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Introduction

My name is Sienna Cross. I’m twenty-nine years old, happily married, and—like most people—you’ll never know where my truth ends and my imagination begins.





Over the years, I’ve learned that the most captivating stories aren’t born entirely from fantasy. They’re inspired by fleeting moments, whispered conversations, lingering glances, impossible “what ifs,” and the experiences that stay with us long after they’ve passed. Some pages in this collection grew from memories. Others came from dreams that refused to stay dreams. The rest exist somewhere in between.





Every story in this book blends imagination with pieces of real life, woven together so closely that even I sometimes forget which parts truly happened and which ones only played out in my mind.





These are stories about temptation, trust, vulnerability, and the choices that can change everything. They’re not meant to tell you what to believe or where the truth lies. That’s for you to decide.





So settle in, keep an open mind, and let yourself wonder.
After all, the most unforgettable stories are the ones that feel as though they could have happened to someone… perhaps even someone you know.





— Sienna Cross



The Therapist




The chandelier in our living room cast a warm, golden glow over the polished hardwood floors I’d insisted Dillon keep spotless. I stood by the floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the city skyline, my tailored black pencil skirt hugging my hips and my silk blouse unbuttoned just enough to remind anyone who looked that I was in charge—both in the boardroom and, increasingly, everywhere else. At thirty-eight, I still turned heads, but it wasn’t the power suits or the corner office that thrilled me anymore. It was the quiet, delicious control I was beginning to claim at home.




Dillon and I had been high school sweethearts, the kind of story people rolled their eyes at but secretly envied. He’d been the quiet, thoughtful boy with the gentle smile who made me laugh until my sides hurt. I’d been the driven one, the girl with big dreams and sharper ambitions. We’d built this life together—me climbing the corporate ladder to become CEO of a mid-sized tech firm that practically ran on my caffeine-fueled decisions, him happily stepping back after a few unfulfilling years in finance. No kids, by mutual choice. Our home was our sanctuary, and Dillon kept it running like a well-oiled machine: meals planned and executed with precision, laundry folded just the way I liked, the house always smelling faintly of lemon polish and whatever gourmet dinner he’d prepared that evening. He was my rock, my safe place, the man I loved with every fiber of my being.




I adored him. Truly. The way his eyes lit up when I walked through the door after a long day, the way he’d massage my feet without being asked, the deep, genuine kisses we still shared every night. Our love had never wavered. 




But our sex life… that had grown stale, predictable, almost polite. Missionary on Fridays, maybe a lazy handjob if I was feeling generous after a brutal week. Dillon was attentive, always focused on my pleasure, but there was no fire anymore. No edge. No surrender. I’d catch myself fantasizing during endless Zoom meetings—imagining him on his knees, trembling, desperate for my direction. Wondering what it would feel like to truly lead, to reshape our intimacy into something deeper, more intense, more mine.




That’s why I’d made the call two weeks ago.




Dr. Elena Voss. A highly recommended female sex therapist specializing in couples’ dynamics, power exchange, and—according to her discreet website—exploring “evolving gender roles and female-led pleasure.” I’d vetted her thoroughly: impeccable credentials, glowing reviews from professional women like me, and a no-nonsense approach that matched my own. Our first joint session was scheduled for tonight, right here in our living room. I’d told Dillon it was a surprise “relationship tune-up,” something to spice things up after fifteen years of marriage. He’d smiled that sweet, trusting smile and agreed without hesitation, even offering to prepare a charcuterie board and chilled white wine for after.




I heard his footsteps on the stairs—soft, familiar. He appeared in the doorway wearing one of his casual button-downs and khakis, sleeves rolled up from whatever chore he’d been finishing. His light beard was neatly trimmed, brown hair slightly tousled, and that snake-and-rose tattoo on his left forearm peeked out, a remnant of his younger, wilder days. God, he was still handsome. Still mine.




“Hey, babe,” he said, his voice warm as he crossed to me, sliding his arms around my waist from behind. “Everything’s set. Wine’s breathing, and I even picked up those fancy crackers you like.” He pressed a kiss to the side of my neck, lingering just a second too long. “You seem… focused. Everything okay at work?”




I turned in his embrace, cupping his face with both hands, my manicured nails grazing his jaw. My heart swelled with love, but beneath it hummed something sharper, hungrier. “Work is fine. This isn’t about work.” I kissed him deeply, tasting the mint from his toothpaste, feeling him melt into me like he always did. When I pulled back, I held his gaze. “Tonight’s about us. I’ve brought in someone to help us… evolve.”




His brow furrowed slightly, curious but not alarmed. “Evolve? Like couples therapy?”




“Something like that.” I smiled, slow and deliberate, letting my fingers trail down his chest. “A sex therapist. Dr. Voss. She’s excellent, and she’s coming here because I want this to feel safe. Intimate. Ours.”




Dillon blinked, a faint flush creeping up his neck—the same blush I used to see when we were teenagers sneaking around. It sent a thrill straight through me. “You… hired a sex therapist? For us?”




I nodded, stepping closer until my body pressed against his, feeling the subtle shift in his breathing. “Our love is perfect, Dillon. But our bedroom… it could be so much more. I need more. And I think deep down, you do too. Dr. Voss is going to guide us. Teach us how to unlock what we’ve been missing.” My voice dropped lower, laced with promise. “Starting tonight. You’re going to listen. You’re going to trust me. And you’re going to let me lead.”




He swallowed, eyes searching mine, a mix of nervousness and unmistakable arousal flickering there. I could already feel the power dynamic shifting, like the first crack in a dam I’d been holding back for years. This was just the beginning—the introduction to the new chapter of our marriage. One where I wasn’t just the CEO of my company, but the undisputed head of our home, our pleasure, and his transformation.




The doorbell chimed softly through the house.




“She’s here,” I whispered, kissing him once more, possessive and deep. “Be a good boy and answer the door for me.”

Dr. Elena Voss stepped into our living room like she owned the space, and for a moment, I admired the poise. She was in her mid-forties, sleek and professional in a tailored navy dress that accentuated her curves without trying too hard, her dark hair pulled into a low chignon. A leather portfolio tucked under one arm, subtle gold jewelry, and an easy, confident smile that put even me at slight ease.




“Mr. and Mrs. Johnson,” she said warmly, extending a hand first to me, then to Dillon. “It’s wonderful to meet you both. Please, call me Elena. Thank you for inviting me into your home.”




Dillon shook her hand a bit stiffly, his cheeks already tinged with pink as he gestured toward the seating area. “Nice to meet you. Can I get you some wine? Water?”




“Wine would be lovely, thank you,” Elena replied, settling onto the plush sofa across from the loveseat where I guided Dillon to sit beside me. I kept my hand on his thigh, possessive, feeling the subtle tension in his muscles.




Once the glasses were poured and we were all settled, Elena opened her portfolio and clicked her pen. Her eyes were sharp, kind, but unflinching. “Jess, you reached out to me directly, so why don’t we start with your perspective on why we’re here tonight? Then Dillon, I’d love to hear from you. No pressure—this is a safe, judgment-free space.”




I took a slow sip of the crisp Sauvignon Blanc, letting the cool liquid steady me before I leaned forward. My voice came out clear, candid, laced with the authority I used in executive meetings. “Thank you, Elena. Dillon and I have been together since high school. Married fifteen years. We’re deeply in love—truly. He’s my best friend, my partner in every way that matters. He takes such incredible care of our home, of me. But our sex life… it’s become routine. Almost vanilla in the most boring sense.”




Dillon shifted beside me, his hand twitching on his knee. I could feel the heat radiating off him.




I continued without pause, squeezing his thigh gently. “We make love maybe once or twice a week. It’s sweet. He’s attentive—always makes sure I finish. But I leave most sessions feeling… unsatisfied. Like something’s missing. I crave more intensity. More control. I want to lead our intimacy completely. To decide when, how, and if it happens. To explore power dynamics where I’m firmly in charge.”




Elena’s pen moved across her notepad, nodding encouragingly. “That’s very honest, Jess. Common in high-achieving couples where one partner carries so much responsibility outside the home. Dillon, how do you feel about what Jess is sharing?”




Dillon cleared his throat, staring down at his wine glass. His face was flushed deeper now, that adorable embarrassed shade I secretly loved seeing. “I… yeah. I love Jess more than anything. She’s incredible. I just… I don’t know. It’s good, right? I mean, I try to make her happy.” He glanced at me quickly, then away. “I guess it could be… more exciting sometimes. But I’m not sure what she means by control.”




I turned toward him, my voice softening with affection even as my words grew bolder. Inside, my pulse raced with longing. I knew him better than he realized. Those late nights when I’d “accidentally” left my lace panties in the laundry hamper, only to find them moved, sniffed, or hidden. The way his browser history once slipped open on his laptop—searches for chastity cages, feminization stories, dominant wives. I’d never confronted him, but I’d filed it all away, nurturing the secret fire. I wanted a true Female-Led Relationship. Full sexual control. His orgasms on my schedule. His body molded to my desires. Panty-wearing days under his clothes. A pretty little cage locked around his cock, the key on a chain between my breasts. Him serving me, pleasing me, denied and desperate until I decided otherwise.




“Dillon,” I said, stroking his arm, “I want us to try a Female-Led dynamic. Where I make the rules in the bedroom—and maybe beyond. Where you surrender to me. I know you’ve fantasized about things like this. The panties… the idea of being controlled, kept eager for me.” I let the words hang, watching his eyes widen in mortified recognition.




He stammered, face burning crimson. “Jess… I—how did you… That’s private. I mean, it’s just… fantasies. I don’t want to mess up what we have. I’m happy taking care of you, of the house. I don’t need—”




“You do,” I interrupted gently but firmly, my hand sliding higher on his thigh. “And I need it too. Desperately. I want to own your pleasure, Dillon. To tease you, edge you, decide when you get to come. Maybe even dress you up a little in private, make you feel pretty and owned. Chastity… lace… all of it. Not because I don’t love the man you are, but because I want every part of you—especially the submissive side you hide.”




Elena interjected smoothly, her tone neutral and supportive. “This is excellent progress. Many couples discover hidden kinks that deepen their bond. Dillon, it’s okay to feel embarrassed. Take your time. What thoughts come up when Jess describes this?”




Dillon swallowed hard, avoiding both our eyes, his voice barely above a whisper. “It’s… humiliating. But yeah, part of me… gets turned on by it. The idea of her in control. But what if it’s weird? What if I can’t… perform like that?”




My heart swelled with love and dark excitement. I leaned in, kissing his temple. “It won’t be weird. It’ll be us. Trust me to lead, baby. This is what I want for our marriage.”




Elena smiled. “Let’s explore some exercises tonight to start opening that dialogue safely…”




The session was just beginning, and already I could feel the shift—the delicious tension building between us. Dillon was embarrassed, hesitant, but the subtle bulge in his khakis told me everything I needed to know. My sweet, devoted stay-at-home husband was on the edge of surrender. And I couldn’t wait to claim him fully.




Dr. Elena Voss set her wine glass down and leaned forward, her posture open and professional. The living room felt smaller now, charged with the weight of my revelations and Dillon’s lingering blush. He sat rigid beside me, one knee bouncing slightly—a tell I knew from years of reading him.




“Excellent foundation,” Elena said. “For our first session, we’ll focus on a few structured exercises to build trust, vulnerability, and clarity around the Female-Led dynamic Jess is craving. These are designed to be gradual. Jess, you’ll take the lead where it feels natural. Dillon, your role is to participate honestly, even when it feels uncomfortable. Consent and safewords are essential—let’s establish ‘red’ for stop, ‘yellow’ for slow down, right now.”




We both nodded. Dillon muttered a quiet “red, yellow,” his voice tight.




“First exercise: Fantasy sharing with guided questions. Jess, start by describing in detail what a Female-Led sexual relationship looks like for you. Be specific about desires, boundaries, and how it makes you feel. Dillon, listen fully, then respond with your honest reactions—no filtering.”




I didn’t hesitate. This was what I’d been holding back for too long. I turned to face Dillon fully, taking both his hands in mine, my thumbs stroking his knuckles. “I want complete control over your pleasure, baby. That means your orgasms belong to me. I decide when you come—if you come. I love the idea of you in chastity. A smooth, secure cage locked around your cock, keeping you soft and denied and constantly thinking about me. I’d wear the key on a necklace, right here between my breasts, a constant reminder.”




Dillon’s breath hitched. His hands tightened around mine, but he didn’t pull away.




“I also know about the panties,” I continued, my voice low and intimate. “I’ve seen how you look at my lingerie. I want you wearing them under your clothes some days. Lace, silk, pretty colors that make you feel owned and a little humiliated. In private, I might have you in nothing but panties while you serve me—massaging my feet, cleaning, cooking. I want to feminize you gently. Makeup, maybe stockings. Not to change who you are, but to deepen your submission. Full FLR: I lead decisions in the bedroom, and we explore extending that to parts of our daily life. I want you desperate, eager to please, edged for days until I allow release. And when you do come… it’ll be on my terms. Maybe ruined orgasms. Maybe into your own panties while I watch.”




I was getting wet just saying it aloud. My nipples tightened against my blouse.




Dillon’s face was scarlet. He stared at our joined hands, voice barely audible. “Jess… God. It’s embarrassing hearing you say it out loud. I’ve… jerked off thinking about stuff like that. The cage especially. Feeling trapped and helpless while you’re in control. But it scares me. What if I hate it after? What if you lose respect for me?”




Elena nodded encouragingly. “Valid fears. Dillon, your turn to share a fantasy or fear without judgment.”




He swallowed hard, glancing at her then back to me. “I… like the idea of you being powerful. Bossy. Making me wait. The panties feel… dirty but hot. Like I’m yours in secret. But I’m worried I’ll feel less like a man. I love taking care of you, but I don’t know if I can be… that submissive all the time.”




“Good,” Elena said. “Now, second exercise: Power transfer touch. Jess, you’ll give Dillon simple commands. Start small. He obeys, describing how it feels. This builds the muscle of leadership and surrender.”




My pulse quickened. “Dillon, stand up and remove your shirt. Slowly. Then kneel in front of me.”




He hesitated, cheeks burning, but stood. His fingers fumbled with the buttons of his shirt, revealing his chest and that familiar tattoo. He folded it neatly—always the good house husband—then lowered to his knees on the rug before me, eyes downcast.




“How does that feel?” Elena prompted softly.




“Embarrassing,” Dillon admitted, voice husky. “But… my heart’s racing. And I’m hard.”




I smiled, reaching down to run my fingers through his hair, then tilting his chin up so he met my gaze. “Good boy. Now, kiss my feet. Both of them.”




He obeyed, pressing warm lips to my stockinged toes, then the other. The sight of my strong, successful husband on his knees sent a rush of heat through me. I wanted more—immediately.




“Third exercise builds on this,” Elena continued. “We’ll discuss practical tools. Chastity introduction, panty protocols, daily affirmations. For homework: Jess chooses one pair of her panties for Dillon to wear tomorrow under his clothes. One short edging session at home, no orgasm. Journal your feelings separately and share at our next session.”




Dillon looked up at me from his knees, equal parts mortified and aroused. “Tomorrow? All day?”




“Yes,” I said firmly, already mentally picking out a lacy black pair that would ride up against him constantly. “And tonight, after Elena leaves, you’re going to edge yourself for me while I watch. Hands only. Stop when I say. This is the start, Dillon. I love you. This is how we make our sex life ours—mine to command, yours to surrender.”




Elena wrapped up the session with breathing exercises to ground us, then scheduled our next meeting. As she gathered her things and left with a knowing smile, the front door clicked shut.




I looked down at my husband, still kneeling. “You did so well. Now… let’s begin our homework early. Bedroom. Strip to your underwear.”




His embarrassed little whimper as he rose told me everything. This was going to be exquisite.




The moment Elena’s car pulled away from the curb, the air in our house felt thicker, electric. I locked the front door and turned to Dillon, who was still standing in the living room looking equal parts dazed and painfully turned on. His khakis did nothing to hide the outline of his erection.




“Bedroom,” I said, my voice low and commanding. “Now.”

He obeyed without a word, leading the way upstairs. I followed, admiring the way his shoulders tensed with every step. Once inside our spacious master suite—our sanctuary with the king bed, soft lighting, and the faint scent of the lavender diffuser he kept running—I closed the door behind us and clicked the lock.




“Strip down to nothing, then wait for me by the bed.”




Dillon’s hands shook slightly as he removed the rest of his clothes, folding each piece neatly out of habit. Naked, he stood there, cock hard and curving upward, cheeks flushed deep red. I took my time opening my lingerie drawer, selecting a pair of my favorite black lace panties—high-cut, delicate, with a sheer panel in the front that would do very little to contain him.




I held them up, dangling them from one finger. “These. You’re going to wear them for me tonight. Step in.”




“Jess…” He sounded mortified, but he stepped forward anyway, lifting one foot, then the other. I slid the lace up his legs slowly, deliberately, watching his cock twitch as the soft fabric cupped his balls and stretched tightly over his shaft. The waistband sat low on his hips, the lace framing everything beautifully. He looked vulnerable, exposed, and utterly delicious.




“God, you look perfect,” I murmured, running my palms over his ass, feeling the lace against his skin. “So embarrassed… but so hard for me. Does it feel good?”




He nodded, biting his lip. “It’s… tight. Humiliating. I feel like your little plaything.”




“You are,” I said, kissing him deeply, my tongue claiming his mouth while one hand palmed him through the panties. He moaned into me, hips jerking. “Now, on the bed. Lie on your back, hands at your sides unless I tell you otherwise.”




He climbed onto the mattress, the lace panties riding up as he settled. I stripped slowly in front of him—blouse, skirt, bra—until I was down to my own matching black thong and stockings. Then I straddled his thighs, hovering just above him, close enough that he could feel my heat but not touch.




“Hands on your cock, baby. Over the panties at first. Stroke yourself slowly for me. Edge yourself. I want you right on the brink, but you do not come. Understand?”




“Yes… Ma’am,” he whispered, the honorific slipping out naturally. His hands moved down, wrapping around his lace-covered length. The sight of him stroking through my panties made my own arousal throb. I watched intently as he built a rhythm—slow, torturous pulls, his breath growing ragged.




“Faster now,” I instructed, leaning down to kiss his chest, nipping at one nipple. “Tell me how it feels.”




“So good… the lace is rubbing everything. It’s embarrassing how much I like it. I feel owned already.” His hips bucked, eyes half-lidded. “Jess, I’m getting close—”




“Stop.” My command was sharp. His hands froze instantly, gripping the base. A frustrated whimper escaped him as his cock pulsed visibly in the sheer fabric, a wet spot forming where he was leaking.




I smiled, tracing a finger along the outline. “Good boy. Breathe. Let it fade… then start again. Slower this time. Edge twice more for me.”




He obeyed, starting over. The second edge came faster—he was so sensitive in my panties. I made him stop again, watching him squirm, thighs trembling, whispering desperate little pleas. “Please, Jess… I need to come so bad…”




“Not tonight,” I said firmly, loving every second of his denial. I leaned in and kissed him tenderly, contrasting the control with affection. “This is what I’ve wanted. You, desperate and pretty in my lace, holding back because I told you to. One more edge, baby. Make it a good one.”




His final stroke session was frantic, hips thrusting up into his fist, lace stretched obscenely. Just as his balls tightened and his moans turned broken, I grabbed his wrists and pinned them above his head.




“Stop.”




He cried out in frustration, body arching, cock throbbing angrily in the soaked panties with no release. A single clear drop of precum beaded at the tip, visible through the sheer panel. He looked wrecked—flushed, sweaty, eyes glassy with need.




I kissed him softly, stroking his hair. “You did so well for our first time. Look at you… my sweet, denied husband in panties. Tomorrow you’ll wear another pair under your clothes all day while you take care of the house. Think about this moment every time the lace rubs against you.”

Dillon nodded shakily, pulling me down into a deep, grateful kiss. “I love you. This is intense… but I want more.”




“I know you do,” I whispered against his lips. “And you’re going to get it. All of it.”




We fell asleep like that—him still in the damp lace panties, caged by my will, my body curled possessively around his. The first real step into our new life. And it felt like coming home.




The morning light filtered softly through the bedroom curtains, painting our sheets in pale gold. I woke first, as usual, and took a long moment just to admire him. Dillon lay on his back, one arm draped over his eyes, breathing slow and deep. The black lace panties I’d made him wear last night were still on—slightly askew now, the front panel visibly stained from his earlier leaking. His cock was half-hard even in sleep, trapped and outlined by the delicate fabric. The sight sent a fresh wave of possessive heat through me.




I trailed my fingers lightly down his chest, over his stomach, then cupped him through the lace. He stirred immediately, a soft groan escaping as his eyes fluttered open.

“Morning, baby,” I purred, squeezing gently. “How does it feel waking up in my panties?”




Dillon’s face flushed instantly, that delicious embarrassed shade I was quickly becoming addicted to. He shifted, clearly aware of the damp, restrictive sensation. “It’s… weird. Humiliating. Every time I move I feel it rubbing. I didn’t sleep great—kept dreaming about last night. I’m still so fucking horny, Jess.”




“Good.” I kissed him deeply, morning breath and all, claiming his mouth while my hand continued teasing him through the lace. “That’s exactly how I want you. Denied. Focused on me. Today you’re keeping them on under your clothes. All day. While you do the laundry, clean the bathrooms, make my lunch for work, and handle the grocery list. Every time the lace rides up or someone might notice the faint outline if you bend over… you’ll think about who owns this cock now.”




He whimpered, hips twitching up into my palm. “Yes… Ma’am. God, this is really happening.”




“It is.” I sat up, stretching languidly before standing. I chose another pair from my drawer—this one a soft pink satin with little black bows on the hips, even more feminine. “After your shower, you’ll change into these. I want the black ones in the laundry hamper for me to inspect later. And no touching yourself beyond what’s necessary to clean up. If you get too hard and it hurts, that’s too bad. You’ll wait until I get home tonight.”




Dillon nodded, obedient but visibly squirming as he headed to the shower. I followed, watching him peel off the used panties with a shy glance my way. Under the water, his cock stayed stubbornly hard. I leaned against the vanity, sipping the coffee he’d already programmed to brew, enjoying the domestic power play.




When he stepped out, towel around his waist, I held up the pink pair. “Put them on. Show me.”




He dropped the towel, face burning, and stepped into the satin. The fabric hugged him snugly, the bows sitting prettily on his hips. His erection strained obviously against the front.




“Perfect,” I said, stepping close to adjust the waistband, letting my fingers brush him deliberately. “You look so pretty. My little stay-at-home panty boy. I expect the house spotless when I get back. Text me a photo of you in them mid-morning, just to prove you’re following through. And think about how wet I’m going to be all day knowing you’re like this for me.”




He swallowed hard, voice hoarse. “I will. I love you, Jess. Even though I feel ridiculous… it’s turning me on more than I expected.”




I kissed him again, slow and loving, then dressed for work in my power suit while he started breakfast—wearing nothing but the pink panties and an apron. The contrast was intoxicating. Over coffee and avocado toast, I laid down the first official rule.




“From now on, mornings start with you presenting yourself to me like this. Panties chosen by me. A quick edge if I have time. And you’ll greet me at the door every evening on your knees unless I say otherwise.”




Dillon’s fork paused halfway to his mouth, but he nodded. “Okay. I… trust you. Just… go slow with me?”




“Of course, baby.” I stroked his cheek. “This is us growing. I want your full surrender, but I want you happy and safe in it. Tonight after dinner, we’ll do another edging session. Maybe introduce the measuring for a chastity cage soon. I already ordered a few beginner ones—discreet shipping.”




