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Foreword

This story came from a simple question that wouldn't leave me alone: what happens when a long-married wife finally discovers her husband has been living a secret life of submission, and instead of ending the marriage, she decides to take the reins and rewrite everything?

Lyn and Jonna's journey is raw, unfiltered, and deeply erotic. It explores power, humiliation, desire, and surrender without apology. If you've ever wondered how far betrayal can twist into bliss, this book is for you.

Thank you for reading.

Joseph Robert

North Pole

March 2026


Chapter 1: The Slow Burn of Years

Jonna’s glossy lips part in a helpless little O as Marcus’s thick shaft splits her smooth, freshly shaved ass again, the blunt head kissing that deep hidden spot that makes every muscle in her body forget how to fight. She tries to brace, palms flat on the mattress, but the rhythm isn’t hers to set. Her caged clit, pink steel locked tight around the useless four inches, dribbles a thin steady thread onto the sheet below while her hips jerk forward on their own. Lyn watches from the headboard, thighs spread wide, one hand lazily circling her swollen clit as another thick load from Marcus still warms her insides. Jonna’s eyes roll back, breath hitching into sharp, animal whimpers; the orgasm crashes through her without warning, without permission, just a sudden violent shudder that locks her spine and milks the cock buried inside her until she’s trembling, ruined, leaking clear fluid in weak spurts that never quite satisfy. Lyn’s laugh is low, satisfied. “There she goes again,” she murmurs, reaching down to stroke Jonna’s wig as the sissy collapses forward, ass still clenching around the softening shaft. “My perfect little toy can’t even hold it back.” Marcus chuckles, pulls out slow, letting the slick withdrawal make Jonna whine. Lyn scoots forward, guiding Jonna’s painted mouth to the creamy mess still dripping from her own well-fucked slit. “Clean your queen first, baby. Then maybe we’ll let you beg for round three.”

The bedroom dissolves. Heat and musk fade. Twenty-three years rewind in a single humid breath.

Lyn stood barefoot on cool kitchen tile in Tampa, late-afternoon sun slanting through the blinds and painting gold stripes across her bare shoulders. Her cotton tank clung where sweat had gathered under the heavy natural swell of her breasts; she hadn’t bothered with a bra since the air conditioning died two days ago. She sliced mangoes with slow, deliberate strokes, juice running down her wrist while her mind wandered places it had no business going. Jon bent to load the dishwasher across the island, his soft belly rounding over the waistband of old gym shorts, the plump curve of his backside pushing out as he reached low for a plate. From this angle he looked almost delicate, almost feminine in the way the flesh gave under cotton. Lyn’s knife paused. She stared at the gentle sway of his ass as he straightened, at the faint jiggle when he turned to rinse a glass. Twenty-three years of that same body, that same modest four-inch length slipping inside her on Saturday nights, polite and predictable, leaving her wet but never quite full. Never quite claimed.

She swallowed. The ache that had been simmering low in her belly for months tightened another notch. What would it feel like, she wondered, to have something heavier press against her entrance, something that stretched her walls until the breath left her lungs in a rush? Something thick, dark, unyielding, over ten inches of solid heat that would make her feel split open and owned in ways Jon’s polite nudges never could. She pictured Bob first, their tall, broad-shouldered neighbor with skin the color of polished walnut, the easy confidence he carried that always made her glance twice at the heavy outline in his jeans during barbecues. Then his younger brother Marcus flickered into the fantasy, even bigger, construction-hardened, rumored to swing something obscene between his thighs. Lyn’s thighs pressed together on instinct, a fresh pulse of warmth blooming between them. She set the knife down before she dropped it.

Jon glanced up, caught her looking. His cheeks pinked instantly; he ducked his head, busied himself with the silverware. Lyn felt the familiar pang of tenderness mixed with something sharper now, something impatient. He was sweet. He was safe. He was hers. And yet the thought kept circling: what if safe wasn’t enough anymore? What if she needed to feel a real man’s weight pinning her down, a cock so girthy it forced her to spread wider than she ever had, veins pulsing against her inner walls until she couldn’t think past the stretch?

Jon felt her gaze like a physical touch. It always made his stomach knot. He knew she noticed how soft he’d gotten, how the weight had settled mostly in his chest and hips, how his cock barely tented his shorts even when she let him grind against her thigh. He told himself it didn’t matter, that love wasn’t measured in inches. But every time she looked at him that way, quiet and measuring, his little dick twitched uselessly and a hot flush crawled up his neck. He wanted to be enough. He needed to be enough. He finished loading the racks, closed the door with a soft click, wiped his palms on his shorts. “I’m gonna run over to Bob’s for a quick beer,” he said, voice too casual. “He texted about the game.”

Lyn nodded without looking up from the cutting board. “Sure. Don’t stay out too late.” Her tone was warm, ordinary. Inside, curiosity uncoiled like smoke. Bob’s place was only two blocks away. Jon had been going over more often lately, coming home flushed and smelling faintly of unfamiliar soap. She set the knife down, listened to the front door close behind him, then crossed to the window and watched his familiar shape disappear around the corner.

The mango sat forgotten on the counter, juice pooling. Lyn’s fingers drifted to the hem of her tank, brushed the underside of one heavy breast. Her nipple tightened against the cotton at the lightest graze. She exhaled slowly. Tonight she would wait up. Tomorrow she would follow. Whatever secret Jon was carrying, she would uncover it. And whatever hunger had woken inside her after all these careful, quiet years, she would feed it until it stopped gnawing.

She didn’t know yet that the sight waiting behind Bob’s bedroom blinds would look, at first glance, exactly like a woman’s lush, eager body rocking back in pink lace and black stockings. She didn’t know the betrayal would taste like gasoline on her tongue and light a fire between her thighs she could no longer ignore.

But she was already moving toward it.


Chapter 2: Cracks in the Routine

Three weeks after the mangoes sat untouched on the counter the house carried a new undercurrent, faint but persistent, like the scent of rain trapped in curtains long after the storm.

