
        
            
                
            
        

    
Cypress Veil Estate A Hotwife's Awakening by a Sissy Discovery

By Joseph Robert

An Erotic Novella of Femdom, Cuckoldry, and Sissy Submission

Description:

Deep in the humid heart of Orlando, Florida, the historic Cypress Veil Estate hides decades of polished secrets. Lyn and Jon, married twenty-three years, have lived a quiet life behind its wrought-iron gates. At fifty-two, Lyn is a voluptuous brunette with thick curves and magnificent large natural breasts that still draw lingering glances. Jon, fifty-three, stands five-foot-ten and one hundred eighty-five pounds, carrying the private shame of a cock far smaller than average.

A spring garden soiree changes everything. When Lyn catches sight of their new landscaper, Trent, and the impossible bulge straining his jeans, something dormant awakens inside her. What begins as shy flirtation spirals into raw exposure, enforced chastity, and complete female-led surrender. Lyn seizes the reins of their marriage, turning Cypress Veil into her personal theater of tease, denial, humiliation, and submission. From shaded garden benches to silk-draped bedrooms, Jon is remade into her obedient sissy cuckold.

The tension builds relentlessly until one bull becomes two, and Jon faces the trembling promise of serving double.

18+ only. Explicit consensual content including femdom, hotwife cuckolding, sissy training, small penis humiliation, male chastity, tease, and denial, and FLR dynamics. Approximately 22,000 words.
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Chapter 1 – Spring Blossoms Soiree

The late-March sun hung heavily over Orlando, turning the air into syrup. Cypress Veil Estate stood proud on its wooded acre, white clapboard glowing against banks of azaleas and the ancient cypress that gave the property its name. String lights already twinkled along the porch even though dusk was hours away. Lyn adjusted the knot of her crimson wrap dress for the third time, feeling the silk slide against her skin. The deep V framed the upper swell of her breasts, heavy and soft, nipples already faintly visible through the thin fabric in the humid breeze.

Jon moved among the arriving guests with a tray of mint juleps, his pressed khakis and polo shirt giving him the look of a dependable host. Twenty-three years had softened the edges of his frame without dulling the quiet affection in his eyes whenever they found Lyn. He caught her watching the far hedge and followed her gaze.

Trent, the new landscaper, worked shirtless now, sweat carving trails down his broad back as he shaped a row of gardenias. His jeans rode low, and the thick ridge pressed against denim was impossible to ignore. Lyn felt heat bloom low in her belly, sudden and startling. She pressed her thighs together, silk whispering, and forced her eyes away.

“Everything all right, sweetheart?” Jon asked, appearing at her elbow.

“Perfect,” she murmured, accepting another glass she didn’t need. Her voice stayed soft, polite, the same shy cadence she’d used since college. But her pulse hammered.

The party swelled. Laughter floated over ice clinking. Lyn played gracious hostess, but her attention kept drifting to Trent. Each time he straightened, the outline shifted, heavy and obscene. She imagined tracing it with her fingertips, then pushed the thought down, cheeks burning.

Jon noticed her distraction. He excused himself quietly, slipping toward the garden shed at the property’s edge. Inside, the air smelled of earth and motor oil. From a locked toolbox he never used for tools, he retrieved the black lace garter belt he’d stolen from Lyn’s laundry hamper two weeks earlier. He dropped his slacks, fastened the clips to his bare thighs, and pulled his phone from his pocket.

The video loaded: a sissy in pink frills, lips stretched around a thick dildo, moaning “Yes, Mistress” between gags. Jon wrapped his hand around his small cock, already leaking, and stroked in time with the screen. The garter straps bit into his skin. Shame and arousal twisted together until he bit his lip to stay silent, hips jerking as he spilled onto the dirt floor in weak spurts.

Outside, Lyn laughed at a neighbor’s joke, but her mind stayed on Trent’s bulge and the locked shed door. Something inside her shifted, small but irreversible.


Chapter 2 – Lingering Looks

The following week Lyn told Jon she wanted “extra landscaping.” Her voice was still tentative when she said it, fingers twisting the hem of a short denim skirt that barely covered the tops of her thighs. Jon nodded without argument, though his stomach knotted.

Trent arrived the next morning. Lyn met him on the patio wearing a white blouse unbuttoned one extra notch, the lace edge of her bra visible when she leaned forward to hand him lemonade. Their fingers brushed. She blushed but didn’t pull away.

As he worked, she found reasons to linger asking about mulch types while bending slightly, skirt riding higher; crossing her legs on the wrought-iron chair so the hem crept upward. Trent’s eyes followed the movement, then lifted to meet hers. “This place has good bones, Mrs. Lyn,” he said, voice low. “Just needs someone willing to take charge.”

