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Caged and Sissified By My Hotwife and Her Big Black Boss

It started like any other evening. But boy would it turn out to be extraordinary.

My wife, Karen, had just gotten home from work and the second she stepped through the door I knew something was different. There was a gleam in her eye and she looked happy -- really happy, like I hadn’t seen her in a long time. We’d been having our fair share of marital problems, so it was a welcome surprise to see her walk in with a big smile on her face rather than having her start bitching me out immediately. Then I looked down and saw the likely source of her happiness: Shopping bags, one in each hand.

“Home already?” she asked. “I thought you’d still be at work.”

“I decided to head home a little early,” I said. “Is that okay?”

“Of course, sweetie.” She walked up to me and gave me a kiss on the cheek.

“Do some shopping on your way home?” I asked, nodding toward the bags.

“Yes, dear.” Karen’s spending had been a source of tension in our marriage, and she said the words cautiously, trying to gauge my reaction. In truth, I was annoyed, but then I noticed the logo plastered on the sides of the bags. It was from Karen’s favorite lingerie store.

“Looks like you picked out some, uh … interesting things,” I said.

“Yes -- and you won’t get to see them until later tonight,” she said.

I smiled. Maybe Karen was extending an olive branch. Our sex life was another area of unrest in our marriage. Karen didn’t want to put out as often as I liked, and it had become a source of frustration for me. To be fair, I’d had some problems getting the job done, so to speak, and Karen had had more than a few frustrating experiences of her own. But it looked like she was at least making an effort to spice things up. I couldn’t wait to see what she had planned.

“I was thinking of having dinner delivered,” I said. “Maybe we could break open a nice bottle of wine as well?”

“That sounds fine, honey.”

I ordered food from my favorite Italian place, and in about an hour the doorbell ringed. I expected to open it to the food delivery driver, but to my surprise it was a large, tall black man standing outside. He was well-dressed in a light blue button-down shirt and expensive jeans, and it was immediately apparent that he was not the delivery driver.

“Hi,” he said, smiling and flashing his pearly whites. “This is Karen’s place, right?”

I was stunned. “Uh … yes,” I said. “And you are …?”

“I’m Karen’s boss, Lance,” he said, and he stuck out his hand. I reciprocated reluctantly and he grasped my hand firmly as he shook it. “Karen invited me over.”

“She … she did?” Just as I uttered the words, Karen walked out from the bedroom. I was surprised to see that she was wearing a short, black cocktail dress. It was incredibly sexy, something I imagined a high-class prostitute might wear, but it was completely out of the blue.

“Oh, Lance! Darryl, this is my boss, Lance. I invited him over for dinner tonight.”

“Yes, he was just telling me that. But I wish you would have told me, sweetie.”

She ignored me and turned her direction directly to Lance. “Please, come in,” she said, taking him by the hand. “Make yourself comfortable.”

She led him to the living room and instructed him to take a seat on the couch. I was just about to pull Karen aside and demand to know what the hell was going on when the doorbell rang a second time. This time it was the food. I brought the bag of food to the kitchen table and began plating it as Karen and Lance talked in the living room. I couldn’t hear exactly what they were saying, but Karen was very giggly and their interaction seemed very flirtatious. I felt my cheeks burning hot with jealousy.

“Dinner’s ready,” I shouted. As they walked in and sat down at the dinner table, I opened a bottle of wine and poured each of us a glass. As we dug into the food, I tried to make conversation with Lance.

“Karen says great things about the company,” I said.

“Glad to hear it,” Lance said between bites of his food. “She’s a great addition. I’ve really appreciated having her, uh … work under me.” He turned to my wife and gave her a knowing look and I wondered what it was all about.

The wine was making me a little tipsy and I thought maybe I was imagining things, but it looked like Lance had inched his chair a little closer to Karen and was rubbing her thigh under the table. They were looking directly into each other’s eyes like I wasn’t even there.

When we’d all finished eating, I cleared the table as Karen and Lance retreated to the living room. When I was done, I walked in and found myself in for the biggest shock of my life.