Lyn caught the first real sign in the laundry hamper. Jon’s usual plain cotton briefs had been replaced at the top of the pile with something softer, lace-edged, pale lavender peeking from the waistband like a secret left carelessly exposed. She lifted them between two fingers, fabric cool and slippery against her skin, and held them up to the light. The cut was high on the hips, designed to frame curves rather than conceal them. Her thumb traced the delicate scalloped trim while her mind flashed to the way Jon’s ass had looked when he bent for the dishwasher, round and yielding, the same shape that would fill this scrap of nothing so perfectly. She dropped the panties back into the hamper, pulse quickening low in her belly. No anger yet, only a sharp, curious heat that made her press her thighs together as she started the wash cycle.

Jon moved through the days with careful steps, every motion measured to hide the faint ache that lingered between his cheeks after nights with Bob. The big black man never rushed, never let Jon leave unmarked; he liked to take his time spreading him open, sinking that thick ten-inch length inch by deliberate inch until Jon’s breath came in short, needy bursts and his own small cock leaked uselessly against his stomach. Afterward Jon showered at Bob’s, used the floral body wash kept under the sink, rubbed it into every crease until the musk of sex and sweat disappeared under artificial jasmine. He told himself the scent would fade before he got home. It never quite did.

Lyn noticed the jasmine first. It clung to Jon’s neck when he leaned in to kiss her good morning, sweet and feminine, nothing like the plain cedar soap he’d used forever. She inhaled deeper than necessary, let her lips brush his skin longer, felt the way his body tensed under the contact. His cock stayed soft in his boxers, no twitch, no swell. She pulled back, offered coffee instead of questions, watched him sip it while his eyes darted to the clock. “Meeting Bob later?” she asked, voice light.

“Yeah, probably. Poker night got moved up.” Jon’s smile was quick, practiced. Inside his stomach twisted. He could still feel the stretch from last time, the way Bob’s heavy balls had slapped against him with every deep thrust, the way he’d whimpered “please, harder” without meaning to. The memory made his little dick stir faintly, then shrink again in shame. He needed to stop. He told himself every time that this would be the last. Then Bob texted and the craving returned sharper than before.

Lyn let the lie sit between them unchallenged. She started wearing thinner tops around the house, fabrics that clung to the full weight of her breasts when she reached for a high shelf or bent to pick up a dropped spoon. Jon’s gaze flicked, lingered, then skittered away. No bulge in his shorts, no shift to hide himself. She felt the absence like a slap, then like fuel. If he couldn’t get hard for her anymore, someone else would. Someone with skin dark as midnight and a cock rumored to hang heavy even soft, thick enough to make her walk funny the next day.

One afternoon she found his phone charging on the nightstand while he napped on the couch. No lock. She swiped open the messages with Bob. The thread was sparse but damning.

“Tonight?” “Yeah. Same time.” “Bring the pink ones. And the stockings.” “Already packed.”

Lyn’s thumb hovered over the screen. Pink ones. Stockings. The words landed hot and heavy in her gut, stirring the same restless coil she’d felt watching him load the dishwasher. She closed the app, set the phone back exactly as she found it, and walked to the bedroom window. Outside, palm fronds stirred in the late breeze, Tampa heat pressing against the glass. She pictured Jon slipping into that lace, knees on Bob’s bed, ass presented high while that massive black cock split him open. The image should have broken her. Instead it made her clit throb, panties dampening in seconds.

She waited until evening. Jon kissed her cheek, said he was heading to Bob’s for cards. Lyn smiled, told him to have fun, watched his car pull away. Then she grabbed her keys, slipped on quiet flats, and followed at a careful distance. The streetlights flickered on as she turned onto Bob’s block, parked two houses down with the engine off. Heart hammering, she walked the sidewalk’s edge, hibiscus brushing her bare legs, until she reached the side yard. The bedroom window glowed soft yellow, blinds tilted just enough to offer slivers of the scene inside.

She crouched low, breath shallow, and peered through the gap.


Chapter 3: The Window That Changed Everything

Lyn crouched low behind the hibiscus, damp leaves grazing her bare calves, the humid Tampa night pressing against her skin like warm breath. Heartbeats thudded in her ears, loud enough to drown the distant traffic hum. Through the slanted blinds she saw fragments at first: rumpled white sheets, a discarded polo shirt crumpled on the carpet, Bob’s broad back flexing under the low lamp glow, skin dark and gleaming with a thin sheen of sweat. Then the figure centered on the mattress came into focus.

Kneeling, back arched, ass presented high like an offering. Pink lace panties clung to plush, rounded cheeks, the fabric stretched thin where it disappeared between them, riding high to expose generous curves that quivered with each slow, deliberate rock backward. Black stockings hugged the legs from thigh to toe, sheer enough to catch the light and show the faint shadow of smooth skin beneath; garters pulled taut, framing the heart-shaped display in delicate black straps. From this angle, in the forgiving amber light, it looked precisely like a woman’s body, soft and hungry, hips swaying in blatant invitation as she pushed back to meet each thrust.

Lyn’s breath caught sharp in her throat. Heat surged low and sudden, flooding her core until the cotton of her panties clung wetly to her folds. She should have felt revulsion. Instead her clit throbbed in time with the rhythm inside the room, nipples hardening painfully against the thin fabric of her bra. She pressed her thighs together, friction sparking fresh wetness that soaked through in seconds.

Bob’s large hands gripped those rounded hips, dark fingers digging into pale flesh, guiding the motion with possessive control. Each forward snap made the lace-covered ass jiggle softly, cheeks spreading just enough to reveal the thick black shaft disappearing inside, glistening on the withdrawal. A low moan drifted through the cracked window, throaty and raw, unmistakably feminine in its pitch and desperation. Lyn’s fingers twitched toward her waistband before she clenched them into fists.

Then the figure turned her head sideways, mouth falling open in a silent, ecstatic cry. Lamplight caught the short dark hair mussed with sweat, the flushed cheek, the soft swell of small breasts swaying beneath a narrow chest. Jon. Her Jon. Face slack with pleasure she had never witnessed at home, eyes glassy and half-lidded, lips parted around ragged, slutty gasps. The illusion shattered, yet the arousal between Lyn’s legs only sharpened, turning liquid and insistent.

Bob growled something low and filthy, words too soft to catch but tone unmistakable: ownership, dominance, claim. Jon arched harder, pushing back eagerly, plush cheeks spreading wider around the massive length that stretched him open. His moans climbed higher, more broken, a needy litany that made Lyn’s breath hitch. She watched the small cock tucked beneath the pulled-aside thong, barely visible, soft and leaking without ever hardening. Clear fluid dribbled steadily from the tip as Jon’s entire body began to tremble, hips stuttering, spine bowing as Bob angled deeper, grinding against that hidden knot inside.

