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Sissified To Be Her Cuckold
PART 9: MADE TO WATCH (VEGAS PART 1)



Chapter 1
Las Vegas


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"To Sin City," she said, winking.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 2
The Strip


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

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

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

It felt naughty and arousing.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 3
Two


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 4
Preparations


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 5
The Show


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

And so did Rachel.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Sissified To Be Her Cuckold
PART 9: MADE TO SERVE (VEGAS PART 2)



Chapter 1
Night Two


Las Vegas was electric again tonight, and I could feel it pulsing through the floor of our hotel suite as I slipped into the little black thong Rachel laid out for me. She hadn’t told me where we were going—only that I was to shave, moisturize, and wear the heels that made my calves ache and my ass look obscene.

I didn’t dare ask questions. Not when she was in this kind of mood. And not when I was desperate for her to let me feel even a fraction of the pleasures she’d soaked in the night before.

I stepped into the bathroom, heart fluttering, and stared at myself in the mirror. The person looking back at me was so far from the man I used to be. I wasn’t Sam—not anymore. My lips were glossy and pink, my lashes dark and thick, cheeks flushed from foundation and the faintest contour. My hair curled in soft waves around my shoulders, and the bra Rachel had picked gave me just enough cleavage to make anyone second-guess what they were seeing.

I looked… like a slut. Her slut.

Rachel entered the room behind me, wearing a red satin dress so tight I could see the line of her thong through it. Her lipstick matched the fabric, deep and dangerous. She smiled when she saw me, a slow, devilish smile that always made my stomach flutter.

“Well, don’t you look edible,” she purred, stepping up behind me and adjusting one of my bra straps. “I could eat you up right now… but I think I’ll let someone else have that pleasure later.”

My legs trembled—was that a hint at what was to come?

She handed me the dress she’d chosen—if you could call it that. It was short. Obscenely short. Black and backless, with little thin straps and a hemline that flirted with danger. I shimmied into it under her watchful gaze, blushing as the fabric clung to every feminine curve she'd trained me to highlight.

Rachel’s hands slid down my hips, smoothing out the material. “Perfect,” she whispered. “Tonight, you’re going to turn heads without even trying.”

I swallowed hard. “Mistress, where are we going?”

She smirked and wagged her finger. “Ah ah, no spoilers.” Then she dangled something in front of me—a silk blindfold.

I blinked. “Wait… You want me to wear that?”

“Oh yes.” Her voice was syrupy and teasing. “You won’t need your eyes tonight. You’ll just need your obedience. Well, that and maybe some other things.”

The cage between my thighs throbbed instantly. As if she sensed it, Rachel reached beneath my short dress, cupping my aching little sissy clit through the fabric and giving it a slow, possessive squeeze.

“As usual,” she murmured, “you won’t be needing this thing.”

My breath caught. She stepped behind me and tied the blindfold snugly over my eyes. The world went dark—but my body lit up like it had been waiting for this.

“There we go,” she whispered into my ear, breath warm against my skin. “Now come along.”

She took my hand and led me through the suite, my heels clicking against the tile. Every step felt perilous, exposed, like at any moment someone might see me—this ridiculous, desperate little thing in a slutty dress and too much makeup, following her wife blindly into the night.

The elevator ride was torture. I could hear people murmuring around us, feel their presence. Rachel squeezed my hand tighter every time I tensed.

“You’re safe,” she whispered. “You’re mine.”

We exited to the sound of casino noise—slot machines chiming, drunk voices echoing off the walls, a thousand feet bustling around us. I stayed close, my body practically glued to her side as she led me through it all.

Outside, the night air hit my thighs, cool and sharp. I must’ve looked like a cheap escort, blindfolded and dressed like a showgirl’s apprentice. But if Rachel noticed the stares—or cared—she didn’t say so.

We got into a cab. I could feel the driver’s eyes on us. I bit my lip and tried to shrink into myself, but Rachel wouldn’t let me.

She pressed her hand to my thigh and leaned in close, whispering filth into my ear. “You’re going to make such a pretty little accessory tonight,” she murmured. “All dolled up and aching. Just the way I like you. And if you behave, maybe I’ll let you have a taste…”

A taste of what, she didn’t say. But I could imagine.

The car rolled to a stop and the door opened. Rachel took my hand again and helped me out, her steps confident and deliberate. I could smell cologne, sweat, and a hint of something spiced—liquor and smoke. Music pulsed in the distance.

“Where are we?” I whispered, my voice barely audible.

Rachel chuckled. “Sin City, sweetheart. And tonight? You’re going to watch me sin.”


Chapter 2
Blindfolded


Ididn’t know how long we’d been walking. Every step in my heels felt like a countdown—each click echoing off unseen walls, each sway of my hips a reminder that I had no idea where Rachel was taking me. The silk blindfold covered my eyes completely, turning the world black. All I had to guide me was her hand, warm and firm around mine, tugging me forward through corridors that smelled of leather, perfume, and sex.

I could hear things—doors opening, murmurs of low voices, laughter muffled by distance. We passed through layers of sound and sensation, until everything sharpened—louder bass, brighter perfume, something darker curling at the edge of it all.

Rachel stopped. I felt her body shift beside me. Something creaked—wood or leather—and then she let go of my hand.

“Stay,” she said, her voice low, almost playful.

I froze. Heels tight against the floor, thighs trembling beneath the hem of my barely-there dress, I felt my balance falter as my senses scrambled to make sense of the moment. A heartbeat passed, and then another. I could hear her walking. A door opened with a slow groan, then the heavy click of it shutting behind us.

We were inside.

The space felt thick. Private. Velvet-draped, maybe—something muffling the music from outside, making the pulsing bass sound lower, more intimate, more dangerous.

Rachel circled me once. I felt the brush of her fingers on my shoulder, then the small of my back, then the sharp, teasing tap of her fingernail beneath my chin.

"Down."

My knees hit the floor before I could think. The carpet was plush beneath me, soft enough that I didn’t even care if I was flashing anyone. My short dress barely covered my ass to begin with, and I knew my lace thong was already damp. I was trembling, blind, vulnerable—and so turned on I could hardly breathe.

“There,” Rachel whispered. I could sense her sitting down beside me, though not on the floor, in a chair. I could picture her crossing her legs, one heel dangling from her foot, a glass of something expensive already in her hand. “That’s where you belong tonight. Right beside me. Quiet. Watching. Listening.”

I whimpered without meaning to. My cage pulsed.

“You’re already dripping, aren’t you?” she purred. “God, you’re excitable.”

A new sound entered the room—heavier footsteps. One set, then two. Deep male voices murmuring, and something about the tone made my stomach flip.

Then the music shifted. It was unmistakable—stripper music. Dirty bass, a teasing snare, the kind of slow rhythm that demanded hips to roll and bodies to sway. The air changed with it. The temperature, the mood, the unspoken tension.

I heard Rachel set down her glass. Then: movement. Footsteps on carpet. A body approaching.

My skin lit up.

Even without sight, I could feel the dancer’s presence—masculine, powerful, practiced. The rustle of fabric, the beat of his steps, the sharp inhale of Rachel’s breath as he came into view… all of it built into a perfect cocktail of torment.

“Oh,” Rachel exhaled. “Yes. You’ll do nicely.”

She didn’t have to explain. I could hear it in her voice—that husky undertone that only came out when she was truly aroused. Her pleasure was tangible, thickening the air between us.

Then came the first snap—elastic, maybe a belt or waistband. The shuffle of clothing being dropped to the floor. I imagined her biting her lip, slipping a bill into his waistband as she leaned forward for a closer look.

“God, he’s gorgeous,” she whispered. “Smooth chest. Tight hips. And this cock… oh, sweetheart, you’d blush.”

I did. Even blindfolded, I could feel the flush rise up my neck.

Another moan. Not mine this time—Rachel’s. A soft, satisfied sound that made my breath catch in my throat.

“Spin for me, baby,” she said. “Show me everything.”

I could hear the dancer moving again, hips shifting, maybe thrusting just inches in front of her face. I imagined her grinning, fingers trailing down his abs, tracing the line to his cock just for the thrill of making me hear it happen.

She leaned in toward me. I felt her lips brush my ear.

“He’s hard,” she whispered. “So thick. So close. Do you want to see?”

I nodded instinctively, biting my lip hard to keep the whimper in.

She pulled away without granting me anything.

Another dancer entered. I could hear the rhythm shift, the footsteps heavier, the voice smoother. “Mind if I take over for a bit?”

Rachel laughed. “By all means. But I should warn you—I brought a little audience with me.”

“Yeah?” the man said. “She gonna behave?”

Rachel reached down, threading her fingers through my hair and tugging lightly. “She’s well-trained. But a little desperate.”

My cock pulsed again, caged and aching.

The second dancer stepped forward. I could hear the brush of his thigh against Rachel’s, the low murmur as he leaned down to speak only to her. Then a groan—his this time—as she probably grabbed him, stroked him, teased him mercilessly while I sat, helpless, panting like a pathetic little thing on the floor.

“Don’t worry,” she said sweetly. “She’ll get her turn. Maybe.”

And then, slowly, she leaned down beside me.

“Do you want to see what you’re missing, dear?”

I nodded quickly, heart racing.

The blindfold slipped away.

Light flooded in—and I blinked, my breath catching as I finally saw it:

Rachel, flushed and radiant, perched like a goddess in her chair. One dancer’s cock pressed against her shoulder, the other grinding in front of her with a wicked smirk. Both of them shirtless, glistening, their bodies built like sin itself.

Rachel smiled at me, lazy and satisfied. “Now,” she said, “watch how a real woman is treated.”


Chapter 3
Strippers


The blindfold was gone—but I almost wished it wasn’t.

Because now I could see everything.

Rachel sat above me, legs elegantly crossed, the red satin of her dress riding high on her thighs with no intention of staying in place. Her lipstick was just slightly smudged from sipping her drink, and her skin was glowing—flushed with lust and attention.

She was basking in it. The dancers surrounded her like heat waves. One now stood behind her, massaging her shoulders, fingers kneading into her skin through the thin straps of her dress. The other was kneeling in front of her, gyrating to the slow, pounding rhythm, hips rolling inches from her lap.

And I was nothing. Just a thing on the floor. Still in my heels, my slutty dress barely covering my panties, the cage between my legs pressing against soaked lace. I felt like a prop—there only to be looked over, not looked at.

Rachel didn’t even acknowledge me at first. She was too busy smiling at the man in front of her, watching him dance, her eyes fixed on the bulge in his thong as he leaned back and slowly ran his hands down his torso. His skin shimmered under the club lights—bronzed, smooth, perfect.

She reached out, letting her nails rake gently down the center of his chest. He smirked at her, clearly used to being adored.

“Mm,” she purred. “You’re very confident, aren’t you?”

He shrugged. “I’ve been told.”

Rachel chuckled, sipping her drink again. Her eyes flicked to me briefly—only briefly—before returning to the man in front of her.

“Me, too,” she said casually, as though mentioning the weather. “But it’s hard not to be when you have an obedient pet who sits and kneels and aches while I enjoy myself.”

The dancer looked at me for the first time. I blushed under his gaze, face burning. I didn’t know if he could tell I wasn’t a real girl. Or if he did and didn’t care. Either way, I didn’t matter. I was on the floor.

Rachel reached out and slipped a bill into the front of his thong, letting her fingers linger against his cock.

“I’m the one who gets the attention,” she said softly. “She just gets the view.”

My cage pulsed so hard it hurt.

Rachel’s other hand lifted, palm outstretched toward me without even looking. “Come closer.”

I crawled on all fours, slowly, shamefully, until I was beside her chair. She stroked my hair absentmindedly like I was her pet.

