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Chapter One


Stacy Chambers was more than excited. She was ecstatic, and as much as Nicolas wanted to be against the whole idea, he couldn’t say he blamed her. Her master, Marcus Thaxton, had called and said they were going out tonight, and as soon as Stacy had hung up the phone, she literally squealed with delight. 
At first, Nicolas assumed they would force him to remain at home while the other man took his wife out for a night on the town. However, Stacy was quick to relieve his fears. Or was it dashing his hopes? Nicolas wasn’t really sure since he had no idea what to expect as the third wheel to his wife’s date. “Master Marcus wants you to accompany us,” she told him. “He insists, actually. Seems he thinks you should witness how a real man treats his woman while out. He also expects you to pay for our drinks.” She clapped her hands, her enthusiasm getting the better of her. “To be honest, I kind of wish he hadn’t demanded for you to tag along. I think it would be hot to be taken out by my master without my sissy husband following us around.” She then grinned. “Of course, when he told me he was sending an outfit over for you to wear tonight, I thought it was a brilliant idea.”
Nicolas’s heart sank at her words, knowing that whatever Marcus had in store for him would humiliate and degrade him. Neither Marcus nor Stacy passed up a chance to remind Nicolas of his new role in life as their sissy cuckold. Three weeks had passed since Stacy had submitted to the other man, giving her body and her will to him to do with as he pleased, no matter what. Nicolas had been part of that bargain, even if unwillingly.
Before Marcus entered their lives, Stacy had asked Nicolas about his fantasies, and he had reluctantly told her about his fetish of being a cuckold to his wife, of watching her get pleasure from another man while he watched. Stacy had taken it a step further even then, making him clean his cum out of her pussy after he had fucked her with his tiny dick, eating her to orgasm since he couldn’t get her off with his pathetic cock, always coming too fast. It didn’t take Stacy long to turn up the heat in the new twist to their marriage and take his fantasy to a level he hadn’t planned on or expected; she gave her body to another man completely, obeying him in all of his twisted desires and kinks. Since Nicolas served Stacy, that inadvertently meant he now served Marcus, and the other man made full use of Nicolas’s position as Stacy’s cuckold husband. Every morning before going to work, Nicolas had to take a dirty picture of his wife and send it to Marcus, and Nicolas could never touch his wife’s body without her master’s permission. Nor was he allowed to jack off without Marcus’s permission. Nicolas was truly an owned cuckold. He hated it, but couldn’t deny how hard it always made his tiny cock, which is what Stacy always threw in his face whenever he would pout about the way things had turned out.
“You wanted this,” she would say. “You wanted another man to have me, and now he does. Marcus owns me, and I will do whatever he asks of me. Your tiny little pecker never satisfied me, and even now, it only gets hard when you’re watching a real man use what you couldn’t please. Now, buck it up, Sissy, and do as you’re told.” Stacy never used his real name anymore. Sissy was his name now, and she used it no matter where they were or who they were around.
Nicolas could only bow his head, saying, “Yes, ma’am,” as he sulked away, knowing that she was right. He had asked for this life in a way. He just never expected his wife to throw herself into it the way she had, making it more than a kink explored in the bedroom, but more of a total lifestyle change, although he should have known better. Stacy did nothing except all the way.
Nicolas followed her back into their bedroom. “Do you know what he has planned for me?” he asked, and even to his ears, it came out as a whine.
She glanced back at him, an evil grin on her face. “Oh, I do, but I think it would be better if you just waited to see what outfit he sends over. Surprises are nice,” she said.
A knot twisted in his stomach, worried that Marcus would force him to go out in a dress. Until now, they had only made him wear women’s panties around the house or under his clothes when out in public. However, with the way they both enjoyed humiliating him, Nicolas wouldn’t put it past either of them to dress him up like a woman and take him out in public, just to prove that they could.
As much as Nicolas wanted to plead with his wife to give him some sort of hint as to what to expect, he knew it was pointless. Stacy would obey Marcus, and if her master told her not to tell her husband what he had planned, she wasn’t about to go against his wishes. There was nothing for him to do but wait and see what twisted plan Marcus had in store for him that night.
“In the meantime, you’re to pick me out a sexy outfit for the evening, one that will draw men’s eyes to your wife’s body,” she told him. “You’re also to bathe me and make sure I’m freshly shaven for Master’s pleasure.”
“Yes, ma’am,” Nicolas said, but his voice lacked any enthusiasm, holding only resignation at his fate.
As he drew her a bath, the doorbell rang. She insisted he keep getting her bath ready while she answered the door, and when she returned, there was an evil glint in her eye, as well as a package in her hands. “This is for you,” she said, laying the package on the bed.
Nicolas dreaded opening it, but knew there was no choice. With a deep breath, he walked over to his wife and took the flat rectangle from her hands. He laid it on the bed and, with a churning in his stomach, he opened the white box.
While it wasn’t a dress, which relieved him, it was something almost as degrading. Inside lay a black coat, white shirt, and black gloves. Resting on top of the pile of clothes was also a dark chauffeur’s hat. He was to be the driver for his wife and her master on their date.