His eyes widened, but the visible throb in those pink panties told me he was on board, even if his cheeks stayed red the entire breakfast.




I left for the office with a final possessive grope and a deep kiss, leaving my sweet, panty-wearing husband to his chores. All day at work, my mind wandered to him—wondering if he was hard while vacuuming, if the satin was driving him crazy, if he’d sent that proof photo yet. Our marriage had never felt more alive.




By the time I pulled into the driveway that evening, I was already aching to continue his training.




The garage door hummed open, and I stepped out of the car with a satisfied smile, briefcase in one hand and my heels clicking against the concrete. The entire drive home, my mind had been on him—my devoted stay-at-home husband, secretly dressed in pretty pink satin panties all day while he kept our perfect house running. I’d received his mid-morning photo: a slightly shaky selfie in the laundry room, apron on, pink bows peeking above the waistband of his jeans, his face flushed with embarrassment and arousal. It had kept me smiling through back-to-back meetings.




I unlocked the front door and stepped inside. The house smelled wonderful—something savory in the oven, lemon polish in the air, everything immaculate as always. But the real sight was waiting for me right there in the entryway.




Dillon was on his knees exactly as I’d instructed. Barefoot, wearing only the pink satin panties and a simple white t-shirt that barely reached the lace waistband. His hands rested on his thighs, head slightly bowed, but he looked up at me with those warm, nervous eyes. The panties were clearly strained in front, a prominent bulge and a small wet spot betraying how he’d suffered all day.




“Welcome home, Ma’am,” he said softly, voice thick with a mix of shame and desire. “The house is clean. Dinner will be ready in twenty minutes. I… I wore them all day like you wanted.”




I set my things down and walked slowly toward him, savoring every second. “Look at you. My good girl on her knees for me.” I cupped his chin, tilting his face up, then ran my fingers through his hair. “Did anyone notice? Did the lace keep you hard and leaking for me?”




His cheeks burned crimson. “The grocery store was the worst. Every time I bent down… I swear people could see the lines. I stayed hard most of the day. It was so humiliating, Jess. But I couldn’t stop thinking about you controlling me. I almost came just from the rubbing in the car on the way back from errands.”




I smiled, wicked and affectionate, and slipped off my heels. “Poor denied boy. Show me how wet those pretty panties are.”




He shifted on his knees, pulling the waistband out slightly so I could see the mess inside—streaks of precum staining the satin. I reached down and stroked him lightly through the fabric, making him gasp and thrust helplessly into my hand.




“You followed the rules so well. No unauthorized touching?”




“None,” he whispered, trembling. “I’m aching, Jess. Please…”




“Not yet.” I leaned down and kissed him tenderly, then more hungrily, my tongue exploring his mouth while I continued the teasing strokes. “First, you’re going to serve me dinner just like this. Then, after we eat, we’re doing another edging session. Longer this time. I want you frantic.”




I helped him up—rewarding good behavior with affection—and watched him move around the kitchen in nothing but those panties, the pink bows bouncing with each step as he plated roasted chicken, vegetables, and rice. We ate at the dining table like a normal married couple, except my foot kept rubbing between his legs under the table, keeping him on edge while we talked about our days. He squirmed adorably, reporting on chores completed, all while staying rock hard.




After dinner, I led him back to the bedroom. “Panties stay on. On the bed, on your back. Hands at your sides again.”

He obeyed eagerly. I stripped down to my lingerie and straddled him once more, this time grinding slowly against his lace-covered cock as I gave new instructions.

“Stroke for me, baby. Same rules—no coming. Tell me how the day felt.”




Dillon’s hand moved inside the panties this time, skin on skin but still framed by the satin. His strokes were desperate, voice breaking as he recounted every humiliating moment: the way the bows made him feel pretty and owned while folding my work clothes, the constant reminder with every movement, the fear and thrill of possibly being noticed.




I edged him three times, stopping each time just before the point of no return, watching him writhe and beg so sweetly. On the final edge, I pinned his wrists again and whispered hotly in his ear, “Tomorrow we measure you for a cage. I want my cock locked away by the weekend. You’re mine now, Dillon. Completely.”




He nodded frantically, lost in subspace and love. “Yours… I’m yours.”




I finally allowed him a small mercy—not an orgasm, but the privilege of pleasuring me with his mouth until I came hard, grinding against his face while he stayed denied in his pretty pink panties.




Collapsing beside him afterward, I pulled him close, kissing his forehead. “I love you so much. This is just the beginning of our perfect FLR.”




He curled into me, still throbbing and denied, whispering back, “I love you too. Keep going. I need it.”




The week unfolded like a slow, delicious unraveling of our old dynamic. Every morning, I chose Dillon’s panties for the day—sometimes soft cotton bikinis with playful prints, sometimes sheer thongs that left nothing to the imagination, always something feminine and slightly too small so the constant reminder stayed front and center. He wore them under his regular clothes while doing housework, running errands, and preparing my meals. No more edging sessions after that first full day; I wanted him to simmer in pure, uninterrupted denial. Just the lace and satin rubbing against him, keeping him in a state of low-grade arousal and deepening submission without release.




He was beautifully obedient. Mornings began with him presenting in whatever pair I’d selected, on his knees by the bed. Evenings ended with him greeting me the same way, house spotless, dinner ready. I’d tease him lightly— a grope here, a whispered reminder there—but no stroking, no relief. By mid-week, he was noticeably more attentive, more eager to please. His touches lingered longer when he massaged my feet. His eyes followed me with hungry reverence. The embarrassment never fully faded; he still blushed when I inspected the day’s panties in the laundry, noting the dried precum stains with approval. “Look how desperate my good girl is getting,” I’d say, and he’d whimper and nod.




By Friday, the tension was palpable. He was fidgety, extra affectionate, and painfully hard whenever I caught glimpses of the panties. I loved the power. Our love felt sharper, more intimate. I was already fantasizing about the chastity cage I’d ordered—discreet packaging expected any day.




Saturday evening arrived, and Dr. Elena Voss returned for our second session. We settled in the living room again—wine poured, Dillon in fresh lavender lace panties under his khakis at my insistence. He sat close beside me, thigh pressed to mine.




Elena smiled warmly as she opened her notes. “Welcome back, both of you. Let’s start with how the week went. Jess, you take the lead first. Then Dillon. Be as candid as last time—progress, challenges, feelings.”




I took a sip of wine and squeezed Dillon’s hand. “It’s been incredible, honestly. I kept him in my panties every single day. Different pairs, always under his clothes. No orgasms, no edging after the first night. Just constant, gentle reminder of who’s in control. He’s been so good—house perfect, always greeting me on his knees, serving me without complaint. I can see the denial working on him. He’s more attentive, more submissive. It’s exactly the FLR energy I’ve been craving. I feel powerful and deeply connected to him. Sexually, I’m more turned on than I’ve been in years. We haven’t had penetrative sex, but the power exchange has made everything hotter.”




Dillon shifted uncomfortably beside me, face already flushing. He stared at the floor for a moment before speaking, voice quieter. “It’s been… intense. The panties every day felt embarrassing at first, especially out in public. I kept worrying people could tell. And not getting to edge or come… I’m really pent up. Horny all the time. It makes me want to please her more, but it’s also frustrating. I feel a little ridiculous sometimes, but I also feel closer to Jess. Like I’m really surrendering. The kneeling and serving part… I like that more than I thought I would.”




Elena nodded, jotting notes. “Beautiful progress on both sides. Jess, you’re establishing consistent rituals—that’s key in FLR. The denial without overstimulation is letting the psychological side build. Dillon, it’s normal to feel that mix of embarrassment, arousal, and frustration. How has the dynamic affected your daily interactions and intimacy?”




I jumped back in eagerly. “I love the rituals. Kneeling at the door, presenting each morning… it sets the tone. Intimacy has shifted—I’ve had him pleasure me with his mouth a couple times while he stays denied. It feels right. I’m ready to take the next step. The chastity cage should arrive soon, and I want to lock him during our next private time.”




Dillon’s blush deepened, but he didn’t protest. “Yeah… I’m nervous about the cage, but I want to try it for her. The panties have been good training, I guess. Makes me realize how much I want to make her happy.”




Elena leaned forward. “Excellent. For tonight’s exercises, we can build on this foundation—perhaps a guided discussion on boundaries for chastity and feminization, then a short role-play exercise where Jess gives commands and Dillon practices immediate, verbal obedience. Sound good?”




I nodded, excited. Dillon swallowed but agreed. The session was off to a promising start, and I could already feel our future—him fully locked, trained, and mine—drawing closer.




The session had barely started when Dr. Elena Voss turned her sharp, kind gaze directly on Dillon. “Before we go deeper into discussion, Dillon, I’d like to check in on the progress practically. Are you wearing panties right now, as Jess instructed for the week?”




Dillon froze beside me, his face instantly flooding with color. He glanced at me, then at her, swallowing hard. 




“Yes… ma’am.”




Elena’s voice remained calm and professional, but carried clear authority. “Good. Stand up, please, and show us. Remove everything except the panties.”




I squeezed his hand supportively, but my pulse quickened with dark delight. “Go on, baby. Show the doctor how pretty you look for me.”




He stood reluctantly, hands trembling as he unbuttoned his shirt and let it drop. Then the khakis, stepping out of them until he was left in nothing but the tiny lavender lace thong I’d chosen that morning. The front was a minuscule pouch that barely contained his shrunken, denied package; the thin strings disappeared between his smooth ass cheeks. He stood there in the middle of our living room, arms awkwardly at his sides, utterly exposed. His cheeks burned crimson, shoulders hunched in humiliation as he avoided eye contact with Elena.




“Very nice,” Elena said, leaning back to appraise him openly. “Turn around slowly for us, Dillon.”




He obeyed with a soft, mortified whimper, giving us a full view. I couldn’t help smiling.




“Look at those slender legs,” I said candidly, my voice warm but teasing. “So smooth and shapely. They look even better in heels, don’t you think, Elena? And his dainty hands… perfect for delicate work around the house. Or wrapped around my feet.”




Elena nodded, a small smile playing on her lips. “Absolutely. There’s a natural softness to his build that lends itself beautifully to feminization. And that tiny little bulge in the front… it’s adorable. Almost like his body already knows its place. A cute little nub rather than anything threateningly masculine. It’s sweet how it shrinks even smaller when he’s embarrassed like this. Perfect for the kind of control you’re seeking, Jess.”




Dillon’s face was scarlet, his hands twitching like he wanted to cover himself but didn’t dare. The thong did nothing to hide how the humiliation was affecting him—the thin lace was visibly straining against a growing, yet still modest, erection. “This is so embarrassing…” he mumbled, voice barely audible.




“But you’re doing so well,” I reassured him lovingly, even as the light mocking continued. “My sweet, not-so-masculine house husband. No big, alpha cock here—just a pretty little package that belongs locked away for my amusement. It’s perfect for our FLR.”




Elena reached into her leather portfolio and pulled out a small, clear plastic device: a flat, pink-tinged chastity cage, compact and beginner-friendly with a tiny lock. “Speaking of which. Dillon, pull the thong down and show us your cute little nub. We’ll try this on today, but first—you need to be completely bare. Shave everything from the waist down. Smooth as a girl. Go upstairs and take care of it now. Use plenty of time. Jess and I will talk while you’re gone.”




Dillon hesitated, eyes wide with fresh humiliation, but the command from both of us left little room for resistance. He hooked his thumbs into the thong, slid it down his legs, and stepped out, standing fully naked for a moment—his small, hard cock twitching under our combined gaze—before grabbing the thong and hurrying upstairs, cheeks burning the entire way.




Once he was out of earshot, Elena turned to me with a knowing smile. “He’s responding beautifully. The embarrassment is fueling his submission. Tell me more about your deeper desires, Jess. How far do you want to take the feminization and control?”




I leaned forward, excited to speak freely. “I want it all, honestly. Full sexual ownership—his orgasms only when and how I decide, probably ruined or in his panties for a long time. I want him in chastity 24/7 soon, the key between my breasts. Daily panties, progressing to stockings, maybe light makeup at home. I want him softer, more servile. Dresses or maid outfits for private play. I want him to feel pretty and owned, while still being my loving husband. And eventually… sharing me, watching, or even cleaning up after. But we’ll build slowly. I love him too much to break him.”




Elena nodded, taking notes. “Healthy boundaries. We can discuss consent checklists next session. The shaving and first locking will be a strong ritual for him…”




Upstairs, I could hear the faint sound of running water. My sweet, humiliated Dillon was preparing himself for the next level. I couldn’t wait to see him smooth and bare, ready for his first cage.




Dillon came back downstairs about twenty minutes later, freshly showered and moving with that same hesitant, humiliated shuffle. He was completely bare from the waist down—smooth, pink skin where his modest pubic hair had been. His cock looked even smaller now, nestled shyly against his smooth balls, twitching under the cool air and our expectant gazes. The tiny lavender lace thong dangled from one hand.




He stopped in front of us, eyes fixed on the floor, voice barely a whisper. “I… I shaved everything like you said. It feels so weird. So exposed.”




Elena and I both leaned forward for a closer inspection. I reached out first, running my palm over his newly smooth pubic mound and down his thighs. “Mmm, excellent job, baby. So soft and pretty. Look at that—your little nub is practically disappearing already. No more pretending to be a big strong man down there.”




“Very thorough,” Elena agreed, her tone clinical yet warmly approving as she inspected him openly. “Turn around and bend slightly, Dillon. Let us see the back.”




He obeyed with a soft, mortified groan, bending at the waist. The smooth skin between his cheeks and around his hole gleamed under the living room lights. The humiliation was pouring off him in waves—shoulders tight, breathing shallow, cheeks flaming red. Yet his little cock had stiffened into a full, desperate erection, bobbing humiliatingly in front of us.




“Perfect,” I said lovingly, even as the light mocking continued. “My dainty, hairless girl. This is going to make the cage fit so much better.”




Elena handed me the small pink chastity cage. “Would you like to do the honors, Jess? I’ll guide you through it.”




My heart raced with excitement and deep affection as I took the device. Dillon stood trembling before me. I cupped his smooth balls gently, then carefully fed his shrunken-but-hard cock into the tight tube. It was a snug fit; he whimpered as the plastic compressed him, forcing his erection to shrink further under the pressure. Elena showed me how to slide the ring behind his balls and align the pieces.




“Deep breath, baby,” I whispered, looking up into his eyes as I clicked the small lock shut. The sound was tiny but final. The flat pink cage sat neatly against his smooth skin, turning his manhood into an adorable, helpless little nub. Tears of overwhelming emotion pricked at the corners of his eyes—humiliation, vulnerability, relief, and raw arousal all mixed together.




“How does it feel?” Elena asked gently.




Dillon’s voice cracked. “It’s so tight… I feel trapped. Owned. Like my cock isn’t even mine anymore. I’m embarrassed you both saw me like this… but it’s making me throb inside it. I love Jess so much. I want this for her.”




I stood up and kissed him deeply, pouring all my love into it while my fingers traced the locked cage. “You’re perfect. My sweet, locked-up husband. This is just the beginning, and you’re being so brave.”




Elena smiled. “Beautiful first locking. Now, put your panties back on, Dillon. They’ll help hold everything in place.”




He bent down, still flushed and emotional, and stepped back into the tiny lavender thong. The lace stretched over the pink cage, the flat bulge even more obvious and emasculating. The strings framed his smooth ass beautifully.




“From now on,” Elena told him firmly but kindly, “this is what you will wear to our appointments. Just the panties—and the cage once it’s routine. It’s a powerful ritual to remind you of your place in this room: submissive, exposed, and committed to the FLR. No hiding. Understood?”




“Yes, Ma’am,” Dillon whispered, standing there in nothing but the thong and cage, looking beautifully broken in the best way.




I pulled him down onto the couch beside me, wrapping an arm around him protectively. The session continued with more discussion, but the energy had shifted permanently. My husband was locked, smooth, and pantied in front of our therapist. And I had never felt more in love or in control.




The session wrapped up as the evening light softened outside the windows. Dillon remained standing in just the tiny lavender thong and his new pink chastity cage, shifting self-consciously while Elena gave us our homework.




“Excellent work tonight,” she said, closing her portfolio." 




“For the next week, continue the daily panties and the cage stays on—Jess holds the key. No orgasms for Dillon. Light teasing is encouraged, but focus on service and mental submission. Dillon, journal your feelings every evening about the cage and how it makes you feel in your role. Jess, I’d love a short audio note from you on how the power dynamic is shifting for you. We’ll discuss it all next time.” She stood, gathering her things, then turned to me with a warm, slightly lingering smile. “You’re a natural dominant, Jess. Strong, decisive… it’s very attractive. I’m looking forward to watching you bloom even more in this. Call me anytime if you need private guidance.” Her fingers brushed mine a second longer than necessary as she shook my hand, a subtle, flirty spark in her eyes before she composed herself. “Goodnight, both of you.”




I walked her to the door, feeling a thrill at the attention, then returned to my husband.




The front door clicked shut, leaving us alone in the charged silence. Dillon stood there in the living room—smooth, caged, and pantied—looking overwhelmed. I walked over slowly, circling him once like a predator admiring her prize, then pulled him into a deep, loving kiss.

“Come here, my locked-up girl,” I murmured against his lips. “Let’s go upstairs. I want to enjoy our first real night like this.”




In the bedroom, I had him strip out of everything except the thong and cage. The pink plastic nub looked so helpless and adorable trapped against his smooth skin. I changed into a silky black robe, nothing underneath, and had him kneel at the foot of the bed.




“How does it feel, baby?” I asked, running my fingers through his hair.




Dillon’s voice was thick with emotion. “Tight. Constant. Every time I move I feel it pulling, reminding me I can’t get hard. It’s so humiliating… especially knowing Dr. Voss saw me locked like this. But I’m so turned on for you, Jess. I feel completely yours.”




“You are completely mine,” I said tenderly, tilting his chin up. I slipped the key from around my neck and dangled it between my breasts, letting it catch the light. “This little cage owns you now. No more sneaky erections. No more stroking without permission. Just sweet, desperate denial while you serve your wife.”




I spent the next hour teasing him mercilessly but lovingly. I made him massage my entire body with oil, his caged nub bumping uselessly against my legs as he worked. Then I had him worship my feet, my thighs, and finally my pussy—his tongue working eagerly while the cage kept him painfully confined. Every whimper and frustrated thrust of his hips only made me wetter. When I finally came, shuddering against his face, I held him there until the waves subsided.




Afterward, I pulled him up into bed and cuddled him close, his caged cock pressed against my thigh. The emotions poured out of him—tears of overwhelming vulnerability mixed with deep love. I kissed them away, stroking his back and whispering praise.




“You were so brave today. Letting her see you, letting me lock you… I’m so proud. This is what I’ve wanted for us. My powerful CEO life outside, and total control here with my pretty, denied husband.”

He nuzzled into my neck. “I love you. It’s intense… but I don’t want it to stop. The humiliation makes it hotter. I feel so small and owned.”




We fell asleep like that—him locked and pantied, me holding the key and his heart. The first night of his new reality was perfect.




The next morning, the rituals continued, but now with the unmistakable click of plastic with every movement he made. Our FLR was truly underway.




The week flew by in a haze of delicious routine and escalating tension. Dillon stayed locked in the pink chastity cage 24/7, the tiny lavender thong (and rotating pairs I chose each morning) the only thing covering his smooth, denied package. The constant clink of the lock and the way the cage shifted with every step kept him in a state of low, aching arousal. He journaled faithfully each night—pages filled with raw admissions of humiliation, deepening love, and growing desperation. I listened to his entries aloud some evenings, stroking his hair while he blushed and throbbed uselessly in plastic.




Mornings: him on his knees presenting in panties and cage, making my coffee and breakfast. Evenings: greeting me at the door the same way, house pristine, dinner served. I teased him constantly—grinding against the cage while making out, making him watch me get ready for work in sexy lingerie, riding his face to orgasm almost every night while he stayed painfully locked. No release for him. His submission grew sweeter by the day; he became even more attentive, almost floaty at times in his service. By Friday, he was a beautifully broken, eager-to-please panty boy, and I was more in love and empowered than ever.




Saturday evening arrived, and Dr. Elena Voss returned right on time. She stepped inside with that same confident grace, her eyes lighting up when she saw Dillon already waiting on his knees in the entryway wearing nothing but a delicate black lace thong and the visible outline of his pink cage beneath it.




“Good evening,” she said warmly, a hint of flirtation in her smile as she looked at me. “Jess, you look radiant. The dynamic clearly agrees with you.” She let her gaze linger appreciatively for a moment before turning professional again. “Dillon, stay right there for now. It’s good to see you embracing your place so openly.”




We moved to the living room, but Elena kept Dillon kneeling in the center of the rug rather than letting him sit. She settled onto the sofa beside me, close enough that our knees brushed, and opened her notes.




“Let’s begin this session by reviewing the homework and the week’s progress,” she said, her voice smooth and engaging. “Jess, tell me how the power exchange has evolved for you. Dillon, you’ll speak from your knees—honestly and in detail about the cage, the panties, and how it’s affecting you mentally and physically. No hiding. This is the space for full vulnerability.”




I smiled, placing a possessive hand on Dillon’s shoulder as he knelt before us. “It’s been transformative. Having him locked has made everything more intimate. I feel completely in control, and he’s never been more devoted. The rituals are becoming natural. I’m excited to push further—maybe light feminization at home, more service-oriented tasks, and eventually exploring me being pleasured by others while he waits denied.”




Dillon, cheeks already burning as he knelt exposed in just the thong and cage, shifted on his knees. “It’s been… overwhelming. The cage is constant. I can’t get hard, can’t touch myself. Every chore reminds me I’m locked for her. The panties make me feel pretty and pathetic at the same time. I’m so horny it hurts, but I love serving her more than ever. The humiliation in front of you last time… and now again… makes it real. I feel small. Owned. But safe with Jess.”




Elena nodded, her pen moving as she glanced between us—her attention warm on me, clinical yet encouraging on Dillon. “Wonderful progress. The physical denial is reinforcing the psychological shift. Dillon, stay on your knees while we discuss next steps. Jess, any specific challenges or new desires coming up?”




The session was just getting started, the air thick with possibility as my locked husband knelt obediently before us.




The energy in the living room felt electric as I decided to push things forward. I kept one hand resting possessively on Dillon’s shoulder while he knelt before us in nothing but the black lace thong and pink cage.




“Elena,” I said, my voice confident, “I want more feminization. Not just panties and the cage. I want to see him softer, prettier, dressed up for me. Real outfits. Makeup, maybe. Making him feel like my little girl at home. Is that something we can explore tonight?”




Elena’s eyes sparkled with approval—and something warmer directed at me. “Absolutely, Jess. That’s a natural progression. Why don’t we move this upstairs to your bedroom? More space, more privacy for trying things on. Dillon, you can crawl up the stairs in just your thong and cage. Lead the way.”




Dillon let out a soft, humiliated whimper but obeyed, crawling ahead of us on hands and knees. Elena and I followed, and I felt her hand brush lightly against my lower back as we climbed the stairs. “You’re glowing with this,” she murmured close to my ear, her tone lightly flirtatious. “It suits you so well.”




In our bedroom, I pulled out a box of old costumes and lingerie I’d collected over the years. Dillon knelt in the center of the room, flushed and trembling as we began.