The second dancer—taller, darker, just as beautiful—stepped forward now. “She’s really just here to… watch?” he asked.

Rachel laughed again, but this time it was throaty. “Watch. Beg. Do whatever I say.”

I whimpered before I could stop myself.

The dancer smirked. “That’s some discipline.”

“Oh, it’s not hers,” Rachel said sweetly. “It’s mine.”

The man behind her—still massaging her shoulders—slipped one hand lower, dragging his fingers along the neckline of her dress. Rachel exhaled softly and tilted her head to the side, letting him kiss her neck. His lips grazed her skin, and she turned to kiss him back, slow and hungry.

I couldn’t look away.

The other dancer knelt in front of her again and began to grind his hips to the music, his cock now clearly hard beneath the thin stretch of fabric. Rachel parted her knees just slightly, her dress riding up as she leaned back and let the show go on. I stared, helpless, as his pelvis rolled just inches from her pussy, as her hands slid down to touch him again—stroking the length of him through the fabric.

“You see that, Sarah?” she whispered, finally glancing at me again. “You see how a real woman gets treated?”

I nodded frantically, swallowing back the desperate moan in my throat.

Her hand slipped under his waistband.

He groaned.

I nearly cried.

Rachel grinned down at me. “Do you want to see more?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I breathed.

She took her time. She dragged the man’s thong down slowly, teasing it lower, exposing inch after inch of thick, gorgeous cock. He was fully hard now, the head flushed and glistening, veins pronounced and proud. Rachel wrapped her hand around it, stroking him once—twice.

“Would you look at that,” she said, pretending to be surprised. “And you? You’ve been so good… Maybe it’s time you got a little treat.”

I held my breath.

She turned the dancer toward me, angling his cock until it hovered just above my lips.

“Open your mouth, sweetheart,” she cooed.

I obeyed instantly, trembling as the tip of his cock touched my tongue.

Rachel held him in place while I suckled gently, tasting salt, sweat, skin. The dancer groaned softly, his fingers brushing my hair. My cage throbbed, the ache almost unbearable now as I worked my mouth over him, taking him deeper, my lips stretching to accommodate his girth.

Rachel stroked my cheek.

“That’s it,” she purred. “Look how eager she is. She lives for this.”

Another cock brushed my shoulder. I turned toward it instinctively, still working the first one as the second dancer stepped closer.

Rachel laughed.

“Well, don’t be greedy,” she said, smirking. “Share, sissy.”

She shifted the first man aside, and now I had the second one in front of me—already hard, already glistening. She grabbed him and tapped his cock lightly against my cheek before feeding it into my mouth.

I moaned helplessly.

“She’s trained,” Rachel told them. “She knows how to take care of real men.”

The second dancer’s hips moved slowly, and I let him guide the rhythm, licking and sucking while my hands stayed in my lap, clenched tight in fists I didn’t dare unclench.

The first dancer watched, stroking himself idly. “You two do this often?”

Rachel didn’t miss a beat. “When she earns it.”

“And tonight she’s earned it?”

Rachel smiled. “It’s looking that way.”

The dancer raised an eyebrow. “You free later?”

Rachel finished her drink and leaned back with a grin.

“The Pantheon. Room 1024,” she said. “Come by after your shift… if you’re curious how deep her desires go.”


Chapter 4
Visitors


Back in the hotel suite, everything felt louder. Maybe it was the alcohol, or the music still echoing in my skull, or maybe it was just the way my cage throbbed between my legs—full, swollen, aching.

My heels clicked over the marble tile as Rachel led me back into the room, her fingers laced through mine, loose and lazy. She didn’t speak at first. She didn’t need to. She was humming.

Not a tune. Not a song. Just content. Drunk on attention and anticipation, buzzing from the way those men had touched her, danced for her, let her grab their cocks like it was her birthright.

She dropped her clutch on the counter and turned toward me, her eyes shining. “Strip.”

My breath caught. I hesitated.

Her smile sharpened. “Now.”

I obeyed.

I stepped out of my dress, carefully, like it was sacred—which it was, in a way. A symbol of her ownership. My heels stayed on. So did my makeup and lingerie—though my little lace thong could barely cover the straining cage I wore beneath.

Rachel watched, eyes roaming over me slowly. Like she was checking her work. Like I was hers—and I was.

“Go sit on the edge of the bed,” she said, unzipping her dress. “Back straight. Hands in your lap.”

I did as I was told, the cool air of the room brushing over my bare thighs. I tried not to rub them together. Tried not to whimper. But the way my cage sat snug against my skin, the way my whole body buzzed from the club, from the memory of those cocks on my tongue—it was unbearable.

Rachel let her dress slide off her shoulders, baring her breasts and the red lace thong she’d worn underneath. She looked like temptation itself, effortless and cruel. She stepped into the bathroom and came out moments later with a black satin robe, freshly tied, just as there was a knock at the door.

My heart stopped, but she opened it without hesitation.

And there they were.

The two dancers from the club—now in jeans and fitted t-shirts, freshly showered but still glowing with the same confident, cocky energy they’d had at the club. They stepped into the suite like they owned it. And maybe, for the night, they did.

Rachel offered them drinks, laughing like this was just a normal little get-together between friends. I sat motionless on the bed, hands folded, trying not to shake.

“She’s been so good for me tonight,” Rachel said, sipping her wine. “I think she deserves a little reward.”

The dancers looked at each other, then at me. One raised an eyebrow. “The same kind as earlier?”

Rachel smirked. “Oh, better.”

She walked to the bed, set her wine down, and gently pressed my shoulders back until I was lying flat. She climbed on top of me, straddling my thighs, her robe parting just enough to show the curve of her breasts.

“She’s going to watch me first,” she said, already breathless. “Just like always.”

The men began to undress. They took their time. Slow. Casual. A performance even now, but no longer for tips. Now it was for pleasure.

Rachel leaned down and kissed me, hard, her tongue sliding into my mouth with a hunger I hadn’t tasted in weeks. She ground her hips against my thighs, and I could feel the heat of her pussy even through the thin layer of satin. My cage pressed painfully against my skin, desperate to be touched, to be used, but still locked tight.

She broke the kiss and sat back, her eyes wild.

“Get on your knees,” she commanded. “Next to the bed.”

I scrambled into position.

Rachel laid back on the bed, and the first man stepped between her legs. She opened for him like a flower blooming—ready, dripping, shameless.

He didn’t hesitate.

He slid inside her with one long, deep thrust.

Rachel moaned—loud, unfiltered—and my whole body shuddered. I could see it all in the mirror: her legs wrapped around his waist, her breasts bouncing with every thrust, her mouth hanging open in bliss. The second man stood beside the bed, stroking himself as he watched.

Rachel reached for him, pulling him closer, stroking his cock before sucking the tip into her mouth with greedy moans. She was radiant, filthy, perfect.

And I was kneeling again, watching it all like the desperate little sissy I was.

But this time was different. This time, Rachel looked at me and whispered, “Come here.”

I crawled closer on shaking hands and knees then came to stand above her, seeing every inch of the man move in and out of her. She reached out, wrapped her hand around my cage, and squeezed.

My breath hitched. I whimpered.

She pulled me close and kissed me again. “You’ve been such a good girl this trip,” she whispered. “Do you want to cum?”

I nodded, eyes wide, lip trembling.

She grinned. “Then you’ll get to cum,” she said softly, “after I do. At least twice.”

My breath hitched, heart pounding in my ears.

Rachel turned her attention back to the second man, her hand wrapping around his cock as she pulled him toward her with an eager, practiced grace.

“Now,” she purred, lips parting, “where were we?”

She took him into her mouth with practiced hunger, her lips sealing tight around the shaft as her eyes fluttered shut. The wet sounds of her sucking filled the room, mingling with the low groans of the man fucking her from behind. She didn’t slow, didn’t pause—just opened wider, moaned deeper, let them both take from her like she was made for it.

I stayed on my knees, breathless, caged, and dripping with desire. I whimpered, as I watched both men fill Rachel from both ends, my hands balled into fists against the carpet. My cage pulsed with every thrust Rachel took, every obscene slurp of her mouth, every time she moaned like she was starving for cock.

I could barely think, could barely see straight. My whole body was locked in a state of trembling need, straining for release that wasn’t mine to claim.

But at least I finally I knew that I, too, would get what I craved tonight.

When she finally let me.


Chapter 5
Pleasure


Rachel hadn’t slowed down. She was on her back, legs parted wide, the man from the club buried deep inside her, pumping her full of cock like she was made for it. Her thighs were slick with sweat and cum, her hair a wild mess spread across the pillows. And she was loving it.

She moaned into the other man’s cock, still sucking it voraciously as he fucked her mouth. Her body was writhing on the bed, pleasure coursing through her as each man used her in synchronized strokes of sin.

My cage twitched with arousal as I watched her. I couldn’t look away. I didn’t want to.

Rachel turned her head lazily on the pillow and met my gaze. I could tell that she was pleased that I was watching so affectionately—so closely. I crept closer, biting my lips as I saw up close what was happening to her.

She moaned suddenly, louder than before—something raw, uncontrollable, the kind of sound that came from deep in the belly and couldn’t be faked. Her hips bucked upward as if electrified, and her whole body arched off the mattress, taut with ecstasy. Every muscle in her thighs quivered. Her toes curled. Her fingers clawed into the sheets, desperate to ground herself as the wave hit.

The man in her mouth grabbed a fistful of her hair and groaned, his cock pulsing as she gagged softly around the length of him—but she didn’t flinch. She didn’t stop. She kept sucking through it, moaning around him, using the vibrations of her climax to milk his cock like it was part of her pleasure.

Her eyes fluttered. Her mascara-smudged lashes barely held open as her face twisted in bliss. Her legs trembled, heels slipping on the sweat-slick sheets as her pussy clenched visibly around the cock buried inside her. Her body writhed, completely out of her own control—fucking back against him even as she came, as if she wanted to be filled deeper, used harder.

And then she shattered.

Her voice cracked around the cock in her mouth, a half-choked, half-sobbing cry of release. It was messy and primal. Her back bowed. Her pussy clenched visibly around the cock buried deep inside her, and she moaned again—muffled by the thick shaft in her throat.

Her orgasm rippled through her, shaking her in waves, slick gushing from her as the man fucking her groaned, grabbed her hips, and thrust in one final time.

He held her down, buried to the hilt, and came inside her with a grunt that filled the room. I saw the twitch of his cock as he spilled into her, pumping her full until it leaked out around him, dripping onto the sheets beneath her.

She smirked and reached down between her legs. The man inside her groaned as she squeezed around him, milking every inch of his cock with practiced, greedy skill.

Then her fingers dipped lower, moving inside. When she brought them back up, they were coated in slick white.

She held them up and beckoned me, slipping her swollen lips off the other man’s cock to give me her demands. “Come clean me.”

My whole body jolted. The shame, the thrill, the way she said it like it was a perfectly natural command. I leaned forward without hesitation, knees weak, thighs trembling, the skin between my legs still hot with lust, and sucked her fingers clean.

She smiled at me as my lips popped off, then she pointed down between her legs, telling me that I wasn’t yet done.

I crept between her legs, taking the place of the man who was now helping himself to the mini-bar. I grabbed her thighs, feeling the warmth of her orgasm still lingering.

“That’s it,” she cooed. “Taste what a real man gives a woman.”

The salty tang of semen and her juices filled my mouth. I gagged slightly at the intensity but swallowed it like it was communion. Her eyes sparkled above me.

“That’s my good little cumrag,” she whispered. “So eager. So useful in the bedroom when you know your place.”

I flushed with pride, my face buried in her slick folds, desperate for more praise.

She reached for my hair and gently guided me lower, back towards the mess between her thighs.