Karen and Lance were full on making out on the couch, right in front of me, making no attempt to hide what they were doing from me. I couldn’t believe it. I cleared my throat loudly, but they just continued locking lips as if they didn’t have a care in the world.

“What are you two doing?” I shouted.

This, finally, seemed to get Karen’s attention. “I’m making out with my boss,” she said, looking at me disdainfully. “What does it look like we’re doing?”

“But … but Karen, I thought we were working on our marriage. I thought--”

Karen scoffed. “No matter how much we work on our marriage, it doesn’t change the fact that you can’t fuck me well enough to give me an orgasm,” she said. “I have needs, Darryl. Did you think I could just ignore that?”

Lance nodded. As he spoke, he ran his large hands up and down Karen’s sides. “I give her  things you would never be able to,” he said. “I reach places you would never be able to reach. I make her scream and say things you’d never be able to make her say.”

“I don’t believe it,” I said, pitifully.

“Shall we show him?” Karen asked. Lance didn’t even respond. He directed her onto the floor in front of him, and, kneeling, she unbuttoned and then unzipped his pants. She pulled them down, and pulled out the longest, thickest, blackest cock I’ve ever seen in my life. It was only semi-erect and still easily twice the size of my member in both length and girth.

She began enthusiastically stroking it, then, locking eyes with Lance, she leaned forward and swallowed it whole, deepthroating his monster cock and going all the way down to the base. She held her position there for several moments before finally gagging and forcing herself to pull up for air.

“Yeah,” Lance said, patting my wife’s head like she were a dog. “That’s nice. Don’t stop now though, bitch.” He pushed her head back down onto his cock. She began sucking him off quickly and ferociously now, spitting and slobbering all over that magnificent black cock, whimpering and moaning with pleasure as she serviced the stud who was her boss, with a massive member that I could never, ever hope to live up to.

She pulled out and, after catching her breath, turned to look at me. “He stretches my mouth out completely,” she said. “Wait until you see what he does to my pussy.” With that, she climbed onto him. He hiked up her dress, revealing that she was not wearing any panties, and lowered her onto his massive dick. She lowered her juicy, wet pussy slowly onto his cock, and it soon disappeared into her depths. She began rocking back and forth on his dick now, moaning with each thrust. Her pussy lips strained against his massive girth, and I realized that what she had said was true. He really was stretching out her pussy, making it likely that I could never satisfy her again … not that I’d ever really been able to in the first place.

Before long, she was a whimpering mess, and he was grunting wildly, when all of a sudden he stiffened up and began shouting, “Yeah, bitch! I’m about to cum in that pretty little white pussy!” He wasn’t lying. As cum began pumping out of his cock and into the depths of my wife’s womb, it began leaking out in large, sticky gobs, running down my wife’s legs.

I looked down and realized that I was pitching a massive tent. I felt a mixture of shame and arousal. Good lord, what was wrong with me? How could sit there watching my wife get pounded by another man and be turned on by it?

In her post-orgasmic state, Karen turned and looked at me. She saw my boner. “Who said you could do that?” she asked.

“Do what?”

“That,” she said, and I realized she was pointing at my erection.

“Oh, um, uh … well,” I sputtered. “I didn’t realize I wasn’t supposed to …”

“Hold on,” she said. “I have something for you.” She left and walked into the bedroom. She came out a moment later holding a box.

“Drop your pants,” she demanded.

“I’m sorry, what?”

“You heard me,” she said. “Drop your pants.”

“But why do you want me to--”

She slapped me across the face, and I just looked at her in stunned silence.

“When I tell you to drop your pants,” she said, “you drop your fucking pants.”

I did as she told me. I had never been afraid of my wife until that moment.

“Your underwear, too.”

I dropped my boxers onto the floor. My erection sprang free, uninhibited by my underwear.

“We need to get rid of that boner,” she said. “Think of something unsexy.”

“Seriously? I--”

“Do it!”

I racked my brain trying to think of things that were unsexy. I settled on photos of old naked people I’d seen in a freaky online porn film. It worked, and in a matter of moments I was able to lower my erection.

