
        
            
                
            
        

    
Dedication

TO: r/cuck_tales_from_wife my favorite subredit page with the absolute best members on the planet. They all enjoy the same kinks as I, and I do appreciate that so much!


Prologue: The Proposal

The kitchen in their suburban Atlanta home smelled of grilled chicken and the faint, lingering humidity of a Georgia summer that refused to break, even as the sun dipped low behind the neighbor's privacy fence. Joseph, 53, stood at the counter in his usual after-work uniform: faded polo shirt stretched across his 185-pound frame, khakis that had seen better days, and the quiet tension that had settled into his shoulders over the last few years. At 5'10" he still carried himself with the easy confidence of a man who'd once played college baseball, but the paunch had softened his midsection, and the mirror no longer lied about the slow retreat of youth.

Across the island, Lyn stirred a glass of pinot grigio, ice clinking softly. At 52 she was still a knockout in the way that made men glance twice in grocery aisles: thick brunette hair falling in loose waves past her shoulders, curves that had only grown more generous with time, and those beautiful, amazing large natural breasts that strained against the thin cotton of her fitted tank top. The high-waisted yoga pants hugged her hips and ass in a way that still made Joseph's breath catch after 23 years of marriage. She wore no bra tonight; the soft sway of her breasts as she moved was a quiet reminder of what he could touch but never quite satisfy the way he once dreamed he could.

He cleared his throat, fingers drumming once on the granite. "Lyn, can we talk about something?"

She looked up, hazel eyes curious but guarded. "You sound serious. Everything okay at work?"

"It's not work." He reached under the counter, pulled out the small, discreet Amazon box he'd hidden there that morning. The cardboard was already creased from how many times he'd handled it. "It's us. The bedroom. It's... stale. Has been for a while."

Lyn set her glass down slowly. Her expression softened into something almost sympathetic, but there was a flicker of wariness too. Twenty-three years meant she knew his patterns, knew when a conversation was about to veer into the territory they'd danced around for a decade.

Joseph opened the box. Inside, nestled in black foam, lay the tiny steel chastity cage: sleek, unforgiving, the kind marketed to men who wanted to hand over control in the most literal way possible. The micro design was laughably small, barely more than a thimble with bars, and the cock ring looked like it would pinch even at rest.

"I ordered this," he said, voice low. "Been reading about it for months. Chastity. Locking up. Letting you hold the key. I thought... maybe for the trip to the Georgia pines next week. Just the two of us in that cabin, no distractions. It could spice things up. Make me desperate for you again. Like the fantasies we've whispered about when we're drunk and the lights are off."

Lyn stared at the device. Her cheeks flushed a soft pink, the same color they used to turn when they were newlyweds and he'd talk dirty in her ear. She reached out, fingertips brushing the cold steel. "Joseph... you're serious? You want me to lock your cock in that little prison thing for a whole week?"

He swallowed. "Yeah. I do. I want to feel what it's like to beg you. To know I can't touch myself, can't cum unless you say so. To watch you move around in those yoga pants and that tank top, knowing I'm trapped and aching. And maybe... maybe if I'm locked and horny enough, you'll tease me about other men. Like we used to joke about. Only this time it feels real."

She lifted the cage, turning it in the light. The lock mechanism glinted. Her breasts rose and fell with a slow breath. "You know your dick is much smaller than average, right? We've never really said it out loud, but we've both thought it. This thing..." She tilted it. "It's sized for exactly that. Tiny."

The words landed like a slap and a caress at once. Joseph's cock twitched in his khakis, already half-hard from the humiliation of hearing her say it so plainly. "I know," he rasped. "That's part of it. Knowing you control even that. Knowing you could dangle the key while some guy flirts with you at the campground bar, or while you're walking around in that red bikini I like. I'd be leaking in my shorts, helpless."

Lyn's lips parted. She set the cage down carefully, as though it might bite. For a long moment she said nothing, just looked at him with an expression he couldn't quite read: part shock, part intrigue, part something darker and hungrier that he'd never seen before.

Finally she spoke, voice softer than he'd expected. "If I do this, Joseph, you don't get to whine. You don't get to pout. You obey. Every single rule I make. And if I decide the key stays in my pocket the whole trip, or longer... you accept it."

He nodded, throat tight. "Yes. Anything."

She stepped around the island, close enough that he could smell her perfume mixed with the faint warmth of her skin. Her breasts brushed his chest as she leaned in, lips near his ear. "Then we'll try it. Pack it in the duffel. But tonight..." She reached down, palmed the growing bulge in his pants through the fabric. "Tonight you get one last free fuck before I lock that much-smaller-than-average cock away."

They didn't make it to the bedroom. She tugged him toward the living-room couch, shoved his khakis to his ankles, and straddled him right there under the dim lamp light. Her yoga pants came off in a hurried twist; no panties underneath, just the slick heat of her already waiting. She sank down onto him slowly, taking every inch of his five-inch length with a soft sigh that wasn't quite pleasure, wasn't quite disappointment, just acknowledgment.

He thrust up into her, hands gripping her thick hips, face buried between her amazing large natural breasts as they swayed above him. She rode him with lazy rolls, her inner walls warm and welcoming but never clenching the way they used to when they were younger and he still thought size didn't matter. When he came, it was fast and quiet, a quick spurt inside her that left him panting against her skin.

Lyn stayed seated on him a moment longer, fingers threading through his graying hair. "That was... fine," she murmured. "But imagine how much hungrier you'll be after a week locked in that tiny cage. How much you'll beg." She lifted off him, a thin trail of his cum connecting them for a heartbeat before it broke. "Go clean up. Then bring me the key. I'm keeping it on my nightstand tonight, just to remind you what's coming."

Joseph stood on shaky legs, cock already softening, the taste of her still on his lips. As he walked to the bathroom, he felt the first real pulse of dread and excitement twist together in his gut.

The Georgia pines were waiting. And so was the cage.

He'd asked for this. Now it was real.


Chapter 1: The Spark Ignites

The gravel drive crunched under the tires of their SUV as Joseph pulled up to the cabin, a low-slung cedar-and-pine structure half-hidden among the towering Georgia pines. The air hit them the moment they stepped out: thick with humidity, sharp with sap, and carrying the faint, earthy promise of isolation. No neighbors close enough to hear anything, no cell service worth mentioning, just the two of them and ten days of nothing but woods, lake, and whatever rules Lyn decided to enforce.

Joseph, 53, hauled the duffel bags inside, shoulders straining under the weight but mind already elsewhere. At 5'10" and 185 pounds he still looked solid from a distance, but the paunch had settled in over the last decade, softening the lines that once made him feel invincible. His graying hair was still full, still thick enough to run fingers through, but the real secret he carried was lower: a cock that had never measured more than five inches hard, much smaller than average, a fact Lyn had never mocked aloud until the night he showed her the cage.