“But you’re not done yet. I told you to clean me. I want you to make me cum next.”

I gasped, my cage aching harder at the thought. But now I knew what she wanted and knew what I must do.

I bent forward, breath catching as I inhaled the scent of her orgasm—hot and ripe, thick with sex. She was soaked. Her inner thighs gleamed with it. Without wasting any more time I pressed my tongue between her lips and began to clean.

It was messy, overwhelming. My tongue moved in slow strokes, scooping and sucking, drinking in every filthy, sticky drop. I moaned into her pussy like it was the only thing I’d ever wanted. Like being her cleanup toy was an honor.

She moaned above me and tangled both hands in my hair. “That’s right, baby. Eat me. Get all of it. Make me shine again.”

The man who’d just filled her groaned from behind us, watching as I lapped at the cum he’d left inside her. He stroked himself slowly, shamelessly.

“You two are freaky,” he said softly, almost in awe.

Rachel laughed, her thighs tightening around my head. “Yes, and we love it.”

Her hips rolled up into my mouth, fucking my face as I cleaned her. I could feel more slickness spilling from her—whether it was his cum or her own arousal, I didn’t know, and I didn’t care. I wanted it. All of it.

“You love this, don’t you?” she panted. “Licking my used pussy. Feeling your cage throb while I get what you want.”

I moaned into her, nodding, my tongue moving faster. “I do, Mistress,” I gasped when I came up for air. “I love it. I love serving and pleasing you. I love everything.”

She cupped my cheek tenderly. “I know you do, sweetheart. That’s why I love you.”

Behind her, the second man stepped closer, his cock still rock hard. He knelt on the bed beside her and kissed her shoulder, then her neck, his hands sliding down her stomach toward her hips.

“I want a turn,” he said, breath hot against her skin, not wanting to be forgotten.

Rachel tilted her head back and gave him a languid, satisfied smile. “Soon.”

Her word gave me a sense of urgency, as if she was waiting on me to receive more of the pleasure she really wanted. I gripped her thighs tighter, moved my head lower, and worked my tongue faster.

Her body began twitching with every lick. Her hands clutched the sheets, her voice broken and breathless.

“Fuck, yes… god, yes.”

I watched from below, licking and nuzzling, feeling the tremors of her second orgasm building against my tongue.

When it hit, it was spectacular.

Her thighs clamped around my head. Her whole body convulsed. She cried out loud, writhing beneath me as I continued, not stopping until I felt her whole body relax.

And then she did something that made me want to sob with devotion. She reached down and stroked my hair, gently. Like I’d just done something truly worthy. Like I’d served her well.

“My good girl,” she said softly. “That was two. Now it’s your turn.”


Chapter 6
Rewards


My breath caught.

Her words hit harder than a slap. Now it’s your turn.

For a moment, I just stared up at her, lips wet with her slick, hair stuck to my cheeks, unsure if I’d actually heard her right. My cage throbbed in response, pulsing against my skin with desperate urgency. My whole body was flushed, wired, waiting.

Rachel smirked. “I think someone’s been very patient,” she said sweetly, brushing my hair back with her fingers. “Wouldn’t you agree?”

The second man—still hard, still waiting—let out a low laugh. “Extremely.”

Rachel turned her head toward him. “She’s yours now. Do whatever you like.”

He nodded, eyes flicking over me like I was a decadent treat finally unwrapped. “You sure know how to throw a party.”

Rachel leaned back against the pillows with a lazy stretch. “Just wait till you see how she moans.”

The man stood beside the bed and extended a hand. I took it with trembling fingers, and he guided me up onto all fours like I weighed nothing. I could feel his cock brush against my thigh, thick and slick with precum, and I shivered. My cage twitched, aching, soaking with anticipation.

He moved behind me, palms roaming over my ass, slipping my panties down to my thighs, then spreading me open. His touch wasn’t tentative—he knew what he was doing. My plug was long gone, and Rachel had left me loose and needy. I whimpered as he teased his tip against my entrance, rubbing slow circles before pushing inside.

It burned.

It stretched.

And it felt so fucking good.

He grabbed my hips and drove forward in a single stroke, burying himself to the hilt. I gasped, hands clutching at the sheets, my face flushed as the pressure exploded through my body. My cage pressed hard against the bed, grinding against my leaking sissy clit with every thrust. Every inch of him made me feel full in a way nothing else ever had. I whimpered, shuddered, and pressed back against him, desperate to feel him even deeper.

Rachel sat up and watched, her eyes half-lidded, a lazy smirk painted across her face.

“God, look at you,” she murmured. “Getting fucked like a real little slut once again? I’m too good to you.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I gasped, voice shaking as the man pounded into me, deeper, harder. “I wanted it so badly. I needed it.”

“Then shouldn’t you thank me?”

“Thank you, Mistress.”

She purred with approval. “That’s better.”

The man’s rhythm picked up, his fingers digging into my hips as he used me with pure, selfish focus. He didn’t care how I looked or sounded—he just wanted to fuck. I was nothing but a hole to him. And somehow, that made me feel more cherished than anything.

Rachel slid closer, her hand wrapping gently around my throat from the front. She didn’t squeeze—just held me there, a reminder.

“You’re going to cum for me, aren’t you?” she whispered into my ear.

“Yes, Mistress,” I moaned. “Please—please let me…”

He slammed into me again. And again. And again.

My cage ground harder into the mattress. My body burned. My eyes rolled back.

Rachel leaned in close. “Cum for me, my sweet little thing. Cum in your cage while he uses you. While he makes you feel like the woman you want to be.”

I screamed. Her words, his thrusts, the feeling of my cage grinding against the bed.

My orgasm tore through me, electric and violent, my body seizing as cum spilled out of the cage in hot, desperate pulses. I sobbed with relief, shaking under the weight of it, every nerve on fire. My thighs quaked. My arms collapsed beneath me.

But he wasn’t done.

He grunted, slowed just enough to reposition, then grabbed my hair and pulled me upright onto my knees. My back arched against his chest as he pounded upward, angling deeper, harder. The position sent shocks of sensation through my body, my caged cock twitching from the aftershocks, my breath catching with every brutal thrust.

“She’s still squeezing me,” he growled.

“Of course she is,” Rachel purred. “She’s always so greedy for cock after she cums.”

I whimpered, tears forming at the corners of my eyes. I didn’t want it to stop. I didn’t want it to ever stop.

His hand moved from my hip to my throat, mimicking Rachel’s grip, and for one blissful, terrifying moment I felt their control on either side—her eyes watching, his cock driving deep, both of them possessing me.

I belonged to them.

And then he pulled out.

He shoved me forward, pressing my face into the sheets as he finished with fast, harsh strokes of his hand. Hot ropes of cum splashed across my lower back, coating me, marking me. I gasped at the feeling, twitching from overstimulation, my caged cock still leaking from the last orgasm.

I collapsed fully, face down, drooling into the sheets, my thighs shaking uncontrollably.

Used. Caged. Finished.

And utterly fulfilled.

Rachel kissed my shoulder, then my temple. “That’s my good girl,” she whispered. “That’s exactly how I wanted you.”

I whimpered softly, barely able to speak. “Thank you, Mistress.”

“Shhh.” She stroked my hair. “You did beautifully.”

She didn’t unlock me.

She didn’t clean me.

She just laid beside me, tangled with me, proud of what I’d become.

And I knew, with aching clarity, that I would never want to be anything else again.


Sissified To Be Her Cuckold
PART 11: FULLY FEMINIZED AND FREE



Chapter 1
Dressed to Impress


The dress lay on the bed like a promise. Soft pink. Almost bridal. Delicate in a way that made me feel even more exposed than if it had been tight or revealing. It didn’t command the room. It asked to be touched. It looked like something meant for a spoiled little princess, or a doll who’d never known anything but obedience.

Rachel had chosen it, of course. Just like she’d chosen the lacy pink lingerie I wore beneath it. The balconette bra with its scalloped trim. The matching panties, high-cut and sheer. The garter belt clipped to the pale stockings hugging my legs. Every inch of me had been selected, sculpted, made ready for display.

And tonight was the night.

Rachel’s company ball. Not some office holiday party. This was the event. The one I’d only heard whispers about back when I was still… him. Before I ever imagined I could be brought to something like this. Before I belonged to her.

I was going as her guest. No—her partner. Her submissive. Her secret.

I stared at the dress, still too afraid to slip it on. My heart beat fast, my fingers trembling as I double-checked my makeup in the mirror for the fifth time. I’d gone soft with it—peachy cheeks, glossy pink lips, a smoky little wing at the corners of my eyes that made my lashes look impossibly long. I looked… feminine. Exquisite. Unreal.

And terrified.

The bedroom smelled like perfume and candle wax. My curling iron was still cooling on the counter. My lipstick sat open beside the earrings I hadn’t dared put on yet—delicate rose quartz drops in a little gold setting. Just enough to make me feel owned.

Rachel had told me to get ready early.

“I want you to take your time,” she’d said that morning, brushing my hair with slow, methodical strokes. “I want to know that every part of you was prepared just for me.”

I had. God, I had. I’d shaved slow, scrubbed with rose-scented body wash, moisturized every inch. I’d lotioned and powdered and painted myself into someone beautiful.

And now I was standing in the bedroom, heart thudding against my ribs, too afraid to put the dress on.

What if they knew?

What if they laughed at me?

What if I embarrassed my mistress?

But deeper than the fear was something worse—something hotter.

What if they didn’t?

What if they looked at me and just saw a pretty girl on the arm of a powerful woman?

What if they flirted?

What if I let them?

I was still in that spiral when I heard the door open behind me.

“You’re not dressed,” Rachel said, her tone amused but low, that dangerous purr that made me clench without thinking.

I turned around fast. “I—I was about to⁠—”

She stepped inside, shutting the door with a quiet click. She was already dressed, of course. Her gown was black and sleek, hugging her curves like sin, the slit up one thigh revealing just enough to make my knees go weak. Her hair was twisted into a smooth chignon. Her lipstick was blood red.

As usual, she looked like a goddess.

Rachel crossed the room without rushing, every click of her heels sending a jolt straight down my spine. She picked up the dress from the bed and ran her fingers down the fabric like she was inspecting merchandise.

“Come here,” she said softly. “Arms up.”

I stepped into place, breath held, and lifted my arms. The fabric slid over my skin like a sigh, settling around me in layers. She adjusted the bodice slowly, smoothing it over my breasts, her hands lingering just long enough to make me bite my lip. Then she reached around behind me and pulled the zipper up—inch by inch—until it stopped just below my shoulder blades.

With each tug, I felt like she was sealing me in. Like the version of me I’d lived in all day—nervous, exposed, uncertain—was being wrapped tight in satin and turned into something else entirely.

Her hands didn’t move away when the zipper reached the top. They flattened against my waist, then slid around my hips, pulling me close until I could feel the shape of her body against my back.

“You look good enough to eat,” she whispered, her breath brushing the shell of my ear.

My knees went weak from her words, but had just enough strength to let her turn me toward the mirror. I stared at my reflection and swallowed hard. I was beautiful.

Rachel picked up the earrings I’d left behind and clipped them into place. Her touch was so gentle it made my stomach flip. Like she was dressing me for slaughter. Or worship. Or both.

“You know what tonight means,” she said softly.

I nodded. “Yes, Mistress.”

Her hands rested lightly on my shoulders. “I’m introducing you to people I’ve worked with for years. People I command in meetings. People who respect me.”

I swallowed. “Do they know about me?”

“Some of them,” she said. “Most of them? No. But by the end of tonight, they’ll all know exactly what you are.”

I felt my breath catch. “And what am I?” I whispered.

Her lips brushed my cheek. “Mine.”