I hadn’t seen it, because I’d been concentrating too much on the images to try to lower my erection, but Karen had removed something from the box, and as soon as the erection had gone down she’d placed something over my limp dick. Before I could barely comprehend what was going on, she had stepped back to admire her work.

I looked down and saw a small metal object surrounding my dick. I tugged at it and found that it didn’t budge.

“What the hell?” I asked.

“It’s your new cage,” she said. “You’d better get used to it, because you’re going to be wearing it for awhile.”

I looked up and saw that she was holding up a small key, waving it around as if she were taunting me with it.

“Stop it,” I said. “Enough goofing around. Get me out of this thing.”

“I’m afraid it’s not a joke. You haven’t ever been able to satisfy me, but you always made sure you got off. Well, now I’m turning the tables. I’m going to have my own fun, to my own satisfaction, and you’re just going to have to watch and be unable to satisfy yourself.”

As she spoke, I felt blood rushing to my penis, but as it met the resistance of the cage, it was filled with pain. I gritted my teeth.

“It’s going to take some getting used to,” Karen said with mock sympathy.

I groaned, realizing that I was in for a night of pain. Karen grabbed my arm and led me into the bedroom. Lance followed us in.

Karen pulled out one of the bags with the lingerie in it. She pulled out a sexy, black, silky nightie that I thought she would look absolutely sexy in.

“Are you trying to torture me?” I asked. “Of course the thought of you in that thing is going to turn me on, but with this … damn thing on my cock, I can’t …”

She giggled at my words. “Oh no, sweetie, this isn’t for me,” she said. “It’s for you.”

“For me? What do you mean?”

She giggled again. “Well you're not exactly a man anymore with your dick caged liked that. So you shouldn't be allowed to does dress like one. Here.” She threw the lingerie into the bed. “Change into it, bitch.”

“This is insane,” I said, and I made to retreat. But Lance was waiting for me in the doorway. He was much larger than me, and he bodily turned me around and pushed me back into the room and toward the bed.

“Do what she tells you to, bitch,” he said menacingly.

I gulped and decided I'd better just go what she wanted. Nervously, I stripped out of my clothes and put on the lingerie. To my surprise, the silky material felt fantastic against my skin.

“Okay,” I said, now that I was fully dressed like a crossdresser. “Now what?”

“Now you watch and learn,” she said.

Karen got down on the bed, and Lance got on top of her. They started making out, even more aggressively than they had on the couch. I watched as Lance's hands roamed over my wife's body and he began peeling off her clothes. Before long, she was fully naked and eagerly taking off her lover's clothing so that they could both experience each other's flesh.

Lance turned Karen over, and kissed each of her large, bulbous ass cheeks. Despite myself, I found myself getting turned on by the sight. It remind me of more than a few porn films I'd seen my day.

Lance pulled her ass up so it was sticking out the air and then slowly sank his giant dick into her tight, wet pussy from behind. Before long, they were going at it at a fast, firm rhythm. Karen looked up at me, gasping for breath, and said, “you could never fuck me like this.”

She was right of course. I was not a very skilled lover, but Lance clearly was. Watching him fuck my wife was a revelation, I wanted nothing more than to reach down and stroke myself. But it was impossible because of the cage; my tiny dick strained against the metal constraint, but to no avail.

I watched them for what felt like an eternity, but must have only been 20 or 30 minutes. Lance began grunting aggressively and before long he shot big sticky streams of cum deep into Karen's fertile womb.

“Come get it,” Karen said. Lance got up and retreated to the bathroom to clean up.

“What? What do you mean?” I asked.

“I mean exactly what I said,” Karen said. “Get over here clean up this used pussy.”

“What? But I--”

“Do you want me to get Lance in here to make you? Just do as you're told, bitch.”

In truth, I didn't want Lance to force me to do anything. So I wandered over to the bed submissively, as my wife spread her legs and beckoned me to come forth.

“Go ahead,” she said. “Clean me up.”

I obeyed, licking her pussy and gobbling up all the cum that her lover had deposited there. It was salty, and just a little sweet, as if Lance had maybe drank some fruit juice or something before coming over. I found that I didn't really mind it that much, and before long I had swallowed every drop of Lance's sperm that I possibly could.