Jon’s cry peaked, high and helpless. His frame locked rigid, thighs quivering, ass clenching visibly around the invading shaft. No stroking, no touch to his useless little dick, just the relentless pressure milking his prostate until the ruined climax tore through him. His body convulsed in short, frantic pulses, clear spurts leaking from the soft cock in weak, rhythmic dribbles that soaked into the sheets below. Bob never slowed, driving through the spasms, drawing them out until Jon collapsed forward onto his elbows, ass still raised high, trembling and spent.

Bob finished with a final, deep grind, hips flush against those quivering cheeks, staying buried while he unloaded. Lyn could almost feel the pulse of it from where she hid, the way Jon’s body accepted every thick rope deep inside.

She backed away on legs gone numb, hibiscus scratching her skin as she retreated to the sidewalk. Her panties were drenched, inner thighs slick with her own arousal. Betrayal should have tasted like ash. Instead it tasted sharp and electric, like the first hit of something addictive. No tears came. No scream rose in her throat. Only a single, crystalline certainty hardened in her chest: Jon had taken his pleasure in secret. Now she would take hers. And she would make sure he watched every filthy second of it.

She walked to her car with measured steps, slid behind the wheel, and sat in the dark letting the images replay: that lace-framed ass rocking eagerly, Jon’s face twisted in bliss she had never given him, Bob’s massive black cock claiming what she had long stopped wanting. The engine turned over. She drove home slowly, windows down, night air cooling the fever on her skin.

By the time she pulled into the garage, the plan had teeth. Tomorrow she would start hunting. Tonight she would lie in their bed, fingers buried between her thighs, and imagine the stretch of something over ten inches finally filling the emptiness Jon had left untouched for twenty-three years.


Chapter 4: Plans Formed in Silence

Lyn did not head straight home after slipping away from Bob’s bedroom window. The images seared into her mind: Jon’s plush ass framed in pink lace, rocking back onto Bob’s thick black cock, the way his body had locked and leaked in that helpless, prostate-driven release. She drove aimlessly through Tampa’s quiet suburban streets, windows down, letting the humid night air whip through the car and cool the fever on her skin. Every red light she stopped at felt like an invitation. At one deserted intersection she pulled over, killed the engine, reclined the seat a few inches, and let her hand slide beneath the waistband of her jeans. Her panties were drenched, clit swollen and sensitive. She circled slowly at first, then faster, replaying the sight of Jon’s face twisted in pleasure she had never seen at home. The first orgasm came quick and sharp, thighs clamping around her wrist as she bit her lip to keep quiet. The second followed minutes later, slower, deeper, her hips lifting off the seat while she imagined Bob’s heavy shaft stretching her instead. When she finally started the car again the dashboard clock read well past midnight.

Jon had left Bob’s house much earlier. The session had been shorter than usual; Bob had been rougher, more urgent, finishing deep inside Jon with a low growl and a final slap to his ass before rolling off to grab a beer. Jon had dressed quickly, legs still shaky, the faint ache already settling between his cheeks. He drove the two blocks home in under five minutes, showered twice in scalding water to scrub away the scent of sex and floral body wash, then collapsed into bed exhausted, guilt and satisfaction warring in his chest until sleep claimed him.

Lyn pulled into the garage just after one, the house dark and silent. She kicked off her flats in the foyer, padded upstairs barefoot, the cool tile soothing her overheated soles. Jon lay sprawled on his stomach in their bed, sheet twisted low around his hips, breathing slow and even. Moonlight slanted through the blinds and traced the rounded curve of his ass, the same generous shape she had watched presented high and eager hours earlier. A faint red handprint still bloomed low on one cheek, the edges already fading but unmistakable. Her mouth went dry. She stood in the doorway a long moment, watching the gentle rise and fall of his back, then crossed to the bed and slid under the covers without undressing.

She pressed her body along his, breasts soft against his shoulder blades, one hand drifting down to cup the soft flesh of his ass. Jon stirred faintly but did not wake. She squeezed gently, feeling the warmth of skin still marked by another man’s grip. His small cock stayed limp against his thigh, no twitch, no swell. Lyn smiled into the crook of his neck, the scent of his soap mixing with the faint jasmine he could never quite wash away. The absence of arousal from him felt like the final permission she needed.

Morning arrived sticky and bright. Jon shuffled downstairs in his robe, belt loose, the robe now seeming too small to contain the softness spreading across his chest and hips. Lyn poured coffee, handed him the mug, let her fingers linger on his. “Sleep well?” she asked, voice soft.

“Yeah. You were out late.” He sipped, eyes flicking to her face, then away.

“Girls’ night ran long.” She leaned against the counter, tank top pulling tight across her heavy breasts, nipples visible through the thin cotton. Jon’s gaze dropped, lingered, then skittered back to his mug. Nothing stirred below his waist. Lyn felt the familiar mix of tenderness and impatience twist tighter. She stepped closer, brushed her lips against his cheek. “You’ve been tense lately. Everything okay with Bob?”

Jon’s hand tightened on the mug. “Yeah. Just cards. Poker. You know.”

She nodded, let the lie hang between them. Inside, the plan had teeth now. She would not confront him. She would not scream or cry or demand explanations. She would take what he had denied her for twenty-three years, and she would make sure he tasted every drop of it.

That afternoon she texted a friend for cover, then drove to the quiet bar on the edge of Ybor City where Bob sometimes mentioned his younger brother hung out after shifts. Marcus was there, alone in a corner booth, sleeves rolled to show corded forearms the color of dark mahogany, a half-empty beer sweating on the scarred wood. He looked up when she approached, surprise shifting to slow, appreciative heat.

“Lyn. Didn’t expect to see you here.”

She slid into the seat opposite, crossed her legs so her knee brushed his under the table. “I needed a drink. And maybe some company that doesn’t come with twenty-three years of history.”

His gaze dropped to her mouth, then lower, unhurried. “Jon know you’re out tonight?”

She let the question hang for a beat, then smiled. “Jon’s busy with his own things.” The words carried just enough edge to make Marcus’s eyebrow lift, but he didn’t press. He chuckled low, the sound vibrating through her ribs, and signaled for another round.

