight of it made me tingle with desire.

Rachel handed it to me, and I slipped the dress on over my head. “Turn around,” she commanded, and I did as I was told.

She came up behind me and secured the zipper at the back, her fingers brushing against my skin and sending goosebumps down my spine. Her hands reached around me, wrapping a short white apron around my waist which she tied snuggly behind my back, the tightness of the straps amplifying my feminine curves.

“Now, let’s see how you look.”

I turned to face her, smoothing my hands down the front of the dress. It hugged my curves in all the right places, and the white trim accentuated my cleavage. I felt sexy and confident, but also completely at Rachel’s mercy. Seeing this dress on me made me realize that I had just performed the ultimate submissive act. I was now her housewife, her maid, her servant—and now she was in full control, and I was hers to command.

She walked over to a dresser and picked up a small, black butt plug. “Now, let’s give you the finishing touch.”

She walked behind me and pushed against my back, telling me to bend over. I felt her fingers swipe aside the thong of the teddy, and then slip the plug inside me, making me gasp at the sensation of being filled.

"Let this be your constant reminder that you belong to me, that you are mine in every sense of the word.” Rachel said, her voice dripping with dominance as she twisted the plug, making me moan softly.

I straightened up, adjusting to the new sensation, and felt the plug shift inside me, sending a thrill straight to my core. "Yes, Mistress."

"Very good. Now put on your makeup and join me in the bedroom so we can begin."


Chapter 3
First Tasks


Ifinished my transformation, applying my makeup and putting on my long dirty blonde wig, before meeting Rachel in our bedroom as requested.  She was standing by the window, the sun setting behind her, casting a warm glow on her blonde hair and green eyes. She was beautifully draped in a short black dress that hugged her body tightly, her heels clicking softly on the hardwood floor as she turned to face me.

"You look... exquisite, Sarah," she said, her voice filled with a mixture of admiration and lust. "I always knew my husband would make a beautiful woman."

I blushed, a small smile playing on my lips. "Thank you, Mistress."

She walked over to me, her hips swaying gently, and reached up to cup my face. "Tonight is just the beginning. Tomorrow, we'll start your training as my housewife. You'll learn how to cook, clean, and serve me properly." She traced my lower lip with her thumb, sending shivers down my spine. "But for tonight, I want you to focus on embracing your new life."

I nodded, my breath hitching in anticipation. Rachel's grip on my chin tightened, and she leaned in to capture my lips in a passionate kiss. Her tongue explored my mouth, dominant and demanding, as her hands roamed over my body.

"I want you to commit yourself to me. To fully commit to becoming Sarah."

She gave me another deep kiss as she walked me backwards, leading me further into the room. When she broke free from my lips I opened my eyes to see my closet, filled with my normal clothes. "How?" I asked, my voice thick with a desperate longing for more of her.

She ran her fingers over each neatly hung garment, her grin widening as she teased her plan. "I want you to get rid of this, all of this. I want you to have no trace left of your former self."

My eyes bulged at the thought, surprised that my wife would want me to give into being Sarah to such a drastic level.

"Rachel, are you sure? That's so much."

She laughed, her voice a sultry purr as she ran her fingers down my exposed arm. "Oh, darling, I'm more than sure. Like I said, I’ve been planning this for a while now. I want you to completely immerse yourself in being Sarah."

I took a deep breath, trying to process the enormity of her request. A thrill of excitement and fear coursed through me as I looked at my old clothes, each piece a reminder of my former life as a man and husband.

“But… but why?” I stammered, still trying to wrap my head around the magnitude of her request.

She leaned in, her voice a sultry whisper. “Because in order for you to truly be yourself you need to remove all reminders of your old life. Then you can be Sarah, my Sarah, and live to serve and please me."

I shuddered at her words, my body reacting to the thrill of being dominated by her. "But what about work? What about... normal life?"

Rachel smiled, her eyes glinting with amusement. "Normal life? Is it normal for a man to dress up as a woman and get off on it? Is it normal to crave being controlled and dominated by your wife? No, darling. Your life has never been normal. But normal is boring, normal doesn’t give you the same thrill that you’ve discovered—that you now crave.”