We started simple. I slipped one of my old silk nighties over his head—a short, lacy babydoll in baby blue. It barely covered the cage. Elena giggled softly. “Oh, look at those slender legs in that hemline. He’s got such dainty knees. Adorable.”




I laughed, circling him. “He does, doesn’t he? My pretty little house husband. Spin for us, baby.”




Dillon turned slowly, the nightie swishing, his caged nub peeking out shamefully. We tried a few more outfits: a tight black slip that hugged his body, then a pair of my yoga pants with a crop top that exposed his midriff. Each change brought fresh giggles from Elena and me, light teasing, and playful flirting between us.




“His dainty hands look so natural adjusting that hem,” Elena said, stepping closer to me, her shoulder brushing mine. “You have excellent taste, Jess. I’d love to see what else you have in mind for him.”




“You’re making this even more fun,” I replied, meeting her eyes with a smile. The chemistry between us added an extra spark to the humiliation.




Finally, I pulled out the pièce de résistance: the light pink sailor costume I’d worn for a college Halloween party years ago. The top was a cropped sailor blouse with a big blue collar and white accents. The skirt was scandalously short—barely covering his ass, pleated, and flouncy. White knee socks and a little sailor hat completed the look.




“Oh my god,” Elena burst out laughing as we dressed him. “This is perfect. Look at him! The short skirt, the little bulge of that cage trying to peek out. Such a humiliatingly cute sissy sailor.”




I couldn’t stop giggling as I adjusted the skirt, which rode up constantly to show the bottom of his thong and cage. “My college sailor girl, all grown up and locked for her wife. You look ridiculous and perfect, Dillon. So emasculated. Hands at your sides—let us admire.”




Dillon stood there in the tiny pink sailor outfit, face burning with deep humiliation, the short skirt fluttering with every embarrassed shift. His smooth legs looked even more feminine in the knee socks, the cropped top exposing his midriff. The cage created an obscene little tent under the pleats.




Elena wiped a tear of laughter from her eye, then gave me another lingering, flirty glance. “He stays in this for the rest of the session. It’s excellent exposure therapy for his submission. Shall we head back downstairs and continue the discussion with him dressed like your pretty little sailor?”




Dillon whimpered softly but didn’t protest as we led him—still in the humiliating pink sailor costume—back down to the living room. The skirt bounced with every step, drawing more giggles and teasing comments. The session continued with him standing or kneeling in full view, a constant, blushing reminder of his place.




The three of us returned to the living room—Elena and I settling comfortably on the sofa while Dillon remained standing before us in the ridiculous pink sailor costume. The short pleated skirt barely covered the bottom curve of his ass and the obvious pink cage bulge, the white knee socks and little sailor hat completing the humiliating picture. Every slight movement made the skirt flutter and ride up, exposing more of his smooth, caged shame. He kept his hands awkwardly at his sides, face permanently flushed.




Elena crossed her legs, turning more toward me on the couch. Her voice dropped into a warmer, more intimate register. “This is progressing so beautifully, Jess. The feminization looks incredible on him. But tell me more about you. What experiences shaped these desires? Have you ever explored with women before?”




I felt a pleasant flush as her attention focused so intently on me. Dillon stood silently in his sailor outfit, forced to listen. “Once,” I admitted, smiling at the memory. “In college, before Dillon and I got serious again. A girl named Mia. We had a few nights together. It was… electric. So different from being with men. Softer, but intense. I loved how she knew exactly how to touch me, how to build it slowly. I came harder than I had in a long time.”




Elena’s eyes darkened with clear personal interest. She shifted closer, placing her hand gently but confidently on my thigh, just above the hem of my skirt. Her fingers traced a small, slow circle. “Mmm, I can imagine. Tell me more. What did you do with her? What did you love most about it? Any fantasies that have stayed with you since?”

Her touch was warm and bold, sending little sparks up my leg. I glanced at Dillon—his eyes wide, humiliated in his tiny skirt—but he stayed obediently quiet. The flirtation between Elena and me thickened the air.




“We kissed a lot… explored each other’s bodies with our hands and mouths,” I continued, my voice growing a little breathy. “I loved going down on her. The taste, the way she squirmed and moaned when I found the right spot. She made me feel so desired as a woman. Since then, I’ve had fantasies about it—being with a confident woman again, maybe even while Dillon watches denied and dressed up like this. Serving us both. Or me coming home to a woman who takes charge alongside me.”




Elena’s hand squeezed my thigh gently, her thumb stroking higher. She leaned in, her voice low and husky. “That’s incredibly hot, Jess. You sound like you’ve been craving feminine energy. I’d love to hear more about those fantasies in detail sometime… perhaps outside of sessions.” Her gaze flicked appreciatively over me, then briefly to Dillon. “Your sailor girl is very lucky to have such a powerful wife exploring all sides of her desires.”




Dillon whimpered softly in his pink outfit, the short skirt twitching as he shifted, but he didn’t interrupt. The dynamic between Elena and me had taken on a charged, flirty life of its own, even as we continued guiding his submission. The session was becoming something even more intimate than I’d anticipated.




Elena’s hand stayed firmly on my thigh, her fingers tracing slow, teasing patterns higher up under the hem of my skirt as we continued talking. The flirtation was no longer subtle—it crackled openly between us while poor Dillon stood there in his humiliating pink sailor costume, the short pleated skirt doing nothing to hide his caged little nub or the deepening blush on his face.




“You know,” Elena said, her voice silky and low, leaning in so her breath brushed my ear, “Mia sounds wonderful, but I bet I could make you feel even better. I’ve thought about you since our first session—how strong and commanding you are. It’s rare to meet a woman who owns her dominance so naturally.” Her hand squeezed my thigh possessively, sliding just a little higher. “Have you fantasized about a woman like me? Taking you while your pretty sailor girl waits denied and dressed up?”




I let out a soft laugh that turned into a pleased hum, my body responding to her touch. “More than once this week, actually. Especially after you left last time. I pictured you here… telling Dillon exactly how to serve while you and I enjoy each other. You directing him to watch, locked and useless in his little cage, while you make me come.”




Dillon whimpered audibly, the sailor skirt fluttering as he shifted his weight. The front of the skirt twitched with a helpless throb in his cage.




Elena’s eyes sparkled with delight. She turned slightly toward him without removing her hand from my leg. “Hear that, sailor? Your wife has been imagining me fucking her while you stay locked and pretty. How does that make you feel in that tiny skirt?”




“Humiliated…” Dillon whispered, voice thick. “But so turned on. I want her to be happy.”




“Good boy,” Elena praised lightly before turning back to me. Her free hand brushed a strand of hair from my face, lingering on my cheek. The flirtation escalated as she leaned in closer, her lips nearly brushing mine. “I’d love to make that fantasy real sometime, Jess. After hours. No professional boundaries—just two powerful women exploring, with your locked sailor serving us drinks and watching from his knees. I’m very good with my mouth… and my strap-on. Think about how it would feel having me take control while he stays denied in his pink cage and short skirt.”




Her fingers on my thigh slipped even higher, brushing the edge of my panties. I felt myself getting wet, the power of the moment—the contrast between her bold seduction and Dillon’s total emasculation—overwhelmingly arousing.




“I’m tempted,” I admitted, my voice breathy as I placed my hand over hers, encouraging the touch. “Very tempted. We’ll talk more about that soon.”




Elena smiled, slow and predatory, and pressed a soft, lingering kiss to the corner of my mouth—close enough to promise more, but stopping just short. “Good. For now, let’s use this energy in the session. Dillon, on your knees in front of us in that adorable outfit. We’re going to discuss your wife’s bisexual desires in detail while you listen and stay hard in your cage.”




The rest of the session blurred into charged conversation, Elena’s hand never leaving my thigh, the flirtation simmering hot between us as my pretty, humiliated sailor husband knelt obediently before us.




Elena’s hand remained high on my thigh, her fingers gently stroking as she leaned in closer, her voice intimate and coaxing. “Don’t hold back, Jess. This is the space for raw honesty. What are your deepest, darkest fantasies right now? The ones that go beyond the panties and cage?”




Dillon knelt before us in the tiny pink sailor skirt, the pleats barely covering his caged nub, listening helplessly as I opened up completely for the first time.




I took a deep breath, my body tingling from Elena’s touch and the vulnerability of the moment. “Everything. I love Dillon more than anything—he’s my husband, my rock, my sweet stay-at-home girl now. But sexually… I need more. I fantasize about cuckolding him. Bringing home a bigger, stronger man—especially a well-hung Black man with a thick BBC that makes Dillon’s little pink nub look pathetic in comparison. I want to make Dillon watch me get fucked properly, stretched and filled in ways his tiny penis never could. I’d make him clean me up afterward, on his knees in his sailor outfit or panties, licking another man’s cum out of me while locked and denied.”




Elena’s eyes widened with interest, her hand squeezing my thigh encouragingly. “Mmm, tell me more. The bisexual side too?”




“Yes,” I continued, voice growing huskier. “I want women as well. Confident, dominant women like you—taking charge of me, making me submit in ways Dillon can’t. I want to be fucked by a woman with a strap-on while Dillon serves us both. But I also want to dominate him completely. Degrade him. Expose him. Dress him up like this and show him off. Make him admit out loud how small and useless his little clitty is compared to real cocks. I need to push him deeper into submission—full sissy training, chastity, exposure, maybe even sharing videos or photos privately at first. Humiliate him until he’s broken and blissful in his place beneath me.”




Dillon whimpered loudly in his short skirt, the cage visibly straining as fresh humiliation washed over him.




“I need size,” I said rawly, looking straight at my husband. “Dillon’s little penis was never enough for the kind of hard, deep fucking I crave. I want to feel owned and ruined by something much bigger while he waits locked and pretty. And I want to degrade him into total submission—make him thank the man who fucks me, make him beg for my attention while I ignore him for superior lovers. It’s not that I don’t love him. I love him more because he’s willing to give me this. To become my perfect, exposed, feminized cuckold.”




Elena’s hand slid higher, almost between my legs now, her breathing a little quicker. “God, Jess… that’s incredibly hot. Your honesty is such a turn-on. I’d love to help guide all of it—perhaps even participate someday. A powerful woman like you deserves to be satisfied completely.” She glanced at Dillon with a teasing smile. “Hear that, sailor? Your wife needs BBC and real women because your little clitty isn’t enough. How does that feel in your tiny skirt?”




Dillon’s voice was shaky and broken with arousal and shame. “Humiliating… but true. I want her to have it. I want to be degraded for her.”




Elena leaned in and pressed a slow, lingering kiss to my neck, her hand finally cupping me through my panties as the session grew even more charged. “We’re going to make all of this happen for you, Jess. Step by step.”




The air in the room was thick with possibility, my rawest fantasies finally spoken aloud while my pretty, humiliated sailor husband knelt exposed before us.




The tension in the room had become almost unbearable after I laid bare my deepest fantasies. Elena’s hand was still between my thighs, stroking me through my damp panties, when she suddenly pulled back with a wicked, professional gleam in her eyes.




“I think it’s time for a live experiment,” she announced, her voice husky with authority. “Something to help Dillon witness your desires in real time and deepen his submission. Jess, strip down to just your panties. Right now.”

A rush of submissive heat flooded through me. I craved this—yielding control to her strong, confident presence. My hands moved almost automatically, unbuttoning my blouse and letting it fall, then unzipping my skirt. Soon I was standing in nothing but my black lace panties, already soaked through. My nipples were hard, my breathing quick. I felt exposed, desired, and deliciously submissive to the therapist.




“Good girl,” Elena purred, clearly pleased. She patted the couch beside her. “Sit with me. Dillon, kneel right here on the floor in front of us. Hands behind your back. You will watch closely and not touch that pathetic little caged clitty.”




Dillon obeyed instantly, dropping to his knees in his humiliating pink sailor outfit. The short skirt rode up, fully exposing his locked pink cage as he knelt before us, eyes wide with shame and arousal.




Elena pulled me closer on the couch so I sat in front of her, my back against her chest. She wrapped one arm around me possessively and used her other hand to slowly spread my legs wide open, knees hooked over hers. The position left me completely exposed to Dillon—my soaked panties stretched tight over my pussy, the wet spot obvious.




“Look at your wife, sailor,” Elena commanded softly, her breath hot against my ear. “This is what real desire looks like.”




Her fingers slipped under the waistband of my panties, pulling them aside. I moaned as she reached around and began playing with me—two fingers circling my swollen clit before sliding down to stroke my slick folds. She was skilled, teasing and firm, rubbing my clit in perfect rhythm while occasionally dipping inside me.




“Oh god…” I gasped, spreading my legs even wider for her, craving the exposure. Dillon stared transfixed from his knees, the short sailor skirt trembling as his cage strained uselessly. I was dripping wet, my arousal visibly coating Elena’s fingers.




“You’re so wet for this,” Elena whispered, loud enough for Dillon to hear. She plunged two fingers deep inside me while her thumb worked my clit. “Tell your husband why.”




“Because… his little penis could never make me this soaked,” I moaned, eyes locked on Dillon. “I need more. Bigger. Real cock… or a woman like you who knows how to take me.”




Elena kissed my neck, fingering me faster, curling her fingers against that perfect spot. My hips bucked, the wet sounds obscene in the quiet room. Dillon whimpered, watching every spasm as I got closer and closer.




“Come for me, Jess,” Elena commanded, her free hand pinching one of my nipples. “Show your locked sailor how hard a real woman can make you cum.”




I shattered hard, crying out as the orgasm crashed through me. My pussy clenched around her fingers, juices soaking her hand and dripping down onto the couch. Wave after wave rolled through me while Dillon watched helplessly, his caged clitty leaking in the tiny skirt.




Elena slowed her movements, drawing out the aftershocks, then gently kissed my shoulder. “Beautiful. That’s enough for today’s experiment.”




I collapsed back against her, breathless and glowing, while Dillon remained kneeling in humiliated awe.




Dillon’s reaction was everything I had hoped for and more.




He remained frozen on his knees in the ridiculous pink sailor costume, the short pleated skirt hiked up around his waist, fully exposing the straining pink chastity cage and the steady drip of precum leaking from the tip of his trapped little nub. His eyes were glued between my spread legs, watching every slick movement of Elena’s fingers, every twitch and spasm of my pussy as I came hard for her.




When my orgasm hit its peak and I cried out, soaking Elena’s hand, Dillon let out a broken, whimpering moan. His whole body trembled. The cage bobbed violently, the flat pink plastic doing nothing to hide how desperately his tiny clitty was trying to get hard. A fresh bead of precum swelled at the slit and dripped onto the floor beneath him.




“Oh god… Jess…” he whispered hoarsely, voice thick with overwhelming emotion. “You’re so beautiful when you cum like that. So wet… I’ve never seen you that soaked. Not for me. Her fingers… they made you squirt. My little penis could never do that.”




Tears of deep humiliation and arousal glistened in his eyes. His dainty hands stayed obediently behind his back, but his hips twitched forward involuntarily, the cage swinging pathetically. The sailor hat had slipped slightly on his head, making him look even more ridiculous and broken.




“I’m so small,” he continued, the words spilling out in a rush of submissive honesty. “My cage feels tighter than ever watching you. I’m leaking everywhere just from seeing how much better she is at pleasing you. I love you so much… but I’m not enough. I want you to have this. I want you to have bigger cocks and women like Dr. Voss. I’ll clean you up. I’ll watch. I’ll stay locked and dressed like your pathetic little sailor girl forever if it makes you this happy.”




Elena smiled against my neck, her fingers still lazily stroking my sensitive folds as she addressed him. “Good boy. That’s exactly the reaction we wanted. Total acceptance of your place. Look at the mess your little clitty made on the floor while your wife came for me.”




Dillon’s face burned crimson with shame, but he nodded eagerly. “Yes, Ma’am. I’m sorry for the mess. I’ll clean it… please.”




I reached down and gently stroked his cheek, still breathing hard from the intense orgasm. “My sweet, broken cuckold. You did so well watching. I love how humiliated and desperate you are.”




Dillon leaned into my touch, eyes full of love, submission, and raw need. “Thank you for letting me see, Jess. I’m yours. Completely.”




The power of his reaction left me even wetter. Elena’s experiment had worked perfectly—deepening his submission while fueling my own desires.




The next evening, I arrived home from work to find Dillon already on his knees in the entryway, wearing a fresh pair of pale pink lace panties and his chastity cage. The house smelled wonderful as always, but before I could even properly greet him, the doorbell rang.




I opened the door to find Dr. Elena Voss standing there in a sleek black dress that hugged her curves, a bottle of wine in one hand and a knowing smile on her face.




“Surprise house call,” she said, stepping inside without waiting for an invitation. Her eyes raked over me appreciatively, then flicked to Dillon kneeling in his panties and cage. “I couldn’t stop thinking about yesterday’s session. I thought we might continue your… education tonight. Off the clock.”

My pulse quickened. I pulled her into a deep kiss right there in the doorway, tasting her lipstick as Dillon watched silently from his knees. Elena’s free hand slid down to squeeze my ass.

“Perfect timing,” I murmured against her lips. “Dillon, take the wine to the living room and pour us glasses. Stay in just your panties and cage.”

He obeyed immediately, crawling to the kitchen before returning with two glasses of red wine. Elena and I settled on the couch, her hand once again finding my thigh as we sipped and talked.

She wasted no time escalating. “I want to explore more of your fantasies tonight, Jess. Tell me again about the BBC cuckolding while your locked sailor serves us.” Her fingers slipped under my skirt, stroking me through my panties as Dillon knelt in front of us.

I moaned softly, spreading my legs for her while recounting the raw details. Elena eventually pulled me onto her lap, making out with me heatedly while her hand worked inside my panties, fingering me skillfully. Dillon was forced to watch every second, his cage leaking as he stayed perfectly still in nothing but lace

She stood up, pulling me with her, and commanded Dillon in a firm but sultry voice.

“Dillon, kneel right here in front of the couch. Hands behind your back. You will watch everything and stay silent except to thank us for letting you witness it.”

He dropped to his knees immediately, still wearing only the pale pink lace panties and his pink chastity cage. The front of the lace was already dark with precum.




Elena turned to me with a predatory smile. “Strip, Jess. Everything except your panties.”




I obeyed eagerly, craving her dominance. Once I was down to my black lace thong, she sat back on the couch and pulled me onto her lap, facing outward so Dillon had a perfect view. She spread my legs wide over hers, hooking my knees apart.




“Look at your wife’s soaked panties, sissy,” Elena said, running her fingers over the drenched crotch of my thong. “This is what a real woman’s arousal looks like.”




She slowly pulled my panties aside, exposing my glistening pussy to my husband. Two fingers traced my slit before sinking deep inside me. I moaned loudly, my head falling back against her shoulder as she began fingering me with expert precision—curling against my G-spot, thumb circling my swollen clit in steady, perfect rhythm.

“Fuck, Elena… that feels so good,” I gasped. She added a third finger, stretching me, pumping faster while her other hand pinched and rolled my nipples. The wet, obscene sounds of her fingers plunging in and out of my soaked cunt filled the room. I was dripping down her hand, my juices running onto her dress and the couch.




Dillon whimpered helplessly, his caged clitty straining painfully against the pink lace as he watched his wife get finger-fucked by another woman.




Elena kissed and bit my neck, whispering hotly in my ear. “Tell him how much better this feels than his little penis.”




“So much better,” I moaned, locking eyes with Dillon. “His tiny caged clitty could never stretch me or hit the right spots like this. I’m so wet for you, Elena… I’m going to cum so hard for you.”




She fingered me harder, faster, her palm slapping against my clit with every thrust. My orgasm built rapidly. I cried out, thighs shaking as I squirted around her fingers, soaking her hand, my panties, and the couch. Wave after wave crashed through me while Dillon watched in humiliated awe.




Elena didn’t stop. She kept fingering me through the aftershocks, drawing out a second, smaller orgasm before finally slowing down. She brought her dripping fingers to my mouth first, letting me taste myself, then offered them to Dillon.




“Clean them,” she ordered.




He leaned forward eagerly, sucking her fingers clean with a desperate moan.




Then Elena stood, sliding her own dress up and stepping out of her soaked red thong. She held both pairs of wet panties—mine and hers—in one hand.




“Open your mouth, sissy.”




Dillon obeyed, and she stuffed both pairs of drenched, aromatic panties into his mouth, gagging him with the combined taste of our arousals.




“Keep those in while you watch the rest,” she commanded.




With Dillon kneeling there, mouth full of our wet panties, eyes wide with shame and lust, Elena pulled me back onto the couch and continued exploring my body with her hands and mouth for the next hour—bringing me to several more intense orgasms while my cuckolded husband could only watch and leak helplessly in his cage.




Elena wasn’t finished with me yet. After stuffing both our soaked panties into Dillon’s mouth, she pulled me fully onto the couch, positioning me on all fours facing my husband. My ass was raised high, pussy still dripping from the intense fingering.




“Look at her, sailor,” Elena said, running her hands over my ass and spreading me open for him. “This is your wife’s well-fucked pussy. So much wetter and happier than you’ve ever made it.”




Dillon could only make muffled, desperate sounds around the gag of our wet panties, his eyes glassy with humiliation and desperate arousal. The front of his pink lace panties was completely drenched, the cage visibly pulsing.




Elena knelt behind me and continued with her fingers—three, then four—stretching me open while her thumb worked my clit. She was relentless, pounding into me with wet, filthy sounds. I pushed back against her hand, moaning loudly.




“Yes… fuck me with your fingers. Use me while my locked cuck watches.”




She leaned over my back, biting my shoulder as she fingered me to another shattering orgasm. I squirted again, this time soaking the couch cushions as my body shook. Elena didn’t let me recover. She flipped me onto my back, spread my legs wide, and buried her face between my thighs, licking and sucking my clit with expert skill while her fingers continued pumping inside me.




The pleasure was overwhelming. I came on her tongue twice more, screaming her name, my hands tangled in her hair. All the while, Dillon knelt inches away, mouth stuffed with our cum-soaked panties, forced to watch every lick, every squirt, every spasm of my body responding to a woman who could actually satisfy me.




When I was a trembling, oversensitive mess, Elena finally pulled back, her face glistening with my juices. She kissed me deeply, letting me taste myself on her tongue, then turned to Dillon.




“Spit out the panties and clean me,” she ordered.




Dillon eagerly removed the soggy lace from his mouth and began licking Elena’s fingers and face clean, whimpering thank-yous the entire time. Then she had him clean the mess between my legs with his tongue—gentle, worshipful licks while I recovered and stroked his hair.




“You’re such a good cuckold,” I whispered lovingly. “Thank you for watching me get properly fucked.”




Elena eventually dressed, giving me one last deep kiss at the door. “This was just the beginning. Next time, I’m bringing a strap-on… and maybe we’ll find a real BBC for you soon.”




After she left, I pulled Dillon into bed, still locked and denied. He curled against me, trembling with need.




“I loved watching you,” he whispered. “I’m so small and useless compared to her. I want you to have everything you desire.”




I kissed him softly, holding the key to his cage between my breasts. “You will, my love. This is our new life.”




The night left us both deeply satisfied in our respective roles—me glowing from real pleasure, him deeper in blissful, denied submission than ever before.




The moment the door closed, Jess turned to me with a loving, playful smile. She pulled me into her arms on the bed, kissing me deeply and passionately, tasting both herself and Tom on my tongue.




“Mmm… my sweet, beautiful sissy,” she whispered against my lips, her voice soft and full of affection. “You were so good for me tonight. So brave and obedient. Did you like tasting Mommy after a real man fucked her? Did you like cleaning Tom’s big cock?”