They talked surface things at first: the heat, the new construction on the waterfront, how Tampa never really cooled off. Then the conversation tilted. Lyn leaned forward, elbows on the table, letting the neckline of her blouse dip. Marcus’s eyes followed. She felt the solid heat of his thigh press back when she let her knee rest against his. Her pulse thudded between her legs, steady and demanding.

“You look like a woman who’s made up her mind,” he said, voice low.

“I have.” She met his eyes. “I’m done waiting for someone else to decide what I get.”

Marcus studied her a long moment, then reached across, thumb grazing the inside of her wrist. The touch was light, deliberate, electric. “My truck’s out back. Hotel’s ten minutes if you’re serious.”

Lyn exhaled through her nose. The decision had been made behind that hibiscus hedge, the moment she saw her husband’s face twisted in pleasure she had never given him. “I’m serious.”

They left together, his hand low on her back, guiding her through the dim bar. Outside the humid air wrapped around them. In the parking lot he pressed her against the side of his truck, mouth claiming hers in a kiss that tasted of beer and raw promise. His body was hard where Jon’s had gone soft, unyielding muscle under warm dark skin. She felt the heavy ridge of him against her hip, thick and long even through denim, easily over ten inches and still growing. A fresh rush of wetness soaked her panties.

They drove in silence mostly, his hand sliding between her thighs halfway there, fingers working her through the damp fabric until she was gasping against the seat. The hotel room smelled faintly of bleach and cheap air freshener. Marcus didn’t waste time on lights or small talk. He peeled her clothes away with patient hands, kissed down her neck, across the full swell of her breasts, sucked one nipple into his mouth while his fingers parted her slick folds.

When he finally pressed inside her, the stretch was immediate and profound. Lyn’s breath left her in a sharp hiss. He was so much thicker than Jon, so much longer, the blunt head nudging places she hadn’t known existed. Each slow thrust opened her wider, filled her deeper, until she felt split open and claimed in a way that made her eyes roll back. She wrapped her legs around his waist, heels digging into his ass, urging him harder. Marcus obliged, hips snapping with controlled power, the wet slap of skin on skin filling the room.

Lyn came first, hard and sudden, walls fluttering around his girth as pleasure ripped through her. Marcus followed minutes later, grinding deep, burying himself to the hilt while he flooded her with thick, hot pulses. The creampie felt endless, warmth spreading inside her, marking her in a way Jon never could. She held him there, clenching around him, savoring the fullness even as he softened.

They lay tangled for a while, sweat cooling on their skin. Then Lyn dressed, kissed him once more, and left with his load still leaking slowly between her thighs.

She drove home in the dark, windows down, the night air cooling the sticky evidence on her inner thighs. Jon would be asleep when she got there, marked and oblivious. Tomorrow she would start the next phase. She would lock away the little cock that had disappointed her for decades. She would make him taste what a real man left behind. And she would watch his face while she did it.


Chapter 5: The First Real Stretch

Lyn eased the garage door down behind her just before two in the morning, the low rumble fading into the humid Tampa quiet. Her thighs stuck together with every step, Marcus’s thick load still warm and heavy inside her, seeping slowly out to coat her folds and dampen the crotch of her jeans. She kicked off her shoes in the foyer, left them crooked by the mat, and climbed the stairs on stocking feet. The house breathed softly around her, air conditioner humming low, no lights on except the faint glow from the upstairs hall nightlight.

Jon lay exactly as she had left him hours earlier, sprawled on his stomach, sheet kicked low, one leg bent at the knee so the curve of his ass lifted slightly. The red handprint on his cheek had deepened to a dull plum shade, the fingers still faintly outlined against pale skin. Lyn stood at the foot of the bed, watching his slow breathing lift the soft flesh of his back. She could smell the faint jasmine soap he used to cover Bob’s scent, mixed now with the musky evidence of her own night clinging to her clothes. Her clit gave a lazy throb at the thought, a reminder that she was still swollen, still slick, still full of another man’s cum while her husband slept oblivious.

She undressed quietly, folding her blouse and jeans over the chair instead of dropping them in the hamper. Naked, she slid under the covers, pressed her front to his back, let one heavy breast flatten against his shoulder blade. Jon murmured something unintelligible, shifted closer in his sleep. Lyn slipped a hand between his thighs from behind, found his small cock limp and soft against his belly. She cupped it gently, felt the familiar lack of response, the way it nestled in her palm like something forgotten. Her other hand drifted lower, fingers sliding through her own slickness, gathering a thick dollop of Marcus’s release. She brought it to Jon’s lips, brushed the creamy bead across the seam until his mouth parted on a sleepy sigh. The taste coated his tongue; he swallowed reflexively, brow furrowing for a second before smoothing again.

Lyn smiled into his hair, withdrew her hand, and let sleep take her with the sticky warmth of another man still leaking from between her legs.

Morning light filtered through the blinds in thin gold bars. Jon woke first, rolled over, blinked at the ceiling. Lyn watched him through half-lidded eyes as awareness returned: the faint soreness in his own ass, the sticky residue on his lips he licked away absently, the way her body pressed against his side. He turned his head, met her gaze. “You came in late,” he said, voice rough with sleep.

“Very.” She stretched, let the sheet slip down to bare one breast, nipple still dark and sensitive from Marcus’s mouth. Jon’s eyes followed the motion, but his cock stayed soft under the sheet, no telltale lift. Lyn reached for the nightstand drawer, pulled out the small pink box that had arrived two days earlier while he was at work. She set it on his chest. “Open it.”

Jon sat up slowly, robe falling open across his rounded belly. He lifted the lid. Nestled in black tissue paper lay a gleaming pink chastity cage, small and curved, the ring sized for his modest length, the tube barely long enough to contain even a half-erection. His cheeks flushed instantly, throat working. “Lyn… what is this?”

“The new rules.” She sat up beside him, sheet pooling at her waist, breasts swaying with the movement. “You’ve been keeping secrets. So have I. Last night I let another man fuck me until I couldn’t walk straight. He came inside me, deep, more than you ever have. I still feel it.” She parted her thighs slightly, let him see the dried trails on her inner legs, the faint sheen still glistening at her entrance. “You’re going to taste it now. Then you’re going to wear this. Every day. Until I decide otherwise.”