That single word made my whole body light up. My legs pressed together, my cheeks flushed, my chest squeezed tight with need.

She bent down and picked up the little pearl clutch she’d chosen for me and tucked it into my hand like she was arming me with something fragile.

“Smile for them,” she said. “Be charming. Let them look at you. Let them wonder.”

“And if someone flirts?”

Rachel smiled. “Let them. Tease them. I want them to see what they can’t have.” Her hand curled around my chin and tilted my face upward so I couldn’t look anywhere but at her. “And if I do let someone have a taste,” she murmured, “it will be because I want them to.”

I whimpered.

She kissed me—slow, indulgent, full of promise—and then stepped back with a gleam in her eye.

“Our chariot awaits,” she said. “Let’s show them who you belong to.”


Chapter 2
Our Entrance


The car was sleek. Of course it was. Rachel didn’t do anything halfway.

It wasn’t a stretch limo, but it was close—black, polished, silent as it pulled up to the curb. The driver stepped out and opened the rear door like he knew who he was collecting: not just a couple, but someone important. Rachel slid in first, a vision in her black dress, crossing her legs like she was settling onto a throne. She didn’t look back when she gestured for me to follow.

I gathered my skirts and stepped inside, heart beating fast. The seat was warm. The lights inside dim. There was a bottle of champagne waiting in a silver bucket, already sweating from the cold.

Rachel didn’t reach for it—she reached for me.

“You’re trembling,” she said, resting her hand on my thigh. “Nervous?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Her lips curled. “You should be.”

I swallowed hard. She didn’t move her hand.

The dress was thick but the way she touched me—it didn’t matter. She knew how to find the edge of my garter strap without even trying. She traced the curve of my thigh through the satin, slow and idle, like petting her favorite toy. I kept my legs pressed together, my hands folded in my lap, desperate not to wriggle even as my body betrayed me with warmth and want.

Rachel’s eyes lingered on my face. “You remember your rules?”

I nodded quickly. “Smile. Curtsy if someone’s rude. Let them look, but only flirt if you let me.”

She raised a brow. “If I let you.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“And if someone touches you?”

I hesitated. “I pull away unless… unless you’ve given permission.”

Her hand squeezed my thigh. “Good girl.”

My stomach fluttered.

She picked up the champagne and poured two glasses. The soft fizz filled the car. She handed me one and clinked her glass to mine. “To your debut, my love,” she said, voice velvet-wrapped and sharp. “To showing the world what my perfectly trained partner looks like.”

I flushed all the way to my ears as I took a sip. The bubbles tickled my tongue. It tasted expensive—crisp and just a little sweet.

The rest of the ride passed in a kind of haze. Rachel didn’t say much, but she didn’t stop touching me either. Her fingers traced idle patterns against my thigh, her gaze occasionally flicking to my profile like she was assessing her masterpiece before it went on display. I stared out the tinted window, trying to calm my breathing, but the city lights just made my nerves worse.

And then there was the hotel. Massive, golden and lit up like a dream. There were valets at the front, guests stepping out in gowns and tuxedos, flashes of sequins and silk and cologne-heavy air. I could already hear the music drifting out the double doors—soft, classical, elegant. The kind of sound that made people straighten their backs and pretend they belonged.

Our car rolled to a stop and Rachel took my glass and set it aside, then leaned in to whisper, “Smile, sweetheart. You’re about to make your grand entrance.”

The door opened. A hand reached in—white-gloved—and Rachel stepped out with the confidence of a woman who ran boardrooms by day and broke girls like me by night.

Then it was my turn. I took her hand as she helped me out, the dress billowing slightly with the movement, the chiffon catching in the breeze like a sigh. The night air hit my skin and I realized, suddenly, how exposed I felt. Not naked. Worse. Vulnerable.

My heels clicked against the pavement. Heads turned.

I wasn’t imagining it. People were looking. At me.

Rachel curled her arm around my waist like it was second nature. Not possessive. Not theatrical. Just… hers. Like she’d done it a thousand times. And in a way, she had.

Inside, the hotel lobby was breathtaking. Marble floors. Crystal chandeliers. Velvet drapes framing golden mirrors. Every detail screamed wealth and control.

We passed through the main hall and toward a grand staircase leading up to the ballroom. I felt every step in my legs, my spine straight, my heart hammering like it wanted to escape my ribcage.

At the top of the stairs, the doors stood open. People milled in small clusters, champagne in hand, laughter soft and knowing.

Rachel paused just before we entered. She leaned in close. “You belong here.”

I nodded.

“Say it.”

“I belong here.”

“Good girl.”

Then we stepped inside.

The ballroom was glowing. Candlelight and gold and soft orchestral music wrapped around us like a spell. People turned as Rachel entered. Some greeted her with familiarity. Others paused with curiosity.

But every eye seemed to flick to me and Rachel did nothing to explain me right away.

She let them wonder. Let them guess.

She walked me straight to the bar, her arm still looped around me, her fingers grazing the bare skin of my back as she ordered two glasses of champagne. She handed me mine and finally turned to face me fully, her voice low, just for me.

“Now, sweetheart. Mingle. Smile. Dance if you’re asked. But don’t forget to whom you belong.”

I looked up at her. “I couldn’t if I tried.”

She smiled then someone tapped her shoulder—an elegant man in a tuxedo with silver at his temples and a wedding ring that didn’t stop his gaze from sliding to me.

“Rachel,” he said smoothly. “You didn’t tell me you were bringing someone tonight.”

Her hand gripped my waist just slightly tighter.

“I thought it was time.”


Chapter 3
Dancing


Rachel’s arm didn’t budge from my waist. “This is Sarah,” she said simply, her tone cool and measured, like that answered everything.

The man’s eyes lingered. Not leering, not crude. Just assessing. The way men do when they’re used to getting what they want.

“I see,” he said, and held out a hand. “Matthew King.”

I recognized his name and knew he was more than just a coworker, he was the CEO of the company which made him Rachel’s direct boss. My fingers trembled as I placed mine in his. “Nice to meet you,” I said, trying to keep my voice from shaking. “Sir.”

The smile that flickered across his face made my skin tighten. Rachel didn’t say anything. Just sipped her champagne and watched.

I didn’t know what to do. I stood there like a doll between them—perfect posture, painted lips, warm champagne in one hand. I knew I looked like something made for show. I was.

But standing next to Rachel, I still felt protected. Grounded.

That changed the moment she let go.

“I see someone I need to speak to,” she murmured, brushing a kiss against my temple. “Stay here. Talk. Or dance. Or don’t. Enjoy yourself, Sarah.”

My stomach dropped. She was leaving me? Just like that?

Before I could answer, she turned and drifted into the crowd—her dress like a streak of ink in the sea of glitter and gold, leaving me alone.

With him.

Mr. King—or Matthew—didn’t seem surprised. “Well,” he said smoothly, “now that we’re not chaperoned, would you care to dance?”

I blinked. “I—I don’t know how.”

“You’re lying,” he said, his grin widening just enough to crinkle the corners of his eyes. “Any girl who looks like you can dance. Come on. One song.”

My feet moved before I said yes, his hand pulling me towards the center of the ballroom. The dance floor was alive now, the string quartet playing something soft and sweeping. Couples moved in slow, elegant circles beneath the chandeliers. I felt like I’d stumbled into a dream—and I was the girl they were all watching, whispering about. The girl in pink.

Matthew’s hand slid around my waist, the other holding my fingers lightly. He led easily, effortlessly. I followed.

We didn’t speak for the first minute. I was too aware of everything. His hand. My breath. The feel of his fingers barely pressing the small of my back.

And the way he looked at me. He didn’t know. He couldn’t know. But he looked at me like he did.

“You’re very lovely,” he said after a moment, his voice low. “Though I suppose you already know that.”

My cheeks flushed. “I don’t. I mean—thank you.”

“Rachel has exquisite taste,” he murmured. “But this is new for her. I’ve never seen her bring anyone to a company event.”

I didn’t know what to say. I didn’t know what I could say.

“She’s proud of you,” he added. “You can see it.”

“Thank you.”

The song ended, but he didn’t let go.

“Another?”

I nodded, curious to hear more about my wife in the work place, but also curious of him. My head was spinning, but my body didn’t want to stop. I felt warm, dizzy. Desired.

We danced again. This one slower.

I felt so exposed dancing with him. I could feel everyone’s eyes on me, watching me, judging me, but it was only one set of eyes that mattered. Rachel’s. And I could feel them searing me with a deep heat.

His hand moved just slightly. Lower. More sure of itself. He didn’t ask permission—but he didn’t need to. Or did he?

Rachel hadn’t explicitly given us permission, but she had left me with him. She had told me to talk and dance with him, did she intend for more to happen? Did he?

“You’ve made quite an impression,” he murmured, his fingers grazing the bare skin of my back where the dress dipped low. “I think half the room is wondering where Rachel found you.”

I looked up at him. “And the other half?”

He smiled. “I think they’re wondering if they can have you.”

That should’ve scared me—but it didn’t. It made my thighs press closer together beneath the swish of satin.

When the song ended he finally released me.

“Thank you for the dances,” I said, breathless.

“Don’t disappear,” he replied, and brushed a kiss against my knuckles. “I hope to see you again real soon.”

I stood frozen as he walked away, the space around me suddenly too large, too bright. I found the nearest wall and leaned against it, heart pounding, cock pulsing.

I wasn’t just aroused—I was aching. From nothing more than being touched, admired, flirted with, and seen. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d felt this… wanted. Not used. Not commanded. Desired.

And then, like magic, Rachel appeared at my side again, slipping a hand around my waist like she’d never left.

“Good girl,” she whispered against my ear. “I watched the whole thing.”

I turned to look at her, shame and heat flooding my cheeks. “You did?”

Her smile was slow. “You looked like you belonged to him.”

“I didn’t mean to.”

“I know, sweetheart. It’s not a bad thing.”

Her fingers slipped down to rest just below my waist.

“That’s what makes it so perfect.”


Chapter 4
Permission


Rachel’s hand stayed on my lower back, her fingers gently tracing the line where my dress met bare skin. She didn’t speak right away—just held me there, letting the moment hang between us like silk.

“I watched the way you looked at him,” she said finally, her voice low and rich.

“I—I didn’t mean⁠—”

“Shh,” she murmured. “You didn’t do anything wrong. You were beautiful.”

I blinked at her.

Rachel turned to face me, wine glass in hand now, her eyes glittering in the ballroom light. “You don’t even see it, do you? The way they watch you. The way they want you. You were floating. You looked like a fantasy.”

My throat was dry. I didn’t know what to say. Everything I felt was a contradiction—shame and pride, heat and hesitation, the thrill of being wanted and the fear of wanting it too much.

“You are a fantasy—your own fantasy. You’re everything you’ve ever wanted, everything you were ever meant to be,” she purred, her words making my chest surge with pride.

“I just… I didn’t expect to feel so…” I searched for the word.

“Free?” she offered.

I nodded.

She smiled. “I know.”

I glanced across the room. Matthew was laughing with someone now, but his gaze flicked to me—just once. And it landed like a hand on my thigh.

I looked back at Rachel. “Is this what you wanted?”

Her brow lifted, shoulders shrugging. “What do you want?”

My stomach dropped.

“I don’t know,” I whispered.

She stepped closer, crowding into me until her lips were nearly at my ear. “Then maybe it’s time to find out.”

I froze.

Rachel took a slow sip of her drink and leaned back, her expression calm, unbothered. “Go get some air,” she said. “Touch up your lipstick. Fix your hair. Let them miss you.”

I hesitated. “Where will you be?” I asked.

Her smile was dangerous. “Around. I have lots of business to handle. You enjoy yourself. Do as you please.”