Chapter Two


Nicolas sat in the front seat of the car, twisting his gloved-hands along the steering wheel. While the outfit wasn’t as bad as he had expected, being dressed up like a chauffeur to drive his wife and her master around was almost as humiliating. Stacy, of course, had just giggled when he pulled the outfit out of the box, excited about his role for the night. 
He had spent the rest of the evening preparing his wife for another man, the closest they had allowed him to get to her body in the past week. When she was ready, dressed in a matching bra and thong set he picked out for her to wear and a slinky dress that revealed her ample cleavage and fell to just below her ass, she had left him to get dressed in his uniform while she sipped wine and waited for him. Impatiently waited for him at that. Finally, they were ready to leave, and Nicolas drove her to her master’s house to pick up her date for the night. 
The entire ride over, she had taunted him, telling him that if he had been half the man Marcus was, she wouldn’t be going on a date with another man, nor would he be acting as chauffeur for the evening. Nicolas couldn’t argue with her assessment of things and merely said, “Yes, ma’am.”
Once they arrived at Marcus’s house, Nicolas stepped out of the car and opened the back door for the other man, as Stacy had instructed him to do. “A good chauffeur always opens the doors for his passengers,” she had said. “And I expect you to be the best in your role tonight, so don’t embarrass me in front of my master.”
“Yes, ma’am” Nicolas replied, fearing what would happen if he failed his wife.
Marcus slid into the backseat, not even acknowledging Nicolas, who stood there holding the open door. Nicolas shut the door and climbed back behind the wheel, awaiting his next instructions. Of course, he had to wait until Marcus kissed Stacy, his hand sliding up her dress to graze against her thong-covered pussy. Once he broke the kiss and had complimented Stacy on her choice of outfit, he turned to Nicolas and smirked. “Are you familiar with the club called Ginger’s?” Marcus asked.
“Yes, sir,” Nicolas answered, a twisting in his stomach at the name of the club. Ginger’s was a strip club on the south side of town known for its raunchy dancers and even raunchier patrons.
“Then go there,” Marcus ordered as he settled back in his seat, already ignoring Nicolas.
“Yes, sir,” Nicolas repeated and shifted the car into drive. As he glanced in the rearview mirror, he noticed Marcus with his hand on the back of Stacy’s neck, guiding her head down to his crotch.
“Make yourself useful,” Marcus told Stacy.
As Nicolas drove off, he heard a zipper being lowered and then the slurping noises of his wife sucking the other man off. Marcus settled back in his seat while Stacy’s head bobbed up and down on his cock, his hand still on her head as he forced her up and down faster.
“You will make me come before we arrive, slut,” Marcus ordered, and shoved her head down faster on his thick rod.
Stacy only groaned as she continued to suck her master off. 
Nicolas could imagine her tongue twirling around the man’s thicker shaft, the head of Marcus’s cock hitting the back of her throat as he shoved her down faster, harder. The sounds of Stacy’s blow job filled the car as Nicolas weaved through the city streets, the neighborhoods growing darker the further he drove. It was a battle between watching the road ahead of him and watching his wife suck off another man in the backseat of his car. Every time he snuck a peek in the rearview mirror, he saw Marcus staring at him, a smirk on his lips.
“Your wife gives good head,” the other man taunted. “Her mouth feels perfect on my cock, sucking something bigger than that tiny dick of yours she’s used to.”
Stacy groaned at his words, and Nicolas felt his cheeks burn with his humiliation.
Marcus gripped the back of Stacy’s head, shoving it down harder onto his shaft. “That’s a good slut,” he said. “Take your master’s cock. You better hurry. We’re almost there. Suck it, cunt.”
And Stacy obeyed eagerly, her mouth sliding up and down on Marcus’s thickness as her husband drove her to a strip club.
Just as they pulled into the parking lot, Nicolas heard the other man grunt, his shoulders stiffen a moment, and knew that he was filling Stacy’s mouth with his seed. Soon, the distinctive sound of Stacy slurping around the head of her master’s cock filled the car, and then she sat up, licking her lips.
Marcus looked over at her, a proud smile on his lips. “Good girl,” he praised Nicolas’s wife. “You are definitely a talented little cocksucker. You may need that gift again before the night is through.” He glanced at Nicolas as he said that last part.
Another knot twisted in the pit of Nicolas’s stomach.
He pulled into a parking spot, got out, and went to open the door for his wife’s master.
Marcus slid out of his seat and walked around the car to help Stacy out of the passenger side. Nicolas noticed she hadn’t moved until the other man stood there with his hand out. Marcus then took her hand and guided them to the front door.
Nicolas shut the doors, which Marcus had left open for him. As he turned, Nicolas took in the front of Ginger’s. The building was dark with red lights surrounding the perimeter of the building, casting a seductive vibe around the
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