I thought about it for a moment then couldn’t help but agree. She was right, just as she always was. “Okay. I’ll do it.”

My wife stepped back and gestured to the closet. "Good. Start packing. You can keep a few personal items for emergency, but that's it."

I swallowed hard, the reality of her words sinking in. I was going to be Sarah full-time. No more reminders of my old life. I looked at my reflection in the mirror, the curves of my body hidden under the shimmering black dress. It was a strange feeling, knowing that this was going to be my new normal, but it was a feeling that I liked.

Rachel stepped up behind me, her hands resting on my shoulders. "It will be okay, Sarah," she whispered, her voice soft and soothing.

I nodded, my eyes returning to the closet. I knew she was right, but that didn't make the reality of it any easier to swallow. I was trading in my old life for something completely new, and there was no going back.

"You're right," I whispered, my voice barely audible. "Thank you for the push, Mistress."

Rachel nodded at me with a pleased smile. "You're welcome," she purred. With a wink she quickly swept around, making her way into the bathroom where she started applying some mascara. "When you're done with that I want you to start on the rest of the house. Tidying, vacuuming, cleaning; there is plenty that you can begin with before your formal training."

"O-okay," I stammered as I watched her continue her makeup. "What will you be doing?"

"I will be out looking for someone fun to bring home," she answered with a mischievous grin.

I looked down at my outfit, a uniform meant for working at home, and then glanced at her’s, clearly meant for going out. The sight mixed with hearing her plans filled me with sorrow. She was going to find someone to bring home with without me, another sudden change that I wasn’t sure I was ready for.

At the same time I knew it wasn’t my place to argue. She was in control and she could do as she pleased, with or without me.

"Yes, Mistress," I managed to breath out, my voice barely above a whisper.

Rachel finished her makeup and stood up, giving herself one last look in the mirror before turning to face me. "That’s a good girl. Now, get to work.”

She gave me a wicked smile before turning and walking out of the room. I listened as her heels clicked against the hardwood floor, growing fainter as she descended the stairs and left the house.

I stood there for a moment, the weight of her words sinking in. I looked around the room, my eyes landing on the closet filled with my old clothes. With a sigh, I walked over and pulled out the first set of clothes and one by one placed them in a neat pile on the floor.


Chapter 4
Meeting Kevin


My closet looked surreal without any clothes remaining. Everything had been boxed up and stored in the attic with just a few items remaining in the back of a drawer. I wondered what would replace my former wardrobe—would it be lacy lingerie and silky dresses? Or would it be mostly the maid uniforms of my new job?

I tried to push these thoughts aside to focus on the tasks at hand. I had to clean the house and get everything ready before Rachel got home. I didn’t want to waste any time, so I quickly got started with the living room, dusting the shelves and the mantelpiece, vacuuming the carpets, and polishing the tables.

Every now and then, I would catch a glimpse of myself in the reflection of the windows, my maid’s uniform glistening in the light, my long blonde wig cascading down my back. The sight of myself like that sent a thrill of desire coursing through me, making me squirm a little in my cage. I couldn’t wait to see what Rachel had in store for me tonight.

By the time I had finished cleaning the living room and moved onto the kitchen, it was getting into the late hours of the night and I was beginning to grow worried that Rachel hadn’t returned. But when I was in the middle of wiping down the countertops I heard the front door open and close. I froze, my heart pounding in my chest as I heard the low rumble of voices.

“Beautiful place you have,” a deep voice said. “It’s almost as beautiful as you.”

“You haven’t seen anything yet.” Rachel’s voice floated into the kitchen, followed by the sound of laughter.

I quickly hid around the corner, my heart pounding in my chest as I tried to stay quiet. I could hear the progression of their footsteps and the low rumble of their voices as they made their way into the living room.

“Sarah, we’re home,” Rachel’s voice announced.

There was something in her tone that beckoned me, and against my will I peered around the doorframe, looking out towards her and her new man. He was tall, his build muscular and intimidating. His black hair was cut short, framing his chiseled jaw and piercing blue eyes. I could feel the weight of his gaze, and it made me shiver.