Jon’s breath hitched. His small cock twitched once beneath the sheet, then softened again, as if even arousal couldn’t overcome the weight of humiliation. “Lyn, I… I don’t…”

“You do.” She took his hand, guided it between her legs. His fingers came away slick, coated in the remnants of Marcus’s thick spend. “Lick them clean. Taste what a real cock leaves behind.”

He hesitated, eyes wide, pupils blown. Then, slowly, he brought his fingers to his mouth. The taste hit him: salty, musky, foreign. His tongue curled around the digits, sucking them clean while his cheeks burned crimson. Lyn watched every flicker across his face, the shame warring with a helpless flicker of excitement that made his caged mind throb uselessly.

“Good boy.” She took the cage from the box, popped the ring open. “On your knees.”

Jon slid off the bed, knelt between her spread thighs on the carpet. Lyn fitted the ring around the base of his soft cock and balls, the cold metal making him flinch. She slid the tube over his length, the fit snug even when limp, the end capped with a small slit for draining. The lock clicked shut with a soft, final snick. She dangled the key on a thin chain, slipped it around her neck so it nestled between her breasts.

“Now clean me properly.” She reclined against the headboard, thighs wide. Jon leaned in, nose brushing her mound, tongue tentative at first, then bolder as the taste flooded his mouth again. He lapped at her folds, sucked gently at her entrance, drawing out every drop of Marcus’s cum that remained. The act was slow, deliberate, humiliating. Lyn threaded her fingers through his hair, held him there, hips rocking gently to grind against his face. She didn’t come, not yet. This was about power, about marking the shift. When she finally pushed him back, his chin glistened, lips swollen.

“You’ll stay locked,” she said quietly. “You’ll watch when I bring him here. You’ll beg to clean up after. And if you’re very good, maybe I’ll let you feel what it’s like to be filled the way I was last night.”

Jon’s eyes dropped to the pink cage, the tiny locked tube that held his inadequate length captive. A clear bead formed at the slit, dripping slowly. He swallowed hard, voice barely a whisper. “Yes, Lyn.”

She smiled, leaned down, kissed his forehead. “Good girl.”

The day stretched ahead, humid and bright, but inside the bedroom the air had already changed. Lyn felt taller, stronger, the weight of the key between her breasts like a crown.


Chapter 6: Pink Steel and New Rules

The pink cage sat snug around Jon’s soft length all afternoon, the metal cool against his skin at first, then warming to body temperature until it felt like an extension of his own shame. Lyn had left him in the bedroom after the cleanup, told him to stay naked and wait while she showered. Water ran in the master bath for twenty minutes; steam drifted under the door carrying the scent of her coconut body wash, the same one she’d used before the hotel. Jon knelt on the carpet where she’d positioned him, knees apart, hands resting palms-up on his thighs as instructed. Every small shift made the cage tug lightly on his balls, a constant reminder that even the slightest swell was denied. His mind kept circling back to the taste still lingering on his tongue: thick, salty, foreign, the evidence of a man who had filled her so completely that it took effort to draw it all out.

Lyn emerged wrapped in a thin robe, hair damp and curling at the ends, skin flushed from the hot water. She crossed to the dresser, let the robe fall open as she selected fresh panties, black lace this time, high-cut to frame the curve of her hips. Jon’s eyes followed every movement, the cage giving a futile twitch when she bent to step into them. No erection possible, just a dull, frustrating pressure behind the bars.

She turned, robe hanging loose, breasts swaying gently. “Stand up.”

Jon rose on unsteady legs. The cage bobbed with the motion, pink steel gleaming under the ceiling fan light. Lyn circled him slowly, fingers trailing across his shoulders, down his back, over the soft swell of his ass. She squeezed one cheek, then the other, feeling the lingering tenderness from Bob’s grip the night before. “You’ve been letting him use this hole,” she said, voice low and even. “While I waited at home, wondering why my husband couldn’t get hard for me anymore.”

Jon’s throat worked. “I… I didn’t mean to hurt you.”

“You didn’t hurt me.” She stepped in front of him, lifted his chin with one finger. “You freed me. Last night Marcus stretched me open in ways you never could. He fucked me until I came so hard I saw stars, then pumped me full. I still feel him leaking out of me a little.” She guided his hand between her legs again; the lace was damp, the fabric clinging to her swollen lips. “You’ll clean that too, every time. But first, the rules.”

She sat on the edge of the bed, thighs parted. Jon dropped to his knees without being told. Lyn leaned back on her elbows, robe falling open completely. “From now on, you don’t touch yourself. Ever. The cage stays on unless I unlock it, and I only unlock it for hygiene or punishment. You sleep in panties I choose. You wear them under your clothes when we go out. You call me ‘ma’am’ when we’re alone. And when I bring a man here, or go to him, you wait. You watch if I allow it. You clean up after, every drop, with your tongue. Understand?”

Jon nodded, eyes fixed on the damp patch darkening her panties. “Yes… ma’am.”

Lyn smiled, small and sharp. She hooked a finger in the waistband, drew the lace aside. Her folds were still puffy, glistening with a mix of her arousal and the last traces of Marcus’s release. “Start here.”

Jon leaned in, nose brushing the soft curls above her mound, inhaling the mingled scents: her musk, the faint salt of cum, the clean coconut from her shower. His tongue extended, tentative at first, lapping along the outer lips where the stickiness had dried into thin crusts. The taste bloomed again, richer now, warmed by her body heat. He worked inward, parting her with careful strokes, sucking gently at the entrance to draw out what remained. Lyn sighed, hips tilting to give him better access. Her fingers carded through his hair, not guiding, just holding, letting him feel the weight of her control.

He licked deeper, tongue dipping inside, chasing every trace. The act was slow, methodical, humiliating in its intimacy. His caged cock strained uselessly, the pressure building behind the bars until a clear bead formed at the slit and dripped to the carpet. Lyn noticed, chuckled softly. “Look at that. Locked up and still leaking. Pathetic little thing, isn’t it?”

Jon moaned against her, the vibration making her thighs tense. She rocked gently against his face, using his tongue like a toy, pleasure building in lazy waves. When she finally came it was quiet, a soft shudder that rolled through her, walls fluttering against his mouth. She held him there through the aftershocks, then pushed him back gently. His chin shone, lips red and swollen.