She followed him in, thick brunette waves spilling over her shoulders, her amazing large natural breasts swaying gently under the cropped white tank top she wore with high-waisted black leggings. The fabric clung to every curve, outlining the generous swell of her hips and the deep cleft between her breasts. At 52 she moved with the easy sensuality of a woman who knew exactly how her body affected the room, even if she rarely wielded it like a weapon. Not yet.

They unpacked in near silence at first. Joseph set the cooler on the scarred pine table while Lyn unzipped the smaller duffel and pulled out a neatly folded stack of lingerie, yoga pants, and the one red string bikini he'd begged her to bring. She glanced at him, lips curving just enough to make his stomach tighten.

"You still thinking about that little steel trap you begged me to bring?" she asked, voice soft but edged with something new.

Joseph swallowed. "Every damn minute since Atlanta."

She laughed, low and throaty, the sound he'd missed for years. "Good. Because I packed the key on my necklace chain. It's staying there the whole trip."

Before he could respond, a sharp knock rattled the screen door.

They both turned. Framed in the late-afternoon light stood a man who looked carved from sun and muscle: 24, maybe 25, shirtless, skin bronzed and glistening with a faint sheen of sweat. Dark hair fell carelessly over piercing blue eyes, and his khaki shorts rode low enough to show the deep V of his hips. The fabric stretched obscenely over a thick, unmistakable bulge that made Joseph's throat close.

"Hey, neighbors," the stranger drawled, Southern accent smooth as bourbon. "Saw the new truck pull in. Name's Max. Figured I'd say hello, see if you needed anything hauled or fixed." His gaze slid past Joseph without interest and settled on Lyn. "Especially you, darlin'. That cooler looks heavy."

Lyn's cheeks flushed, but she didn't look away. "We're managing, but thank you, Max." Her voice came out warmer than necessary, a little breathier. "I'm Lyn. This is my husband, Joseph."

Max's grin widened, all teeth and confidence. "Pleasure, Lyn. Joseph." The acknowledgment was perfunctory, already fading as his eyes traced the swell of her breasts against the tank top. "Nice spot you've got. If you want company for a campfire later, I'm just two sites down. Bring that smile."

He winked, turned, and sauntered off, leaving the screen door to slap shut behind him.

Joseph stood frozen, pulse hammering in his ears. Lyn closed the door slowly, then leaned back against it, breathing a little harder than she had a minute ago.

"Jesus," she murmured, almost to herself. "Did you see him?"

Joseph's mouth was dry. "Yeah. I saw him."

She met his eyes, something flickering behind the shy flush on her cheeks. "He looked at me like... like he already knew what he wanted."

Joseph stepped closer, voice rough. "You liked it."

She didn't deny it. Instead she reached out, fingers brushing the front of his shorts where his much-smaller-than-average cock was already thickening uselessly. "Maybe I did. Maybe I liked knowing you were watching him look."

Dinner was quick, grilled steaks and beer on the porch while the sun bled orange through the trees. They barely spoke. Every time Lyn shifted, her breasts pressed against the tank top; every time she crossed her legs, the leggings outlined the cleft of her ass. Joseph couldn't stop picturing Max's hands there, his mouth on her neck, his thick cock stretching what Joseph had never filled properly.

By the time full dark settled and the cicadas took over, they were back inside. Lyn lit a single lamp, stripped down to black lace panties and nothing else, her large natural breasts heavy and perfect in the low light. She pushed Joseph onto the sagging mattress, climbed over him, and pinned his wrists above his head with surprising strength.

"You've been hard since he knocked," she whispered, grinding once against the pathetic bulge in his shorts. "Tell me what you're thinking, Joseph. Say it out loud."

He groaned, hips lifting instinctively. "I'm thinking about him fucking you. Pinning you down right here, splitting you open with that monster cock while I watch. Then making me lick his cum out of you after."

Lyn's breath hitched. For a second the shy wife flickered back, eyes wide. Then something snapped. She sat up, yanked his shorts down, and wrapped her fingers around his small, throbbing cock. Five inches, rigid, leaking already.

"Look at this sad little thing," she said, voice dropping into something darker, crueler. "Much smaller than average. No wonder you've been begging for a cage. This couldn't satisfy me on its best day." She stroked him slowly, deliberately, thumb circling the head until he whimpered. "Imagine Max. Thick. Long. Veiny. Pounding me until I scream. Stretching me so wide I'd feel empty without him. And you'd just sit there, locked and useless, leaking in your tiny prison while I cum harder than I ever did for you."

The words hit like gasoline on fire. Joseph's hips jerked, balls drawing tight. "Lyn, fuck, please—"

She squeezed harder. "Beg me to lock you, Joseph. Right now. Tell me you want this pathetic clitty caged for the whole trip so I can tease you about real men."

"Please," he rasped, voice cracking. "Lock me. Cage me. Make me beg. I need it."

She reached for the suitcase, pulled out the steel micro-cage. Cold. Unforgiving. Laughably small.

"On your back," she ordered.

He obeyed. She tugged his balls through the ring first, rough enough to make him hiss, then tried to stuff his erect cock into the tube. It wouldn't fit. The harder she pushed, the harder he got, the head swelling purple against the bars.

Lyn laughed, sharp and mean. "Getting hard now? Too fucking late, loser." She gripped the base, forced the steel down over his shaft with no mercy, pinching skin, scraping sensitive flesh until he was panting through clenched teeth. The lock clicked shut with a final, metallic snap that echoed in the quiet cabin.

She straddled his thighs, panties still on, and ground her lace-covered pussy against the cage. The steel pressed cruelly into his trapped cock, every roll of her hips sending jolts of frustrated pleasure-pain through him.

"You feel that?" she whispered, leaning down so her heavy breasts brushed his chest. "That's all you get tonight. No touching. No cumming. Just aching while I tell you how Max would fuck me raw. How he'd cum so deep I'd drip for hours. And you'd lick every drop, wouldn't you? My good little cuck."

Joseph bucked uselessly beneath her, precum oozing through the slits in the cage, pooling on his stomach. "Yes. Fuck, yes. Anything."

She kept him there, grinding, whispering filth, describing Max's cock in vivid detail until the clock pushed past midnight. His pleas grew hoarse, body trembling with denied need, but Lyn never let up. She owned him now, body and mind, and the spark she'd lit in their Atlanta kitchen had caught fire in the Georgia pines.

The week had only just begun.


Chapter 2: The Cage Bites

Joseph woke to the dull, insistent ache between his thighs, the steel micro-cage sinking its cold teeth into tender flesh like a promise that refused to fade. The metal ring bit into the base of his balls, the tube clamped tight around his much-smaller-than-average cock, forcing it into a humiliating curl even at rest. A fat bead of precum already glistened at the slit, trapped and unable to escape fully, smearing the bars with a slick sheen that made every shift on the creaky mattress feel like torture. The cabin air was thick, humid even at dawn, carrying the faint scent of pine and last night's sweat.