She gently pushed me onto my back and straddled my waist, still wearing the cum-stained red babydoll. Her fingers traced lazy circles over the pink satin chemise on my chest.




“I’m so proud of you, baby,” she purred, grinding slowly against the small bulge in my panties. “Look at you… still dressed in your pretty lingerie, all flushed and excited. My little clitty is leaking again just from thinking about it, isn’t she?”




Jess leaned down and kissed my neck, then my ear, her voice turning teasing and erotic. “You were so cute on your knees sucking him. I loved watching my pretty girl worship a bigger cock. And the way you licked up every drop of his cum from my pussy… fuck, that turned me on so much.”




She reached down and rubbed the front of my satin panties, feeling how hard and desperate I was again.




“You know this is what you were made for, don’t you?” she whispered lovingly. “Being my soft, obedient little sissy while I get properly fucked and filled. But don’t worry, baby… I still love you more than anything. This just makes everything hotter. My sweet husband and my naughty little girl all in one.”




Jess kissed me again, slow and deep, her hand still gently teasing me through the panties.




“Next time,” she murmured playfully, “maybe we’ll have you wear something even prettier when Tom comes over. Would you like that, my good girl?”




Jess smiled down at me with that perfect mix of love, mischief, and dominance that had completely stolen my heart. She kept gently rubbing the front of my cum-soaked pink panties while kissing me softly, her body warm and soft against mine.




“You’ve been such a good girl tonight,” she whispered tenderly. “My sweet, brave, obedient little sissy. I know this is all new and overwhelming… but I’ve never felt closer to you than I do right now.”




She kissed me again, slow and deep, tasting everything we’d done together. When she pulled back, her grayish-green eyes were shining.




“I love you, Dillon. I love my husband. And I also love my pretty little sissy wife. Both of them are mine, and I want both of them forever.” She gave my small, spent cock a gentle squeeze through the satin. “This little clitty doesn’t have to compete anymore. She gets to be soft, cute, and loved… while I get properly fucked and filled by Tom whenever we want. Doesn’t that sound perfect?”




I nodded, completely surrendered, my heart full and my body buzzing.




Jess snuggled closer, pulling the covers over us. She kept me dressed in the pink lingerie as we curled up together, her fingers lazily tracing patterns over the satin on my chest.




“Next weekend,” she murmured sleepily against my neck, “we’re inviting Tom over again. And maybe… just maybe… I’ll let my pretty sissy help put his big cock inside me. Would you like that, baby?”




I whispered my answer against her skin. Jess smiled and kissed my forehead.




“Good girl.”




As we drifted off to sleep in each other’s arms — my wife still faintly smelling of Tom’s cum, me dressed in her lingerie and marked by the night’s debauchery — I realized something deep and true:




This was our new life.




Filthy. Loving. Unapologetically kinky.




And I had never been happier.




The morning after Elena’s surprise house call, I woke up glowing with a deep, satisfied power I hadn’t felt in years. My body still hummed from the multiple orgasms, my thighs pleasantly sore, and the memory of Dillon’s desperate, panty-gagged face while I came repeatedly for another woman made me smile as I stretched luxuriously in our bed.




Dillon was already awake, kneeling beside the bed in nothing but his pink chastity cage, eyes adoring and slightly nervous. The poor thing had leaked all night—there was a small wet spot on the sheets where his caged clitty had been pressed.




“Good morning, my little sissy,” I purred, sitting up and cupping his chin. “Did you sleep well with the taste of our wet panties still on your tongue?”




He blushed furiously. “No, Ma’am. I was too hard in the cage… thinking about how hard you came for her. How much wetter you were than you’ve ever been for me.”




I laughed softly, loving the raw honesty. “That’s because your tiny clitty could never satisfy me like that. But you make me so happy in other ways, don’t you, princess?”




I stood up and walked to my lingerie drawer, feeling powerful and radiant. Dillon crawled after me on his hands and knees. I took my time sorting through the options, holding up different pairs for him to see.




“Hmm… today’s panties. Something extra humiliating since you got to watch me get properly fucked last night.” I picked out a pair of sheer white lace cheeky panties with little pink bows on the hips. “These. They’ll show off that locked clitty so nicely. But we’re adding more today. You’re becoming my full little sissy now.”




His eyes widened as I pulled out one of my lacy white bras and a pair of sheer black stockings.




“Stand up, arms out.”




I fastened the bra around his chest, adjusting the straps so it sat prettily on his slender frame. Then I rolled the stockings up his smooth legs, taking my time to caress him as I went. The sheer material made his legs look long and feminine. Finally, I slid the white lace panties up over his caged cock and the stockings, the bows sitting cutely on his hips.




I stepped back to admire my work. “Look at you. My pretty little sissy in bra, panties, and stockings. Turn around and show me that ass.”




He obeyed, spinning slowly. The short bra and high-cut panties framed his caged bulge perfectly, the stockings making his legs look incredibly dainty.




“God, you’re adorable,” I teased, slapping his ass lightly. “So much more natural like this than trying to be a man. Today you’ll do all your chores dressed like this under your clothes. Every time you feel the bra straps or the stockings rub, you’ll remember how I came all over Dr. Voss’s fingers while you watched like a good little cuck.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” he whispered, voice trembling with humiliation and arousal. “Thank you for dressing me up.”




I pulled him close for a deep kiss, my hand cupping his caged clitty through the lace. “Good girl. Now go make your wife breakfast. And send me a photo of you in your full sissy outfit while you’re cleaning later. I want to stay wet at work thinking about my locked, feminized husband at home.”




Dillon crawled off to the kitchen, bra and stockings visible under his movements, while I got ready for the day feeling more powerful and alive than ever. Our FLR was evolving beautifully.

The morning had been delicious—watching my pretty sissy husband move around the house in his bra, panties, and stockings under his clothes, the faint outline of the bra straps visible through his shirt as he cleaned. I was still glowing from the night before when, late that same afternoon, the doorbell rang again.




I opened it to find Dr. Elena Voss standing there in a crisp, professional charcoal pencil skirt and silk blouse that hugged her body perfectly—buttons undone just enough to show a hint of lace bra, heels making her legs look endless. She looked every bit the accomplished therapist, but the way the outfit clung to her curves made it undeniably sexy.




“I couldn’t stop thinking about your progress,” she said, stepping inside without waiting for an invitation. “I don’t want it to slow down. Surprise house call for a clinical check-in.”




Dillon was in the living room folding laundry, still wearing his full sissy underlayer. Elena’s eyes lit up when she saw him.




“Perfect timing. Both of you, in the living room. Dillon, strip down to just your bra, panties, and stockings. Jess, stay as you are for now.”




He obeyed quickly, soon standing before us in the dainty white lace bra, sheer black stockings, and the little pink-bowed panties stretched over his cage. Elena had us sit on the couch while she remained standing, circling us like a doctor conducting a very intimate examination.




“Let’s start with a clinical diagnosis,” she said, her voice smooth and authoritative. “Jess, you have a very strong need for dual control and submission. You thrive on dominating Dillon completely—feminizing him, denying him, cuckolding him—but you also crave submitting to someone like me. A woman who can take charge of your pleasure. Your bisexual desires and need for bigger, more dominant partners are clear. It’s healthy and powerful. You need both sides satisfied to feel complete.”

I nodded, feeling seen and aroused by her analysis. “Yes… exactly.”




She turned to Dillon, who stood trembling in his lingerie. “And you, Dillon. Your core need is deep humiliation and exposure. You require being fully broken down—dressed like the sissy you are, locked, denied, and watched while your wife is pleased by superior lovers. Your submission is absolute. The more you’re exposed and degraded, the deeper your fulfillment. This is not just a kink for you anymore. It’s your identity in this marriage.”




Dillon’s face burned with shame, but his caged clitty twitched visibly in the pink panties. “Yes, Doctor… I need it. I need to be humiliated and exposed for her.”




Elena smiled, stepping closer to me and running a hand down my arm. “Good. Progress is excellent. For today’s session, I want to reinforce this diagnosis practically. Jess, I’m going to edge you while Dillon watches in his pretty outfit. Then he’ll clean up the mess with his tongue. And I want both of you to verbalize your needs out loud while it happens.”




The surprise visit quickly turned into another intense, clinical-yet-deeply-erotic reinforcement of our new dynamic. Elena’s professional dominance over both of us felt perfectly natural, pushing us even further into our roles.




Elena wasted no time turning her “clinical check-in” into an intensely practical session. She had Dillon move the coffee table aside so he had a clear, close view, then positioned me on the couch exactly how she wanted: sitting back with my legs spread wide, skirt hiked up around my waist, panties pulled to the side. Dillon knelt directly in front of me in his delicate white lace bra, black stockings, and pink-bowed panties, his caged clitty already leaking.

“Verbalize your needs while I work,” Elena instructed calmly, as if this were a standard therapy exercise. “Jess first. Dillon will echo his own.”




She knelt between my spread thighs, her professional skirt riding up slightly, and began with two fingers tracing my already-wet slit. I moaned as she slowly pushed them inside me, curling expertly against my G-spot while her thumb found my clit.




“I need control over Dillon,” I gasped, hips rolling against her hand. “I need to feminize him, lock him, humiliate him… dress him like my pretty sissy and expose him while I get fucked better than he ever could.”




Elena added a third finger, pumping steadily, her eyes locked on mine. “Good. More.”




“I need submission to a woman like you,” I continued, voice breaking as pleasure built. “I need to be fingered and fucked by someone who actually knows how to make me cum hard. I need BBC… big, thick cocks stretching me while my locked sissy watches and cleans up.”




Dillon whimpered loudly from his knees, his bra straps tight on his shoulders. “I need humiliation,” he recited shakily. “I need to be exposed as the small-dicked sissy I am. I need to watch you get pleased by real lovers while I stay denied in panties and bra. I need to be degraded and laughed at… it makes me feel complete.”




Elena smiled approvingly and sped up her fingers, adding her other hand to rub my clit in fast circles. The wet, squelching sounds were obscene. I was soaking her hand, my juices running down my ass onto the couch. Dillon’s eyes were glued to the sight, his own caged nub throbbing helplessly in the lace.




“You’re dripping so much, Jess,” Elena said clinically, even as her fingers fucked me harder. “Your body craves superior pleasure. Look at your sissy husband leaking in his pretty outfit just from watching. Tell him why his little clitty will never be enough.”




“Because it’s tiny,” I moaned, right on the edge. “His little pink nub is pathetic compared to real cock or your fingers. I need to be stretched and filled… oh fuck, Elena, I’m going to cum—”




She curled her fingers perfectly and rubbed my clit faster, pushing me over the edge. I came violently, squirting around her hand in powerful pulses while screaming her name. My body shook, thighs clamping around her arm as wave after wave crashed through me. Dillon watched every contraction, every drop of my cum, his face a mask of humiliated bliss.




Elena kept fingering me through the orgasm and into a second, smaller one, drawing it out until I was a trembling, oversensitive mess. Only then did she slowly withdraw her soaked fingers.




“Cleanup time, sissy,” she commanded.




Dillon leaned forward eagerly, his bra shifting on his chest as he buried his face between my legs. He licked me clean with long, worshipful strokes, moaning into my pussy as he tasted the evidence of my pleasure. Elena watched with satisfaction, occasionally stroking my hair or my thigh.




“Excellent reinforcement of your diagnosed needs,” she said professionally, though her voice was thick with arousal. “We’ll continue building on this. Jess, your dual nature is flourishing. Dillon, your exposure and humiliation are progressing perfectly.”




After Dillon finished cleaning me thoroughly, Elena kissed me deeply, letting me taste myself on her tongue, then gave Dillon a condescending pat on the head.




“Keep him dressed like this for the rest of the evening,” she told me as she prepared to leave. “And send me photos of him doing chores in his sissy outfit. Progress is excellent. I’ll be back soon.”




The clinical diagnosis had been thoroughly reinforced in the most intimate way possible. Dillon and I were both deeper in our roles than ever.

Elena gave us one final set of instructions before leaving, her hand still resting possessively on my thigh.




“Tomorrow, the two of you will go shopping,” she said with a clinical yet wicked smile. “Jess, you will pick out the largest, most realistic dildo that matches the size you dream of when you fantasize about being properly stretched and fucked. Something thick, veiny, and significantly bigger than Dillon’s little clitty. Dillon, you will personally select a flat metal inverted chastity cage—the most restrictive, flattening style available—and a new pair of panties to go with it. When it’s time to pay, Jess will make sure the cashier knows exactly why you’re buying these items. Expose his true nature. No hiding. Understood?”




“Yes, Doctor,” we both replied, Dillon’s voice small and trembling in his bra and panties.




“Excellent. Send me photos of the purchases and the moment at checkout. Progress reports are mandatory.”

That night, after Elena left, I kept Dillon in his full sissy outfit—bra, stockings, and panties—for the rest of the evening. We cuddled in bed, my body still buzzing from the day’s intense session. I pulled him close, my fingers idly tracing the outline of his new bra straps and the flat pink cage beneath the lace.




“Mmm, my pretty little sissy,” I teased softly, kissing his neck. “Tomorrow is going to be so much fun for me… and so humiliating for you. I can’t wait to walk into the adult store and browse for the biggest, thickest dildo I can find. Something long and veiny that will stretch me open in ways your tiny locked clitty never could. I’ll make you hold it up next to your cage so I can compare.”




Dillon whimpered, pressing his caged nub against my thigh.




“And you, princess,” I continued, my voice sweet but cruel, “you’re going to pick out your own flat metal inverted cage. The kind that smashes your little nub completely flat and makes it impossible to even think about getting hard. You’ll choose it yourself, like the eager sissy you are. Then a new pair of pretty panties to match. Maybe something with lace and bows, extra feminine.”




I slid my hand down to cup his cage through the panties. “And at checkout? I’m going to tell the cashier everything. ‘My sissy husband needs a new flat cage because his little penis is useless. And this big dildo is for me because I need real size now.’ I wonder how red your face will get. How wet your new panties will become while everyone knows what you really are.”




Dillon moaned softly, trembling with humiliation and arousal. “I’ll do it for you, Jess. I need it.”




“I know you do, baby,” I whispered lovingly, holding him tight. “My perfect, exposed little cuckold sissy. Tomorrow is going to be such a big step. Sleep well in your bra and panties… you’ll need your energy for shopping with your wife.”




We fell asleep like that—me glowing with power and excitement, Dillon locked, dressed, and deeply submerged in his submissive role, both of us buzzing with anticipation for the next humiliating chapter.




The next afternoon, I drove us to the upscale adult boutique on the edge of the city—a discreet but well-stocked store known for quality toys and lingerie. Dillon sat nervously in the passenger seat, wearing his bra, stockings, and panties under his regular clothes, the flat pink cage a constant reminder.




“Remember the rules, sissy,” I said cheerfully as we parked. “You pick out your own inverted cage and panties. I pick the dildo. And at checkout, everyone learns what you really are.”




Inside, the store was tastefully lit with soft music playing. A professional-looking woman in her thirties—attractive, with sharp eyes and a name tag reading “Claire”—greeted us with a polite smile.




I took Dillon’s hand and led him straight to the chastity section. “Go on, princess. Pick your new flat metal inverted cage. The most restrictive one.”




Dillon’s hands shook as he browsed, finally selecting a sleek, heavy stainless steel inverted cage that would crush his little nub completely flat. I made him hold it up for me to inspect.




“Good choice,” I said loudly enough for Claire to hear. “This will keep your tiny clitty smashed and useless, just how I like it.”




Next, we moved to the dildo wall. I took my time, making Dillon stand beside me as I compared sizes. I finally chose a massive, girthy 9-inch realistic dildo—thick veined shaft, heavy balls, skin-like texture, and a suction cup base. It was significantly bigger than anything Dillon could ever offer.




“This is the one,” I announced, holding the huge cock up next to Dillon’s body. “This is what I dream about. Thick enough to stretch me properly, unlike my sissy’s little slender penis.”




Claire raised an eyebrow but smiled professionally. I then dragged Dillon to the lingerie section.




“Try these on for me,” I told him, handing him a sheer black babydoll set with matching crotchless panties. “In the fitting room. Door open.”




Dillon hesitated, but my stern look sent him into the open stall. He emerged moments later in the babydoll, stockings still on, the inverted cage box in his hand. The sheer material did nothing to hide his pink cage.




Claire walked by at that exact moment and stopped, eyes widening slightly.




“Perfect,” I said, turning to her with a bright smile. “What do you think? Doesn’t my sissy husband look adorable? We’re buying this new flat inverted metal cage because his little penis is too small and slender to satisfy me anymore. The big dildo is for me— I need real girth and length now.”




Claire’s lips twitched into an amused smile. “Very… dedicated relationship. The inverted cage will keep him completely flat and denied. Excellent choice for a sissy.”




Dillon was crimson, trembling in the babydoll as I made him turn around for both of us.




“His real penis is so small and thin,” I continued teasingly to Claire. “Barely four inches hard, and slender like a finger. This cage will make it even smaller. He’ll be completely useless except for cleaning up after real cocks and women like you.”




Claire chuckled softly. “You’re a lucky woman to have such an obedient sissy. The cage and dildo will be perfect for your dynamic.”




At checkout, I made Dillon hand over the items himself while I continued the exposure. “My sissy is paying for his own flattening cage today. Say thank you to the nice lady for helping us find the right size for my needs.”




“Thank you,” Dillon whispered, mortified.




We left the store with the huge dildo, the new heavy metal inverted cage, and the lingerie. Dillon was a blushing, leaking mess the entire drive home.




Back home, I immediately swapped his old cage for the new flat metal one, locking him in tighter than ever. The effect was dramatic—his penis completely crushed flat, barely a bump under the steel.




“You did so well today, my exposed little sissy,” I praised, pulling him close. “Tomorrow we’ll christen the new dildo while you watch in your new cage.”




The shopping trip had been a perfect humiliation milestone.




Elena returned two evenings later for another “progress check.” She arrived in a fitted black dress that screamed professional dominance, her eyes lighting up when she saw the new purchases laid out on the coffee table.




“Excellent choices,” she said approvingly. She had Dillon strip down to just his new flat metal inverted cage and a pair of sheer white panties. The steel device crushed his little penis completely flat, leaving almost no bulge at all.

“On your knees in the corner, sissy. Watch closely.”




I was already wet with anticipation. Elena had me lie back on the couch, legs spread wide. She took the massive 9-inch girthy dildo, lubed it generously, and slowly pressed the thick head against my entrance.




“Look at this, Dillon,” she said clinically. “Watch how much your wife stretches for a real cock.”




I gasped as she pushed the huge dildo inside me. The girth was incredible—stretching my walls, filling me completely in a way Dillon’s slender little penis never could. Inch after thick inch disappeared until it was buried to the hilt. Elena began fucking me with it—slow at first, then harder, angling it perfectly against my G-spot.

“Fuck… it’s so big,” I moaned, my eyes locked on Dillon’s humiliated face. “It’s stretching me so much… filling me completely. Your tiny clitty could never do this.”




Elena thrust the dildo faster, her free hand rubbing my clit. I came hard within minutes, squirting around the thick shaft as my pussy clenched and spasmed visibly around it. She didn’t stop. She fucked me through the orgasm and straight into a second, even more intense one. My juices coated the dildo and ran down my ass as I cried out in ecstasy.




“Look how much she’s cumming,” Elena told Dillon mockingly. “This is what a properly fucked wife looks like. Your cleaning skills are going to be put to the test tonight.”




After my third shattering orgasm, Elena finally pulled the dripping dildo out of me. It was glistening with my cum, thick strands of it coating the veiny shaft.




She held the massive toy in front of Dillon’s face. “Open your mouth, sissy. Time to practice your cock cleaning. Suck your wife’s cum off the superior dick that just ruined her pussy—the one your flat little nub could never compete with.”




Dillon leaned forward, humiliated and eager, and took the head of the huge dildo into his mouth. He sucked and licked obediently, cleaning every drop of my arousal from the thick shaft while Elena and I watched.




“Pathetic,” Elena laughed lightly. “Look at him bobbing on it like a good little cocksucker. This is all you’re good for now, isn’t it? Cleaning up after real pleasure while your wife gets stretched and satisfied.”




I stroked his hair, glowing with power. “Good girl. Suck it deeper. Show Dr. Voss how well my sissy cleans big cocks.”




Dillon gagged slightly but kept going, thoroughly cleaning the dildo until it shone. The pure humiliation on his face, combined with my overwhelming sense of control and satisfaction, made the scene perfect.




Elena kissed me deeply afterward. “Beautiful progress. Keep pushing him deeper into his role. I’ll be back soon for more.”




Left alone with my spent, broken sissy, I felt more powerful than ever.


Shopping Spree




Jess strolled through the bustling mall with a confident sway in her hips, her hand firmly linked with Dillon’s. She wore a fitted sundress that hugged her curves just right, drawing appreciative glances from passersby. Dillon, dressed in his usual jeans and button-down, felt the familiar mix of nerves and excitement bubbling in his stomach. He knew that look in her eyes—the one that said she had plans for him today.




“Baby, you’ve been such a good boy lately,” Jess purred, leaning in close so her breath tickled his ear. “I think it’s time we had a little fun. Come on.” She tugged him toward a bright, feminine clothing store filled with racks of summer dresses, flowy skirts, and displays of delicate lingerie.




Inside, the store was moderately busy— a few women browsing, a sales associate folding tops near the front. Jess didn’t hesitate. She led Dillon straight to the women’s section, her fingers trailing along a rack of pastel sundresses.




“Oh, look at this one,” she said, holding up a soft pink floral dress with a flared skirt and thin straps. Her voice carried just enough to reach the nearby shoppers. “This would look so cute on you, Dillon. Imagine how the skirt would swish around your thighs… you’d make such a pretty little thing in it.”




Dillon’s face flushed hot. He glanced around, but Jess only smiled wider, clearly enjoying his discomfort. She stepped closer, pressing the dress against his chest as if measuring it.




“See? It’s your size. The neckline would show off your smooth skin perfectly after we get you waxed again.” Her tone was playful but loud enough that a woman two racks over glanced their way with raised eyebrows.




Jess moved to the next rack, picking up a short black pleated skirt. “Or this? God, your ass would look amazing in this. Short enough that everyone would get a peek if you bent over even a little. We could pair it with some thigh-high stockings… wouldn’t that be adorable, sissy?”

A soft gasp came from behind them. Dillon’s cock twitched traitorously in his jeans despite the burning humiliation. Jess noticed, of course. She reached down and gave his crotch a quick, discreet squeeze.




“Already getting excited, huh?” she whispered, then raised her voice again. “These panties would go perfectly underneath.” She grabbed a pair of lacy white thong panties from a nearby display, dangling them openly. “Look how tiny they are. They’d barely cover that cute little clitty of yours. I bet they’d ride up between your cheeks just right while you’re prancing around the house for me.”




The sales associate, a young woman in her twenties, paused nearby, pretending to straighten a shelf but clearly listening. Jess locked eyes with her for a second and smiled knowingly before turning back to Dillon.




“What do you think, baby? Should we get you this dress, the skirt, and a few pairs of these slutty panties? You can try them on right here in the fitting room. I’ll help you… make sure everything fits nice and snug.” Her hand slid down his back, resting possessively on his ass. “I want to see my pretty girl twirling in front of the mirror.”




Dillon swallowed hard, his heart pounding. The mix of public exposure, her teasing words, and the very real threat of her making him model the clothes right there had him aching with need. A couple of other shoppers were now stealing glances, whispering to each other.