She smiled, shy but intrigued, and retreated inside. Jon, working from his home office, heard every word through the open window. Beneath his desk, Lyn’s sheer black stockings clung to his legs. The nylon whispered with each shift of his thighs. His tiny cock leaked steadily into silk panties, a damp patch growing. He squeezed himself through fabric, desperate for more friction, but stopped short of release. The denial had become part of the ritual.

Days blurred into a pattern. Lyn’s outfits grew bolder: tight yoga pants that molded to her round ass, high-heeled sandals clicking across flagstones, silk camisoles under open cardigans. Trent’s visits stretched longer. Jon wore stockings or garters under his slacks every day now, the constant slide of fabric against skin keeping him half-hard and leaking. One afternoon he slipped back to the shed, fastened the garter belt again, and stroked frantically to another sissy clip until he trembled on the edge, then forced himself to stop. The frustration burned clean and bright.

Lyn watched Trent pack his tools each evening, eyes fixed on the thick ridge in his jeans. Her shyness was still there, a thin veil, but beneath it something bolder was waking.


Chapter 3 – Garden Bench

The bench sat in deep shade beneath the largest cypress, screened by hanging Spanish moss. Lyn chose a black maxi skirt with a thigh-high slit and a sheer blouse, and no bra. Her nipples pressed dark against white fabric. She waited until mid-afternoon when the rest of the property felt drowsy.

Trent appeared; toolbox abandoned the moment he saw her. He crossed the grass in three strides, pulled her against him, let her feel every inch of that heavy cock through denim. Lyn’s hand shook as she traced the outline, breath catching at the girth.

Their kiss started soft, then turned greedy. Trent’s tongue filled her mouth while his palms cupped her breasts, thumbs rolling nipples until they ached. He slid a hand under her skirt, found soaked lace, pushed it aside, and stroked her clit in slow, firm circles. Lyn rocked against his fingers, moaning softly into his neck.

“Turn around,” he ordered.

She obeyed, bending over the bench, skirt hiked to her waist. Trent knelt first, spreading her cheeks, tongue plunging into her folds. He licked long stripes from clit to entrance, sucked her swollen nub, tongue-fucked her until her thighs shook. Lyn gripped the wood, breasts swaying, nipples scraping rough grain with every rock of her hips.

When she was panting, he stood, jeans shoved down. His cock sprang free: nine thick inches, veined, head flared purple. Lyn looked back, eyes wide. “Please.”

He teased her entrance, rubbing the length along her slit until she whimpered, then pushed in slow. The stretch burned deliciously. Inch after inch filled her until his balls rested against her clit. He held still a moment, letting her adjust, then began long, deep thrusts. Each stroke rocked her forward, breasts slapping together, nipples dark and hard.

Lyn’s shyness dissolved. “Harder,” she demanded. “Deeper. Stretch me.”

Trent gripped her hips, pace turning brutal. The bench creaked. Wet sounds filled the air. From high in the cypress, Jon watched, cage tenting painfully beneath slacks. Pre-cum soaked through fabric in steady drops. He gripped bark until splinters bit his palms.

Trent’s rhythm stuttered. “Gonna fill you up.” Lyn clenched deliberately around him. He roared, buried to the hilt, and erupted: thick ropes pumping deep, flooding her until excess leaked down her thighs in creamy trails. He ground against her a long moment, then withdrew with a slick pop, more cum dribbling out.

Lyn slumped forward, panting. She turned, kissed Trent slowly and screamed, then glanced toward the tree. Jon slipped away, cage throbbing, mind full of the sight of his wife stretched and filled.


Chapter 4 – Exposed

Dusk settled over Cypress Veil in bruised purples. Lyn climbed the staircase, thighs sticky, blouse still open. Her shyness had cracked wide open on the bench; what remained was quiet, unshakable command.

Jon waited in their bedroom, book open but unread. His robe gaped slightly, revealing the pink chastity cage locked around his shriveled nub. Lyn entered, let her robe fall, stood naked except for heels. Cum glistened on her inner thighs.

“I saw you in the tree,” she said calmly.

Jon’s book tumbled. Color drained from his face.

“Kneel.”

He dropped. Lyn circled him, heels clicking, then yanked the robe open fully. Stockings, garter belt, cage. She laughed once, low, and throaty.

“Confess. Everything.”

Words spilled: the shed, the clips, the garter belt, the cage he’d bought in secret months ago. Lyn listened, expression hardening into ownership. When he finished, she lifted the key from his nightstand drawer—she had known—and slipped it onto a chain around her neck, nestling it between her breasts.

“Your little clitty belongs to me now,” she said. “And Trent is just the beginning. Strip.”

He obeyed, trembling but dry-eyed. Lyn locked the key in place. “Welcome to my rules, sissy.”