Beside him, Lyn stirred. At 52 she looked radiant in the pale morning light filtering through the blinds, her thick brunette hair tousled across the pillow, her amazing large natural breasts rising and falling beneath the thin silk camisole she'd slipped into after hours of tormenting him. The camisole was pale peach, almost sheer, and did nothing to hide the dark circles of her nipples or the soft weight of her curves. She stretched lazily, arms overhead, breasts lifting and swaying in a way that sent a fresh pulse through Joseph's trapped dick.

She caught him staring and smirked, slow and knowing. "Hurts already, doesn't it?" Her voice was soft, almost sympathetic, but the edge beneath it was unmistakable. "That tiny clitty of yours isn't used to being told no."

Joseph swallowed, throat dry. "It's... tight. All night."

"Good." She rolled onto her side, propping herself on one elbow so her breasts pressed together, creating deep cleavage he couldn't look away from. "Maybe now you'll think twice before whining about other men fucking me. You begged for this cage back in Atlanta, remember? Said it would make you desperate. Look at you, Joseph. Already dripping like a faucet and it's barely morning."

He shifted, the cage clinking faintly against his thigh. Precum oozed thicker now, a shameful trickle that pooled on his stomach. "Lyn, please. Just... touch it. Even through the bars."

She laughed, low and cruel, the sound vibrating straight to his balls. "Touch it? Baby, that little thing doesn't deserve touching. It deserves to stay locked while I decide what happens next." She reached down casually, fingertips brushing the steel. The contact sent an electric jolt through him, his hips jerking involuntarily. She tapped the tube once, twice, each clink making him wince. "See? Even a tap makes you leak more. Pathetic."

Before he could beg again, the screen door banged open.

Max filled the doorway like he owned the place, wearing nothing but a tight white tank top and low-slung khaki shorts. Sweat already gleamed on his tanned skin, muscles flexing as he carried a small toolbox. His eyes went straight to Lyn, raking over the camisole, the way her breasts strained the silk, the curve of her hip where the sheet had slipped down.

"Morning, Lyn," he drawled, voice thick with sleep and heat. "Thought I'd check if your sink was still dripping. Heard it last night when I walked by."

Lyn sat up slowly, making no move to cover herself. The camisole rode up, exposing the flat plane of her stomach and the edge of black lace panties. "That's sweet of you, Max. Come on in."

Joseph stayed frozen on the bed, sheet bunched at his waist, cage hidden but throbbing harder at the casual way Max ignored him entirely.

Max stepped inside, boots heavy on the pine floor. He set the toolbox down and moved to the small kitchen sink, bending over so his shorts pulled tight across his ass and the thick outline of his cock pressed against the fabric. Lyn slid off the bed, padded barefoot to stand beside him, close enough that her breast brushed his arm.

"Right here," she said, pointing. "Keeps dripping."

Max turned the faucet, tested it, then straightened. His eyes dropped to her chest, lingered on the hard points of her nipples visible through the silk. "Easy fix. But you might want to stand back, darlin'. Could get wet."

Lyn didn't move. Instead she leaned in, voice dropping. "I don't mind getting a little wet."

Joseph's breath caught. The cage squeezed tighter as his cock tried to swell inside its prison. Precum leaked steadily now, a thin trail down his shaft.

Max chuckled, deep and dirty, and reached past her for the wrench, deliberately letting his forearm graze the side of her breast. Lyn didn't flinch. She pressed closer, hip against his thigh.

"You always this helpful to new neighbors?" she asked, teasing.

"Only the pretty ones," Max answered, eyes locked on hers. Then, louder so Joseph could hear: "Your husband doesn't seem to mind. He's just lying there watching."

Joseph's face burned. He wanted to speak, to protest, but the words stuck. All he could do was lie there, caged and leaking, while Max's hand brushed Lyn's waist as he worked the wrench.

When the sink was fixed, Max wiped his hands on a towel and turned to face Lyn fully. "All done. Anything else need... attention?"

Lyn's gaze dropped to the obscene bulge in his shorts. She licked her lips once, unconsciously. "Maybe later. We'll see."

Max grinned, stepped closer, and lowered his voice just enough that Joseph still caught every word. "You know where to find me. That red bikini would look real good down at the lake this afternoon. Bring it."

He left without another glance at Joseph.

The door slapped shut. Silence fell, broken only by Joseph's ragged breathing.

Lyn turned slowly, eyes bright with something dangerous. "You heard him."

Joseph nodded, voice hoarse. "Yeah."

She walked back to the bed, climbed on, and straddled his thighs again. This time she pulled the sheet away, exposing the steel cage and the mess of precum glistening on his skin. "Look at this sad little puddle. All because Max touched me for thirty seconds." She dipped a finger into the slickness, brought it to her lips, tasted. "Salty. Frustrated. Exactly how you should taste."

She leaned down, breasts brushing his chest through the silk, and whispered against his ear. "Tonight you're going to make me cum, Joseph. With your tongue. And you're going to thank me for every second you stay locked while I think about him."

The day crawled. Afternoon brought heat that pressed against the cabin walls. Lyn changed into a teal bikini top that barely contained her large natural breasts and high-waisted bottoms that hugged her thick hips. She lounged on the porch with a beer, legs crossed, while Joseph pretended to stack firewood, every swing of the axe sending fresh jolts through the cage.

When dusk fell, she led him inside, stripped to nothing but the black lace panties, and pushed him to his knees between her thighs on the bed.

"Make me cum," she ordered, voice thick. "Show me what that mouth is good for since your tiny cock never was."

Joseph obeyed, tongue plunging into her slick folds, tasting her arousal, lapping at her clit while she gripped his hair. She moaned softly at first, then louder, hips rolling against his face. When she reached for the nightstand drawer and pulled out the thick eight-inch dildo, his stomach twisted.

"Watch," she breathed, sliding the toy inside herself slowly. "This is closer to what Max feels like. Thick. Long. Filling me the way you never could."

She worked it in and out, eyes closed, imagining aloud. "God, he'd be so deep. Stretching me. Pounding until I screamed. You'd just kneel there, locked and useless, licking his cum out after."

Her thighs clamped around his head as she came, body shuddering, juices flooding his mouth. When the spasms faded she pushed him away, breathless.

"That's all you're good for tonight," she said, rolling onto her side. "Locked. Licking. Aching."

Joseph stayed on his knees, cage throbbing, precum dripping steadily onto the floorboards, mind fractured between humiliation and desperate need.

The cage had only just begun to bite. And Lyn was only getting started.


Chapter 3: The Plan Forms

Lyn woke on the third morning with sunlight slicing through the cabin blinds in thin gold bars across her bare skin. She lay on her back, legs slightly parted, one hand already drifting between her thighs before her eyes were fully open. The sheets were tangled around her ankles, damp from restless dreams that had left her slick and aching. Her thick brunette hair fanned across the pillow, and her amazing large natural breasts rose with each slow breath, nipples already stiff in the cool morning air.