Jess leaned in, her lips brushing his ear again, voice low for just him this time. “By the time we get home, you’re going to be dressed up like my perfect little doll. Then I’ll lock that pathetic clitty away and make you thank me properly… on your knees.”




She pulled back, holding the dress and panties up again. “So, what do you say, Dillon? Ready to shop for your new wardrobe?” Her grin was wicked, full of promise.




Dillon could only nod, voice barely a whisper. “Yes, Jess.”




“Good girl,” she said loudly, loud enough for half the store to hear. She kissed his burning cheek and led him deeper into the racks, already planning the rest of their very public, very humiliating afternoon.




Jess selected several more items with deliberate care: the pink floral sundress, the short black pleated skirt, a soft lavender mini-dress with a sweetheart neckline, and a couple of silky blouses that buttoned up the back. She also grabbed a few more pairs of panties—lacy, sheer, and humiliatingly feminine.




“These will do nicely for my pretty girl,” she announced, loud enough for the sales associate and a few nearby customers to hear. Carrying the pile, she led Dillon toward the fitting rooms at the back of the store, her hand resting possessively on the small of his back.




Once they reached the curtained stalls, Jess stopped just outside one and turned to him with a mischievous gleam. She reached into her purse and pulled out a delicate lace pink thong—clearly something she had prepared in advance. The tiny garment dangled from her fingers, the sheer fabric catching the light.




“Before you try anything on, put this on first,” she instructed, her voice carrying slightly into the hallway. “Your boring boy clothes will look so much better with pretty panties underneath. It’ll help you get in the right mindset… and I want that clitty tucked away nice and snug.”




Dillon’s cheeks burned as he took the thong and slipped into the dressing room, heart racing. He stripped quickly, sliding the lace up his legs. The thin strip nestled between his cheeks, the front pouch barely containing his growing arousal. It felt so exposing, so wrong in the best way.




He pulled on the first dress—the pink floral sundress—and zipped it up as best he could. The fabric was light and swishy, hugging his waist and flaring out around his hips. Looking in the mirror, he felt a rush of embarrassed excitement at how girlish it made him look.




Hesitantly, he cracked the door open just enough for Jess to peek inside. “What do you think?” he whispered.




Jess smiled, but shook her head. “Oh no, baby. Open it wider and step out here so I can see properly. I want a full look.”




Dillon froze. “Jess… someone might—”




“Step. Out.” Her tone was sweet but firm, leaving no room for argument. “Good girls listen to their owner.”




With a deep, shaky breath, Dillon pushed the curtain aside and stepped into the small hallway between the fitting rooms. The pink dress swayed around his thighs, the lace thong just barely hidden beneath. A woman emerging from another stall a few feet away did a double-take, her eyes widening as she took in the sight of a man in a feminine sundress.




Jess circled him slowly, openly admiring. “Mmm, turn around for me. Look at how cute your ass looks in this. The skirt is perfect—short enough to tease but long enough to make you feel like a proper little slut.” She ran her hands over his hips, adjusting the fabric. “And I bet that pink thong is peeking out if you bend even a little. Go on, give me a twirl.”




Dillon obeyed, spinning slowly. The dress flared up, and he could feel the cool air on his exposed skin. Another shopper walked past the entrance to the fitting area and slowed down, staring openly. Jess didn’t lower her voice.

“See? You were made for this. Now go try on the black skirt with that blouse. Keep the thong on, of course. And when you come out next time, I want you standing right here in the open again. No hiding.”




She handed him the next outfit and gave his lace-covered ass a firm pat. “Hurry up, princess. We still have the lavender dress after this… and maybe we’ll have the sales girl bring us some heels to match.”




Dillon retreated into the stall, pulse thundering, already aching beneath the tiny pink thong. He knew Jess was only getting started, and the thrill of her control—and the very real risk of being seen—had him completely under her spell.




Jess waited outside the fitting room, tapping her foot with playful impatience. When Dillon emerged in the black pleated skirt and silky white blouse, the outfit hugged his body in all the right humiliating ways. The skirt flared just enough to show off his smooth thighs, the lace edge of the pink thong teasingly visible whenever he moved.




He stepped fully into the open hallway as instructed, face burning.




Jess’s eyes sparkled with delight. “Fuck, you look so cute like this,” she said clearly, her voice carrying. “That skirt is doing wonders for your ass, princess. Turn around slowly—let me see how it swishes.”




Dillon obeyed, spinning in place. The pleats lifted slightly, drawing more stares from two women waiting for their own rooms. One whispered to the other, eyes glued to the scene.




Jess ran her hands over his hips, smoothing the fabric. “Perfect. That pink thong underneath is exactly what you need. Keeps everything tucked and reminds you who owns this little clitty.” She gave his ass a firm squeeze. 




“Now go change into the lavender mini-dress. Leave the thong on, of course. And come right back out here—no hiding.”




A minute later, Dillon stepped out again wearing the tight lavender dress. It clung to his frame, the low neckline and short hem making him feel ridiculously exposed and feminine. The pink lace thong peeked out from beneath if he wasn’t careful.




Jess let out an appreciative hum. “Oh my god, yes. This one is even better. Look at those legs… and the way it hugs your body. You’re such a pretty little sissy in this.” She circled him openly. “Twirl for me, baby. Nice and slow so everyone can get a good look.”




As he spun, the dress rode up, flashing the delicate pink thong to anyone glancing their way. The sales associate walked past again and paused, her cheeks turning pink as she took in the full sight.




Jess grinned at her. “Doesn’t my girl look adorable? We’re building her a whole new wardrobe today.”




The associate managed a stunned nod before continuing on.




Jess pulled Dillon close, her hand slipping under the short hem to trace the lace thong. “So fucking hard already,” she murmured hotly in his ear, then spoke louder for their small audience. “We’re buying all of these. When we get home you’re staying dressed up while you serve me… and I’ll reward my good girl later by riding that pretty face.”




She kissed his burning cheek. “One more quick change, princess, then we’re taking everything to the register. Maybe we’ll have you wear one of these out of the store if you’re lucky.”




Dillon’s pulse raced with shame and desperate arousal, utterly under her flirty, dominant spell.




Jess handed him the last outfit—a flirty white sundress with delicate straps and a short, breezy hem. “Put this one on, princess. Keep the pink thong underneath. And I want you out here modeling it immediately.”




Dillon slipped back into the stall, heart pounding. The white dress felt even lighter and more revealing than the others. When he stepped out into the open fitting area again, the soft fabric swayed around his thighs with every movement, the lace thong clearly outlined beneath when the hem shifted.




Jess’s smile was radiant and wicked. “Holy shit, baby. This one is my favorite. You look like the perfect little mall slut.” She motioned for him to spin, and he did, the dress flaring up enough to give nearby shoppers another flash of pink lace. “Look at how cute your clitty looks all tucked away in those panties. I bet you’re leaking already, aren’t you?”




A couple of women browsing nearby had stopped pretending not to watch. One covered her mouth to stifle a laugh, while the sales associate lingered at the end of the hallway, stealing glances.




Jess didn’t miss a beat. She stepped forward and adjusted the straps on Dillon’s shoulders, letting her fingers trail down his chest. “We’re taking all of them,” she announced loudly. “The pink floral, the black skirt, the lavender mini, and this white one. Plus plenty more panties so my girl is always properly dressed.”




She gathered the pile of clothes and took Dillon’s hand, leading him out of the fitting area still wearing the white sundress. “Come on, princess. Let’s go pay.”




Dillon’s face was crimson as they walked through the store. Heads turned. Whispers followed. Jess walked with proud confidence, swinging their joined hands and occasionally letting her free hand brush the back of the short dress.




At the register, the same sales associate rang them up, trying (and failing) to hide her surprise. Jess leaned on the counter casually.




“These all look amazing on her, don’t they?” Jess said cheerfully. “We’re doing a full wardrobe refresh. Do you have any recommendations for heels or more lingerie that would go with these? Something extra slutty for my sissy?”




The associate, blushing deeply, mumbled a few suggestions and pointed toward the lingerie section. Jess smiled sweetly. “Perfect. We’ll take a pair of those strappy white heels too—size whatever fits her.”




After paying, Jess handed Dillon the big shopping bag but kept him in the white dress. “You’re wearing this one out, baby. It looks too good on you to take off now.”




As they left the store and stepped back into the main mall walkway, Jess slipped her arm around his waist, pulling him close. “How does it feel, princess? Walking around in public like my pretty girl, that pink thong rubbing against you with every step? Everyone can see what you really are now.”




She guided him toward the food court, her voice low and full of promise. “We’re not done shopping yet. There’s a lingerie store next… and maybe a makeup counter after that. By the time we get home, you’re going to be fully dressed up, on your knees, thanking me properly for your new clothes.”




Dillon walked beside her, the dress swishing, the thong teasing, completely owned and throbbing with humiliated excitement. Jess’s flirty plans for the day were only just beginning.


Time For A Change




Jess had been thinking about it for months. Their marriage was good—stable, loving, even passionate in its own way—but something was missing. Dillon worked long hours, always the provider, always in control at his job, but at home, he deferred to her more and more. She noticed how he melted when she took charge in small ways: choosing their plans, directing their intimacy, even picking his clothes some mornings. She craved more. She wanted to lead completely, especially in the bedroom. She wanted to own his pleasure, to reshape their dynamic so that her desires came first, always. A female-led marriage felt right—empowering, intimate, and deeply arousing. She would decide everything sexual now. He needed it, even if he didn’t fully realize it yet.




She waited for the perfect night. Dillon came home tired but affectionate, and after a glass of wine, she led him to their bedroom. She wore nothing but a silky black robe that clung to her curves, her nipples already hard against the fabric. She pushed him gently onto the bed, straddling his thighs as she freed his cock from his boxers. It was already half-hard, twitching in anticipation.




“Shhh, baby,” she whispered, wrapping her soft hand around his shaft. “Just relax and let me take care of you tonight.”




Her strokes were slow, deliberate, gliding up and down his length with just enough pressure to make him groan. She used her thumb to circle the sensitive head on every upstroke, spreading the bead of precum that leaked from him. Dillon’s hips bucked slightly, but she pinned him with her weight, controlling the pace. Minutes stretched into what felt like hours. She edged him beautifully—building him up until his breathing grew ragged and his cock throbbed in her grip, then slowing to feather-light touches that left him whimpering.




“Jess… please…” he begged, eyes glassy with need.




She smiled down at him, her voice low and sultry. “I’ve been thinking, Dillon. Our marriage needs to change. I’m taking the lead from now on. Full female-led. I make the decisions—especially about sex. You’ve been giving me hints that you need this. You get so hard when I tell you what to do. Doesn’t that feel better? Letting me be in control?”




His cock jumped in her hand at her words. She stroked him faster now, twisting her wrist just the way he loved, bringing him right to the edge again. His balls tightened, his thighs trembling.







“Say yes, baby. Agree to it. Tell me you want me to lead.”

“I… fuck, Jess, yes,” he gasped, right on the brink. “Yes, I agree. Please let me cum—”




The moment the words left his mouth, she stopped. Her hand lifted away completely, leaving his aching cock bobbing in the cool air, denied. He let out a desperate whine, hips chasing her touch.




“Good boy,” she purred, leaning down to kiss his forehead. “But not tonight. You don’t get to cum until I say so.”




She reached into the nightstand and pulled out a small, flat steel chastity cage. It gleamed under the low lamp light—compact, inescapable, with a tiny lock. Dillon’s eyes widened.




“This is what you need,” she said firmly, holding it up so he could see. “I decide when you get edged. When you cum. When you even get hard. Everything. I understand what your body craves better than you do right now. You’re going to be locked for me, and you’re going to love it.”




She worked quickly but teasingly, sliding the cold steel ring behind his balls, then guiding his still-throbbing erection into the tight tube. It was a snug fit, especially with how aroused he was. She clicked the lock shut with a soft, final sound that made him shudder.




“Look at that,” she mocked gently, running a fingertip over the smooth steel now encasing him. “All locked up for your wife. No more sneaky hard-ons or jerking off when I’m not around. Your cock belongs to me now. How does it feel, baby? So small and helpless in there already.”

Dillon’s face flushed, but his breathing stayed heavy. The cage kept him from getting fully hard, creating a delicious ache.




Jess stood up, letting her robe fall open to reveal her body—full breasts, soft curves, and the smooth, glistening folds between her thighs. She was already wet from the power she held.




“Your only focus from now on is my pleasure,” she told him, climbing onto the bed and positioning herself above his face. She lowered slowly, hovering just out of reach. “You’re going to worship me with that talented mouth until I tell you to stop. Understand?”




“Yes, Jess,” he breathed, eyes locked on her pussy.

Then she shifted.




Jess lay back on the bed, stretching out luxuriously against the soft pillows. She propped herself up just enough to watch him, her silky robe discarded completely now, her naked body glowing in the warm lamplight. Her full breasts rose and fell with relaxed breaths, nipples still tight from arousal. She parted her thighs slowly, inviting him in, her smooth, glistening pussy already wet from the earlier teasing.




“Come here, baby,” she said softly, her voice calm and commanding. “Between my legs. On your stomach or knees—whatever lets you stay there for a long time. I’m going to relax and enjoy this. Your only job is to listen and obey every word I say.”




Dillon crawled between her spread thighs, his caged cock pressing uncomfortably against the mattress, a constant reminder of his denial. The flat steel tube kept him trapped, aching, while he focused entirely on her. Jess smiled down at him, one hand lazily stroking his hair.




“Start gentle,” she instructed, settling deeper into the pillows. “Just breathe warm air over my pussy first. Let me feel how much you want this.”




He obeyed, exhaling slow, heated breaths across her slick folds. Jess sighed contentedly, her body relaxing as the anticipation built. “Good. Now use your tongue—long, slow, flat licks from the bottom of my entrance all the way up to my clit. Nice and wet. Cover every inch.”




Dillon’s warm tongue dragged slowly upward through her folds, savoring her taste. Jess moaned softly, her hips giving a tiny, lazy roll. “Mmm… again. Slower this time. Really taste me.”




He repeated the motion, pressing the broad flat of his tongue firmly against her, lapping from her dripping entrance up over her swollen clit. Jess’s fingers tightened slightly in his hair, guiding the rhythm. “That’s it. Keep that pace. Explore my lips… trace around them… dip just inside my entrance on the way up.”




For long minutes, he worshipped her with those deliberate, unhurried strokes. Jess lay back fully, eyes half-closed, breathing deeply as pleasure radiated through her core. She could feel every textured pass of his tongue, the way it curled slightly at her clit before sliding back down. Her juices coated his chin, and she loved the wet, obscene sounds filling the room.




“Slide two fingers inside me now,” she murmured, voice husky but relaxed. “Slowly. Curve them upward and stroke my front wall… yes, right there. Gentle circles while your tongue keeps licking my clit.”




Dillon pushed two thick fingers into her slick heat, curling them exactly as told. The dual sensation made Jess’s toes curl. She let out a long, satisfied moan, her free hand drifting up to lazily play with one of her nipples. “Perfect. Keep your tongue soft and broad on my clit. No rushing. Just steady pressure… circle it slowly… match the rhythm of your fingers.”




She relaxed completely into the bed, surrendering to the building sensations. Time stretched as he worked her with patient devotion—fingers stroking deep inside her while his tongue swirled and lapped at her sensitive bundle of nerves. Jess’s breathing grew heavier, her thighs occasionally tensing around his head before relaxing again.

“Add a third finger,” she instructed after a while, her voice breathier. “Stretch me. Fuck me slowly with them while you suck my clit gently between your lips.”




He did, filling her more completely. The wet squelching sounds intensified as he pumped his fingers in and out in long, deliberate strokes. Jess arched slightly, but stayed mostly relaxed, letting the pleasure wash over her. “Suck a little harder now… use the tip of your tongue to flick right on the underside of my clit. Yes… oh fuck, just like that.”




Her first orgasm built gradually under his attentive care. Jess’s instructions became a little more urgent but still controlled: “Don’t stop… keep sucking… faster with your tongue… curl your fingers harder.” She came with a deep, rolling moan, her pussy clenching rhythmically around his fingers, fresh wetness flooding his mouth. Her body trembled, but she didn’t pull away. “Good boy… keep going. Lighter now, lick me through it… soothe my clit with soft, slow strokes.”




She rode the aftershocks lazily, guiding him to ease her down before building her up again. “Use your tongue to fuck me for a bit. Push it inside as deep as you can while your thumb circles my clit.”




Dillon obeyed instantly, spearing his tongue into her heat, tasting her deeply. Jess sighed in pleasure, one hand resting possessively on the back of his head. “You’re doing so well for me. This is exactly what I need.”




They continued like this for what felt like an eternity of bliss. She directed every variation: long lapping strokes when she wanted to relax and savor, focused sucking and flicking when she chased another peak, combinations of fingers stretching and curling while his mouth worshipped her clit. Her second orgasm hit harder—she gripped his hair tighter, thighs squeezing his ears as she cried out, hips grinding against his face in slow, deliberate circles.




“Again,” she demanded softly after catching her breath, still relaxed against the pillows. “Three fingers again… suck my clit steadily… don’t you dare slow down until I say.”




Dillon’s jaw and tongue worked tirelessly, driven by her commands and the sight of her pleasure. Jess came a third time, then a fourth—each one drawn out beautifully under her precise guidance. Her body glistened with sweat, her voice growing hoarse and satisfied as she instructed him through every wave: when to speed up, when to soften, exactly how to angle his fingers to hit that perfect spot inside her.




By the fifth intense orgasm, her legs were shaking, her breaths coming in exhausted gasps. She finally tugged his hair gently, pulling him up just enough to see his glistening, devoted face.




“Enough for now, baby,” she whispered, voice thick with satisfaction. “You made me feel incredible. Come up here and hold me while I recover.”




Dillon’s caged cock throbbed painfully between them as he moved up the bed, but Jess simply smiled, pulling him close. Her pleasure had been absolute—and she was only getting started with their new dynamic.




Jess pulled Dillon up the bed and into her arms, their bodies fitting together perfectly. She wrapped herself around him, one leg draped over his hip, her soft breasts pressing warmly against his chest. His skin was hot, his breathing still ragged from the long, devoted session between her thighs. The flat steel chastity cage pressed cool and unyielding against her thigh—a constant, intimate reminder of her new control.




She stroked his hair tenderly, her fingers trailing down his back in slow, soothing patterns. “Come here, my good boy,” she murmured, kissing his forehead, then his lips, tasting herself on him. “Just cuddle with me now. Let me hold you while we talk.”




Dillon nestled closer, his face buried in the curve of her neck, inhaling her scent. His caged cock remained trapped and aching between them, but he held her tightly, content in her embrace.




Jess spoke softly, her voice relaxed and intimate as they lay tangled in the sheets. “We need this change, Dillon. I’ve felt it for so long. Our marriage is wonderful, but I’ve been holding back parts of myself. I need to lead—especially here, in our bed. Taking full control of your pleasure makes me feel so alive, so powerful and desired. When I edge you, when I lock you up, when I guide your mouth for hours like I just did… it’s intoxicating. I get to decide everything, and that turns me on more than anything else.”




She traced a fingertip along the edge of the steel cage, feeling him twitch helplessly inside it. “You need it too, baby. I see how you melt when I take charge. How hard you get when I tell you exactly what to do. This female-led dynamic will bring us closer. No more guessing what I want. No more you trying to perform or worry about lasting long enough. Your orgasms are mine to give—or deny. That denial is going to make you so attentive, so eager to please me every single day.”




Jess shifted slightly, pulling him even tighter against her warm body. Her voice dropped lower, sleepy and seductive as she continued. “I’ll decide when you edge, when you finally get to cum, and how. Maybe weeks from now, after you’ve earned it with your tongue and your obedience. Think about how intense it will be when I finally unlock you and let you release… only after I’ve cum multiple times first.”




She kissed his temple again. “Outside the bedroom, I’ll make more decisions too—our plans, our finances, how we spend our time. You work so hard providing for us. Let me carry the mental load. Let me lead us. You’ll feel so much lighter, so much more at peace surrendering to me. I understand your needs better than you realize. This is what our marriage has been missing: me fully in control, you fully devoted. It’s going to make our love deeper, our sex life incredible, and our bond unbreakable.”




Dillon murmured agreement against her skin, his body relaxing fully into hers as exhaustion and submission washed over him. Jess smiled, her hand still gently petting his hair.




“Tomorrow morning, you’ll wake up locked and ready to serve me again,” she whispered. “Maybe I’ll ride your face for breakfast. Or edge you slowly while I tell you the new rules. But right now… just hold me. Let’s fall asleep like this—me satisfied, you denied and perfect.”




Her breathing slowed, growing deep and even. Dillon stayed wrapped around her, the weight of the cage and her words lulling him into a peaceful, submissive sleep. Jess drifted off last, a contented smile on her lips, already dreaming of all the ways she would deepen her control in the days to come.


Our New Ritual

Jess reclined against the mountain of silk pillows on their king-sized bed, the soft glow of the bedside lamp casting warm shadows across her body. The black lace robe clung loosely to her full, heavy breasts and the generous curve of her hips, but it was her eyes—dark, knowing, and filled with possessive love—that held Dillon captive. At 34, she had never felt more powerful or connected to her husband. Eight years of marriage had deepened their bond into something profound: she was his anchor, his guide, his Queen. And tonight, she would draw him even closer through her dominance.




Dillon knelt naked at the foot of the bed, his muscular frame trembling slightly with anticipation and nerves. His cock stood rigid, flushed and leaking, betraying how deeply her words already affected him. Jess leaned forward, cupping his jaw tenderly with one hand, her thumb brushing his lower lip.




“I love you so much, Dillon,” she murmured, her voice rich with affection even as steel threaded through it. “You’re my everything—my strong, devoted man who works so hard to make me happy. But I’ve decided something important for us. Your cum… those messy, pathetic spurts you leave behind after you’ve fucked me or stroked yourself… I’m done dealing with it. It’s time you took responsibility. Tonight, and every time from now on, you’re going to swallow every drop. For me. Because you love pleasing me more than anything.”




Dillon’s breath hitched, his cheeks burning with humiliation that only made his arousal throb harder. “Jess… it’s embarrassing. I—”




“Shhh, my love.” She silenced him with a slow, claiming kiss, her tongue exploring his mouth possessively before pulling back. “It’s not embarrassing. It’s intimate. It’s you surrendering completely to me because you trust me with every part of you. I want this closeness—the kind where you taste what your body makes for your wife. Now, get on the bed.”




He obeyed instantly, lying back as she straddled his chest, her warm, already-damp pussy hovering just above his face. The scent of her arousal—sweet, musky, intoxicating—filled his senses. Jess looked down at him with a mixture of adoration and command, slowly lowering herself onto his mouth.




“Worship me first, baby. Show me how much you love being mine.”




Dillon’s tongue immediately went to work, long, devoted strokes along her slick folds, circling her swollen clit with reverence. Jess sighed deeply, her fingers threading through his hair, guiding him with gentle but firm pressure. She rocked her hips in a slow rhythm, grinding against his face as pleasure built in her core.




“That’s it… just like that. God, your tongue feels perfect. You were made for this—for pleasing me.” Her voice softened with emotion. “I feel so close to you right now, Dillon. Every lick tells me you’d do anything for your wife. It makes me so wet for you… so full of love.”




She stayed there for long, luxurious minutes, letting him savor her taste, her slickness coating his lips and chin. Her moans grew breathier, her thighs tightening around his head as she approached the edge—but she pulled away before tipping over, leaving him gasping, face glistening with her juices.