“Welcome home, Mistress,” I squeaked out nervously.

"Sarah, why don't you fix each of us a drink then come out here and introduce yourself to Kevin?”

"Yes, Mistress," I murmured as I hurried deeper into the kitchen to obey. 

Quickly mixing a couple of her favorite drinks, I hurried back to the living room doorway and paused to collect myself. I took a deep breath and stepped out from my hiding spot, my heart pounding in my chest. 

Rachel and her man of the hour were perched on the couch, my wife wrapped in his large arms with a pleased grin on her face.

"Hello, Sir. I'm Sarah," I said softly, my voice barely above a whisper as I offered them their drinks.

Kevin gave me a slow smile, his eyes raking over my body. He accepted the drink and took a sip, nodding his approval. “You have your own maid?” he chuckled to my wife.

“I like to think of her as my housewife, but perhaps maid is a more apt name,” Rachel purred proudly. “Isn’t she cute?” 

“Seriously? So she cleans up and serves you meals?" Kevin asked curiously as he slowly leaned forward, his eyes taking in my full body.

"Indeed. She does all that and more. In fact, she’ll do anything I tell her to do." Rachel took a sip of her drink as she eyed me, a shimmer in her eyes telling me that she was about to say something naughty. "Anything," she laughed. "Anything you could possibly think of—but mostly she just likes to watch." Rachel smirked, her eyes sparkling with mischief as she took another sip of her drink.

Kevin's gaze flicked between Rachel and me, a wicked glint in his eyes. "Is that so?" he said thoughtfully before swallowing down the rest of his drink and setting the glass down on the coffee table beside him. "So she would like to watch me kiss you?"

Rachel nodded, her eyes never leaving mine. “Most definitely."

Kevin pulled Rachel closer, his claw like hands holding her tightly as their lips met. His lips were hard and demanding, his tongue forcing its way into her mouth. Rachel moaned softly, her body pressing against his as she melted into him.

Kevin reached one hand down to Rachel's ass, her short dress hiking up as he squeezed it hard and they continued to kiss. Rachel gasped at the sudden roughness, her eyes flicking over to where I stood frozen, watching them. Rachel smiled wickedly as they kissed, pleased that my eyes were on them.

I watched as Kevin’s hand moved up to her breast, squeezing it roughly. My mouth went dry at the sight, my heart racing as I felt a familiar heat building between my legs. I squirmed in my maid’s uniform, my ass clenching around the plug as I fought the urge to touch myself.

Kevin pulled away and looked at me, his lips red from my wife's lipstick. "Did you like that?" he asked me.

"Y-yes, Sir," I stammered, nodding my head.

Rachel smirked at me before turning back to Kevin. “That’s not all that she likes to watch—and she can do a lot more, too.”

“Oh yeah? What other tricks can your pet do for me?”

Rachel giggled as she looked at me. “Pet is another great term for her. She’s obedient and loyal, and will do anything for her master’s approval. Isn’t that right, Sarah?”

I gulped, my body trembling as I wondered what she was building up to. “Yes, Mistress. That’s right.”

She reached over and grabbed my apron, suddenly pulling me towards Kevin. "Go on then. Show Kevin what a good little maid you can be."


Chapter 5
Being Obedient


Ihesitated for a moment, my chest pounding as I realized what she was demanding of me. But Rachel's grip tightened, and I knew better than to disobey her. I dropped to my knees in front of the stranger, my eyes cast up at him.

“Fuck,” Kevin let out, looking down at me. “Are you serious?”

Rachel chuckled softly. “Why don’t you give her a try? Tell her what you want.”

His dark eyes flashed between Rachel and I, trying to understand what was happening, but then just shrugged as his eyes settled back on me. “Ok, maid. Unbutton my pants and take out my cock." his voice was firm and commanding. It made me want to obey.

I swallowed hard, my body surging with arousal as I reached up to unbuckle his belt. I could feel Rachel's eyes on me, her smile wide and wicked. I knew that this was a test; a test of my devotion and obedience as her new servant—and I wouldn’t fail.