“Good.” She stood, retied the robe loosely. “Tonight Marcus is coming here. You’ll wear the black lace thong I laid out, the thigh-highs, and nothing else. You’ll kneel in the corner and watch him fuck me. You won’t touch yourself. You won’t speak unless spoken to. When he’s done, you’ll crawl over and clean me while he watches. If you do it well, maybe I’ll let him use your mouth too.”

Jon’s breath came shallow, cage dripping steadily now. “Yes, ma’am.”

Lyn leaned down, kissed his forehead, then turned toward the closet. “Shower first. Scrub everywhere. I want you fresh for when he arrives.”

She left him kneeling, the taste of her and Marcus still coating his tongue, the pink cage a constant, unyielding weight between his legs. The house felt different already, smaller in some ways, larger in others. Lyn felt the shift in her bones: she was no longer waiting. She was leading.


Chapter 7: Silk, Shame, and Shared Evenings

The razor glided smooth over Jon’s calf, leaving a pale, glistening stripe in the foam. Lyn held his ankle steady, ankle propped on the edge of the tub, her robe open and breasts brushing his knee as she worked. The bathroom smelled of shaving cream and the faint coconut from her earlier shower; steam still clung to the mirror in soft beads. Jon’s breathing stayed shallow, eyes fixed on the ceiling tiles while she moved upward, careful around the tender skin behind his knee, then higher, across the soft inner thigh where the hair had always been sparse anyway. When she reached his groin she paused, let the razor rest cold against his sac. “Hold very still.”

He did. The cage prevented any real swell, but the pressure built anyway, a dull, insistent ache that made his toes curl against the porcelain. Lyn shaved him bare, every inch from root to crack, rinsing the blade between strokes until his skin felt newborn, hypersensitive to the slightest draft. She patted him dry with a warm towel, then smoothed lotion into the freshly exposed flesh, fingers lingering over the curve of his ass, dipping between the cheeks to coat the puckered ring she knew Bob had claimed so many times. Jon shivered, cage dripping a slow clear thread that she caught on her fingertip and wiped across his lower lip. “Taste how needy you are already.”

He licked without hesitation, the flavor of his own arousal faint and sweet. Lyn smiled, stood, and handed him the black lace thong from the counter. “Put these on. And the stockings. Slowly. I want to watch.”

Jon stepped into the thong, the thin straps cutting high on his hips, the front pouch barely containing the locked pink steel. The lace framed his smooth mound like delicate wrapping on a gift he wasn’t allowed to open. He rolled the sheer black stockings up his legs, the nylon whispering against freshly shaved skin, garters snapping into place with small, sharp sounds that echoed in the tiled room. Lyn circled him once, adjusted the garter straps so they sat perfectly symmetrical, then stepped back to admire. “You look almost pretty. Almost like the little slut I watched through the window.”

Jon’s cheeks burned. The cage throbbed in useless protest.

Downstairs, the living room lamps were dimmed to a warm amber glow. Lyn had rearranged the furniture: the couch pulled forward, a low ottoman positioned in front of it like a stage, and a straight-backed chair tucked in the far corner for Jon. She guided him there, made him kneel on the cushion she’d placed on the floor, hands clasped behind his back. “Stay exactly like this. Eyes on us. No touching the cage, no speaking unless I ask you a question.”

The doorbell rang at eight sharp. Lyn answered in nothing but the black lace thong and a sheer robe that hid nothing. Marcus filled the doorway, tall and broad, dark skin gleaming under the porch light. He stepped inside, eyes immediately finding Jon in the corner, dressed and kneeling, caged and smooth. A slow grin spread across his face. “You weren’t kidding.”

Lyn closed the door, pressed herself against Marcus’s chest, kissed him deep while one hand drifted down to palm the heavy bulge in his jeans. “I never kid about this.” She led him to the couch, pushed him down, then straddled his lap, robe falling open completely. Her heavy breasts swayed as she ground against the thick ridge beneath his zipper. Marcus’s hands roamed her back, cupped her ass, squeezed until she moaned into his mouth.

Jon watched every movement from the corner, the cage straining as his body tried and failed to respond. The lace thong grew damp at the front where pre-cum leaked steadily through the fabric.

Lyn slid to her knees between Marcus’s spread thighs, unbuckled his belt, drew down the zipper. His cock sprang free, thick and dark, over ten inches and already glistening at the tip. She wrapped both hands around the base, stroked slowly, then leaned in to take the head into her mouth. The wet suck of her lips filled the room, punctuated by Marcus’s low groan. Jon’s breath came in short, ragged bursts, hips twitching forward involuntarily, cage rattling softly against his thighs.

She worked him deeper, cheeks hollowing, saliva shining along the shaft until she could take half his length without gagging. Then she rose, turned her back to Marcus, and lowered herself onto him in one slow, deliberate motion. The stretch made her gasp, walls parting around his girth as she sank down until her ass met his thighs. Jon saw it all: the way her lips stretched thin around the thick black shaft, the way her breasts bounced with each careful lift and drop, the way Marcus’s hands gripped her hips and guided her rhythm.

Lyn rode him steadily, head tipping back, moans growing louder, freer. Marcus thrust up to meet her, deep and controlled, the wet slap of their bodies loud in the quiet room. Jon’s cage leaked in a steady drip now, pooling on the cushion beneath him, the pressure inside unbearable yet inescapable.

When Lyn came, it was with a long, shuddering cry, walls clamping down around Marcus until he followed, grinding up hard and flooding her with thick, hot pulses. She stayed seated on him through the aftershocks, letting every drop stay buried inside.

Then she lifted off slowly, cum already seeping from her swollen entrance, thick white strands clinging to her inner thighs. She crooked a finger at Jon. “Come here, baby. On your hands and knees.”

Jon crawled across the carpet, stockings whispering, cage swinging heavily between his legs. Lyn sat back on the couch, thighs wide, Marcus’s load dripping steadily onto the leather. “Clean me. Every bit.”

Jon buried his face between her legs, tongue lapping at the creamy mess, sucking gently at her entrance to draw it out. The taste was stronger now, warmer, mixed with her own release. Marcus watched, cock still half-hard, stroking lazily while Jon worked.