She slid two fingers inside herself, slow and deliberate, feeling the lingering sensitivity from last night's dildo session. Joseph had licked her to orgasm twice before she pushed him away, his tongue still coated with her taste while his caged cock leaked uselessly onto the floorboards. The memory made her clit throb under her thumb.

"Ten days," she whispered to the empty room, voice husky with sleep and rising heat. "Ten days of Max creaming deep inside me, stretching me until I'm ruined for anything smaller, and you, Joseph, slurping every thick drop like the good little cuck you begged to be."

The thought sent a shiver through her core. She curled her fingers, stroking that sensitive spot inside while her other hand pinched a nipple hard enough to make her gasp. Her hips lifted off the mattress, chasing the building pressure. When the orgasm hit it was quiet but fierce, thighs trembling, a soft moan escaping her lips as her pussy clenched around her fingers.

She stayed there a moment, breathing hard, then withdrew her hand and licked her own wetness from her skin with lazy satisfaction. Joseph was already up, fumbling with the coffee pot in the tiny kitchen, the faint clink of his cage audible every time he moved. She smiled to herself. He had no idea how thoroughly she planned to own him this week.

By noon the heat had thickened the air inside the cabin. Lyn stood in front of the small mirror, adjusting the teal bikini top that barely contained her heavy breasts. The fabric dug into the soft flesh, pushing them up and together until deep cleavage spilled over the edge. She tugged the high-waisted bottoms higher, letting them cut into her hips in a way that accentuated every curve. The material was thin enough that the outline of her pussy lips showed faintly when she shifted her weight.

She stepped onto the porch with a cooler of beer and perched on the railing, legs crossed provocatively, one foot dangling. The red string bikini she'd packed waited in the duffel for later; this teal number was for now, for teasing, for watching her husband squirm from the corner of his eye while he pretended to tidy the campsite.

Max arrived at exactly two o'clock, as if he'd been counting the minutes. He wore board shorts that hung low on his hips and nothing else, every ridge of muscle gleaming with a light sheen of sweat. His eyes locked on her the second he rounded the path.

"Damn, Lyn," he said, voice low and appreciative. "That color looks good on you. Real good."

She smiled, slow and deliberate, and patted the railing beside her. "Come sit. I brought extra beer."

He took the offered bottle, fingers brushing hers longer than necessary. They talked easily at first, surface things: the lake temperature, the best hiking trails, how quiet the campground stayed mid-week. But his gaze kept dropping to her chest, to the way her breasts strained the bikini top with every breath, to the way her thighs pressed together when she laughed at one of his stories.

After the second beer, the conversation turned. His hand rested on her knee, casual at first, then slid higher, thumb tracing lazy circles on her inner thigh.

"You always this forward with married women?" she asked, voice teasing but not pulling away.

"Only when they look at me like they want to be fucked senseless," he answered without hesitation. His fingers crept higher, brushing the edge of her bikini bottoms. "And you, Lyn, have been looking at me like that since the first day."

Her breath hitched. She glanced toward the campsite where Joseph was stacking firewood, back turned but shoulders rigid. He could hear every word if he listened hard enough.

"Maybe I have," she admitted, spreading her legs just enough to let Max's hand slip between them. His fingers pressed against the fabric, finding her already wet. "Maybe I've been thinking about what it would feel like to have a real man inside me for once."

Max growled low in his throat, pressing harder, rubbing slow circles over her clit through the thin material. "Tell me what your husband's packing, darlin'. Be honest."

She leaned closer, lips near his ear. "Much smaller than average. Five inches on a good day. Never filled me the way I need. Never made me cum like I deserve."

Max's fingers slipped under the edge of her bottoms, finding bare, slick skin. "Then let me fix that. Tonight. In your bed. While he watches."

Lyn's hips rocked once against his hand before she caught herself. "Maybe," she breathed. "If he begs nicely."

At seven that evening the tension inside the cabin had grown thick enough to choke on. Joseph had been quiet all afternoon, stealing glances at Lyn in her bikini, at the way Max's hand had lingered on her thigh when they said goodbye on the porch. Now she stood in front of the cracked mirror in the bedroom, adjusting her hair, wearing nothing but a high-waisted pencil skirt and a fitted white blouse that strained across her breasts.

Joseph stepped behind her, voice small. "Lyn... I love you. After twenty-three years, I still do. But I know I'm not enough. I wish I was bigger. Wish I could satisfy you the way you deserve."

She met his eyes in the mirror. For a second the old shyness flickered, then vanished under something harder, more certain. "You finally said it out loud."

Before she could continue, the screen door creaked open. Max stepped inside without knocking, scratching the back of his head like he'd forgotten something.

"What's going on in here?" he asked, taking in the scene: Lyn half-dressed, Joseph standing too close, the air heavy with unspoken things.

Joseph's face burned crimson, but the words tumbled out before he could stop them. "Max... will you fuck her? Please. She needs it. She needs a real man."

Silence stretched, taut and electric.

Then Max's lips curled into a slow, dominant grin. He crossed his arms over his broad chest. "Beg me properly, cuck. On your knees."

Joseph's legs folded almost before his brain registered the command. He sank to the floorboards, knees hitting hard, eyes fixed on Max's feet. "Please, Max. Fuck my wife. She deserves a thick cock, a real pounding. Not my pathetic little thing. Please."

Lyn stepped forward, skirt whispering against her thighs. She stood over Joseph, looking down at him with a mixture of pity and triumph. Between her legs, the fabric of her panties was visibly damp.

"Well, damn," she purred, voice low and velvet. "Looks like we've got ourselves a deal."

She reached down, fingers threading through Joseph's graying hair, tugging his head back so he had to meet her eyes. "Tomorrow you start prepping me for him. With that worthless tongue. You'll get me nice and wet, nice and loose, so he slides in easy. And you'll thank me for every second of it."

Joseph's cage throbbed painfully, precum leaking steadily now, soaking the front of his shorts. He nodded once, voice hoarse. "Yes, Lyn. Thank you."

Max chuckled, stepping closer until his bulge was inches from Joseph's face. "Good boy. See you tomorrow, Lyn. Wear something easy to rip off."

He left, door slapping shut behind him.

Lyn released Joseph's hair and turned toward the bed, hips swaying with deliberate confidence. She glanced back over her shoulder, eyes glittering.

"Get on the floor and lick my feet clean, cuck. Practice for what's coming."

Joseph crawled forward without hesitation, tongue already extended, the taste of dust and pine sap mixing with the bitter tang of his own surrender.

The plan was formed. And there was no turning back.


Chapter 4: First Taste of Surrender

The Georgia sun hung heavy and merciless that afternoon, turning the lake into a sheet of molten silver. Lyn stood at the water’s edge in the red string bikini Max had requested, the thin straps digging into her thick hips, the tiny triangles of fabric barely containing her amazing large natural breasts. Every breath made the material strain; every slight shift sent a soft jiggle through her curves that drew eyes from half the shoreline. She knew it. She felt it. And for the first time in twenty-three years of marriage, the attention didn’t embarrass her; it ignited something deep and hungry.