She kissed the corner of my mouth—soft, warm, possessive—and then she was gone again, swallowed by the glittering sea of gowns and tuxedos and murmured conversation.

I stood there for a moment, reeling. Then I did as I was told.

The powder room was down a side hallway, all marble and mirrors and perfume-laced silence. There were women inside, adjusting straps, reapplying gloss, whispering about husbands and meetings and who had done what with whom.

No one noticed me. Maybe that was what gave me the courage to lean into the mirror and pull out the lipstick Rachel had chosen. The same pink as my dress. I reapplied slowly, carefully, watching my reflection with an almost feverish focus.

I looked flushed. Kissed. My heart still hadn’t slowed.

When I emerged, the hallway was quiet—but someone was waiting.

He was standing just to the side of the doorway, one hand in his pocket, the other holding a crystal tumbler filled with amber liquor. He wasn’t looking at me at first. Just down the hall, like he’d been waiting long enough to get bored—but not long enough to leave.

My breath caught the moment he turned. It was him. Mr. King. Matthew.

“Sarah,” he said, nodding like we’d simply picked up where we left off.

I froze, hand tightening on my little pearl clutch. “Mr. King.”

He smiled, slow and smooth. “Call me Matthew.”

My heart was pounding. “Were you—were you waiting for someone?”

“I was,” he said, and took a slow sip of his drink. “You.”

My mouth went dry.

He looked me over, openly this time. The low lighting didn’t hide anything—the blush on my cheeks, the way my dress shifted when I breathed, the nervous flick of my tongue over freshly glossed lips.

“Rachel said you might be here.”

“She did?”

“She said you might want some air. Or… company.”

The hallway stretched quiet around us. He took a step closer, and something in his gaze shifted.

“She said tonight was for you. To celebrate you and all that you’ve become.”

My whole body flushed. My instinct was to pull away. To step back. To say no.

But I didn’t.

Because she had said that. She’d told me to smile. To let them look. To explore.

She’d told me the night was mine.

And now, standing in front of me, was her boss. The man who had danced with me like I was something rare. Who had watched me with hungry, practiced eyes. Who knew exactly who Rachel was—and still looked at me like he might want to take something she claimed.

I didn’t say yes. I didn’t have to.

I took a step closer. Then another. Until I was standing right in front of him.

“I don’t know what Rachel told you,” I whispered.

“She didn’t have to tell me anything.” He leaned in slightly, breath warm against my temple. “She gave me permission.”


Chapter 5
Feeling Seen


The hallway was carpeted and quiet, lined with heavy framed art and discreet gold sconces casting pools of warm light. I walked beside Matthew in silence, the muffled sound of our footsteps the only thing I could hear above the roar in my chest.

I didn’t know where we were going. That wasn’t true. I did know. And I didn’t stop. I followed him like I belonged to him already.

He didn’t speak. He didn’t touch me. But every few steps, he glanced at me—just a flick of his eyes, assessing, watching. Like he was studying me. Or waiting for me to run.

I didn’t.

At the end of the hallway, he stopped in front of a door. 927. One of the executive rooms, of course. The kind reserved for partners, VIPs, people who mattered.

He pulled a key card from his inner jacket pocket and swiped it. The reader blinked green. Beep. Click.

He opened the door but didn’t step through. Just held it wide and looked at me.

I hesitated. Only for a second. Then I stepped through.

The room smelled like luxury—clean linen and candle wax, old wood and something floral I couldn’t name. It was big. Subtle, tasteful, expensive. A small living room opened up before me, with cream-colored chairs and a low velvet sofa. Past that was a bedroom framed in gold and navy, the bed perfectly made, the pillows fluffed and untouched.

It was too quiet. Too intimate.

I stopped just inside the door, unsure of where to stand, what to do. My fingers tightened on the little pearl clutch in my hands, and I heard the soft click of the door shutting behind me, the lock sliding home.

Matthew stepped in slowly, calm and unbothered, as if this were the most natural thing in the world. As if bringing someone like me—dressed in pink, trembling in heels and gloss—into a private suite was part of his evening routine.

“I didn’t expect you to follow,” he said casually, slipping off his jacket and draping it over the back of a chair. “But I hoped you would.”

I turned to face him, my throat dry. “Did Rachel really send you?”

He smiled at that. “Does it matter?”

“Yes.”

“Then yes,” he said, and poured himself a drink from a bottle of amber liquor on the sideboard. “She said the night was yours. That you should be… encouraged to explore.”

His voice made the word explore sound like something indecent.

I took a slow breath. Though I had many experiences with men before, never had any of them been without Rachel by my side, telling me exactly what to do. While I couldn’t deny the pleasure that I felt from those experiences, I knew that Rachel’s demands were part of the arousal.

But she had approved it. She had encouraged it. So perhaps she was still by my side in spirit.

“I’ve never done anything quite like this,” I muttered.

“I know.”

“You don’t know me.”

He took a sip and smirked. “Don’t I?”

I flushed. “You don’t know what I am.”

He stepped closer. “I know what I see.”

I backed up half a step and hit the wall. My back straightened.

“What do you see?”

His gaze swept over me, slow and hot and deliberate. From the loose curls in my hair to the soft pink flush on my cheeks, the gloss on my lips, the satin of the dress.

“I see someone who wants to feel beautiful, desired—taken,” he said.

He struck a chord within me, making my legs wobble, and taking my breath away.

“You looked so poised earlier,” he murmured. “So trained. But under all that polish, there’s something trembling. Something desperate.”

I didn’t answer. I couldn’t.

His hand came up—not to touch me, but to trace the air an inch from my face. Like he was drawing a line around my cheekbone, memorizing it.

“Rachel told me you’ve come a long way. That she built you from something raw. And now look at you.”

I could barely breathe. He knew.

He leaned in slowly, his breath warm against my temple, just shy of a kiss.

“I’ve always wanted to be with someone like you,” he whispered. “Someone brave, someone who understands what they really want, who they really are.”

His fingers brushed my bare shoulder, light as a whisper. I shivered.

“But still so reserved, so humble about their beauty. It’s like you ache to be seen.”

“I do,” I breathed.

“I see you.”

I looked up at him. “Do you?”

He nodded once. “Clear as day.”

His hand settled on my waist. It was gentle and grounding, but sent shivers down my spine.

“I see a girl wanting to fit in. To believe they belong.”

“Yes.”

He tilted his head, and I could feel his gaze on my lips. “You’re beautiful and you do.”

I didn’t speak. I leaned in.

Or maybe he did.

Either way, the space between us vanished—and then we were kissing. His lips were firm, confident, hungry without being cruel. His hand slipped from my waist to the small of my back, pulling me close until my chest was flush against his, my breath caught somewhere between a gasp and a moan.

The kiss deepened. It wasn’t gentle anymore. It was a claiming.

His tongue swept against mine, teasing, tasting, demanding more. My fingers curled into his shirt, my body melting into his without permission. I moaned into his mouth, and his hand tightened at my back, pulling me tighter, as if he’d been waiting for that sound.

When he finally pulled away, I was breathless. Dizzy. Ruined.

He looked at me like he already knew how I’d taste. How I’d sound. How I’d beg.

But he didn’t push. He stepped back instead. Picked up his glass. Took a long, slow sip.

“I’ll give you a moment,” he said. “To think about what you want.”

Then he sat in one of the armchairs, legs crossed, watching me with calm, quiet heat.

Waiting for me to decide.


Chapter 6
Good Girl


Ididn’t wait. I didn’t think. I just jumped.

One second I was frozen at the edge of the room, trembling in pink satin, and the next I was on top of him—straddling his lap, kissing him like I was starving. His hands caught me instantly, strong and greedy, one at my waist, the other in my hair. My skirt rode high as I ground down against his cock, and fuck, he was hard. Thick and ready. The pressure of him against my cage made me gasp.

“You needy little slut,” he growled into my mouth. “I knew you’d be like this.”

I moaned and rocked against him, the friction maddening, completely useless. He pulled back just long enough to look me over—my messy curls, smeared gloss, panting mouth—and then?

He ripped my dress in half.

Literally grabbed the neckline and tore it like tissue. The sound of it made me flinch—and then flush.

“Fuck,” he muttered.

I was practically bare underneath. Just the baby-pink lingerie Rachel had picked out for me. Lacy and skimpy, adhered to my skin with sweat and lust. It framed my chest like I had something worth showing and clung to my tucked little bulge like it was decoration, not function.

He groped me hard. Everywhere.

Hands on my chest, my waist, my hips, my ass. He manhandled me like I was his. Like he couldn’t decide where to touch first. I squealed when he bit at my neck, sharp and messy, leaving wet red marks all the way down my chest.

“God, you’re so soft, so delicate,” he said, running his tongue over the curve of my breast form.

I whimpered from his touch—so different than any I had felt before.

He stood suddenly, lifting me like I weighed nothing. I clung to his shoulders, breath caught in my throat, and he tossed me onto the bed. I landed on my stomach with a bounce and barely had time to squeal before he flipped me over and yanked me onto my knees.

“I want that ass up,” he said. “Show me what you’ve been trained for.”

My face burned. My heart pounded. I felt so exposed—knees wide, shoulders down, my tiny pink cage tucked tight between my thighs. He reached between my legs and unsnapped the crotch strap of my lingerie, popping each little button like he’d done it before.

The lace peeled open and I was his.

“Ohhh yeah,” he said, palming both cheeks. “Now this is what a good little girl looks like.”

He spread me with both hands, slow and wide. I shuddered as cool air hit my hole.

“Look at that. Tight and pink and just waiting.”

I buried my face in the sheets and moaned as his finger traced the rim. I gasped. My back arched. My hips twitched backward without meaning to.

“You want it here?” he asked, mocking.

“Yes,” I breathed.

I cried out as one finger pushed in. He worked it slowly, opening me, stroking deeper. Then two. Then a stretch that made my eyes roll back.

I was shaking, cage leaking, thighs slick.

He pulled his fingers out and wiped them down the inside of my thigh. “Good and ready,” he said.

I heard the rustle of fabric. His zipper. The sound of his cock coming free. And then—I felt him.

Pressing. Thick. Relentless.

He didn’t ask again—he didn’t need to. He just took me. Slow at first, stretching me open, then harder. Deeper. My fingers clenched the sheets. My mouth opened in a silent scream. “Ohhh fuck, yes⁠—”

He grabbed my hips and slammed forward. Balls slapping. Skin on skin. Me, nothing but wet gasps and whimpers as he used me like I was built for it.

Because I was.

I felt every inch of him. Felt my hole squeeze around him. Felt my pathetic little cage twitch as my prostate lit up like fire.

“You like getting used like this?” he grunted.

“Y-yes, sir⁠—!”

“Does this make you feel like a real woman?”

“Yes! Please don’t stop⁠—!”

He pulled my hair. Fucked me harder. Groaned deep as his cock throbbed inside me.

“Take it,” he growled. “Take every inch like the good little slut you were made to be.”

I was whining, gasping, drooling into the sheets. My body rocked under every thrust, my ass stinging from how hard he gripped it. My cage was aching. Every stroke against my prostate sent another jolt through me.

He let go of my hair just long enough to slap my ass—hard. The sound cracked through the room. I yelped, then moaned like a fucking whore.

“Such a tight fucking hole,” he panted. “Can’t believe your wife trained you this well.”

“She wanted me like this,” I panted. “Pretty. Obedient. Ready to be used.” I let out a cry as he thrust harder in me. “But I wanted it, too. I needed it.”

He reached around and grabbed my chest, pulling me upright against his.

“And now you’re better than ever,” he whispered into my ear. “You’re perfect.”