I unfastened his belt and unbuttoned his pants, my fingers trembling slightly. Pulling down his zipper, I reached inside, feeling his hard cock through the thin fabric of his boxers. I pulled it out, my breath catching in my throat at the sight of it. It was thick and long, already rock hard and ready for me.

I stared at it for a moment, my mouth watering, then I looked up at Kevin, waiting for his command.

“Now suck it," he growled, pulling my hair gently to guide me closer.

I opened my mouth, taking the head of his cock into my mouth. He groaned, his hips thrusting forward slightly as I took him deeper. I relaxed my throat, taking him in as far as I could, my nose pressing against his stomach.

"Fuck, yeah," Kevin moaned. “What a good little maid."

I began to bob my head up and down, taking him deeper with each pass. I could feel the head of his cock hitting the back of my throat, and I fought the urge to gag. I moaned around his cock, the vibration sending shivers down his shaft.

I could hear Rachel's breath coming in ragged gasps as she watched, her hand buried between her legs as she touched herself. "Fuck yes, Sarah," she whispered. "Show him what a good maid you are."

“She’s very good,” Kevin grunted, his hips beginning to thrust in time with my mouth. “She sucks a cock like a good little bitch."

“That’s what I like to hear,” my wife giggled.

Kevin's hands tightened in my hair, his hips thrusting faster. He was fucking my face and using me like a cheap toy. I gagged on his cock, spit dribbling down my chin as I struggled to breathe. I looked up at him, tears in my eyes, and saw the pure lust in his gaze. He was enjoying every second of this, every second of using me as I obeyed my mistress.

"That's right, you fucking slut," he groaned. "Take it all. Take my fucking cock deep down your throat."

Rachel watched us, her hand still rubbing her pussy through her clothes. "Now do me, maid," she ordered.

I pulled myself off of Kevin and shifted over to Rachel, my fingers sliding up her soft legs as they pushed up her short dress. As usual she wore no panties, and I could see her arousal glistening in the dim light. The sight made my cock throb under its cage, desperate to feel her warmth.

I buried my face between her legs, my tongue finding her clit and lapping at it greedily. She moaned, her hands gripping my hair and pulling me closer.

"That's it, Sarah. Get me wet and ready so Kevin can fuck me,” she purred.

I could feel Kevin's eyes on me, stroking his eager cock as he watched me lick Rachel's pussy.  "Fuck yeah, that's hot," he growled, his hand pumping faster.

Rachel's hips bucked against my face, her breath coming in ragged gasps. "Keep working Kevin, too. Keep him hard for me." Rachel moaned, her legs shaking as my tongue worked her clit. 

I blindly reached over and grabbed for his cock, stroking it in sync with my licking.

Kevin grunted in approval. "What a talented maid you have. Maybe I should see what else she can do.”

His words echoed through me, filling me with a naughty arousal. An immense passion was flowing through me, a hunger like none I had felt before. Pleasuring them both was so satisfying, so fulfilling. I was moaning loudly into my wife's pussy as the feelings overwhelmed me.

But then I felt Rachel's leg slip in front of me and with a forceful kick she pushed me away. 

“No,” she snapped. She panted as she grabbed for Kevin and pulled him on top of her. “It’s time for you to show me what your cock can do.”


Chapter 6
Being a Good Maid


Rachel laid back on the couch, her legs spread wide to welcome Kevin. "Get on top and show Sarah what a real man can do.”

I watched as Kevin positioned himself between her legs, the head of his cock pressing against her entrance. He grabbed her hips and thrust in, filling her completely in one swift motion.

Rachel let out a gasp, her nails digging into Kevin's back as he started to move inside her.

"Fuck, that’s good," she moaned. "Come on, Kevin, fuck me. Fuck me hard."

Kevin obliged, his hips thrusting powerfully as he pounded into her.

Rachel's breasts bounced with each thrust, her face a mixture of pleasure and pain as her body struggled to accommodate his size. I watched, my own body throbbing with desire as I knelt nearby, my heart racing in my chest. The sight of my wife being fucked by another man was both horrifying and arousing, a twisted mix of emotions that made my cock ache in its cage.

"Fuck me, Kevin," Rachel panted, her voice laced with need. "Fuck me like the little slut I am."