Joseph sat on a towel twenty yards back under the shade of a pine, knees drawn up, cargo shorts doing nothing to hide the obscene tent of his micro-cage. The steel pressed cruelly against his much-smaller-than-average cock with every futile twitch. He watched, jaw tight, as Max waded into the shallows and pulled Lyn against him without a word of permission.

Max’s hands went straight to her ass, squeezing the soft flesh through the bikini bottoms, lifting her slightly so her breasts mashed against his chest. She gasped, arms looping around his neck. Their mouths met in a slow, filthy kiss that lasted long enough for Joseph to count the seconds. When they broke apart, Max’s fingers slipped under the string at her hip, tugging the fabric aside just enough to expose her to the water. One thick digit slid inside her without preamble; Lyn’s head fell back, lips parting on a low moan that carried across the lake.

Joseph’s cage bit harder. Precum leaked steadily now, soaking the inside of his shorts in a dark patch he couldn’t hide. He didn’t dare touch himself; Lyn had made it clear the night before that any attempt to relieve the pressure would earn him a week added to his lock-up. All he could do was sit there, stoic and trembling, while his wife was finger-fucked in broad daylight by a man half his age.

They didn’t finish in the water. Max pulled his hand free, licked his fingers clean with deliberate slowness while staring straight at Joseph, then led Lyn by the hand back toward the cabin. She walked with an exaggerated sway, bikini bottoms askew, a visible wet spot darkening the crotch. Joseph followed at a distance, legs unsteady, the cage clanking softly with every step.

Inside the cabin the air was cooler but no less charged. Max didn’t bother closing the door all the way. He pushed Lyn face-first against the porch railing just inside the threshold, yanked her bikini bottoms down to her ankles in one rough motion, and bent her over. Her heavy breasts swung free as he shoved the top up around her neck. She braced her forearms on the wood, ass presented, thighs already trembling.

Joseph stood frozen in the middle of the room. Max glanced at him once, smirked, then freed his cock from his board shorts. Nine inches at least, thick and veined, already leaking at the tip. He didn’t ask permission; he simply lined up and thrust in to the hilt in one brutal stroke.

Lyn cried out, sharp and raw, back arching. “Fuck, yes, stretch me.”

Max gripped her hips and set a punishing rhythm, each slam driving her forward against the railing. Her breasts bounced wildly, nipples scraping the rough cedar. Wet slaps filled the cabin, punctuated by her moans and his low grunts. Joseph watched every inch disappear inside her, watched her pussy lips grip and stretch around the massive shaft, watched the way her body shook with impacts she’d never felt from him.

Max didn’t last long in the conventional sense; he lasted exactly as long as he wanted. When he came it was with a guttural roar, hips slamming forward one final time as he unloaded deep inside her. Joseph saw the moment it happened: Lyn’s eyes rolled back, thighs quivering, a fresh gush of her own wetness coating Max’s balls as she came around him. Thick ropes of cum pulsed into her, so much that it began leaking out around his shaft before he even pulled free.

Max stepped back, cock still semi-hard and glistening. He looked at Joseph. “Your turn to clean up, cuck.”

Lyn straightened slowly, legs shaky, and turned toward her husband. Cum already dripped down her inner thighs in slow white trails. She crooked a finger.

“On your knees, Joseph. Right here.”

He dropped without hesitation, knees hitting the floorboards hard enough to bruise. She stepped forward, straddling his face, one hand tangling in his graying hair to pull him in.

“Lap it up,” she ordered, voice husky and commanding. “Every drop he left in your wife’s used cunt. Taste what a real man does to me.”

Joseph’s tongue plunged forward, desperate and obedient. The first taste hit like a shock: thick, salty, bitter, mixed with Lyn’s sharp musk and the faint metallic tang of her arousal. He lapped greedily, swallowing convulsively, nose buried against her swollen clit as more cum oozed onto his tongue. She ground down harder, smearing the mess across his face, coating his chin, his cheeks.

“Look at you,” she purred, fingers tightening in his hair. “My stoic husband, face-deep in another man’s load. You love it, don’t you? You’re leaking like a broken faucet just from cleaning me.”

She was right. The cage throbbed painfully, precum streaming through the slits in thick rivulets down his shaft, pooling on the floor between his knees. The humiliation burned hot in his chest, but so did the arousal, twisting together until he couldn’t tell one from the other.

Max stepped closer, cock still glistening. “He’s good at it. Bet he’d be even better with a little encouragement.”

Lyn laughed softly. She reached down, fingers finding the steel bars of the cage. She rubbed the tip through the slits, slow circles over the sensitive head, treating it like a swollen clit begging for friction.

“Cum for me now, cuck,” she whispered. “Hands-free. Right here while you lick his load out of me. Show Max how pathetic you really are.”

The command shattered what little control Joseph had left. The combination of her filthy words, the taste flooding his mouth, the relentless rubbing against his trapped cockhead, and the raw vulnerability of being watched sent him over the edge. His hips jerked once, twice; a weak, ruined orgasm pulsed through the cage. Watery spurts dribbled out in frustrating little pulses, coating Lyn’s fingers, dripping onto the floorboards. No full release, no satisfaction, just a hollow ache that left him gasping against her pussy.

She smeared the mess across his balls, then pushed his face deeper. “Finish cleaning. Don’t miss a drop.”

Joseph obeyed, tongue delving into her folds, scooping out every creamy remnant while Lyn and Max watched. When she was satisfied, she stepped back, legs still trembling, and looked down at him with cool satisfaction.

“Good boy,” she said. “Now thank Max for fucking your wife properly.”

Joseph’s voice cracked, hoarse from use. “Thank you, Max. For giving her what I never could.”

Max chuckled, zipping up. “Anytime, cuck. We’re just getting started.”

Lyn crooked a finger at Joseph again. “Crawl to the bedroom. You’re sleeping on the floor tonight. Chained to the bedpost. I want you close enough to hear me if I decide to play with myself thinking about him.”

Joseph crawled, cage swinging heavily between his legs, face still smeared with cum and her juices, mind fractured between shame and desperate, aching want.

The cage had bitten deep today.

And Lyn’s hunger was only growing.


Chapter 5: Deeper Descent

The fourth morning dawned sticky and slow, the Georgia heat already seeping through the cabin walls before the sun cleared the pines. Joseph woke on the floor where Lyn had left him, wrists loosely chained to the bedpost with a length of soft rope she’d found in the storage shed. His shoulders ached from the awkward angle, but the real pain lived lower: the micro-cage had spent another night pinching and denying, his much-smaller-than-average cock swollen against the bars, a steady leak of precum dried into crusty trails down his inner thighs.