Jess slid down his body, her breasts dragging teasingly over his chest and stomach until she settled between his spread thighs. His cock jerked desperately in the cool air. She wrapped her elegant fingers around the thick shaft, stroking with agonizing slowness, her grip tight and perfect.




“Look at this poor, aching cock,” she cooed, leaning down to place a soft, almost reverent kiss on the leaking tip. “So full for me. But you don’t get to come inside my pussy tonight. No warm, safe place for your cum. You’re going to give it to yourself—right into that hungry mouth while I watch. And you’re going to love how it feels to obey me so completely.”




She edged him masterfully, building him up with long, twisting strokes, her thumb swirling over the sensitive head to spread his precum. Every time his balls drew tight and his breathing turned ragged, she stopped, squeezing the base firmly until the orgasm receded. Dillon whimpered, hips straining upward.




“Please, Jess… I need you. I love you so much. I’ll do anything…”




“I know you will, my sweet husband.” Her eyes shone with deep affection as she pumped him again, faster now, her other hand gently massaging his heavy balls. “This is love. This is trust. Feeling vulnerable for me, tasting yourself because it pleases your dominant wife. It makes me so wet knowing how much power I have over you—and how willingly you give it.”




She brought him to the brink three more times, each denial deeper and more intense. Sweat beaded on his forehead. His cock was painfully hard, veins standing out, the head deep purple and glistening. Jess’s own arousal dripped down her thighs as she watched him struggle beautifully.




When she finally allowed release, her voice dropped to a velvet command: “Open your mouth wide, tongue out. Eyes on me. Come for your wife.”




Dillon obeyed with a broken moan. Jess aimed his throbbing cock directly at his face. The first powerful rope shot across his tongue, thick and warm, salty-bitter. She milked him rhythmically, directing spurt after heavy spurt onto his lips, his tongue, even a few drops landing on his cheeks. The volume was impressive after all the edging—warm, sticky fluid filling his mouth.




“Swallow it, baby. All of it. Slowly. Taste what your love for me produced.”




Tears of overwhelming emotion pricked his eyes as he closed his mouth and swallowed, the thick load sliding down his throat.




A small dribble escaped the corner of his mouth; Jess scooped it up with her finger and fed it back to him.




The intimacy of the act hit him hard—complete surrender mixed with profound connection. Jess leaned in immediately, kissing him deeply, sharing the faint remnants on his tongue, her hands cradling his face with tender possession.




“Good boy. My perfect, obedient husband. I’m so proud of you. That was beautiful—watching you accept this for us.” She kissed away a stray tear from his cheek. “I love you even more now. This brings us closer than anything.”

But she wasn’t finished. Jess mounted him then, sinking her soaked pussy down onto his still-sensitive cock in one smooth motion. She rode him with dominant grace—slow, deep rolls of her hips, clenching around him as she chased her own pleasure. Her breasts bounced heavily with each movement; she pinched her nipples and moaned his name.




“You feel how wet this makes me? Knowing you swallowed every drop? Come on, baby—feel how much your submission turns your wife on.” She ground her clit against him harder, faster, her hands pinning his wrists above his head. “You’re mine. Your pleasure, your cum, your heart—everything belongs to me.”




Her orgasm built like a wave, crashing over her with a long, shuddering cry. Her walls pulsed tightly around him, juices flooding his cock as she rode it out, claiming him completely. She collapsed onto his chest afterward, still joined, her body warm and soft against his.




Jess held him close for a long time, stroking his hair, kissing his forehead, his eyelids, his cum-flavored lips. “I love you, Dillon. This is our new ritual. Every single time. You’ll swallow for me because it makes me feel adored and powerful… and because deep down, it makes you feel safe and loved in my control. Tell me you understand.”




“I understand,” he whispered hoarsely, nuzzling into her neck, voice thick with emotion. “I love you, Jess. I’ll do it for you. For us.”




She smiled against his skin, already thinking of the next time—perhaps making him lick it from her fingers, or from between her breasts. Their intimacy had deepened tonight, wrapped in her loving dominance. And Jess had never felt more satisfied.


Neighbors

Jess stood in front of the bedroom mirror, adjusting the black choker around her neck. Her lips were freshly glossed, and the silk of her short dress clung perfectly to her body—dark, smooth, and utterly indecent without a bra beneath it. The matching panties? They were for appearance only. She wouldn’t be wearing them for long.

Behind her, on the edge of the bed, sat Dillon—shirtless, quiet, and already hard beneath his panties. His eyes hadn’t left her since she started getting ready.

“You really want me to go?” Jess asked, her voice low, almost teasing.

He swallowed. “Yes.”

“You want me to knock on their door… let them use me… while you stay here and stroke your little cock, imagining it, wishing you could be the one between my legs?”

He nodded. “Yes, Jess. Please.”

She smiled, slow and wicked, and turned toward him. “You know I’ll tell them how desperate you get. How you beg me after. How you cry when you hear me moaning for someone else. Mark loves that part.”

Dillon’s face flushed. She leaned down, grabbed his chin gently, and made him look at her.

“And you’ll wait right here until I come home. If I’m soaked and ruined and dripping someone else’s cum… you’ll clean me. Like a good little cuck.”

She kissed him once—hard, claiming—and walked out without another word.

The walk next door was short, but the anticipation stretched every second. Jess could already feel the ache building in her belly.

Mark answered the door shirtless, muscles flexing casually, a glass of whiskey in hand. He stepped aside without a word, letting Jess in. His dark eyes looked her over, slow and hungry.

“You’re right on time,” said Lindsey, gliding down the stairs in a burgundy silk robe that barely touched her thighs. Her long black hair was up in a loose twist, a few strands falling around her face. She moved like a woman who had everything she wanted—and tonight, that included Jess.

Jess stepped inside, and Mark closed the door behind her. Locked it.

Lindsey came close, fingers sliding beneath the hem of Jess’s dress, not even waiting for an invitation. “Did Dillon watch you get ready?”

Jess nodded.

“Did he whimper like usual?”

She grinned. “Even harder than last time.”

Mark chuckled, stepping behind her, big hands sliding around her waist and cupping her breasts through the fabric. “He’s probably already touching himself, isn’t he?”

Jess leaned back against him, breath hitching. “I hope he is.”

Lindsey pulled the dress up and over Jess’s head in one smooth motion, letting it fall to the floor. She stood there in her heels, her sheer panties the last barrier between her and the two people who were about to devour her.

Mark pushed them down and ran a thick finger between her thighs.

“Already wet,” he said, pleased.

“She’s always like this when she’s being shared,” Lindsey said, kissing Jess’s collarbone. “She gets off on the humiliation. On making him ache for what he can’t have.”

Mark lifted Jess and carried her to the large leather armchair in their den. Lindsey followed, stripping off her robe and revealing her curves—soft where Jess was lean, firm where Jess was tender.

Mark sat down and pulled Jess into his lap, his cock already hard, thick, and hot against her skin. Lindsey kissed Jess deeply as Mark entered her in one slow, perfect stroke.

Jess moaned into Lindsey’s mouth, grinding down on Mark, her body lit up with pleasure.

“You’re going to tell him everything, aren’t you?” Lindsey whispered. “Every filthy second.”

Jess nodded, biting her lip. “Every one.”

Back at home…

Dillon lay on the bed, phone in hand, staring at the blank screen. No messages yet.

His cock throbbed, untouched. He wasn’t allowed to stroke without permission. Not until she came home, used and dripping, with her eyes full of wicked satisfaction. Only then would she let him hear the story. Only then would she let him taste it.

And he would thank her for it.

Back at the neighbors Mark’s hands gripped Jess’s hips firmly, guiding her rhythm as she rode him in slow, deep rolls. Her head tipped back, breath coming fast, her body responding instinctively to his size and control. Every stroke filled her, stretched her, grounded her in the heat and intensity of the moment.

Lindsey knelt beside them, watching her husband take Jess with a predatory satisfaction in her eyes. She kissed Jess’s neck, then trailed her tongue down to one peaked nipple, drawing it between her lips. Jess gasped—overwhelmed by sensation—Mark’s cock inside her, Lindsey’s mouth on her chest, her moans swallowed by both their hunger.

“You were made for this,” Lindsey whispered, fingers teasing Jess’s clit with perfect precision. “Look how you open for him. Look how you shine when you’re being taken.”

Mark thrust up harder now, jaw tight, breath rough against Jess’s collarbone.

“She’s tighter than I remember,” he grunted, voice low and raw.

Jess’s moan was sharp, involuntary. Her hands braced on Mark’s chest, her thighs trembling as he bucked beneath her. Lindsey didn’t let up, her touch merciless, circling, pressing, coaxing Jess closer to the edge.

“She’s close,” Lindsey said softly. “Let her.”

Mark angled his hips, driving deeper, and Jess shattered. Her orgasm ripped through her with a cry, her nails digging into Mark’s skin. Her body shook violently as wave after wave of heat and pleasure consumed her. Mark held her through it, never stopping, never slowing.

Lindsey kissed her lips as she trembled. “You’re not done, sweetheart. You’re just getting started.”

Mark lifted her off his lap and laid her down on the wide leather ottoman nearby, her legs open, her skin glowing with sweat and release. He stood above her, stroking himself slowly, savoring the sight.

“Dillon doesn’t get this,” he said, his voice like gravel. “He doesn’t get to see you like this—fucked open and aching for more.”

Jess licked her lips, dazed and aching, but burning for more. “He’ll hear about it. Every filthy second.”

Lindsey straddled Jess’s face without hesitation, her body warm and slick, her hand guiding Jess’s mouth. Jess moaned into her as Mark knelt between her legs and thrust inside her again—harder now, rougher.

The room was filled with heat and sound—moans, wet skin, whispered filth. Jess lost herself in it: the weight of Lindsey above her, the force of Mark inside her, the shame and thrill of knowing Dillon was alone next door, aching for every detail.

When Mark finally groaned and filled her, Jess arched one final time, a smaller climax cresting behind the warmth of his release. Lindsey leaned down and kissed her forehead.

“You were perfect,” she murmured.

Jess lay there, utterly spent, glowing, her body marked by their pleasure. Mark pulled out slowly, letting his cum spill from her, a slow, deliberate mess.

Lindsey grinned and handed Jess her phone.

“Take a picture. Show him what he missed.”

Jess laughed—weak, proud, and satisfied. “He’ll be hard for days.”

The walk back to their house was slow and deliberate. Jess’s thighs were slick, her panties balled up in her purse—pointless at this stage. Mark’s release still dripped between her legs, cooling against her inner thighs with every step.

She didn’t clean herself. She wanted Dillon to see. To taste. To ache.

She opened the front door silently. The house was dim. Dillon hadn’t turned on a single light—he was exactly where she left him: in their bed, the sheets bunched at his feet, the glow of his phone casting shadows across his face. He looked up as she stepped inside.

His breath caught the moment he saw her.

Jess didn’t say a word at first. She let him look.

Her makeup was smudged, lips swollen from kissing Lindsey. Her dress was wrinkled and loose, draped over one shoulder. Her thighs were sticky with proof of everything he hadn’t been allowed to touch.

And she was radiant. She glowed.

“Did you wait like I told you?” she asked, unhurried.

Dillon nodded, voice barely a whisper. “Yes.”

Jess kicked off her heels and stood at the edge of the bed. She reached into her purse, pulled out her phone, and unlocked it with a smile.

“I took a photo,” she said, handing it to him. “Right after Mark finished inside me.”

Dillon swallowed hard. The image on the screen showed Jess lying back on Lindsey’s leather ottoman, thighs open, a creamy mess dripping slowly out of her, smeared across her skin. Her eyes in the picture were heavy, hazed, satisfied.

He whimpered.

Jess leaned down, her voice low in his ear. “You want to know what they did to me?”

“Yes,” he breathed.

“Lindsey rode my face while Mark ruined my pussy from underneath. I came so hard I almost passed out. He didn’t stop. He kept going until he could barely hold back.”

Dillon shifted, his cock twitching beneath the fabric of his boxers.

“And when he did come,” she continued, “he stayed inside me. He filled me. It’s still there, Dillon. I didn’t let a drop go to waste. I brought it all home.”

Jess climbed into bed and straddled his chest, still wearing nothing beneath the loose folds of her dress. She leaned over, slowly pulling the neckline open to reveal her bare breasts—still flushed from their use.

“He fucked me better than you ever could,” she whispered. “And I let him. While Lindsey watched. While you sat here all alone like the little cuck you are.”

Dillon moaned softly, face flushed.

“Do you want to clean me now?” she asked, sliding forward so that her warmth hovered just above his lips. “Lick up what he left behind?”

“Yes,” he begged.

Jess lowered herself slowly onto his face, sighing at the contact.

“Good boy.”

Jess ground her hips softly against Dillon’s face, holding his head still with a hand tangled in his hair. She was soaked, messy—Mark’s release mixed with her own still clinging inside her. Dillon’s tongue worked greedily, pathetically, trying to lap up every drop.

“You like the taste of him, don’t you?” she whispered, mocking. “I can feel how desperate you are.”

He moaned against her, his answer muffled, needy.

Jess rolled her hips harder, riding his mouth until her body trembled—again. She let herself come right there, grinding down, smothering him with her soaked heat as her legs clenched around his head.

And when she was done… she climbed off him.

Dillon gasped for breath, lips shiny, face flushed and wet. His cock strained visibly beneath his panties, the fabric soaked through with precum.

Jess didn’t touch him.

Instead, she stood by the bed, lazily wiping her inner thigh. She looked down at him with amusement.

“Look at you,” she said. “Didn’t even get to touch it, and you’re already leaking. You are so weak.”

Dillon whimpered, shifting, his hips rising instinctively.

She walked slowly around the bed, dragging a finger across his chest. “I want you to imagine what Mark did to me while you sat here with your little pathetic hard-on, hoping I’d come home and give you something. Anything.”

She leaned in close, whispering against his cheek. “He made me beg. He grabbed my throat and told me I was his slut tonight. You think I said no?”

Dillon shook his head, eyes wide.

Jess smiled wickedly. “I said ‘yes, sir.’ I told him I loved how big he was. I told him I wished it would never stop.”

She reached down and palmed Dillon’s aching erection through the damp fabric—just once. No stroking. Just pressure.

“And then I thought about you. How you’d be drooling to lick me clean… knowing you’ll never be what he is.”

Dillon groaned, hips bucking.

She pulled her hand back instantly. “No. You don’t get to come.”

“But—”

“No. You don’t earn that just for being a good little cleanup toy.”

Jess stood tall, towering over him, dominant and dripping confidence. “You’re not my lover. You’re not even a man tonight. You’re my property. A soft little thing that cleans up messes. That’s all.”

She turned and walked to the bathroom, calling out as she went.

“Put your cock away, get under the covers, and don’t you dare touch it. If I see a single drop on that sheet, I’ll tell Mark you’re not ready for me to be shared again.”

The door shut with a click. Dillon lay there—aching, humiliated, and impossibly aroused—his chest rising and falling in short, shallow breaths.

He didn’t move. He didn’t dare.

The next evening, Jess didn’t say much during dinner. She wore a thin, off-the-shoulder t-shirt and no bra. Every now and then, her bare foot would drift beneath the table and lightly graze Dillon’s leg, just enough to make him flinch.

He could sense something building.

When she finally stood and took their plates to the sink, she said casually over her shoulder, “Mark and Lindsey are stopping by in about twenty minutes.”

Dillon froze. “Here?”

Jess turned slowly. “Mmm-hmm. I thought maybe tonight… you should watch.”

His mouth went dry.

She smiled. “Not participate. Not touch. Just sit. Be still. And witness what it looks like when a real man takes me.”

Twenty minutes later, Mark and Lindsey arrived—Mark wearing jeans and a white t-shirt tight across his chest, Lindsey in a simple black slip dress that barely covered anything. They greeted Dillon like an afterthought.

Lindsey gave him a smirk. “He’s cuter when he’s quiet.”

Jess led them to the bedroom. She snapped her fingers at Dillon. “You. Bring the chair.”

He obeyed instantly, dragging the plain wooden chair to the foot of the bed, his heart pounding. She pointed at it. “Sit. Hands in your lap. No touching.”

He nodded, already flushed.

Then she turned her back to him and slipped the shirt off slowly, revealing that she wore nothing underneath. Lindsey laughed softly.

“No panties again, huh?”

Jess looked over her shoulder at Dillon. “Why would I need them?”

Mark was already undressing. When Jess turned to face him, he pulled her into his arms, lifting her easily and tossing her onto the bed like she weighed nothing. She giggled—then gasped as his hands spread her thighs and he dropped between them.

Dillon’s jaw clenched.

He watched—helpless, hard, and aching—as Mark feasted on his wife. Jess moaned, arched, grabbed the sheets. She wasn’t quiet. She wanted Dillon to hear.

“She’s dripping,” Mark muttered. “Already.”

“She was wet before you got here,” Lindsey said with a grin. “She’s been thinking about this all day.”

Jess met Dillon’s eyes as she came. Loud. Unapologetic.

And then Mark was on top of her.

He took her hard, slow at first—deliberate. He kissed her deeply, held her by the throat, pushed into her with force Dillon could only dream of.

Jess moaned louder now, hips rising to meet every thrust.

“Do you like watching, Dillon?” Lindsey whispered from beside him. “Does it make you feel small? Watching her get split open while you just sit there?”

Dillon whimpered.

“Look at how she melts for him,” Lindsey continued. “She never sounds like that when she’s with you, does she?”

He shook his head slowly, ashamed and impossibly turned on.

On the bed, Jess was a vision of surrender and power—moaning, gasping, begging Mark not to stop. Her eyes flicked to Dillon again, cruel and loving all at once.

“Do you see what a real man feels like, baby?” she said through a gasp. “Do you hear what he does to me?”

Mark grunted, deeper now, harder. “She’s clenching. You want to see me come inside your wife, cuck?”

Dillon’s mouth fell open.

Jess pulled Mark down into a kiss, wrapped her legs around him, and whispered, “Do it.”

Moments later, Mark groaned deeply, hips bucking as he spilled inside her. Jess moaned with him, her whole body shaking with the final release.

Afterward, Mark rolled off, spent. Lindsey climbed onto the bed and spread Jess’s thighs open again, slowly, deliberately.

The mess between her legs was unmistakable. A glistening mixture of heat and ruin.

“Still full,” Lindsey said playfully. “Think your little cuck wants to help clean her up again?”

Jess looked at Dillon and crooked her finger. “Crawl.”

Dillon slid off the chair and crawled forward, eyes locked on the creamy mess leaking out of his wife.

“Don’t stroke,” she warned. “Don’t you dare. Just clean.”

He buried his face between her thighs, tasting the aftermath of her pleasure and Mark’s ownership. He moaned as he licked, slowly and reverently.

Jess arched back, smiling lazily.

“Good boy.”

Girls Trip

Show her what you turned me into

I will if you want me to

YOU were always a cuck hun.

YOU were always a cuck hun. you just needed someone to help guide and show you how to realize it yourself.

I'll start by friending her on fb.

Then, casually start talking to her on facebook for a few weeks.

I'll invite her to dinner. The three of us

You'll serve us. You'll clean up after us. You'll watch us laugh, giggle, and see how close we've become so "quickly"

Her and I will eventually start having "girls" nights. We'll take trips together. We'll travel together. Her and I at the beach, showing off for all the boys in Miami

after months of this... Her and I have shared hotel rooms..

One night, we both had a little too much to drink. We got a little too close at a bar while dodging a man who was hitting on the two of us. We finally managed to shew him away by laughing at his attempts for almost an hour by stating that we are lesbians.

We will stumble and laugh up to our hotel room..

She'll plop on the bed and start to fall asleep. I'll ask her if she wants to get out of that itchy dress. She'll drunkinly murmur "yeah"

She starts to get up and almost falls. I catch her, help her by unzipping it, then she turns around and wraps her arms around me, looks into my eyes and leans in for a kiss

I pull back, say "Jenn, you're drunk, haha"

she'll say. "No. I really wish we were les. I want you."

My hands twitched with the urge to touch her.

She slips the strap of her dress down her shoulder, slow… she may be drunk, but this is very deliberate. She teases me while I stand there… staring in admiration. Frozen with what I know is wrong but knowing what I know will be so right.

The room feels heavy, like the air itself is watching us. Next time, you will be. My chest rises and falls too quickly, my throat tight, my heart pounding. Jenn knows it. She feels my hunger, and she smiles like she’s finally decided to let me taste what I’ve been craving.

I can’t resist. My legs move before I’ve even made the choice.

When I reach her, her dress slides down completely, pooling around her ankles. She’s bare, soft skin glowing in the dim hotel light, the lace of her bra doing little to hide what I ache to touch. I lift my hand, hesitating for just a second, then trace my fingertips along her collarbone, down over her backside, while my lips softly meet hers. We stand there in the hotel room, in passionate embrace. My fingers trace down from her jawline during the kiss, to her backside. I start to kiss her neck, her head tips back. I slide my fingers slowly across her back and unclip her bra. It falls to the floor. Both my hands cup her perfect nipples and breasts.

The kiss is urgent, messy, like we’ve both been holding back too long. Her tongue teases mine, her hands in my hair, pulling me closer until I can feel every curve of her body pressed against me. I push her towards the bed, and she lets me.

Her legs are up on the edge..

My hands slowly trace down her soft inner thighs

I can’t stop touching her. her thighs, her waist, the swell of her breasts. She arches into my hands. My face slowly dives in between her legs. Gently kissing her thighs, starting from almost her knees and down to her dripping wet pussy, without actually touching it yet. I move to the other thigh. She squirms as if begging for my warm, wet lips to finally end up on her sweet, dripping, wet pussy

I reach my hand up to her breast, cup and squeeze it, then slowly trace my hand back down her perfect flat sexy belly

She gasps desperately, her hips jerking forward, and I smile against her.

Finally.. finally! with a devilish grin, I look up at her, and she knows. I am finally going to give her what she wants. I look break the intense gaze between us and look down at her perfect little pussy, and without hesitation, I let my tongue slowly warm up her pussy with one long slow deliberate lick, my tongue starts from almost her ass, up her folds, licking up how wet she is, tasting how wet she is, up her folds, then to her clit.  The taste of her hits me, it's intoxicating.  I focus on her clit for a bit slowly, savoring the way her body trembles under my tongue.

Her hand tangles in my hair, guiding me closer, pulling me deeper. I lick long and slow up her slit, then circle her clit, light at first, then firmer, flicking, sucking and focusing on her clit. Then I slowly slide my other hand down her thigh and across her pussy. I gently enter her, find her G spot with my two fingers.

I press my mouth harder against her clit, sucking it into my lips, I can feel how swollen it is getting. My tongue teasing it in flicks and swirls. She cries out, arching off the bed, thighs trembling around my head. My fingers deep into her, perfectly caressing her Gspot, just as a woman has always wanted a man to stroke it. My other hand and fingers dig into her ass, holding her still as I eat her like I’ve been starving for her along.

Her taste coats my mouth, sticky and sweet, dripping down my chin, but I don’t stop. I want every drop, every moan, every shiver. The sight of her head thrown back, body quaking on the edge of the bed, drives me deeper into her, licking her, worshipping her until she falls apart in my mouth.

Her thighs clench tight around my head as I circle her clit, sucking harder, dragging my tongue across her swollen nub again and again.

“Don’t stop… oh god, don’t stop,” she gasps, and I don’t. I bury my face deeper, sliding two fingers inside her, curling them just right while my tongue never leaves her clit.