Kevin groaned, his muscles straining as he picked up the pace, his hips slapping loudly against hers. "That's right, you fucking love it, don't you?" he grunted, his voice thick with lust. "You love taking this big cock deep inside you."

Rachel moaned in agreement, her hips meeting each of his thrusts with force. "Yes, yes, I fucking love it!" she cried out, her voice wild and unrestrained. "Give me more!”

I watched in awe, my own body burning with desire, my hands gripping my cage tightly. I felt such a deep jealousy, yet also a surging pride that my wife was feeling what she so desperately deserved.

Rachel's moans filled the room, her body convulsing with each forceful thrust. Kevin's grunts were like growls, primal and raw, as he pummeled into her. I could see the sweat glistening on their bodies, could hear the wet sounds of their bodies slapping together. The air was thick with the scent of sex and the sounds of their pleasure.

Heat was building in my own body, my cock straining against the confines of the chastity cage as I watched closely on my knees.

"Fuck, I'm close," Kevin grunted, his hips moving faster and harder. "Where do you want it?"

“Not yet! Just a little longer!” Rachel screamed, her body tensing as another wave of pleasure washed over her.

Kevin groaned, his hips slamming against Rachel's with increased force as he tried to hold back.

"Oh fuck, Kevin, right there! Don't stop, don't stop!" my wife cried out.

Without thinking I edged closer to her, hearing every deep breath escape her gaping mouth. Her head was tossed back, her chest heaving, and her fingers clawing at the couch—it was an intoxicating image that I needed more of.

She noticed my presence and grinned, reaching out and gripping my hair as she pulled me closer until our lips met. I could feel the vibrations of Kevin’s fucking as we kissed, her lips plump and greedy as she beckoned for me to satiate her final need.

My cock throbbed between my legs, straining hard against my tiny cage. I so badly wanted more, more of anything, but I knew she hated when I begged. I knew that I would have to wait for her to reward me with such pleasures.

"Fuck!" my wife cried out, her lips breaking from mine as her head tossed back and a deep groan echoed through her. Her fingers gripped at my hair, clawing at me as she braced herself and her orgasm overtook her.

I gasped at the sight, in awe of her powerful look of pleasure, then looked at Kevin whose face told me he was almost there.

Rachel suddenly pushed my head away as her voice crashed through the room. "Now you. Finish on Sarah's face."

Kevin let out a laugh as he pulled out his cock and began to stroke it wildly in front of me. I could see its veins pulsing, the head swollen and ready to burst.

"Open up, Sarah," my wife demanded.

Without thinking I obeyed and suddenly felt a hot spray of liquid splash against my face. The first shot came hard and fast, catching me off guard, and I struggled to keep my mouth open wide enough to catch the rest. Kevin's groans filled the room as he stroked his cock, his hand moving quickly and roughly over his shaft.

Another burst hit my cheek and I turned my head to catch the stream. His cum was warm and thick, landing on my face, my lips, and my tongue. I could feel it dripping down my chin and onto my uniform. I could feel the wetness on my skin, the taste of him in my mouth as my own cock yearned for the same pleasures.

"Fuck yeah, that's it," Kevin groaned, his cock still throbbing in his hand. “Now clean your dirty little face with your tongue."

I moaned, the humiliation and the degradation turning me on even more. I licked his cum from my lips, my tongue swirling over my face, cleaning every last drop. I could feel my cock throbbing harder in its cage with each lick.

Rachel watched me, her eyes gleaming with satisfaction. "That's a good girl, Sarah," she said with a satisfied smiled. "Didn't I tell you that you were going to love your new life? And this is only the beginning."

"Yes, Mistress," I breathed out, my chest heaving with lust. "Thank you, Mistress."

I licked another drop of Kevin's cum from the corner of my mouth. I could feel the heat of their stares on me, their satisfaction palpable in the air.

Rachel sat up on the couch, her body glistening with sweat as she leaned in closer to me. She looked me in the eye, a wicked smile playing on her lips. "You did well, darling. Very well indeed,” Rachel praised me, running a fingertip through the remnants of Kevin's cum on my face. She brought her finger to my lips, wiping it on them before smirking at me. “But I think I like this one," she said as she glanced at Kevin. "We're going to head to the bedroom. Fetch us another round of drinks and then go makeup the guest bed."