Lyn stood over him, already dressed for the day in a high-waisted black pencil skirt that hugged her thick hips and a cropped white blouse tied just under her amazing large natural breasts, leaving a generous strip of midriff bare. The outfit was office-sexy repurposed for the woods, the blouse buttons straining to contain her curves, the skirt slit high enough on one thigh to flash lace when she moved. She looked down at him with cool appraisal, one high-heeled sandal tapping the floorboards.

“Morning, cuck,” she said, voice smooth and certain. “Time to dress you properly.”

She unlocked the rope first, then reached into the duffel and pulled out a pair of pink lace panties she’d packed without telling him. The fabric was delicate, sheer in places, with a small satin bow at the front. Joseph stared at them, throat working.

“Lyn...”

“Shh.” She crouched, bringing her breasts level with his face, the blouse gaping enough to show deep cleavage and the edge of a black lace bra. “You begged for this life. Now you wear what I decide. Stand up.”

He rose on unsteady legs. She tugged his cargo shorts and boxers down in one motion, exposing the steel cage and the mess of dried precum. She tsked softly, almost affectionately.

“Look at this sad little thing. Leaking all night just thinking about what Max did to me yesterday.” She stepped closer, pressing the lace panties against his caged cock, letting him feel the soft fabric tease the bars. “These are your new uniform. Under everything. All day. Every day.”

Joseph’s face burned, but his hips twitched forward instinctively. “Yes, Lyn.”

She worked the panties up his legs herself, tucking his trapped cock and balls carefully into the front panel so the lace stretched tight across the steel. The bow sat right over the lock like a mocking gift tag. When she snapped the waistband against his skin he flinched; she smiled.

“Perfect. Now you’ll feel them every time you move. A constant reminder that your tiny clitty belongs to me.”

The rest of the morning blurred into service. Joseph cooked breakfast in the pink lace panties under his shorts, the fabric riding up between his cheeks with every step. Lyn sat at the table in her skirt and blouse, legs crossed, watching him with lazy amusement while she sipped coffee. When he set the plate in front of her she reached under the table, squeezed his caged bulge through the shorts, and whispered, “Good boy. Keep that clitty tucked and leaking. Max is coming over soon.”

Max arrived shirtless, board shorts slung low, carrying a six-pack and a predatory grin. He didn’t knock; he walked in like he belonged there. His eyes went straight to Lyn, raking over the tied blouse and the way her breasts threatened to spill free.

“Looking dangerous today, darlin’,” he said, setting the beer down and pulling her against him for a slow, possessive kiss. His hand slid up her skirt, cupping her ass while Joseph stood frozen by the stove.

Lyn broke the kiss long enough to glance at her husband. “Joseph. Kneel by the bed. Watch.”

Joseph obeyed instantly, dropping to his knees beside the mattress, pink lace peeking above his waistband. Max didn’t waste time. He lifted Lyn onto the bed, shoved her skirt up around her waist, and yanked her black lace panties to the side. She was already soaked; the scent of her arousal filled the small room.

Max freed his thick cock, nine-plus inches veined and heavy, and thrust in without preamble. Lyn gasped, back arching, breasts bouncing free as the blouse buttons popped open. He fucked her missionary, deep and deliberate, each stroke making her moan louder than Joseph had ever elicited. Joseph knelt inches away, forced to hold her legs wide, hands trembling on her thighs as he watched the massive shaft disappear inside her again and again.

When Max came it was with a low growl, hips slamming forward as he unloaded deep. Thick ropes pulsed into her, so much that it began leaking out around his base before he pulled free. Cum dripped in slow white strands onto the sheets.

Lyn lay there panting, skirt rucked up, blouse gaping, pussy gaping and creamy. She crooked a finger at Joseph.

“Clean me first, cuck. Then him.”

Joseph crawled forward, tongue extended. He lapped at her swollen folds, swallowing the hot, salty mix of Max’s load and her juices. She gripped his hair, grinding against his face, smearing the mess across his cheeks and chin.

“Good boy,” she purred. “Now the source.”

Max stood beside the bed, cock still semi-hard and glistening. He gripped the base and angled it toward Joseph’s mouth.

“Suck him clean, sissy. Taste what just wrecked your wife.”

Joseph froze for half a heartbeat, stoic frustration boiling in his chest. His eyes flicked to Lyn; she nodded once, expression unyielding.

“For you,” he rasped, voice cracking. “Only for you.”

He leaned forward, lips trembling as they brushed the slick head. The taste hit immediately: salt, musk, the sharp tang of Max’s cum mixed with Lyn’s sweetness. He licked tentatively along the underside, tracing a thick vein, then opened wider. The girth stretched his jaw; he gagged softly when Max fed him the first few inches, hand fisting his hair to guide the rhythm.

“That’s it,” Max rumbled. “Suck like a good girl. Clean every drop she left on me.”

Lyn watched, fingers circling her clit lazily. “Deeper, Joseph. Show him how grateful you are. My stoic little hubby with lipstick smeared on a real cock.”

Joseph whimpered around the shaft, throat working as Max thrust shallowly. The humiliation seared through him, but so did the dark thrill; his cage throbbed painfully, precum streaming through the lace panties, soaking the front of his shorts. Lyn reached down, rubbed the steel through the fabric like she was stroking a swollen clit.

“Cum for me now,” she commanded. “Hands-free while you suck him. Show us what a desperate sissy you’ve become.”

The words, the stretch of his jaw, the musky invasion of his mouth, the relentless friction on his trapped cockhead, it all crashed together. Joseph’s body seized; a ruined orgasm pulsed through the cage, weak spurts dribbling into the lace, leaving a dark wet spot on his shorts. No relief, just frustrating pulses that left him trembling, fuller of shame than satisfaction.

Max pulled free with a wet pop, smeared the last drops across Joseph’s lips, then stepped back.

“Good girl,” he said, smirking. “You’re a natural.”

Lyn tugged Joseph’s head up by the hair, kissed him deeply, tasting Max on his tongue. “You liked that, didn’t you? More than you want to admit.”

Joseph nodded once, voice hoarse. “For you, Lyn. Anything for you.”

She smiled, slow and wicked. “Then get that tongue back between my legs. Prep my ass for him next time. We’re going deeper, cuck. Much deeper.”

Joseph obeyed, face pressing between her cheeks, tongue circling her tight ring while Max watched and Lyn moaned above him.

The descent had only begun. And Joseph was already too far gone to climb back out.


Chapter 6: Total Ownership

The cabin felt smaller on the fifth evening, the air thick with the scent of pine resin, sweat, and the lingering musk of sex that never quite left the sheets. Lyn had spent the afternoon on her phone, ordering discreetly from a boutique site that promised next-day delivery to the campground office. When the small package arrived just before dusk, she carried it inside like a trophy.

Joseph knelt in the center of the room, already stripped to the pink lace panties she’d made his uniform. The steel cage pressed visibly against the sheer fabric, the tiny satin bow at the front now stained dark from hours of constant leaking. His hands rested on his thighs, palms up, eyes fixed on the floorboards as Lyn opened the box.