Lyn threaded her fingers through Jon’s hair, held him in place. “Deeper. I want you to feel how full he left me.”

Jon obeyed, tongue plunging inside, nose pressed to her mound, swallowing every drop he could reach. His own body trembled, cage dripping faster, the denied pressure building to a sharp, internal peak he couldn’t name.

Marcus leaned forward, voice low. “Look at him go. Hungry little thing.”

Lyn laughed softly, hips rocking against Jon’s mouth. “He’s learning his place.”

When she was satisfied, she pushed Jon back gently. His face shone, chin slick, eyes glassy. The cage rattled with every breath, a thin steady stream leaking from the slit.

Lyn looked down at him, then at Marcus. “Tonight we start training that other hole too. But first, let’s see how long he can hold before he breaks without a single touch.”

Marcus grinned, reached for Jon’s chin, tilted his face up. “Open wide, pretty boy.”

Jon’s lips parted on a shaky exhale, the night only beginning.


Chapter 8: The Night Bob Returns

Marcus arrived first, just after dusk, carrying a bottle of bourbon and the quiet confidence of a man who knew the evening belonged to him. Lyn met him at the door in a black satin slip that clung to her curves like liquid shadow, the hem barely skimming the tops of her thighs. She kissed him slow and deep right there in the foyer, one hand sliding down to squeeze the thick outline already straining his jeans. Jon, now kneeling in the living-room corner in full sissy presentation, watched the exchange through lowered lashes: sheer black stockings hugging his smooth legs, the pink lace thong stretched tight over the cage, a matching garter belt framing his rounded ass. His wig sat perfectly styled, dark curls framing a face softened by light makeup, lips glossed a deep berry shade. The collar around his neck gleamed silver under the low lamp light, a thin chain leash dangling loose for later.

Lyn led Marcus to the couch, pushed him down, then turned to Jon. “Crawl over here, Jonna. Greet our guest properly.”

Jon crawled across the carpet on hands and knees, stockings whispering, cage swaying heavily between his thighs. He reached Marcus’s boots, hesitated only a second before leaning in to press a soft, glossed kiss to the leather toe. Marcus chuckled low, reached down, gripped the back of Jonna’s wig and tilted her head up. “Good girl. You’ve been practicing.”

Lyn straddled Marcus’s lap again, grinding against the heavy ridge while she watched her husband obey. “She has. And tonight she gets to feel what it’s like when a real man takes that hole too.”

The doorbell rang again. Lyn rose, smoothed her slip, answered. Bob stood on the porch, tall and broad, skin dark as midnight, eyes flicking past her to the scene inside. Surprise flickered, then settled into a slow, predatory grin. “Well damn. You weren’t kidding about the upgrade.”

Lyn stepped aside, let him enter, closed the door behind him. “Welcome home, Bob. You’ve been using my husband’s ass for months. Tonight you get to do it in front of me while Marcus takes me.”

Bob’s gaze settled on Jonna kneeling in the corner, then on the pink cage peeking from the lace. “Looks like you’ve got him trained already.”

Lyn smiled, sharp and satisfied. “Sit. Both of you.”

Marcus stayed on the couch; Bob took the armchair opposite. Lyn knelt between them, first unzipping Marcus, freeing his thick ten-inch length, then turning to Bob and doing the same. Two massive black cocks stood proud, veined and glistening, dwarfing the tiny locked clit between Jonna’s legs. Lyn stroked them both slowly, hands sliding in tandem, then leaned in to take Marcus into her mouth while her other hand pumped Bob.

Jonna watched, breath shallow, cage dripping steadily onto the carpet. The sight of her wife’s lips stretched wide around Marcus’s girth, the wet sounds of suction, the low groans from both men, sent fresh pressure coiling deep in her core.

Lyn rose, turned her back to Marcus, lowered herself onto his cock in one smooth glide. The stretch drew a long moan from her throat; she sank down until her ass met his thighs, walls gripping him tight. Bob watched, stroking himself slowly, eyes flicking between Lyn’s bouncing breasts and Jonna’s trembling form in the corner.

“Jonna,” Lyn said, voice husky as she rode Marcus. “Come here. Bob’s been waiting.”

Jonna crawled forward, stopping between Bob’s spread knees. Bob gripped her wig, guided her mouth to his cock. “Suck it like you do when we’re alone, slut.”

Jonna obeyed, lips parting around the thick head, tongue swirling as she took him deeper. Bob groaned, hips rocking gently, feeding her inch by inch until she gagged softly. Lyn watched from Marcus’s lap, hips rolling in slow circles, Marcus’s hands gripping her ass to lift and drop her.

After several minutes Lyn lifted off Marcus, cum already seeping from her entrance. She moved to the ottoman, bent over it, ass presented high. Marcus stood behind her, slid back inside with one deep thrust, making her gasp. Bob pulled Jonna off his cock, stood, positioned her beside Lyn on the ottoman, ass up, face inches from her wife’s.

“Watch close,” Bob growled. “Watch how a real man fucks.”

He knelt behind Jonna, spread her smooth cheeks, pressed the blunt head of his cock against her puckered entrance. Jonna whimpered, body tensing. Bob pushed forward slowly, the thick shaft stretching her open, burning at first, then blooming into deep, molten fullness as he sank to the hilt. Jonna’s breath left her in a sharp cry, cage rattling as her body adjusted to the invasion.

Bob began to thrust, steady and deep, each stroke angled to drag across that sensitive knot inside. Jonna’s hips jerked forward involuntarily, the pressure building in relentless waves. No hands on her cage, no friction, just the relentless pounding against her prostate. The sensation coiled tighter, sharper, until her entire body locked rigid. A sudden, violent shudder ripped through her; her caged clit spasmed, leaking clear fluid in frantic spurts onto the ottoman. Waves of humiliating bliss rolled over her, prostate pulsing around Bob’s shaft, milking him without mercy. She cried out, high and broken, body convulsing in short, helpless contractions that left her trembling and spent.

Bob growled, thrust harder through her spasms, then buried himself deep and unloaded, thick pulses flooding her ass until it leaked around his base.

Across the ottoman, Marcus ground into Lyn one final time, hips snapping, flooding her with another hot creampie. Lyn came with him, walls fluttering, a long moan spilling from her lips.