My whole body seized. My cock tried to swell in its cage, but it couldn’t—just leaked, twitching pathetically. I was shaking.

“Fuck me,” I begged. “Please, more—make me yours.”

He didn’t answer with words. He just held me there—hips grinding, breath hot against my neck, cock pulsing deep inside me.

I was clenching so hard I could barely breathe. Every thrust lit me up, raw and aching and perfect.

“I need it,” I gasped. “This is who I am.” My voice cracked. My body shook.

He groaned—louder, deeper—and slammed in one last time, cock twitching hard inside me.

And then he came.

Spilled into me in hot, thick waves, panting against my back as he pumped every drop in.

The feeling was overwhelming. Everything tonight was—the dress, the attention, the praise, the desire. I thought about it all as I felt him climax, then I came too.

I collapsed forward. Breathless. Used. Perfect.

And then—click. The door opened.

I froze, but Matthew didn’t.

He sat up slowly, zipping his pants. Calm. Like this was all just part of the plan.

Because it was.

Rachel stepped inside like she owned the place. Black gown still flawless. Lips red. Not angry. Not surprised. Smiling.

“Well,” she said, heels clicking toward the bed, “looks like everything went according to schedule.”

I tried to cover myself, I tried to speak and explain myself, but I couldn’t do either.

Matthew looked at her and grinned. “You were right,” he said. “She’s something special.”

Rachel crossed her arms and leaned against the wall. “I told you.”

He adjusted his cufflinks like he was leaving a meeting. “You have the promotion.”

Rachel’s smile widened. “Good.”

He walked past her with a final nod. “I can only hope that you can transform and train the company as well as you did her.”

“I will.”

The door shut behind him and Rachel turned to me. Slow, smug, and beaming. “You did so well, Sarah,” she said. “I’m proud of you.”

I blinked up at her, still flushed, still dripping, still throbbing from the inside out. “You… planned this?”

“Of course,” she said, sitting at the edge of the bed. “You think I’d let my sissy get fucked by my boss without approval?”

I whimpered, unsure of how to feel.

She kissed my forehead, soft, tender, full of affection.

“Don’t feel mad, dear. Tonight was perfect,” she assured me. “Tonight I wanted you to feel free, to feel feminine and beautiful, to feel your true potential as the woman that you’ve become. Did you feel that way?”

I nodded. I had.

“As you should,” she smiled, voice syrupy sweet. “And now that I’ve got the promotion, we can finally have everything we’ve dreamed of.”

Her hand slid over my thigh, fingers possessive, sure.

“You can be Sarah. Not just for me. Not just for tonight. But truly. Forever.”

She kissed my neck—soft, slow, claiming.

“You can live the life you were always meant for.”

Her lips brushed my chin.

“And I can finally have all of you. The real you.”

Then she kissed me—deep, warm, and certain—as my whole body melted into hers.

Suddenly it was official. I wasn’t Sam anymore.

I was Sarah. Forever.

And I was hers.


Sissified To Be Her Cuckold
PART 12: BECOMING FOREVER HERS



Chapter 1
Getaway


The world felt quiet out here. Not just the kind of quiet that came from being far away from cities or people, but the kind that wrapped around you and settled in your bones. A stillness. A hush. Like the earth itself was holding its breath.

We walked slowly, side by side, along a narrow gravel path that curled through the trees. Wildflowers brushed against my ankles, and the scent of pine mixed with something sweeter—honeysuckle, maybe, or lavender carried on the wind. The sun hung low in the sky behind us, casting everything in a golden glow that made the world look softer, more forgiving.

Rachel’s hand was warm in mine. Steady and sure. Every so often she would glance at me, and each time I felt the same little spark flutter in my chest. That familiar cocktail of affection, safety, and awe. After everything we’d been through—every transformation, every lesson, every dark, delicious challenge—this felt… different. Not softer, exactly. But deeper.

Today wasn’t about power. It was about devotion.

“It’s just up ahead,” she murmured, giving my hand a squeeze. “Come see.”

When the trees parted, I gasped. Nestled at the top of a low hill stood a cottage. Old-world stone and whitewashed wood, trimmed in delicate ivy and surrounded by endless fields of tall grass and wildflowers. It was like a dream. Or maybe like something from an old love story. The kind where the prince carries the bride away from the world and into something untouched and safe.

Except this wasn’t that kind of fairy tale. There was no prince. Only her. And me. And the truth we had built between us.

“You picked this?” I asked, breathless.

Rachel nodded, watching me closely. “Rented the whole thing out for the weekend. No guests. No interruptions. Just us.”

Just us.

The words echoed in my chest. Not because I was surprised—Rachel had a way of arranging the world without ever lifting the curtain—but because I knew how much it meant to her to say those words.

Just us.

Not me kneeling at her feet. Not her with a hand in someone else’s hair. Not a game. Not a scene.

Just us.

She led me up the path to the front door, which creaked open into a warm, golden-lit space that smelled like old wood. A fire crackled low in the hearth. The windows were open, letting in the sweet air and rustling leaves. There was a bottle of champagne in a silver bucket on the table, beside a pair of delicate crystal flutes. Strawberries dusted with sugar sat on a small porcelain plate.

It was quiet, romantic. Intimate.

“I… I don’t know what to say,” I whispered.

Rachel turned to me then, brushing my hair behind my ear. “You don’t have to say anything. This is all for us. For you. I wanted this to feel like the start of something… real.”

Tears pricked at the corners of my eyes.

“I wanted to give you a day where you didn’t have to perform,” she continued softly. “Where you didn’t have to worry about being a good girl or earning your pleasure or knowing your place. You’ve already done all that. You’ve become all that. This day is for the woman I see when I look at you. My love. My Sarah.”

The tears spilled, silent and hot, slipping down my cheeks. I threw my arms around her and held her close, burying my face in her neck. She smelled like vanilla, and she held me the way she always did—completely. Like there was nowhere else she needed to be.

“You made me feel beautiful,” I whispered. “Like… more than just yours. Like I’m someone worth loving.”

She leaned back, cupping my cheek in one palm. Her eyes were glassy, but her voice didn’t shake. “You are worth loving,” she said. “You always were. But now… now you can receive it. That’s what today is. A chance to be fully seen. Fully loved.”

I smiled through the tears. “Even in my cage?”

She smirked, her thumb brushing the corner of my lip.

“Especially in your cage.”

I laughed, a wet, shaky thing that turned into a soft sob. Rachel kissed me then—slow and sweet and deep. The kind of kiss that didn’t need to lead anywhere. The kind that said, I’m here. I choose you.

When we pulled apart, the air between us was warm and still. She nodded toward a low wooden rack in the corner of the room. Two hangers sat beneath sheer ivory cloth.

“Our wedding clothes,” she said, rising to her feet. “Come see.”

I followed her, heart pounding, and she peeled back the fabric to reveal the dress she’d chosen for me. My breath caught in my throat as she unzipped the first wardrobe bag.

A wedding dress.

Not just lingerie made to look bridal, not something for a photoshoot or a scene—but a real dress. A ceremonial dress. Soft ivory satin, intricate lace, delicate capped sleeves. Feminine and elegant. Real.

My knees almost buckled.

“You… you really want to marry me?” I whispered, stunned. “Like—actually marry me?”

Rachel turned to face me fully, her expression unshakable. Loving. Firm. “Of course I do. I want the world—our world—to know who you are. Who you belong to. And that I’m not just keeping you locked and serving in my home—I’m choosing you. As my wife. As my partner. As my Sarah.”

Tears welled in my eyes again. I looked back at the dress, then to her, still not quite believing it was real. “You’re serious,” I whispered.

She stepped closer, lifting my chin with two fingers. “I don’t do anything halfway, sweetheart. Not with you. Not today.”

I felt like my heart was about to crack open. I rushed to touch the dress, to make sure it was real and that I wasn’t dreaming.

It was delicate. White lace over soft satin, with sheer capped sleeves and a sweetheart neckline. Feminine and romantic, but not girlish. Something for a bride, not a doll. Beneath it hung a matching lace garter, white thigh-high stockings, and a silken pair of ivory panties—more decorative than practical, given what they’d need to cover. A corset and a pearl hair comb completed the look.

I pressed a hand to my mouth, gasping as I took it all in.

“I had it tailored to your measurements,” Rachel said, almost shyly. “Months ago.”

“You knew I’d say yes?”

“I knew you were ready.”

I turned to her, and the words tumbled out before I could stop them. “Will you help me dress?”

Her eyes darkened, and she reached for the zipper of my travel dress. “Of course, my love.”


Chapter 2
Preparations


She undressed me slowly, reverently, kissing each inch of skin as she revealed it. When she reached my cage, she paused, fingers grazing the small device with a kind of reverence. Then she knelt and kissed the tip, her lips soft and warm against the bulge.

“For luck,” she murmured.

I trembled as she stood up and began dressing me.

She started with the stockings, guiding me to sit on the edge of the bed. I lifted one leg, then the other, and she rolled each silky white stocking up with deliberate care, smoothing them over my calves and thighs like she was memorizing the feel of me. Her fingers grazed just under the hem of the lace, just enough to make me shiver.

“Hold still,” she said softly, fastening the garter straps in place. “You don’t need to do anything today. Just let me take care of you.”

I nodded, breath caught in my throat.

Next came the panties—thin and barely there, sheer enough to reveal the outline of the cage beneath. She slid them up my legs, her knuckles brushing over the pink device as she adjusted the front to lie flat.

“Still so obedient,” she whispered, pressing a kiss to my hip before rising.

The corset was next—creamy white satin with rows of tiny pearl buttons and ribbon lacing down the back. She stood behind me, wrapping it around my waist and drawing it tight inch by inch, humming under her breath as she did.

“Breathe in,” she said.

I did, and she pulled the laces with practiced hands, not harshly, but firmly—like she was sculpting me into something precious.

“Perfect,” she murmured once it was cinched. “Soft in all the right places. Just how I like you.”

She moved to the front of me, fastening the final buttons, then paused to stroke her fingers over my belly, my chest, my collarbone.

“You’ve never looked more like yourself.”

She lifted the dress with care, holding it open so I could step in. The satin whispered against my skin as she pulled it up, guiding it over my hips, easing the bodice into place with a precision that felt ritualistic. Like this wasn’t just clothing—it was armor.

Or maybe a gift-wrapped offering.

She adjusted the neckline with gentle hands, tugging it so it sat just right across my chest. Her thumbs smoothed the fabric down over my waist, then flared it slightly at the skirt.

She knelt again to fasten the tiny buttons that closed the back, her breath warm against my spine. I stood completely still, trembling slightly, caged and corseted and laced into something that made me feel whole.

When she finished, she stepped around me and took a long look, her eyes moving slowly over every detail. Then she reached for the pearl comb and carefully slipped it into my hair, tucking a loose curl into place behind my ear.

“There,” she whispered. “Now you’re ready.”

I stared at her, lips parted, unsure whether I was about to cry or beg or kneel.

She smiled and touched my cheek. “You look like everything I ever wanted.” Her expression softened. “Beautiful.”

I turned to the mirror and saw myself.

Not Sam. Not a toy. Not a maid.

A bride.

Her bride.

Rachel dressed more quickly. A tailored black suit with a silver pocket square and a black lace bra peeking out beneath her jacket. Her heels clicked softly against the wood floor as she approached me, tilting my chin to meet her eyes.

“You know,” she said quietly, brushing a lock of hair from my face, “today changes a lot.”

I held her gaze, breathing softly.

She nodded. “It gives you freedom. It gives us both a place to be seen and loved exactly as we are.”

A pause. Her hand slid over my waist, down to the curve of my hip, squeezing me possessively.