She pulled out the items one by one with deliberate slowness: sheer black stockings with lace tops, a matching garter belt, a frilly white apron that tied in a bow at the back, and a tube of cherry-red lipstick. No bra, no panties beyond what he already wore; the ensemble was designed for exposure, for service, for humiliation.

“Stand,” she ordered.

Joseph rose. Lyn circled him slowly, her high-waisted leather skirt whispering against her thighs, the cropped black blouse unbuttoned low enough to show the swell of her amazing large natural breasts cradled in red lace. She’d painted her lips the same cherry shade as the tube she now held.

“Arms up.”

She rolled the stockings up his legs herself, smoothing them over his calves, snapping the lace tops against his skin. The garter belt came next, clips biting into the sheer fabric as she fastened them. The apron went over his head last, the ruffled edges brushing his caged cock every time he breathed. Finally she uncapped the lipstick, gripped his chin, and painted his lips with slow, careful strokes.

“Look at yourself,” she said, turning him toward the small mirror by the dresser.

Joseph stared. The man in the reflection was unrecognizable: graying hair, paunchy chest, pink lace stretched tight over steel, stockings hugging his legs, apron framing his humiliation, lips glossy and red. His cock throbbed uselessly inside the cage, a fresh bead of precum soaking through the front panel.

Lyn stepped behind him, breasts pressing against his back, hands sliding down to cup the steel through the lace.

“Tonight is sissy night,” she whispered against his ear. “You serve. You watch. You clean. And if you’re very good, I might let you feel how wet I get watching you break.”

Max arrived at eight sharp, wearing nothing but low-slung jeans and that same predatory grin. He took one look at Joseph and laughed, deep and approving.

“Fuck, Lyn. You’ve turned him into a proper little maid.”

Lyn smiled, slow and wicked. “He begged for it. Didn’t you, sissy?”

Joseph’s voice came out hoarse, lips sticky with lipstick. “Yes, Lyn.”

Max crossed the room in three strides, gripped Joseph’s chin, and tilted his head up. “Pour us drinks, girl. Then get on your knees by the bed. You’re going to hold my balls while I fuck your wife.”

Joseph obeyed. He poured whiskey into two glasses with trembling hands, carried them to the bedside table, then sank to his knees beside the mattress. Max stripped slowly, jeans hitting the floor, his thick nine-inch cock already half-hard and curving upward.

Lyn shed her skirt and blouse, revealing the red lace bra and matching thong. She climbed onto the bed on all fours, ass presented, looking back over her shoulder at Joseph.

“Spread me for him, sissy.”

Joseph reached up, fingers shaking as he pulled the thong aside. Max stepped forward, cock brushing Joseph’s painted lips on the way past. He gripped Lyn’s hips and thrust in deep, burying himself to the hilt in one stroke.

Lyn moaned, loud and unrestrained. “God, yes. Fill me.”

Max set a brutal rhythm, each slam rocking her forward. Her heavy breasts swung beneath her, nipples scraping the sheets. Joseph knelt inches away, one hand cupping Max’s heavy balls as they slapped against Lyn’s clit with every thrust. The scent was overwhelming: her arousal, Max’s musk, the faint leather of the garter straps digging into Joseph’s thighs.

When Max came the first time it was sudden and deep, hips grinding as he unloaded inside her. Cum pulsed in thick ropes; Joseph felt the contractions through the sac in his palm. Lyn shuddered, pussy clenching visibly around the shaft, milking every drop.

Max pulled out slowly, cock slick and shining. Cum immediately began to drip from Lyn’s stretched hole.

“Clean him first,” Lyn commanded, voice thick with afterglow.

Joseph leaned forward without hesitation now. He took Max’s semi-hard cock into his mouth, lips stretching wide, tongue swirling to lap up the creamy mix of seed and her juices. The taste was stronger this time, more familiar, less shocking. He sucked deeper, gagging softly when Max fed him the full length, hand fisting his hair to control the pace.

Lyn watched, fingers circling her clit. “That’s it, sissy. Suck him like you mean it. Show him how grateful you are.”

Joseph whimpered around the girth, throat working, lipstick smearing in red streaks along the veined shaft. The humiliation burned hotter than ever, but so did the arousal. His cage throbbed painfully, precum streaming through the lace in thick rivulets.

Lyn reached down, rubbed the steel through the soaked panties like she was stroking a swollen pussy. “Cum for me now. Hands-free. While you suck his cock. Let it happen, sissy. Show us what a desperate little slut you’ve become.”

The friction, the stretch of his jaw, the musky invasion filling his senses, the raw shatter of doing this in full sissy attire, it all collided. Joseph’s body seized; a ruined orgasm pulsed through the cage, weak spurts dribbling into the pink lace, soaking the front panel dark. No relief, just frustrating aftershocks that left him trembling, fuller of shame and need than ever.

Max pulled free, smeared the last drops across Joseph’s painted lips, then flipped Lyn onto her back for round two. He fucked her prone this time, deep and grinding, filling her again with a second creampie while Joseph knelt beside them, holding Max’s balls once more, feeling every pulse as the load flooded his wife.

When Max finally withdrew, Lyn spread her legs wide. “Clean me, sissy. Then thank him properly.”

Joseph dove between her thighs, tongue plunging into the creamy mess, swallowing double loads while Lyn moaned above him. When she was satisfied, she tugged him up by the apron strings.

“Tell him, Joseph. Tell Max what you are.”

Joseph’s voice cracked, lipstick smeared, eyes glassy with frustrated want. “I’m your locked sissy cuck, Lyn. Use my mouth, my tongue, anything. Lock me permanently. I’m yours.”

Lyn smiled, slow and triumphant. She reached for the key on her necklace, dangled it once, then tucked it back between her breasts.

“This never comes off again,” she said softly. “You’re mine. Forever.”

Max chuckled, pulling his jeans back on. “See you tomorrow, darlin’. Bring the maid outfit next time.”

He left, door slapping shut.

Lyn looked down at Joseph, still kneeling, apron stained, stockings laddered, lips red and swollen.

“Crawl to the bathroom,” she ordered. “Clean your face. Then come back and sleep at the foot of the bed. You’ve earned that much.”

Joseph crawled away, cage swinging heavily, mind quiet for the first time in days. Not peaceful. Owned.

And the ownership felt like the only thing left that made sense.


Chapter 7: The New Normal

The final days in the Georgia pines passed in a slow, humid rhythm of total surrender. Joseph moved through the cabin like a shadow in service: pink lace panties tucked beneath cargo shorts during the day, full sissy attire after dusk. The stockings left faint ladder runs from kneeling on rough floorboards; the garter clips pinched his skin with every step; the frilly apron stayed tied around his waist like a badge of ownership. Lyn no longer asked for obedience; she expected it, and he gave it without hesitation, his much-smaller-than-average cock locked permanently in its steel prison, leaking almost constantly now from the relentless tease and denial.