Her whole body tightens, her hand pulling at my hair, back arching as a loud, desperate cry escapes her lips. And then she breaks. Hot, messy waves of pleasure spill over my tongue as she cums, trembling, grinding her pussy against my mouth.

When she finally catches her breath, she looks down at me with a wicked smile, cheeks flushed, eyes glazed. “My turn,” she whispers.

I can feel my body trembling already, the anticipation almost too much.

She pushes me back onto the bed, and I let out a little gasp. In one fluid motion, she slides my short red dress up and over my shoulders, tossing it aside so my breasts are now exposed.

Before I can even catch my breath, her mouth is on me. Hot, wet. She takes my nipple between her lips, sucking hard, her tongue flicking over the sensitive nub until it stiffens against her mouth. I moan and slide my fingers through her hair, then down to her shoulders, already melting.

We’re both kneeling, so close our thighs brush, the heat of her body radiating into mine.

She lifts her head just long enough to kiss me, messy and deep, her tongue teasing mine.

suddenly, she presses her palm gently against my chest. The force is gentle but commanding, pushing me backwards until I’m on my back

She shifts lower on the bed, sliding down between my open legs.

Her fingers stroke lazy circles against my outer thigh, her nails dragging lightly across my skin. Every kiss she plants is lower than the last, and the anticipation has me trembling. My hips shift on their own, arching slightly, trying to guide her where I need her most.

I’m desperate for it. Desperate for her warm, soft, lips, to touch my sweet, wet, dripping pussy.  My hips rise from the bed, chasing her mouth, silently begging for that first long, warm, lick that I gave her.

She pauses just long enough to make me let out a little soft whimper, beggingly. My eyes rolling back. I need her. I've never needed her more than in this very moment. Her breath fanning hot over my desperate, wet, lips. Then, she looks at me, with that same sweet, yet devilish grin, and finally! Her tongue drags one long, slow lick from the very bottom of my slit, tasting me from the top of my ass, up over every slick fold, until her warm, wet, tongue, stays, sucks, and flicks passionately over my clit.

Her lips seal around my swollen clit, tugging it into her mouth, sucking hard enough to make me let out a moan so sensual I have never heard myself make.

The sensation is unbearable

She doesn’t let up. She alternates between light flicks and deep suction, her tongue tracing wet little patterns over my clit, then flattening against it, then flicking quick and relentless until I’m gasping, my face tingling with pleasure

My hips keep trying to rise, to grind harder against her, her hands dig into my ass, holding me tighter against her warm mouth, forcing me to take every second of her worship.

The sound of her mouth working me, wet, hungry, mixing with my cries and moans as I unravel beneath her tongue, it fills the room with fills the room with something truly magical. It’s a rhythm, a harmony, like we’ve slipped into a secret language only our bodies can speak.

Her fingers trace over my slick folds, gathering my wetness, before pressing inside me.

The moment she enters, I moan deep and soft. "Mmmm, yess!" She’s slow, deliberate, her touch soft but confident. And then she curves her fingers up, stroking inside me better than you have ever done and my eyes roll back.

Her fingers curl and press in a rhythm that makes my hips lower deeper into her grasp. She strokes and caresses me with precision only a woman could know. I’ve never felt before. My breath becomes fast, broken only by gasps and little cries and moans that  I can’t hold back.

Her tongue flicks and sucks over my clit passionately. Her fingers keep stroking inside me, dragging along that swollen spot again and again. It’s overwhelming, unbearable in the most perfect way. Heat pools deep in my belly, building fast, pressure swelling until it feels like I’m going to burst.

“Oh my god, Jenn” I whimper

She moans into me, the vibration shooting straight through my clit, making me cry out. She grabs my ass, nails digging into my skin, pulling me closer, I edge my hips up higher. She eagerly pulls me in closer. Every slight move of my hips makes her tongue slide deeper.

“Don’t stop… oh god, please don’t stop!” I beg, and she doesn’t. Her tongue never leaves my clit, her fingers stroking deep, curling just right. "I'm going to .."

“Don’t stop… oh god, please don’t stop!” I beg, and she doesn’t. Her tongue never leaves my clit, her fingers stroking deep, curling just right. "I'm going to .." before I even finish my sentence, the most powerful orgasm I've ever had, rips through me. My whole body locks up, my stomach tightens, my thighs trembling violently around her head. My hand grabs her hair, pulling hard, as I cry out, my orgasm tearing through me. Hot waves of pleasure spill over her tongue as I cum, grinding shamelessly against her mouth, shaking and moaning until I collapse back onto the bed, spent and wet.

She slowly eases her fingers out of me, her lips giving my clit one last, gentle kiss before she crawls up my body. She lays down beside me, her skin warm, her scent filling my lungs. I gently rub her cheek, give her a gentle "Thank you" Kiss on the lips. Then I hover my lips so gently over her cheek, as we lie down next to each other.

For a while, there are no words, just the two of us breathing together, our legs tangled, her caressing her fingers gently through my hair. It feels safe. It feels right.

Finally, I tilt my head up, meeting her eyes in the dim hotel light. A small, wicked smile curls my lips. “You know…” I whisper, “We should let Dillon watch.”

“He won’t touch us,” I murmur, pressing my lips to her collarbone. “That’s not what he wants. He wants to be humiliated… to watch us, to ache for us.” My voice softens into a teasing purr. “He wears panties, you know. Like a little sissy girl… like us.”

Jenn chuckles, low and sweet, brushing a kiss over my temple. “Mmm… that could be fun,” she whispers, her hand sliding down my spine.

We cuddle closer, our bodies still slick, still trembling from the high we gave to each other.

"He likes wearing his little panties, kneeling, looking up at us while we’re still glowing from another man.”

Her eyes glinting with confusion. "Another Man?"

I smile and answer, “Yes… he loves it. He needs it. He’s always been like this, you know. He is a cuckold.”

Jenn’s lips curl into that slow, delicious grin. She stays silent, her eyes locked on mine, letting me continue.

“Always craving to be put in his place,” I whisper, my voice soft but certain. “But he didn’t quite know how to ask for it… how to be seen that way. He didn’t know he was a cuckold.”

She tilts her head, her grin widening, her hand sliding lazily down my thigh. “Mmm, so you named it for him. You gave him the thing he's always craved?"

“He needed me to come in ” I continue, unconsciously moving my lips into her neck for a kiss. Letting up only to whisper near her ear.  “He needed someone to show him what you already tried…"

She exhales a slow, knowing breath. Her hand slides up the back of my neck, fingers threading into my hair as she tilts her head just enough to look at me.

“Mmm” she murmurs, “I knew he wanted it, I knew he liked it but he never knew how to say it. He needed you to unlock it.”

I nod, biting my lip, pressing closer to her warmth. “Yes. He just needed someone to show him… to guide him. To make him understand what he’s always been deep down.”

I can already picture it,” she whispers. “Watching us, wanting us" I softly finish her sentence  "Serving us." Biting my lip.🫦

Jenn’s smile lingers, but her eyes flicker with something more “There’s something I’ve never told you,” she whispers, her voice low, almost conspiratorial. “Jeff and I… we’re in an open relationship.”

The words hang between us, heavy but freeing. Her eyes search mine, gauging my reaction, her lips trembling with the faintest smile. “He knows about us. He knows what I need. And he accepts it.”

She leans closer, her breath brushing my ear. “He accepts that I crave this. That I crave you. And deep down, I think… he likes it too.”

“Mmm,” I whisper back, kissing the corner of her lips, “then maybe he and Dillon should both watch. Let them see what it looks like when two women take everything they need… while they ache, helpless and hard, knowing they’ll only get what we allow.” Jenn’s grin widens, her eyes flashing wickedly. “Oh yes!” teasing as I lean into her ear. “Or maybe Jeff should join us…  between us. You, me, and him tangled up together while Dillon sits in his panties, throbbing, dripping, watching.”

Jenn lets out a soft gasp, then a dark little laugh that vibrates against my skin. Her nails graze down my side, leaving goosebumps in their wake.

“Gosh” she whispers, licking her lips, “I want to see that. Jeff in the middle of us… Dillon trembling on the edge of the bed, panties soaked, begging with his eyes. That’s perfect.”

We kiss again, deeper this time, our bodies pressing together as the idea blooms between us, hotter with every whisper. Two women taking what we want. One man welcomed into our heat. And one little sissy denied, left aching, made to watch the fantasy he’ll never touch.


Sweet Surrender




The warm evening sun dipped low over the private lake, casting a golden haze across Richard’s sprawling lake house property. Jess adjusted the strap of her light sundress, the thin fabric clinging to her curves from the summer humidity. At 32, she felt a familiar flutter of nerves mixed with excitement as she and Dillon arrived at her boss’s annual summer party. Richard, the charismatic CEO of the marketing firm where Jess worked as a senior account manager, had always been larger-than-life—tall, broad-shouldered, with salt-and-pepper hair and a commanding presence that made meetings feel both intimidating and electric. His wife, Elena, was equally striking: a statuesque woman in her late 40s with sharp cheekbones, dark waves of hair, and an effortless elegance that turned heads.




Dillon, Jess’s husband of six years, squeezed her hand as they stepped onto the wooden deck overlooking the water. He was lean and handsome, with kind eyes and a gentle smile that always made her feel safe. Their sex life was loving but routine—vanilla, comfortable, with Jess often wishing for something more intense, though she’d never voiced it fully. Dillon seemed content, but lately, she’d caught him lingering on certain scenes in movies, his cheeks flushing when dominant characters appeared on screen.




“Relax, babe,” Dillon murmured, kissing her temple. “It’s just a party. Richard’s always been good to you at work.”

Jess nodded, but her pulse quickened as Richard approached, his linen shirt unbuttoned at the collar, revealing a hint of tanned chest. Elena glided beside him in a flowing white cover-up that hinted at the bikini beneath.

“Jess! Dillon! So glad you could make it,” Richard boomed, his deep voice sending an unexpected shiver down Jess’s spine. He pulled her into a brief, firm hug—longer than professional courtesy required—his hand pressing possessively at the small of her back. Elena greeted Dillon with a warm smile and a light touch on his arm, her eyes appraising him openly.




The party buzzed around them: colleagues chatting over cocktails, guests splashing in the lake, music pulsing softly. But as the evening wore on and the crowd thinned, Richard and Elena guided Jess and Dillon to a more secluded area—a luxurious cabana nestled among the trees, furnished with plush loungers, a private hot tub, and flickering lanterns.







“Let’s have a real conversation,” Richard said, pouring glasses of chilled white wine. “Work’s been intense, Jess. You’ve been performing so well under pressure. I admire that… but I’ve noticed something about you. Both of you.”




Jess’s cheeks burned as she sipped her wine. Elena settled close to Dillon on a wide lounger, her leg brushing his casually. “We’ve hosted enough of these parties to recognize kindred spirits,” Elena added, her voice smooth and knowing. “The way you look at Richard in meetings, Jess. That subtle deference. And Dillon… you watch her with such devotion. It’s beautiful. But perhaps… unfulfilled?”




Dillon shifted uncomfortably, but his eyes darted to Elena with a mix of curiosity and something deeper. Jess felt exposed, her thighs pressing together under her dress as a warm ache built between them. “I… I’m not sure what you mean,” she stammered, though her body betrayed her—nipples tightening against the thin fabric.




Richard leaned forward, his gaze locking onto Jess’s with an intensity that made her breath catch. “It’s okay to admit it. We’ve seen it in couples before. You crave guidance. Structure. Someone to take the lead.” He reached out, tracing a single finger along Jess’s jawline, tilting her chin up. The touch was electric, authoritative. “Tell me, Jess. When you’re alone with Dillon, do you ever fantasize about surrendering? Letting go completely?”




Her heart hammered. Dillon’s hand found hers, gripping tightly, but he didn’t pull away. Instead, his breathing had grown heavier. Elena’s fingers danced lightly over Dillon’s knee, inching higher. “It’s safe here,” she whispered to him. “No judgments. Just exploration.”




Jess swallowed hard, the wine and the humid night air making her skin tingle. “Yes,” she whispered finally, the admission sending a rush of heat through her core. “I… I think about it. Being told what to do. Pleasing someone who knows how to take control.” Her voice trembled, but saying it aloud felt liberating, her pussy growing slick with unexpected arousal.




Dillon’s eyes widened, but he nodded slowly. “Me too,” he admitted, voice husky. “I love Jess, but… sometimes I want her to lead me. Or… for us both to follow.” Elena smiled approvingly, her hand now resting on his thigh, squeezing gently.




Richard’s smile was predatory yet warm. “Good. That’s the first step—honesty.” He stood, offering his hand to Jess. “Come. The hot tub. Lose the dress, Jess. Let us see you.” His tone left no room for argument, and to her shock, she obeyed, heart pounding as she slipped the sundress over her head, revealing lacy black lingerie that barely contained her full breasts and the damp spot on her panties.




Elena helped Dillon out of his shirt, her nails grazing his chest. “Such a good boy already,” she purred. In the bubbling hot tub, the warm water enveloped Jess as Richard guided her to sit between his legs, her back against his broad chest. His hands roamed possessively—cupping her breasts through the lace, thumbs circling her hardened nipples until she moaned softly. “Feel that? This is what you’ve been missing. Surrender.”




Dillon watched from across the tub, Elena straddling his lap lightly, whispering instructions in his ear as she ground against him teasingly. His cock strained visibly against his swim trunks, and he looked at Jess with raw desire and vulnerability. “This feels… right,” he breathed.

His cock strained visibly against his swim trunks, and he looked at Jess with raw desire and vulnerability. “This feels… right,” he breathed.




Elena smiled like a cat with cream, her fingers deftly tugging at the waistband of Dillon’s trunks. “Then show us, sweet boy. Service starts with obedience. Take them off and let us see how much your body agrees.” Her voice was velvet-wrapped steel as she helped him slide the wet fabric down his thighs. Dillon’s cock sprang free—thick, flushed, and leaking a clear bead of precum at the tip. 




Jess watched, mesmerized, as Elena wrapped her elegant hand around his shaft and gave one slow, teasing stroke. Dillon moaned, hips bucking instinctively, but Elena squeezed the base in warning. “None of that. You don’t take. You earn.”




Richard’s strong arms tightened around Jess from behind, one large hand still buried between her thighs. His thick fingers plunged deeper into her slick pussy, curling against that sensitive spot inside her while his thumb continued its merciless circles on her swollen clit. “Look at your husband, little one,” he murmured hotly against her ear, his breath sending shivers down her spine. “He’s dripping for Elena already. Just like you’re dripping down my hand for me. You’re both such natural submissives… made to serve.”




Jess whimpered, grinding back against the hard ridge of Richard’s erection pressing insistently against her ass through his own swimwear. The water sloshed around them as she spread her legs wider without being told, offering herself completely. “Yes, Sir,” she gasped, the honorific slipping out naturally and making her walls clench around his invading fingers. The admission sent a fresh gush of arousal coating his hand. Richard chuckled darkly, rewarding her with a third finger that stretched her deliciously, the fullness bordering on overwhelming.




Elena guided Dillon’s head down to her full breasts, pulling aside her cover-up to bare them. “Suck, pet. Worship them properly while you watch your wife get finger-fucked by my husband.” Dillon obeyed eagerly, his mouth latching onto one stiff nipple, tongue swirling as he moaned around her flesh. His hand hovered uncertainly until Elena caught it and pressed it between her thighs. “Feel how wet you make me? Good boys get to taste.”




Jess’s eyes were glued to the sight—her loving husband so submissively servicing another woman—while Richard’s free hand tugged her bra cups down, pinching and rolling her sensitive nipples until they ached. The dual sensations had her teetering on the edge.




“Tell us what you want, Jess,” Richard commanded, slowing his fingers to a torturous pace. “Use your words like a good girl.”




“I… I want to serve you, Sir. Both of you,” Jess panted, her voice breaking into a needy whine as he curled his fingers again. “I want to please you. Make you feel good. I want Dillon to serve too… I want to watch him submit.”




Elena’s eyes sparkled with approval. She pulled Dillon’s mouth from her breast with a wet pop and turned his face toward Richard. “Go on, Dillon. Crawl to your wife and kiss her while she rides Richard’s fingers. Then you’re going to help me take care of him.”




Dillon moved through the water on his knees, the picture of eager submission, and captured Jess’s mouth in a deep, desperate kiss. Their tongues tangled as Richard continued pumping his fingers into her, faster now. Jess moaned into her husband’s mouth, tasting Elena on his lips—a intoxicating, bisexual thrill that made her clit throb even harder.




Richard finally withdrew his fingers, leaving Jess empty and aching. He stood, water cascading down his powerful body, and pushed his swim trunks down. His cock was magnificent—long, thick, and rock-hard, the heavy head glistening. “On your knees, both of you. Time to learn proper service.”




Jess and Dillon sank to their knees in the shallow ledge of the hot tub, water lapping at their chests. Elena positioned herself beside Richard, one hand lazily stroking his impressive length while the other guided Jess’s head forward. “Start with the head, sweetheart. Show your boss how grateful you are for this opportunity. Dillon—lick his balls. Make him nice and wet for your wife’s mouth.”




The air thickened with lust as Jess leaned in, her lips parting to take Richard’s cockhead into her warm, eager mouth. The salty-musk taste of him made her pussy clench with fresh need. She sucked gently at first, then deeper, hollowing her cheeks as she bobbed, her eyes watering with the effort to take more of his girth. Beside her, Dillon licked and sucked Richard’s heavy balls with reverent submission, occasionally letting his tongue brush against Jess’s lips where they stretched around the shaft. The shared, bisexual worship felt filthy and perfect—two married subs pleasuring the same dominant cock together.




Richard groaned, one hand fisting in Jess’s hair, the other resting possessively on Dillon’s head. “Fuck, look at you two. Such perfect little submissives. Deeper, Jess. Take me into your throat like the eager slut you are for your superiors.”




Elena watched with heated approval, her fingers playing between her own thighs. “That’s it. Service your Dominants. This is only the beginning of your training. By the end of the weekend, you’ll both be begging to wear our collars.”




Jess’s mind melted into pure submission as she worked her mouth and tongue with devoted fervor, Dillon’s soft moans vibrating against Richard’s balls. Her own arousal dripped down her thighs into the water, every whimper and gag a testament to her new truth: she belonged on her knees, serving, alongside the man she loved.




Richard groaned deeply, his hips rocking forward to feed more of his thick cock into Jess’s eager mouth. “That’s it… good girl. Use that talented tongue while your husband worships my balls. Fuck, you two look so natural down there.”




Elena’s laugh was low and delighted as she circled them slowly in the bubbling water, her eyes drinking in the sight. She reached down to run her fingers through Jess’s wet hair, then trailed them appreciatively over her shoulders and the swell of her breasts, still pushed up by the half-removed bra. “Look at this perfect body, Richard. 




So soft and curvy in all the right places.” Elena’s hands boldly explored—cupping Jess’s full breasts, lifting and squeezing them as if displaying them for auction. “These tits are exquisite. Heavy, sensitive… made for hands much bigger than yours, Dillon.”




Dillon flushed crimson, his mouth still dutifully working Richard’s heavy sack, but his own neglected cock throbbed visibly in the water—smaller, thinner, and rock-hard with humiliating excitement. Elena noticed immediately. She reached over and gave Dillon’s erection a light, dismissive flick with her fingers. “Oh, sweetheart. Look at that cute little thing. So eager, but so… modest compared to my husband’s. No wonder Jess is dripping for real cock tonight.”




Jess moaned around Richard’s shaft at the words, a fresh wave of shameful arousal flooding her pussy. The SPH hit Dillon visibly—he whimpered against Richard’s balls, his cheeks burning, but his cock twitched and leaked even more precum into the warm water. Richard chuckled, pulling Jess off his cock with a wet pop so she could catch her breath, strings of saliva connecting her swollen lips to his glistening head.




“Stand up, Jess,” Richard instructed firmly. “Hands behind your head. Let us admire what belongs to us now.”

Trembling with need and exposure, Jess rose from her knees. Water streamed down her nearly naked body as she laced her fingers behind her head, thrusting her chest out obediently. The cool night air kissed her wet skin, making her nipples tighten into stiff peaks. Richard and Elena circled her like predators, their hands roaming freely.




“Turn slowly,” Elena commanded. Jess obeyed, rotating in place so they could see every inch. Richard’s large palm smoothed over the curve of her ass, squeezing possessively. “Magnificent. Wide hips, tiny waist, this juicy ass that begs to be spanked and marked.” He delivered a sharp, stinging slap that made Jess yelp and arch. “And this pussy…” His fingers dipped between her thighs from behind, spreading her slick folds open for Elena to see. “So pink, so perfectly smooth and swollen. Dripping like a faucet just from sucking my cock. Dillon, look at your wife’s perfect cunt. This is what a superior man does to her.”




Dillon stayed on his knees, eyes wide and hungry as he stared at Jess’s exposed sex. “She’s so beautiful,” he whispered hoarsely, his small cock bobbing shamefully.




Elena smiled and stepped closer to Jess, pinching one nipple hard enough to draw a needy cry. “She is. And she’s going to learn to show this body off whenever we want. No more hiding these curves, little sub. From now on, when we tell you to present, you spread your legs and display this perfect pussy and ass for inspection.”




“Yes, Ma’am,” Jess breathed, her voice thick with lust. The exposure made her feel deliciously vulnerable and desired.




Richard gripped Jess’s chin, tilting her face up. “Good girl. Now, instructions: Get back on your knees between us. Dillon, you’re going to hold your wife’s hair back while she takes my cock again. And while she does, you’re going to thank Elena for letting you serve a real man’s balls.”




Dillon moved eagerly, gathering Jess’s wet hair into a makeshift ponytail as she sank back down. Jess opened her mouth wide, taking Richard’s thick length deeper this time, relaxing her throat as best she could while her husband held her steady. The position left her completely exposed—breasts bouncing with every bob of her head, ass pushed out toward Elena.




Elena positioned herself in front of Dillon, spreading her legs and pulling his face into her smooth, aroused pussy. “Lick, pet. Slow, worshipful strokes. Show me how grateful you are that your wife gets to choke on superior cock while you service me with that adorable little dick twitching between your legs.”




Dillon moaned into Elena’s folds, his tongue obediently lapping at her clit and entrance. The wet sounds of his submissive oral service mixed with Jess’s muffled gags and slurps around Richard’s cock. Richard fucked Jess’s mouth with controlled thrusts, praising her between groans. “Such a perfect submissive slut. Look at how your body was made for this—tits out, pussy dripping down your thighs, mouth full. We’re going to train you both so well.”




Elena ground against Dillon’s face, her fingers tangled in his hair. “Deeper with that tongue, tiny-dick. That’s it… good boy. You love knowing your wife’s perfect body is being claimed, don’t you?”




Jess’s mind was hazy with overwhelming pleasure and submission. Every degrading word, every admiring touch on her exposed curves, every instruction pushed her closer to the edge. She sucked harder, hollowing her cheeks, determined to please her new Dominants while her husband served beside her in shared, blissful surrender. The party continued faintly in the distance, but in the cabana, only the sounds of wet mouths, moans, and commands filled the humid night air.




Richard’s grip tightened in Jess’s hair as he pulled her off his thick, glistening cock with a low, reluctant groan. A thick strand of her saliva stretched and broke between her swollen lips and his throbbing head. “Enough,” he said, his voice deep and commanding, cutting through the haze of moans and wet sounds filling the cabana.