“But the day-to-day won’t change. You’ll still be my devoted housewife. My sweet little maid. You’ll still rise early, serve me coffee, keep our home beautiful. That part of your life isn’t going anywhere.”

She traced a finger over the front of my gown where the cage pressed against the satin.

“Our new rings may shine brighter than your collar,” she whispered, “but it means the same thing. You belong to me. Body and soul. And I expect that devotion to continue, every single day.”

My lips parted. “Yes, ma’am.”

She leaned in, kissing me again, a little firmer this time.

“Good girl,” she murmured. “Now let’s⁠—”

She was interrupted by a knock at the door. Rachel turned toward it without hesitation, smoothing her jacket as she walked across the room.

She opened the door to reveal woman standing there—tall, elegant, with a leather-bound book in her hands and a warm smile on her face. She gave Rachel a nod, her voice low and kind.

“Are we ready?” she asked.

Rachel stepped aside to let her in and smiled at me. “We are.”

The woman entered gracefully, barely making a sound as her heels crossed the hardwood floor. She gave me a once-over, then nodded with quiet approval. “You look radiant.”

“Th-thank you,” I managed.

Rachel closed the door behind her, then turned to me with that same calm certainty she always carried, like gravity bent around her.

That’s when it hit me. My heart skipped.

“You meant today,” I whispered, my voice thin and shaking. “You meant right now?”

Rachel arched a brow, amused. “Of course I did. What did you think all this was for?”

“I thought…” I looked down at myself. At the dress. The lace. The way my hands trembled against the fabric. “I thought maybe we’d toast first or... talk about it more.”

She came to me then, closing the space between us in two quiet steps.

“There’s nothing left to talk about, sweetheart,” she said gently. “You’ve already said yes in every way that matters. This is just the moment we put it into words. The moment we seal it.”

I blinked up at her, overwhelmed.

“You’re ready,” she said again, brushing my cheek with her thumb. “I know you are. You’ve become ready. This isn’t just a ceremony—it’s a declaration. Yours, and mine.”

Her fingers slid over the ring she already wore, the one she would soon replace.

“This is us saying we’re not hiding anymore. That the life we live—the love we’ve built—is worthy of vows. Worthy of rings. Worthy of forever.”

A tear slipped down my cheek.

“I’m scared,” I admitted. “I don’t know why I am, but I know I want it. I want you.”

She smiled, and kissed me—tender and slow, a hand resting lightly over the cage beneath my dress.

“Then take my hand,” she murmured, “and let me marry you.”


Chapter 3
Vows


We stood before the hearth, the light from the fire casting a gentle glow across the room. The officiant stood between us, her leather-bound book open in her hands, but her gaze was on us—not reading, not rushing. Just… witnessing.

Rachel hadn’t let go of my hand since leading me into position. Her thumb brushed slow circles against my skin. I tried to focus on that. The touch. The grounding. Because everything else—the lace against my body, the corset hugging my ribs, the subtle weight of the cage pressing beneath my dress—felt almost unreal. I could hardly believe I was here.

The officiant gave a soft smile.

“You’ve chosen to begin this new chapter in your lives not with spectacle, but with sincerity. You’ve come to declare not just love, but truth. This is a commitment not just of hearts, but of identity. A shared life that honors exactly who you are.”

My breath caught.

She looked to Rachel, who gave a small nod, then stepped forward.

“We’ve chosen to read our own vows,” Rachel said, her voice calm and clear. “Ones I prepared for each of us.”

The officiant nodded. “Sarah, whenever you’re ready.”

Rachel reached into her jacket and pulled out a small, cream-colored envelope. She handed it to me, her fingers lingering as I took it.

“These are yours,” she said softly. “I wrote them for you. But they’re meant to be spoken in your voice.”

My hands trembled as I unfolded the note. Her handwriting was elegant, steady, unmistakably hers.

I looked up at her—tall, poised, radiant in her black suit—and I felt the tears coming before I even started.

I swallowed and began to read. “I vow to wake each day in your service. To care for your home, your needs, your pleasure—before my own.”

My voice shook.

“I vow to wear my cage not as punishment, but as purpose. A symbol of the life we’ve built, and the control I’ve given freely.”

Rachel’s gaze was unwavering.

“I vow to welcome your pleasure—even when it doesn’t include me. To support your desires, your lovers, your joy. Because your joy is mine.”

I felt the heat rise in my chest, my vision beginning to blur.

“I vow to be soft in your hands, proud in your collar, and grateful beneath your gaze.”

“I vow to never forget who I was… or how far I’ve come.”

My throat tightened.

“Because you didn’t just change me. You saw me. And you let me become her.”

A sob trembled in my throat.

“I vow to be your wife. Your maid. Your partner. Not because I’m small—but because your love makes me whole.”

“And I vow to live every day as a reflection of your strength, your leadership, and your love. Forever.”

The room was still.

I folded the paper slowly, fingers trembling.

The officiant turned to Rachel. “Would you like to speak your vows in return?”

Rachel didn’t hesitate. She didn’t reach for paper. Her words came strong and sure.

“I vow to lead you, protect you, and guide you.”

“I vow to make sure you are always seen—truly seen—for the woman you are. Not just in this home, but in the world I shape around us.”

I swallowed hard, heart pounding.

“I vow to nurture your softness. To cherish your obedience. To shape your service and reward your surrender.”

“I vow to keep you locked when you need it… and to release you only when you’ve earned it.”

A flicker of a smile touched her lips.

“I vow to challenge you, tease you, train you—and love you with every breath I have.”

She stepped forward and took both my hands in hers.

“You were made to be mine. And I was made to guide you.”

The officiant gave a quiet, reverent nod.

She reached for the rings—two shining bands of silver, simple but elegant. She offered them to Rachel, who turned them in the light, revealing a subtle engraving inside.

Then she looked at me.

“Do you know what these are made from?”

I shook my head, still breathless.

She stepped closer, voice low and warm.

“They’re your old chastity keys. Melted down. Forged into something permanent.”

My breath caught.

Rachel stepped closer, her fingers curling around mine as she held the ring between us.

“They used to keep you locked,” she said softly, “and now they’ll keep you mine.”

She lifted my hand slowly, reverently, as if she were handling something sacred.

“This isn’t just a symbol of ownership,” she continued. “It’s a promise. That I see you. That I accept every part of you. And that I will protect what we’ve created. Always.”

Then, with both hands, she slid the ring onto my finger—slowly, purposefully—until the silver band rested snugly at the base.

“There,” she murmured. “Perfect.”

My breath trembled in my chest as I picked up her ring with shaking fingers. It was warm from her touch, heavy with meaning. I reached for her hand—steady, sure, commanding even in stillness—and eased the band into place.

The silver caught the firelight as I whispered, “I’ll never forget what this means.”

Rachel smiled—calm, certain, proud.

The officiant closed her book.

“Then by the power entrusted to me, I now pronounce you wife and wife.”

“You may kiss your bride.”

Rachel didn’t hesitate.

Her lips met mine with a heat that ignited every nerve in my body. Her hand cradled my jaw as her other slid around my waist, pulling me flush against her. My cage pressed against her thigh through the layers of fabric, a silent reminder of everything I had given her.

I moaned into her mouth, melting.

We were married.

I was hers.


Chapter 4
Afterglow


The officiant had gone, the door was closed, the rings were on our fingers, and the silence that followed felt like a blanket wrapping around us—heavy, warm, intimate. Like the world had finally stilled, just for us.

Rachel stood by the fireplace, back to me, undoing the buttons of her jacket with slow precision. She draped it carefully over the arm of the nearby chair and turned, catching me watching her with wide, unblinking eyes.

“You’re allowed to stare,” she said softly.

I blushed, looking down. “I just… you look…”

“Like your wife?” she offered, stepping closer.

I nodded. “Yes. And like a goddess.”

She smiled and reached for the champagne, pouring two glasses with practiced ease. She didn’t offer a toast, didn’t launch into another speech. She just handed me a glass, touched hers lightly to mine, and said: “To us.”

I took a sip, the bubbles sharp on my tongue. It was cold and bright and alive. My lips still tingled from the kiss we'd shared at the altar. My body was buzzing—overstimulated in a way that wasn’t physical, exactly, but emotional.

The silver ring on my finger felt weightier than the cage between my legs.

Rachel set her glass aside without finishing it and reached for me. She pulled me in slowly, wrapping one arm around my waist as the other cradled the back of my head.

We sank together onto the edge of the bed, firelight flickering over our skin.

“You did beautifully,” she murmured into my hair. “Every word. Every breath. I’ve never been prouder of you.”

I melted into her, curling my fingers into the fabric of her blouse, afraid that if I let go, I might drift away.

“I still can’t believe it happened,” I whispered.

She pulled back just enough to look at me. “It happened. You’re mine. And now… you get to feel like it.”

She said it not like a threat, or a promise, but a truth. The kind she could make real with a glance. Her hands slid over the shape of me—down my sides, across my corset, tracing the lace with a reverence that sent shivers racing across my skin. I didn’t even know where I wanted to be touched. I just wanted her.

“Tonight isn’t about roles,” she said softly, her fingers playing with the edge of my garter. “It’s not about rules or cages or protocols.”

Her hand slipped lower, coming to rest over the front of my dress—right where my cock throbbed helplessly inside the cage.

“But that doesn’t mean I’m not still in control.”

I whimpered. My whole body reacted to her like it had been waiting for that exact line.

“You’re my bride, Sarah,” she said. “And that means I get to worship you… and use you. And you get to give yourself to me. Freely. Without question.”

I nodded, breath catching. “Yes, Mistress.”

“Good girl.”

She kissed me again—slow and searching, her lips coaxing mine open, her tongue sweeping in with a hunger I hadn’t expected. Her hands wandered, smoothing down my back, curling around my hips, pressing me closer.

“Do you know how long I’ve waited for this?” she asked between kisses. “Not the ceremony. This. This quiet. This surrender. This perfect little moment where I don’t have to train you anymore—I just get to have you.”

My heart pounded. “You do have me.”

“I know.”

She guided me down onto the bed, easing me back against the pillows with a tenderness that made my eyes sting. She didn’t undress me. She didn’t bark orders or shove my legs apart. She simply laid her body over mine, cradled my face in her hands, and kissed me like I was the only thing she’d ever wanted.

Our clothes tangled. My stockings slid against her thigh. My cage pressed tight and aching beneath the lace, caught between want and reverence.

“So soft,” she murmured, dragging her fingertips down the slope of my cheek. “So sweet. And all mine.”

She began to rock against me, barely moving—just the barest grind of heat against heat, rhythm syncing, hearts racing in time.

“You feel that?” she whispered.

I nodded. “Yes…”

“That’s what it feels like to belong.”

My eyes fluttered shut as her hands moved again—tracing the line of my corset, brushing the lace of my bodice, cupping my breasts through the thin satin.

“Do you want to feel more?”

“Please,” I whispered.

“Then undress me.”

She rolled onto her back and let me rise over her. My hands were shaking, but I followed her instructions without hesitation. I slid off her heels one at a time, kissed each ankle, then slipped up her body.

Her skin was warm underneath, flushed from the fire and champagne. Her lace bra, black and sheer and perfect, barely contained her breasts. My hands found them and squeezed as my lips kissed each one.

I reached behind to unclasp her bra. When I pulled it away, I paused—completely struck dumb by the sight of her bare breasts in the golden light.

“You always stare like you’re seeing them for the first time,” she teased gently.

“I always feel like I am.”

She reached up and ran her fingers through my hair, her nails grazing my scalp. “Maybe you should touch me that way.”

I did.

Softly at first—just my palms, cupping, caressing. Then my lips. Kissing the tops of her breasts, then lower, letting my mouth worship her the way I’d wanted to all day.