Mornings began with him on his knees beside the bed, tongue between her thighs, cleaning the remnants of the previous night’s play while she scrolled her phone and sipped coffee. Afternoons were errands: fetching beer from the campground store, stacking firewood, preparing dinner, all while the cage clinked softly and the lace rode up between his cheeks. Evenings belonged to Max. Lyn would dress for him in high-waisted leather skirts, silk blouses unbuttoned low, red lace lingerie underneath, and Joseph would serve drinks on his knees, lips painted cherry-red, apron fluttering as he moved.

The routine had become ritual. Max would arrive, pull Lyn into a deep kiss that left her breathless, then bend her over whatever surface was closest. Joseph knelt nearby, holding her legs wide or Max’s heavy balls, watching every thick inch disappear inside her, feeling the contractions through his palm when Max unloaded deep with a guttural groan. Creampie after creampie filled her; Joseph cleaned every one, tongue plunging into her stretched, creamy folds, swallowing the hot, salty evidence while Lyn moaned above him and Max watched with lazy amusement.

On the last night the air felt heavier, charged with finality. Lyn had dressed in a black leather skirt that hugged her thick hips and a sheer white blouse that left nothing to the imagination; her amazing large natural breasts strained the fabric, nipples dark and hard beneath. She lounged on the bed, legs spread, while Joseph knelt at the foot, apron tied neatly, stockings smoothed, lips freshly painted.

Max fucked her through three positions that night, deliberate and unhurried.

First spooning on the bed: Max behind her, one arm wrapped around her waist, hand cupping a heavy breast while he thrust slow and deep. Joseph knelt beside them, holding Lyn’s top leg high, watching the thick shaft slide in and out, glistening with her arousal. When Max came the first time he ground forward, groaning low as he pumped a thick load into her core. Cum immediately began to leak when he withdrew; Joseph leaned in without command, tongue scooping the creamy mess from her swollen lips while Lyn sighed in satisfaction.

Second was reverse cowgirl: Lyn straddling Max, facing Joseph, skirt rucked up around her waist. She rode him hard, breasts bouncing free as the blouse fell open, hips rolling in slow circles that made her moan with every grind. Joseph knelt close, apron brushing the mattress, hands on her thighs to steady her. Max gripped her ass, thrusting up to meet her, and when he filled her again the overflow dripped down his shaft onto his balls. Joseph cleaned him mid-act this time, sucking the slick cock clean between thrusts, lipstick smearing in red streaks, then returned to Lyn’s dripping pussy to lap up the fresh deposit.

The third was missionary, classic and intimate. Max pinned her beneath him, legs wrapped around his waist, pounding relentlessly until the headboard thumped against the wall. Lyn clawed his back, crying out as another orgasm ripped through her. Max buried himself deep one final time, hips jerking as he unloaded a third thick creampie, so much that it bubbled out around his base before he even pulled free.

He rolled off, cock softening but still glistening. Lyn lay there panting, skirt bunched, blouse gaping, pussy gaping and overflowing with three loads of thick white cum.

She looked at Joseph, eyes glassy with pleasure and power.

“Come here, cuck,” she said softly. “You’ve earned one last reward tonight.”

Joseph crawled forward. Lyn reached for the key on her necklace, the silver glinting in the lamplight. She unlocked the cage with steady fingers, the steel falling away. His much-smaller-than-average cock sprang free, rock-hard and purple, veins standing out, the head already weeping from weeks of denial.

“Sloppy seconds,” she whispered. “The only fuck you get from me anymore. Go on. Feel what a real man leaves behind.”

Joseph positioned himself between her thighs, hands shaking as he gripped her hips. He pressed the tip against her entrance; the sensation hit like lightning. Loose, hot velvet enveloped him instantly, Max’s thick loads squelching around his modest length as he sank in to the hilt. The stretch from three creampies made her pussy feel magical: slick, warm, yielding in a way it had never been for him, every ridge and fold massaging him with obscene ease. Cum coated his shaft, lubing every thrust, the wet sounds filling the room.

“Fuck,” Joseph groaned, voice raw. “It’s so good, Lyn. So stretched, so loose, so fucking alive. The most amazing thing I’ve ever felt after twenty-three years. Your pussy’s never been this magical.”

Lyn arched beneath him, heels digging into his ass, urging him deeper. “Feel that, baby? That’s what Max does. Turns me into a perfect, sloppy heaven for your sad little poke. Pump away, cuck. Stir up his loads while they’re still hot.”

He thrust frantically, hips snapping, the creamy friction overwhelming. He lasted less than two minutes. The pent-up pressure, the magical grip, the humiliating perfection of it all shattered him. “Lyn, shit, I’m gonna cum already, it’s too much, fuck—”

He buried himself deep, body seizing as he dumped a huge load of built-up little-dick cum into the mess Max had left. Thick ropes pulsed out, mixing with the superior seed already inside her, his hips grinding to chase every drop. When it ended he collapsed onto her, trembling, spent, but the satisfaction was hollow, fleeting.

Lyn laughed softly, nails raking his back. “Already? Pathetic, but sweet. Dumping all that backed-up sissy cum in seconds, like your tiny cock’s been saving it just for my ruined pussy.”

She pushed him off gently, her inner muscles clenching to savor the dual warmth. Then she sat up, key in hand, and with efficient clicks fed his softening cock back into the micro-cage. The lock snapped shut with finality.

“Back in prison where that much-smaller-than-average thing belongs,” she said, voice calm and certain. “You felt magic tonight, Joseph. That’s your reward. Forever.”

Max watched from the doorway, jeans zipped, smirking. “Drive safe tomorrow. Next trip, bring the full maid outfit. I want to see him serve breakfast in heels.”

He left, door slapping shut one last time.

The drive home the next morning was quiet. Lyn drove in high-waisted yoga pants and a fitted tank top, her amazing large natural breasts swaying gently with every turn. Joseph sat in the passenger seat, caged and pantied, stockings hidden beneath his shorts, apron folded in his lap like a keepsake.

She glanced at him once, key glinting on its chain between her breasts.

“Frustrated?” she asked.

He nodded, stoic, voice low. “Yes. But owned. And that’s enough.”

Lyn smiled, hand resting on his thigh, thumb brushing the hidden bulge of the cage.

“Good boy,” she said. “Because this is our new normal. And next year, when we come back to these pines, you’ll be even deeper. Maid outfit. Deeper bi training. Whatever I decide.”

Joseph stared out at the passing trees, the ache in his cage a constant companion now, familiar and strangely comforting.

“Whatever you decide,” he echoed softly.

Lyn turned up the radio, fingers drumming the wheel, and drove them south toward Atlanta.

The pines receded in the rearview mirror.

But the cage stayed on.

And Lyn’s control stayed absolute.

-Joseph Robert-
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