"He's going to be sleeping in the guest room, Mistress?" I asked in confusion.

She laughed loudly at my question, patting my cheek tenderly. "No, silly. He will be sleeping with me. You will be in the guest room."


Sissified To Be Her Cuckold
PART 7: TRAINED FOR HER PLEASURE



Chapter 1
A New Day


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

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

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

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

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

That I was hers.

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

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

That would change today.

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

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

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

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

“You will be.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I did, Mistress.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

I swallowed hard. “Yes, Mistress.”

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 2
Training


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

And through it all, Rachel watched me.

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

And it worked.

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

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

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

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

It was humiliating—but somehow also thrilling.

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

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

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

I beamed.

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

“Almost done, Sarah?”

“Yes, Mistress. Just the last corner.”

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

My heart fluttered. “A treat, Mistress?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I obeyed, lightheaded and smiling.

But it didn’t last.

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

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

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

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

“Sarah.”

Her voice behind me froze me in place.

I turned slowly, heart in my throat.

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

“What do you think you’re doing?”

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

“You were told to polish, not play.”

“Yes, Mistress. I’m sorry.”

She stepped closer, slow and controlled.

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

My breath caught.

She smiled.

“You’re going to be punished, Sarah.”

The way she said it made my cage throb.


Chapter 3
Corrections


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

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

“Over the bed,” she said simply.

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

“Come here,” she said, her voice low.

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

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

“No, Mistress,” I whispered.

“Then why did you disobey?”

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

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

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

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

“You are mine.”

Smack.

“And you follow my rules.”

Smack.

“Or you accept the consequences.”

Smack. Smack.

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

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

“Tell me what you are,” she said.

“Your housewife,” I whispered.

Smack.

“Louder.”

“Your housewife,” I said, voice trembling.

“And what else?”

“Your sissy. Your servant. Your⁠—”

Smack.

“Your everything,” I gasped.

She stopped. Let the silence hang in the room.

Then she stroked my hair. “Good girl.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I moved carefully. Reverently.

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

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

“Yes, Mistress.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Kneel,” she said.

I dropped instantly.

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

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

I nodded, eyes wide.

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

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

I blinked. “Mistress?”

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

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

“Yes, Mistress.”

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

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

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

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


Chapter 4
Waiting


The house was too quiet without her.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

And he didn’t recognize me at all.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I swallowed, standing in silence.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

And then it clicked.

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

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

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

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

I nodded, unable to find the strength to speak.

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

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


Chapter 5
Fucked


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

"Breathe, Sarah," she murmured.

And then it entered me.

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

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

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

Then I heard the door open.

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

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

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

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

He obeyed.

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

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

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

I whimpered.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She locked eyes with me again.

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

I whimpered. Nodded. Trembled.

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

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

Their bodies slapped together again and again.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I whimpered as the machine thrust deeper.

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 6
Clean Up


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

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

And then he stopped.

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

My stomach dropped.

"Sam?" he said, eyes narrowing.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I nodded, choking back a sob of frustration.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Then I rose—aching, dripping, obedient.

And I went to serve.


Sissified To Be Her Cuckold
PART 8: FINDING HER A REAL MAN



Chapter 1
Reward


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 2
Finding Her Man


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 3
Introductions


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 4
Sharing


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I wanted him. I needed him.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But I wasn't the only one jealous.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 5
Release


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Rachel watched us, her eyes gleaming with lust.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I couldn't hold back any longer.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Of course, Mistress. Thank you.”
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When Brad agrees, Melissa begins to give him daily chastity chores. Motivated by his desire to prove his devotion to his wife, Brad performs his chores diligently even as Melissa begins to add to his list of chastity chores. To further test his love and growing obedience, Melissa decides to tell him to dress up like a French maid for a deep cleaning of the house. When Brad not only agrees but seems eager to dress up again, Melissa understands that Brad was meant for a different life and takes it upon herself to unlock his hidden desires.
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