Both men pulled out slowly, leaving Jonna and Lyn dripping from both ends. Lyn reached over, stroked Jonna’s wig gently. “Clean me first, baby. Then Bob.”

Jonna turned, tongue lapping at Lyn’s swollen, cum-filled folds, drawing out Marcus’s thick release while Bob watched, cock still glistening. The taste mixed with the ache still throbbing in her own stretched hole.

Lyn sighed, satisfied, fingers tangled in Jonna’s hair. “Good girl. Now turn around and clean him too.”

Jonna obeyed, mouth opening to take Bob’s softening cock, tasting herself and him together. The night was far from over; the air still hummed with promise.


Chapter 9: Queen and Her Perfect Sissy

The bedroom air hung thick with the scent of sex and anticipation, a heady blend of sweat, coconut lotion, and the sharp musk still clinging to the sheets from the night before. Lyn stood at the foot of the bed in black patent heels that clicked softly on the hardwood with every measured step, her body wrapped in nothing but a sheer black robe left open at the front. The key to Jonna’s cage dangled between her heavy breasts on its thin chain, catching the low lamplight like a promise of mercy she might never grant.

Jonna knelt in the center of the mattress, fully feminized now: long dark wig cascading over bare shoulders, makeup flawless with smoky eyes and glossy crimson lips, collar snug around her throat, black lace bra cupping the soft swell of her chest, matching thong pulled aside to expose the pink steel cage still locked tight. Her smooth ass rested on her heels, thighs parted just enough to show the faint gleam of lube already slicking her entrance from the slow prep Lyn had done earlier with two fingers and a thick plug.

Marcus stood behind Lyn, naked, his massive cock already half-hard and hanging heavy between thick thighs. He watched the scene with lazy amusement, one hand idly stroking the length that had claimed Lyn so many times now.

Lyn reached down, cupped Jonna’s chin, tilted her face up. “Look at me, baby girl. Tell me what you want tonight.”

Jonna’s voice came out high and needy, cracked at the edges from the hours of denial and the memory of Bob’s load still leaking from her stretched hole the night before. “Please, ma’am… I want Marcus’s big black cock in my sissy pussy. I want him to wreck me, fill me until I can’t think. And when he’s done, I want to clean your creampie while you sit on my face. Please let me taste how full you get.”

Lyn’s smile was slow, predatory. She glanced over her shoulder at Marcus. “You heard her. Make it count.”

Marcus stepped forward, cock now fully erect, thick veins standing proud along the dark shaft. He knelt behind Jonna on the bed, large hands spreading her smooth cheeks wide. Jonna whimpered at the exposure, cage dripping steadily onto the sheets below. Marcus pressed the blunt head against her slick ring, rubbed in slow circles to tease the sensitive rim, then pushed forward with steady, unrelenting pressure.

The stretch was immediate and profound. Jonna’s breath left her in a sharp, high gasp as the thick head popped past the tight muscle, then inch after burning inch sank deeper. Her walls fluttered helplessly around the invading girth, the fullness pressing against that swollen knot inside with every slow advance. When Marcus bottomed out, hips flush against her ass, Jonna’s entire body trembled, a long, broken moan spilling from her painted lips.

He didn’t give her time to adjust. He pulled back almost to the tip, then drove forward hard, setting a rhythm that made the bed creak and Jonna’s cage rattle with every thrust. Each stroke dragged the ridged underside across her prostate, building pressure in relentless waves that had no outlet, no release valve. Jonna’s hips jerked forward on instinct, chasing the sensation, but the cage kept her tiny clit trapped, leaking in clear, frustrated spurts.

Lyn climbed onto the bed, straddled Jonna’s face in reverse, lowering herself until her swollen, dripping folds pressed against glossy lips. “Lick me while he fucks you, princess. Taste how wet I get watching my perfect sissy get ruined.”

Jonna’s tongue extended immediately, lapping at Lyn’s entrance, sucking gently at the creamy remnants of earlier play. The taste flooded her mouth, salty and rich, while Marcus’s thrusts grew harder, deeper, the wet slap of skin on skin filling the room. The dual sensations coiled tighter inside Jonna: the thick shaft pounding her prostate, the warm slickness grinding against her mouth. Her body began to lock, muscles tensing in short, frantic bursts.

The sissygasm hit like a sudden storm. No warning, no slow build she could fight. Her spine arched, thighs quivered, a high, keening cry muffled against Lyn’s pussy as her prostate pulsed violently around Marcus’s cock. Waves of humiliating, overwhelming bliss crashed through her, caged clit spasming uselessly, spurting clear fluid in weak, rhythmic jets onto the sheets. Her ass clenched in frantic contractions, milking Marcus deeper, drawing a low groan from him as he felt the tight grip.

Marcus didn’t slow. He fucked through the spasms, prolonging the ruined climax until Jonna was shaking, tears streaking mascara, body limp and quivering. Only then did he bury himself to the hilt one final time, hips grinding deep as he unloaded, thick pulses flooding her sissy pussy until it leaked around the base in creamy rivulets.

Lyn lifted off Jonna’s face, turned, and sat on the edge of the bed, thighs spread wide. Marcus pulled out slowly, a thick strand of cum connecting his cock to Jonna’s gaping entrance for a moment before it broke. Jonna collapsed forward, ass still raised, trembling through the aftershocks.

“Clean your queen,” Lyn commanded softly.

Jonna crawled between Lyn’s thighs, tongue lapping at the swollen folds, drawing out every drop of Marcus’s release that had dripped down from earlier. The taste was overwhelming, warm and thick, mixed with Lyn’s own arousal. She worked diligently, sucking gently, swallowing every bit while Lyn stroked her wig with gentle fingers.

When Lyn was satisfied, she pushed Jonna back gently, looked down at her trembling, cum-smeared sissy. “You’re mine now. Completely. Locked, filled, and owned.”

Jonna nodded, voice small and wrecked. “Yes, ma’am. Thank you.”

Marcus leaned down, kissed Lyn slow and deep, then glanced at Jonna with a grin. “Next time we bring friends. She’s ready for more.”

Lyn smiled, tugged the leash attached to Jonna’s collar. “Oh, she is. And so am I.”

The night settled into quiet promise, the three of them tangled in the sheets, the cage still locked, the key still hanging between Lyn’s breasts, a permanent reminder that the rules had changed forever.
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