Chapter 5 – First Worship

Lamplight bathed the master bedroom in amber. Emerald teddy waited on the bed, cherry gloss on the vanity. Jon stood naked, cage dangling. Lyn zipped him into the sheer fabric, adjusted straps so lace teased his nipples, painted his lips glossy red.

Trent entered, jeans already open. His thick cock stood rigid.

“Kneel,” Lyn said from the bed, legs spread in black lace, fingers lazily circling her clit. “Worship the cock that actually satisfies your wife.”

Jon dropped. The musk hit him first. Lyn guided his head forward. “Open.”

The flared head stretched his lips, pushed past his tongue. He gagged, spit drooling instantly. Trent fisted his hair, fed him slow inches. Jon hollowed his cheeks, tongue swirling desperately around veins too thick to ignore. Saliva coated the shaft, dripped onto the teddy, soaked through.

Lyn watched. “Look how small your locked clitty is next to that. Useless while you choke on real cock.” She pinched his nipples through lace. “You’re going to cum hands-free just from sucking him, aren’t you, princess?”

Humiliation burned through Jon like fire. He bobbed faster, throat working, spit bubbling. Trent’s hips bucked. “Good boy. Swallow it all.”

Lyn leaned closer. “Pathetic little sissy. Cum for me.”

The words, the stretch, the cage’s cruel pressure: Jon’s body seized. His locked nub pulsed uselessly, waves crashing through him, vision blurring as Trent unloaded. Hot ropes flooded his mouth, spilled over lips and chin. He gulped frantically, some dribbling down his neck onto emerald silk.

Lyn pulled him up, kissed his cum-smeared mouth. “Clean him. Tongue only. Slowly.”


Chapter 6 – Seconds Served

Morning light poured through lace curtains. Lyn reclined, legs wide, pussy still puffy and gaping from Trent’s girth. Creamy remnants of his load glistened on swollen lips, slow trails leaking onto sheets.

Jon knelt at the bedside in the rumpled teddy, collar snug, lips faintly glossy. Lyn dangled the spare ring. “Unlock. But remember you’re second and you will still get to clean the mess he made.”

Fingers shaking, he slid the ring on. His four-inch cocklette hardened pathetically. Lyn guided him between her thighs. The moment he entered, warmth enveloped him: slick, stretched void, walls barely registering his slender length. Trent’s thick cum squelched around every thrust, warm and slippery.

Lyn clenched mockingly. “Feel that sissy? So loose after a real man. Your little thing is swimming in his load.” She rocked up, breasts jiggling. “So empty. So useless.”

Jon pounded desperately, wet sounds obscene. Frustration clawed him, arousal spiking at every humiliating word. “Please… tighter,” he whined.

She laughed softly, nails raking his back through silk. “Beg all you want. You’re clean up. A quick spurt in my used cunt.”

The warm, cum-filled embrace overwhelmed him. Balls drew tight. He moaned in shame, spurting weakly, his meager creampie lost in Trent’s flood. He collapsed onto her breasts, trembling.

Lyn stroked his hair. “Lock up, princess. The throne still hungers.”


Chapter 7 – Twin Threat

Afternoon sun slanted through the study windows. A slim black leather collar waited on the desk, silver ring gleaming. Lyn fastened it around Jon’s neck while he knelt in yoga pants and the emerald teddy, cage clicking softly beneath fabric.

Trent lounged on the leather sofa, arm around Lyn’s shoulders. She wore a short skirt and heels, legs crossed so lace peeked.

“You’ve been a very good sissy,” Lyn murmured, clipping a short leash to the collar and tugging him closer. “But Trent has news.”

Trent leaned forward. “My twin brother is in town. Same size. Same thickness. Nine inches of trouble.”

Lyn’s eyes lit. She yanked the leash until Jon’s face rested against her knee. “Hear that, princess? Two bulls. One for my pussy, one for that glossy mouth of yours.” Her thumb traced his lower lip. “You’ll be so full, stretched and swallowing while they take turns claiming their queen.”

Jon trembled, collar tightening with his swallow. The cage leaked at the promise. Frustration knotted his gut, shame burned bright, but his eyes stayed dry. He whined softly, unable to form words.

Lyn turned to Trent, pulled him into a deep kiss, then looked down at her leashed husband. “Call him. The throne is ready for court.”

Outside, cypress branches stirred in the breeze. The estate held its breath, waiting for the storm of two bulls and one trembling sissy.

The End… For Now.

Thank you for reading Cypress Veil Estate: A Hotwife’s Awakening. If Lyn’s rise and Jon’s delicious descent left you aching for more, please leave a review on Amazon. The twin threat is only beginning. Watch for the sequel.
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