She moaned, low and steady, her body arching slightly into my touch.

“That’s it,” she whispered. “My sweet little bride…”

Her hands slid down my back, pressing into my corset, tugging me against her once more. Our bodies moved together, still clothed, but open in every other way. There was nothing hidden between us anymore. No masks. No pretending.

She kissed me softly, then ran her lips to my ear. “Lie back,” she whispered. “It’s time to undress you.”


Chapter 5
Us


Iobeyed instantly, settling against the pillows with my heart pounding. She stood beside the bed for a moment, eyes traveling over my body—my dress, corset, garters, stockings, and beneath it all… the cage. Her expression was unreadable. Almost worshipful.

“You wore this for me,” she murmured, running her hand slowly over my skirt. “Now let me take it off.”

“Yes.”

Her fingers traced back up to the hem of my dress, gathering the lace and satin in gentle folds as she worked it up my body, inch by inch. I lifted my hips when she asked me to—softly, firmly—and she slipped the gown over my waist, my chest, then my arms. The fabric whispered as it fell to the floor.

“Beautiful,” she whispered.

She moved to my garter, unclipping each strap with elegant precision. She slid the stockings down slowly, her hands dragging over my thighs in a way that made me shiver. She kissed the inside of each knee before guiding me down to the bed.

I lay there in the corset and panties, the cage outlined beneath the sheer lace. My whole body trembled beneath her gaze. Rachel climbed onto the bed, kneeling beside me, her hands trailing over my ribs, the lace of the corset creaking as she pulled at the laces with slow, deliberate tension.

“Breathe in,” she said.

I did.

“Now let go.”

She unlaced me slowly, methodically, loosening the ribbons, then slipping the boned structure off of me like she was unbinding a secret. I let out a quiet sigh as the pressure released and the air touched my skin.

“So soft,” she murmured, kissing my collarbone.

She hooked her thumbs into the waistband of the lace panties, dragging them down until the cage was fully exposed.

“You’ve been such a good girl,” she whispered. “All night. All day. Every day.”

I whimpered beneath her touch. “Thank you.”

“You don’t need to do anything now,” she said, brushing my hair back from my face. “Just lie here and let me love you.”

Rachel kissed just above my cage, her lips grazing the line where it met my skin. She lingered there a moment, breathing me in, tasting the emotion on my skin.

Then she began to rise.

Her body slid against mine, skin on skin, nothing left of our wedding attire. She moved with deliberate slowness, like she wanted to savor every inch of the bride she had just unwrapped. When her face reached mine, she hovered—her breath warm, her eyes locked on mine.

“Look at you,” she whispered. “Completely bare. Completely you.”

I didn’t answer. I couldn’t. My breath was caught somewhere in my chest, tight and trembling. My hands reached for her instinctively—needing to touch, to ground, to feel her.

Rachel let me.

I ran my hands over her waist, up to her ribs, then to her breasts, still flushed from the heat of the fire and the weight of the day. Her nipples were hard under my palms. I cupped them gently, kissed her collarbone, then looked up into her eyes.

“You’re beautiful,” I whispered.

“No,” she said softly. “We are.”

She lowered herself over me, straddling my hips, her body flush against mine. Her folds pressed against my cage and we both gasped—softly, deeply—like two puzzle pieces finding their place.

She rocked once. My breath hitched.

“So sensitive,” she murmured, her lips brushing my cheek. “All this teasing, all this waiting…”

She rolled her hips again, slow and deep, grinding her wet heat against the rigidness of my chastity cage.

“You’re trembling,” she whispered.

“I can’t help it.”

“I don’t want you to.”

She kissed me then—slow and deep, her hands cradling my face like I was something delicate and priceless. Her tongue slid against mine, confident and commanding, but full of warmth. Full of love.

She didn’t need to use words to claim me. Her kiss said everything.

When we parted, I was gasping, trembling, eyes half-lidded and needy. Her hands moved lower—over my chest, my sides, my hips—until she cupped the cage again, her palm pressing against the bulge. She didn’t stroke. She didn’t tease. She just held it, grounding me, claiming me.

“You wore this for me,” she said softly. “And now I’m going to show you what it means.”

She began to move—grinding her soaked pussy against the cage, slow and rhythmic. Her hands slid beneath me, cupping my ass, lifting me into her rhythm. I moaned beneath her, overwhelmed, my back arching into her touch.

“That’s it,” she breathed. “Feel me. Let it build.”

I whimpered, panting now. “Rachel…”

“You want to touch me?”

“Yes—please⁠—”

“Then do it.”

My hands found her thighs and slid upward until I was touching her—slick, hot, throbbing with need. I rubbed her slowly, mimicking the pace of her grinding, circling her clit with practiced reverence.

She gasped, hips faltering for just a moment. “That’s it, my love… just like that…”

We moved together, hand in hand, heat to heat. Her body rocked over mine, her slick folds sliding over the cage, while my fingers circled her with aching devotion.

I couldn’t think. I couldn’t breathe. The scent of her was everywhere—sweet, earthy, hers. The fire popped and crackled behind us, casting shadows over her bare back as she fucked herself against my locked cock.

“You’re so good for me,” she whispered, forehead resting against mine. “You’ve always been so good…”

“And I always will be,” I gasped. “For you. Forever.”

“Yes. That’s why I need you. I’ve always needed you.”

She pressed harder against me, her hips picking up pace. My hand never left her, fingers working her clit in tight, soaking circles, faster now, matching her rhythm.

Her breath hitched. She moaned—low, guttural. “Sarah—fuck—don’t stop.”

I didn’t.

She dropped her head to my shoulder, panting, biting at my neck as her orgasm crested.

“I’m gonna cum—fuck—I’m gonna⁠—”

She came with a full-body shudder, grinding down hard against me as her slickness coated my cage. Her fingers dug into my skin, and she cried out—my name, over and over.

The second her orgasm hit, mine followed—not a release, not in the way I used to know it, but something more. My whole body tensed, back arching, eyes squeezed shut. The cage pulsed wildly, aching, throbbing, quaking with sensation.

“Rachel—!”

“Yes,” she whispered. “Cum with me. Let go.”

And I did.

Tears streamed down my cheeks as the sensation rolled through me—not just arousal, but surrender. Love. Belonging. Completion. I couldn’t even tell where the ache ended and the joy began.

We collapsed together, chests heaving, limbs tangled, our skin damp with sweat and sex and firelight.

Rachel kissed my temple, then my jaw, then my lips. Her hands stroked my hair gently, soothing me down from the edge.

“You’re incredible,” she whispered. “Do you know that?”

I shook my head, still dazed.

“You are,” she said again. “You’re the life I always wanted.”

I opened my mouth, but I couldn’t speak. All I could do was nod and press my face into her shoulder as she held me.

We stayed like that—wrapped in each other, basking in the afterglow, every breath shared. I could still feel the ring on my finger. The cage on my cock. Her scent on my skin.

Nothing else mattered.

We didn’t need more lovers. More tests. More training.

We had everything.


Chapter 6
The Next Morning


The fire had gone out sometime during the night, but its warmth still clung to the walls. The air in the cottage was cool and still, the only sound the soft rustle of sheets as I slowly stirred.

Rachel was beside me, half-draped across my body. One arm slung over my waist, her leg tangled possessively with mine. Her cheek rested just beneath my collarbone, lips parted in soft sleep.

I didn’t move at first. I just laid there. Breathing. Remembering.

Her scent was still on my skin. Our sweat had dried hours ago, but the intimacy of the night clung to us like a second layer. My thighs were sticky. My cage was still damp. My heart was full in a way I didn’t know how to explain.

This was what forever felt like.

The silver ring on my finger glittered faintly in the low light. I turned my hand slowly, watching it catch the first whispers of sunrise filtering in through the curtains.

My other hand drifted to Rachel’s. Our rings matched. Identical, simple, radiant. Forged from my past. Melted from my keys.

The things that once kept me locked now kept us together.

I blinked back the sudden sting in my eyes.

Rachel stirred slightly, but didn’t wake. Her breath deepened again, her grip around me tightening for just a moment before she settled. I smiled and gently eased out of her hold, careful not to wake her.

The air was chilly on my bare skin as I stepped out of bed, but I didn’t reach for a blanket. I wanted to feel it. The coolness, the contrast. I wanted to feel everything.

I crossed the room and slipped on the robe Rachel had chosen for me the night before—white satin, soft as a whisper. The chest was monogrammed with a single bold letter, stitched in silver thread: S.

I ran my fingers over it. S for Sarah. The woman I now was.

I tied the robe, then turned toward the kitchen. I boiled water for coffee and ground the beans by hand, just like Rachel liked. I knew the exact ratio, the timing, the tiny detail of adding a pinch of cinnamon just before the brew finished. She never asked for it. Never instructed me. She just… expected it. And I loved that.

I sliced a few strawberries from the tray left over from the night before and added them to a plate with honey, then arranged it all on a simple wooden tray.

I carried it back into the bedroom, where Rachel was beginning to stir. She blinked slowly, her lips curling into a lazy, satisfied smile as she stretched beneath the sheets. Her hair was tousled, her skin warm and flushed, and her eyes immediately found the tray.

“Good morning, wife,” she said softly.

I smiled. “Good morning, Mistress.”

Her expression softened, glowing with something deeper than approval. Something close to awe. “Already back to old habits.”

“They will never stop.”

She smirked and accepted her coffee. “I know.” She reached for me and cupped my cheek, her thumb softly caressing me. “You’re everything I hoped you would be.”

My voice cracked. “Because of you.”

We shared coffee in bed, curled up beneath the blankets, her hand occasionally slipping down to stroke my hair or brush her fingers along the edge of my collar. There was no rush. No schedule. No men to entertain or chores to complete. Just us.

When the tray was empty and our cups drained, she leaned back and looked at me with that calm, knowing gaze I had fallen in love with so long ago.

“I think it’s time,” she said softly.

“For what?”

“To go home.”

I blinked. “We’re not home already?”

She smiled. “No. Not yet. But we will be.”

She reached for the small velvet box on the nightstand—one I hadn’t noticed before. Inside, nestled in dark silk, was a key. Small, delicate. Engraved with the letter R to denote that it belonged to her.

She dangled it in front of me.

“A spare,” she said. “To remind you. You’re locked not just for me—but with me. This life, this home, this marriage… we built it together.”

She slipped it onto a thin silver chain, then fastened it around her own neck, letting it rest between her breasts.

My eyes filled again.

“I love you,” I whispered.

“I know,” she said. “And I love owning you.”

We dressed slowly. I wore the dress she had chosen for the drive home—soft floral, modest cut, easy to kneel in. She wore jeans, heels, a silk blouse that showed her collarbones. Power and poise, understated but commanding.

Before we left the cottage, I stood at the mirror, looking at myself one last time.

The ring, the dress, the cage—the woman.

It was all me.

“Ready?” Rachel asked behind me.

I turned, smiled, and nodded.

“Let’s go home.”

And I followed her, just like I always would. Every day, forever.


Newsletter


Need more of Tiffany's stories in your life? Sign up for her newsletter!

Subscribers get access to updates on her latest books as well as notices about her ongoing specials and promotions.

Oh, and did I mention free books?

For that and more, signup today and get your first free book!

https://tiffanychastain.com/newsletter


About the Author


Tiffany Chastain

Tiffany Chastain is an author at https://www.malechastitylife.com, a blog site containing information aimed to help people starting their own male chastity lives as well as a collection of other chastity stories.

Contact Tiffany

Website: https://www.tiffanychastain.com

[image: Amazon icon] [image: X (Twitter) icon] [image: Instagram icon]


Also by Tiffany Chastain


My Stepsister’s Sissy Bridesmaid
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