Lance came back in still naked, with that giant monster swinging between his legs. Karen looked up at him reverently.

“I think it's time for Dana’s turn, don't you think?” she asked him.

He smiled slyly and nodded. “Yes. I think so.”

I hadn't the faintest idea what they were talking about, or who Dana was, but as soon as they had agreed to whatever they were agreeing to, Karen stood, walked to the closet, and retrieved the other bag from the lingerie store. She handed it to me and I looked at it confusedly.

“What is this?”

“Don't ask questions,” she said. “Just put it on.”

“Put it on? But I don't even--”

“Just do it, bitch,” Lance said.

I looked into the bag and found a set of frilly underwear. It was a pair of black g-string panties and a frilly lace bra. I didn't want to put them on, but I didn't feel like I had a choice unless I wanted Lance to bully me. So I stripped off my clothes and put on the feminine underwear my wife had given me.

“How's that feel, sissy bitch?” Lance asked.

Sissy bitch? I'd never been called that before, but it awakened something deep within me. I found myself enjoying the sensation of the frilly underwear on my skin, which was totally crazy.

“It, uh … it feels good,” I said.

“Your transformation is almost complete,” Karen said. She pulled out a long blonde wig and placed it on my head, before retrieving some of her makeup. She did up my face, adding blush and lipstick and who knows what else. I couldn't see what she was doing, but there was no doubt it was making me look a hell of a lot more feminine than I had looked mere moments ago.

“How's that?” she asked, turning to Lance when she was done.

“Good enough,” he said with a grin. “If I squint just right, she looks like a presentable female.”

Karen smiled and turned back to be. “Get on your knees and open your mouth, Dana,” she said.

“Dana? But I--I'm Darryl…”

“Did I stutter? You're Dana now, you sissy slut. Get on your knees and open your slut mouth.

What choice did I have? I did as I'd been told, dropping to my knees and opening my mouth wide.

Lance stepped forward, holding his massive member in his hand. He placed the tip just below my lower lip and laughed.

“Hungry, bitch?” he asked.

“No,” I said.

“Yes you are,” he said. With that, he shoved the tip of his massive dick into my mouth. I gagged, and my eyes watered uncontrollably. He began pumping it in and out roughly, and I could barely handle the massive meat pummeling my mouth. I was getting thoroughly face fucked by my wife's lover.

“Yeah, you like that, don't you?” There was a cruelty to his voice. He was enjoying humiliating me and making me his plaything. Karen sat on the bed watching us. She had a big grin on her face, as if she was eating up every moment.

I couldn't understand why they were doing this to me. Just yesterday I had been living a normal life, but now everything had completely changed. I knew that things would never go back to the way they were after this barrier had been crossed. Karen and Lance had forced me to be completely subservient to them and from now on I would never be able to cede control to either of them.

But maybe I didn't want to. As Lance pumped his dick in and out of my mouth, I found my  dick straining against its cage. For whatever reason, slurping on Lance's big meaty cock was turning me on more than I had ever been turned on before. Maybe I was born to be a cock hungry sissy bitch.

Instead of passively letting Lance slide his cock in and out of my mouth, I began actively sliding my lips up and down his length. Before long, he was stiffening up and I could tell that he was about to come. I placed a hand on either of his firm ass cheeks and pulled his cock deeper into my mouth, deepthroating him completely, taking it almost to the base. He began shooting a plentiful load down my throat, and I swallowed it like a good little girl. I knew that something has changed within me. Every shred masculinity within me was gone. I was a cum swallowing girl, in spirit if not in physiology. I was meant to please superior black men like Lance. That's all I would ever be good for.

Karen actually looked impressed. “Holy shit,” she said. “Who know Dana was actually pretty good at sucking cock?”

Lance was getting spent. He laid down on the bed to rest, but he had a big smile on his face.

“Yeah, she's surprisingly talented,” he said. He turned to me. “Give me five minutes to recuperate. Then I'm going to destroy that tight, virgin ass of yours.”

I smiled broadly. I couldn't wait.
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