Elena stepped back as well, gently tugging Dillon’s face from between her thighs. His lips and chin were shiny with her arousal, and his small cock still stood painfully hard, twitching untouched in the warm water. Jess remained on her knees, chest heaving, her perfect breasts rising and falling as she panted. Her pussy throbbed with unmet need, slick trails of her excitement coating her inner thighs.




Richard helped Jess to her feet, steadying her with strong hands while Elena did the same for Dillon. The two Dominants stood tall and composed, their bodies radiating control, while Jess and Dillon stood flushed, exposed, and trembling with unspent desire.




“That’s enough for tonight,” Richard declared, his tone leaving no room for argument. He cupped Jess’s chin, forcing her to meet his intense gaze. “You’ve both shown incredible promise. Your mouths, your obedience, the way your perfect body responds so beautifully to exposure and command…” His free hand trailed down her side, openly admiring the curve of her waist, the swell of her hip, and the way her nipples remained stiff and begging. “But true submission isn’t decided in the heat of the moment. We want to know this is real. That you both crave it—not just the thrill of a forbidden night.”




Elena nodded, running her fingers lightly over Dillon’s chest before giving his small, aching cock a single teasing stroke that made him whimper. “Exactly. We’ve seen too many couples chase the fantasy only to back out when it becomes real. You will sleep in the guesthouse tonight. No touching each other. No relief. Stay needy and reflective.”




Jess felt a fresh wave of submissive heat at the denial. Her clit pulsed uselessly as Richard continued, “In the morning, after you’ve had time to talk and think without our hands on you, you’ll come to us. If you truly want this—if you want to pledge yourselves and your marriage to us as our submissive couple—you will kneel together and offer everything. Your bodies, your obedience, your fidelity in service to us. No half-measures.”




Dillon swallowed hard, his voice hoarse. “Yes, Sir… Ma’am.”




Jess echoed him softly, her eyes glassy with lust and budding devotion. “We understand.”




Elena smiled warmly yet sternly, helping Jess adjust her disheveled lingerie while Richard tossed Dillon a towel. “Good pets. The guesthouse is yours for the night. There are fresh robes inside. Sleep. Dream of serving. And remember—we see how perfectly your wife’s body was built for dominance,” she added, giving Jess’s ass a firm, appreciative squeeze. “And how sweetly you both ache to submit.”




Richard gave one final instruction as he and Elena began to walk back toward the main house, leaving the couple standing exposed and dripping in the cabana. “No orgasms. No fucking. If we find out you disobeyed, the offer ends. Prove to us that your submission is deeper than your desperation.”




Jess and Dillon stood in silence for a long moment after their new Dominants disappeared into the night, the distant sounds of the party fading. Jess’s body still hummed with arousal—her nipples tight, her pussy aching and empty. She glanced at Dillon, seeing the same desperate need mirrored in his eyes, his modest cock still hard and denied.




They walked hand-in-hand to the cozy guesthouse at the edge of the property, the cool night air teasing their sensitive skin. Inside, the luxurious bedroom waited with its king-sized bed, soft lighting, and two plush robes laid out. They stripped off what remained of their wet clothes, but true to the command, they didn’t touch beyond gentle, loving kisses and whispered conversations.




Lying naked beside each other under the sheets, bodies burning with unfulfilled need, Jess pressed her thighs together tightly. “Dillon… do you really want this?” she whispered.




He nodded, voice thick. “I do. Seeing you like that… serving them. Being exposed and praised. It felt right. Scary… but right. What about you?”




“I’ve never felt so wanted,” Jess admitted, shivering as she remembered Richard’s hands on her perfect curves, Elena’s teasing words, the taste of dominant cock on her tongue. “I want to pledge. I want to be theirs. Ours.”




They fell asleep like that—horny, reflective, and deeply connected—knowing the morning would bring the most important decision of their marriage.

The next morning, sunlight filtered through the windows of the guesthouse. Jess woke first, her body still sensitively aroused from the night before. She slipped on one of the soft white robes, the fabric whispering against her bare skin like a reminder of her exposure the previous evening. Dillon stirred beside her, his own robe doing little to hide his morning erection.




They found Richard and Elena on the main deck overlooking the lake, sipping coffee. The couple looked relaxed and powerful in the morning light.




Richard set his cup down and regarded them both with a steady, expectant gaze. “Well? Have you decided?”




Jess and Dillon exchanged one last glance, then slowly sank to their knees together on the warm wooden deck. Jess’s robe parted slightly, offering a teasing glimpse of her breasts and thighs as she assumed the position.




“We want it,” Jess said clearly, her voice trembling with excitement and submission. “We want to pledge ourselves and our marriage to you. Completely.”




Dillon nodded beside her. “We belong to you.”




Elena’s smile was radiant. “Then let the real training begin.”


Sweet Surrender: The Commitment

Richard and Elena looked down at the kneeling couple with satisfied, possessive smiles. The morning sun bathed the deck in warm light, highlighting every curve of Jess’s body as her robe slipped open slightly at the chest and thighs. She kept her posture perfect—knees spread, back straight, hands resting on her thighs—feeling both vulnerable and strangely empowered by their hungry gazes.

“Stand up,” Richard commanded softly. “Robes off. We discuss rules with nothing hidden.”

Jess and Dillon obeyed immediately, letting the soft white robes pool at their feet. Jess stood naked and proud, her full breasts rising with each excited breath, nipples already tightening under the cool breeze and their scrutiny. Dillon stood beside her, his smaller cock visibly throbbing and leaking at the exposure.

Elena circled them slowly, trailing her fingers along Jess’s waist and the flare of her hips. “Jess, your rules are designed to deepen your submission while letting you bloom in service. You will remain a confident, desirable woman—but always ours first.”

Jess’s Rules:

1.  Body Ownership: Your body belongs to us. You will keep yourself perfectly groomed—smooth pussy, manicured nails, and dressed to accentuate your perfect curves whenever we command. No panties unless we approve them. Your breasts, ass, and cunt are for our pleasure and admiration.

2.  Sexual Availability: You will be ready to serve sexually at any time—mouth, pussy, ass, or hands. Orgasms only with permission. You may edge yourself daily to stay desperate and focused, but you will report every edge to us.

3.  Empowered Submission: You will carry yourself with graceful confidence in public and at work, knowing you are a cherished submissive. Inside our dynamic, you will address us as Sir and Ma’am. You will use your beauty and sensuality actively—seducing us with your body, offering yourself proactively, and taking pride in how perfectly you please.

4.  Service & Training: Daily tasks will include worshiping our bodies, learning advanced oral and anal service, and occasional public risk play (discreet exposure or teasing). You will help train Dillon when instructed, reinforcing your place above him in the hierarchy.

5.  Pledge Maintenance: Every evening, you will kneel and verbally reaffirm your submission. Your marriage remains intact, but your primary loyalty in the bedroom and in service is to us.

Richard stepped closer, cupping one of Jess’s breasts and thumbing her nipple until she moaned. “You will feel more alive, more desired, more womanly than ever—because your submission unlocks it.”

Jess shivered with arousal, whispering, “Thank you, Sir.”

Elena turned her attention to Dillon, her expression shifting to something more wicked and amused. She gave his small, straining cock a light, condescending tap. “Dillon, your rules are stricter. You exist to serve all three of us. Humiliation, denial, and exposure will be your constant companions.”

Dillon’s Rules:

1.  Chastity: You will be locked in a flat steel chastity cage immediately. The flat design will crush your little cock into a smooth, humiliating bulge. Only we hold the keys. Releases will be rare and earned through exceptional service.

2.  Sissy Panties & Exposure: You will wear panties daily—frilly, feminine ones we choose. Often under your work clothes. At home or when summoned, you will wear nothing but panties, a collar, and perhaps stockings. Your small penis and ass will remain exposed for teasing, inspection, and SPH at any time.

3.  Total Service & Hierarchy: You are submissive to Richard, Elena, and Jess. You will address Jess as Ma’am when in dynamic. Your duties include cleaning the house, preparing meals, foot worship, and any sexual service demanded—mouth and ass available to all of us.

4.  Cum Eating: Every load you witness or cause—whether from Richard fucking your wife, us using you, or any creampie—must be cleaned up with your tongue. No exceptions. Swallowing is mandatory. This will be your primary source of “relief.”

5.  Humiliation & Training: Regular SPH sessions, cuckolding while you watch and serve, public risk (wearing panties visibly, discreet plugging), and body writing. You will thank us for every humiliation. Orgasms, if ever permitted, will only happen in your cage or ruined, followed by immediate cleanup.

Dillon’s face burned bright red, but his cock betrayed him, twitching hard at the words. “Yes, Ma’am… Sir,” he managed, voice shaky with shame and arousal.

“Dillon,” Richard began, his deep voice calm and authoritative, “Jess had a very honest conversation with us. She told us about your long-standing panty wearing kink. How you’ve secretly worn her panties for years, how it makes you feel small, pretty, and aroused. She trusted us with that because she wants us to help you fully embrace it.”

Dillon’s face burned bright red. He glanced at Jess, who gave him a loving, reassuring smile. “It’s okay, baby,” she said softly. “I told them because I want you to be free with this too.”

Elena crouched in front of him, lifting his chin so he had to meet her eyes. “There’s no shame here, pet. Quite the opposite. We see it as a deep psychological need. You’ve spent your life trying to be the ‘normal’ husband — responsible, masculine, in control. But deep down, your psyche craves surrender. The panties aren’t just a fetish for you. They’re a symbol of letting go of that performance. Wearing soft, feminine lace makes you feel exposed and vulnerable… and that vulnerability is exactly what your submissive mind needs to feel truly fulfilled.”

Richard continued, his hand gently stroking Jess’s hair as he spoke. “It’s common in men with strong submissive tendencies. The constant pressure to perform masculinity becomes exhausting. Your mind and body have been begging for an outlet — a way to be soft, pretty, and obedient instead. That’s why the thought of wearing panties in front of us, of being seen as a sissy sub, makes your little nub leak so much. It’s not just sexual. It’s psychological relief.”

“You need to be a sissy sub, Dillon. Not because you’re weak, but because it’s how your mind finds balance. When you’re dressed in pretty panties, locked in chastity, and serving superior cock and pussy, your brain releases all that built-up tension. The humiliation is cathartic. It lets the real you — the soft, eager-to-please, obedient boy — come out to play.”

Jess spoke up gently from her place at Richard’s side, her voice full of love and empowerment. “I love this part of you, Dillon. Telling them felt right. I want to see you fully accepted and trained as their sissy sub. It makes me feel even stronger in my own submission, knowing we’re both giving ourselves completely.”

Richard nodded approvingly. “Exactly. Jess is blossoming as a confident submissive woman. You, Dillon, will blossom as our pretty sissy husband. The deeper you embrace it — the panties, the cleaning, the denial, the service — the more peace and pleasure you’ll find. Your psyche needs this. It needs to be put in lace, put in your place, and allowed to serve without the burden of pretending to be something you’re not.”

Elena leaned in and kissed Dillon’s burning cheek. “Say it, pet. Tell us what you need.”

Dillon’s voice trembled with shame, arousal, and relief. “I… I need to be your sissy sub. I need the panties. I need to be soft and obedient for all of you.”

Richard smiled. “Good boy. Then let’s begin your proper sissy training.”

Jess watched with a proud, loving smile as Elena produced a small, gleaming flat steel chastity cage from a nearby drawer, along with a pair of delicate pink lace panties. Richard held Jess close, letting her watch as Elena expertly locked the cold steel around Dillon’s shrinking erection. The flat plate pressed his cock cruelly inward, creating a smooth, feminine mound. Dillon whimpered as the lock clicked shut.

“Perfect,” Richard murmured, pulling Jess against his body so she could feel his hard cock against her ass. “Now, to seal this. Jess, on your knees. Suck me while your husband watches in his new cage and panties.”

Jess dropped gracefully to her knees on the sun-warmed deck, her perfect naked body fully on display. The morning light caressed her full breasts, the gentle curve of her waist, and the smooth, glistening lips of her aroused pussy. She felt a powerful rush of confidence as she settled between Richard’s strong thighs. This wasn’t just obedience—it was her choice, her power expressed through surrender. By pleasing him so completely, she was claiming her role as a cherished, desired submissive.




Richard’s thick cock stood proudly before her, heavy and veined, the head already slick with a bead of precum. Jess looked up at him with shining eyes, her lips parting softly. “May I please you, Sir?” she asked, voice husky with need.




“You may, beautiful,” Richard replied, his large hand gently cupping the back of her head. “Show us how a confident submissive worships.”




Elena stood close, one hand resting reassuringly on Jess’s shoulder while the other stroked Dillon’s hair as he knelt beside them in nothing but his humiliating pink lace panties stretched tight over the flat steel chastity cage. “That’s it, sweetheart,” Elena encouraged warmly. “You look stunning like this. Own your power. Every moan you draw from him proves how irresistible you are.”




Jess leaned forward and pressed a soft, reverent kiss to the head of Richard’s cock, then another, letting her full lips drag along the sensitive underside. She felt a surge of empowerment as she tasted him—salty, masculine, intoxicating. This powerful man, her boss, was hard because of her. She parted her lips wider and took the thick head into her warm, wet mouth, swirling her tongue slowly around the ridge with deliberate, loving strokes.




“Mmm, fuck… just like that,” Richard groaned, his fingers tightening gently in her hair. “You have such a perfect mouth, Jess. So eager and talented. Look at you—confident, beautiful, choosing to serve so beautifully.”




Jess moaned around his shaft, the vibration traveling straight through him. She took him deeper, inch by inch, relaxing her throat as she bobbed her head in a slow, sensual rhythm. Saliva coated his length, making wet, obscene sounds as she worked him. She used her hand on the base, twisting gently while her tongue flicked and pressed along the underside. Every time she pushed forward, she felt her throat stretch around his girth, her eyes watering slightly, but the discomfort only heightened her arousal. Her pussy throbbed emptily, dripping down her inner thighs onto the deck.




Dillon watched with wide, desperate eyes, his caged cock straining painfully against the flat steel. “You look so good, Ma’am,” he whispered, the new honorific coming naturally. “So powerful… serving him like that.”




Elena smiled proudly, reaching down to pinch one of Jess’s stiff nipples, rolling it between her fingers. “Hear that? Even your husband sees it. You’re not diminished—you’re radiant. Your submission makes you glow. Keep going, good girl. Take him deeper. Show us how much you love pleasing your superior.”




The praise washed over Jess like warm honey. She felt empowered, not weak. By devoting herself so completely to Richard’s pleasure, she was unlocking a deeper, sexier version of herself. She hollowed her cheeks and pushed forward until her nose brushed his abdomen, taking nearly all of his impressive length into her throat. She held there, swallowing around him, her throat muscles rippling and massaging his cock.




“Goddamn, Jess,” Richard growled, his voice thick with pleasure. “That’s incredible. You’re such a natural. So confident in your submission. Most women shy away—this is what makes you extraordinary. Keep sucking just like that… yes, fuck, your tongue is magic.”




Jess pulled back for air, gasping, strings of thick saliva connecting her swollen lips to his glistening cock. She stroked him firmly with both hands, looking up at all three of them with lust-drunk eyes. “I love making you feel good, Sir,” she confessed breathlessly. “It makes me feel so… alive. So desired. So powerful.”




Elena leaned down and kissed Jess’s forehead tenderly. “Because you are powerful, pet. Your beauty, your skill, your willingness to kneel and worship—that’s your strength. We see it. We cherish it.”




Reassured and floating on their words, Jess dove back down with renewed passion. She sucked harder, faster, her head bobbing with wet, sloppy enthusiasm. One hand cupped and gently massaged Richard’s heavy balls while the other pumped the slick shaft in time with her mouth. Her breasts bounced with every movement, nipples aching, her own arousal dripping steadily as she lost herself in the act of service.




Richard’s hips began to thrust gently, fucking her willing mouth. “Such a perfect submissive wife. You’re going to make me cum soon if you keep this up. And when I do, you’re going to swallow every drop like the confident slut you are—proud of how well you serve.”




Dillon whimpered beside her, his caged little cock twitching uselessly. “Please, Ma’am… you look so beautiful pleasing him.”




Jess moaned loudly around Richard’s cock, the combined praise pushing her into a headspace of pure, empowered bliss. She was exactly where she belonged—naked, kneeling, throat full of her Dominant’s cock—while her body and spirit sang with fulfillment. Her submission wasn’t a loss of power. It was the fullest expression of it.




With a deep, guttural groan, Richard finally tensed. “Now, Jess—take it all!”




Thick ropes of hot cum erupted across her tongue and down her throat. Jess swallowed greedily, eyes locked on his, feeling every pulse and spurt as a victory. She milked him thoroughly with her lips and tongue until he was spent, then gently cleaned him with soft, loving licks.




Elena and Richard helped her to her feet, wrapping her in their arms. “Our perfect girl,” Richard murmured, kissing her cum-flavored lips. “You did so well. Feel how strong your submission makes you?”




Jess nodded, glowing with pride and lingering arousal, her body buzzing. Dillon remained on his knees, waiting patiently in his panties and cage, ready to serve the new dynamic.




The rules were sealed with pleasure, and their shared future had begun.




Jess stood tall and radiant between Richard and Elena, her naked body still flushed and glowing from the intense blowjob. She had swallowed every drop of Richard’s cum with eager devotion, and a faint, satisfied smile played on her swollen lips. Her full breasts rose and fell with each breath, nipples tight in the morning air, while her smooth, aroused pussy glistened with her own slick excitement.




Richard kissed her deeply, tasting himself on her tongue, then pulled back with pride in his eyes. “You were absolutely magnificent, Jess. The way you worshipped my cock—confident, skilled, and so beautifully submissive—makes you shine even brighter.”




Elena stepped closer, her hands moving over Jess’s body with open reverence. She cupped Jess’s heavy breasts, lifting and squeezing them gently as if they were sacred. “Feel how perfect you are, sweetheart. These gorgeous breasts, this tiny waist, these wide, feminine hips… your body was made to be owned and worshipped like this.” 




Elena’s fingers trailed down, tracing the curve of her ass before slipping between her thighs to lightly pet her slick, swollen pussy lips. “And this perfect cunt—already dripping from serving so well. You’re empowered by every moment of surrender. It makes you radiant.”




Jess shivered with pleasure at their reverent touch, feeling a deep surge of confidence and feminine power. Their words and hands didn’t make her feel small—they made her feel exalted. Her submission was a crown, not a collar of weakness.




Richard smiled down at Dillon, who was still kneeling in his pink lace panties and flat steel chastity cage. “Now, boy, show your submission. Your wife has earned her rest and praise. Get on your knees properly and use that mouth to get me hard again. I want to be ready to claim more of your wife’s perfect body.”




Dillon crawled forward obediently, his caged little cock throbbing painfully in its flat prison. “Yes, Sir,” he whispered, voice thick with humiliation and arousal. He nuzzled Richard’s softening, cum-slick cock with his lips before taking it into his warm mouth. He sucked gently at first, then with growing devotion, swirling his tongue to clean and revive it. The taste of his wife’s saliva mixed with Richard’s cum only deepened his submissive headspace.




While Dillon worked diligently between Richard’s legs—licking, sucking, and nursing the thick shaft back to full hardness—Richard and Elena continued to own and adore Jess’s body with reverent hands and words.




Richard’s large palm smoothed over Jess’s stomach and up to her breasts, kneading them with open appreciation. “Look at her, Elena. Have you ever seen a more perfect submissive? These tits fill my hands so beautifully. Heavy, sensitive, and responsive.” He pinched her nipples firmly, drawing a soft moan from Jess. “Every curve of hers begs to be claimed, yet she gives herself so powerfully. Her submission makes her unstoppable.”




Elena pressed herself against Jess’s back, one hand sliding down to cup her pussy possessively while the other caressed her hip. “She’s exquisite,” Elena murmured against Jess’s ear. “This soft, smooth pussy… so warm and wet just from pleasing you. We own every inch of you, Jess, and you wear that ownership like a queen. Feel how your body responds to being ours? That’s your power, pet. The more you submit, the more you bloom.”




Jess moaned softly, leaning into their touch. Dillon’s eager sucking sounds filled the air as Richard’s cock steadily hardened again in his mouth—thickening and rising against his tongue. The contrast only heightened Jess’s sense of empowerment: her husband, locked and humiliated in lace and steel, servicing the man who had just cum down her throat, while she stood worshipped and praised like a goddess.




“That’s a good boy,” Richard praised Dillon without looking away from Jess. “Suck deeper. Get me rock hard so I can properly enjoy your wife’s perfect body again.” Then, to Jess: “You see? Your submission inspires his. You’re at the center of this, beautiful. Desired. Cherished. Empowered.”




Elena kissed along Jess’s neck, fingers circling her clit with slow, teasing strokes. “Your breasts, your ass, this dripping cunt—we will own them all with reverence every single day. You’re not just submitting, Jess. You’re ascending. Feel it in every touch.”




Dillon moaned around Richard’s now fully hard cock, bobbing his head with submissive dedication, his pink-pantied ass pushed out as he worked. The flat cage kept him denied and aching, a living symbol of the new hierarchy.




Jess’s head fell back against Elena’s shoulder, lost in the reverent hands exploring her body and the constant stream of praise. She had never felt more beautiful, more powerful, or more completely herself than in this moment of owned, celebrated submission.




Richard finally pulled Dillon off his throbbing erection with a wet pop. “Well done, pet. Now watch closely as we continue to enjoy your empowered wife.”




Richard’s fully hard cock throbbed in the morning sunlight as he lifted Jess effortlessly into his arms. “Come here, my beautiful submissive,” he murmured, voice thick with desire. He carried her to the wide, cushioned outdoor lounge nearby, laying her down on her back with reverent care. Jess’s legs parted naturally, her glistening pussy on full display, already aching to be claimed.




Elena moved gracefully beside them, helping position Jess with gentle but firm hands. She lifted one of Jess’s legs, draping it over the side of the lounge to spread her wide open, then did the same with the other, fully exposing her to Richard. “Look at this perfect offering,” Elena whispered, her fingers tracing Jess’s swollen outer lips before spreading them delicately. “So pink, so wet, so ready for you. She’s giving herself completely, Richard. Claim her.”




Jess gazed up at Richard with lust-filled eyes, her full breasts heaving. She felt incredibly empowered—desired, beautiful, and completely safe in her surrender. “Please, Sir… take me. I want to feel you deep inside.”




Richard knelt between her spread thighs, the thick head of his cock nudging against her slick entrance. He rubbed it up and down her folds, coating himself in her arousal, teasing her clit until she whimpered. “You’re mine now, Jess. This perfect body, this dripping pussy—all of it.” With a slow, powerful thrust, he pushed inside her.




Jess cried out in pleasure as he stretched her, inch by thick inch. The fullness was overwhelming—his cock so much bigger than what she was used to, pressing against every sensitive wall inside her. “Oh god… Sir… you’re so big,” she gasped, her walls clenching around him greedily.




Elena leaned over Jess, kissing her deeply while one hand played with her nipples, pinching and rolling them. “That’s it, sweetheart. Take every inch. Feel how he claims you? This is your power—your body welcoming him so beautifully.”




Richard began to move, long, deep strokes that bottomed out against her cervix with every thrust. The wet, rhythmic sound of his cock plunging into her soaked pussy filled the deck. He gripped her hips, pulling her onto him as he drove forward, his heavy balls slapping against her ass. “Fuck, Jess… you feel incredible. So tight, so hot, so perfectly made for me.”




Jess arched her back, moaning loudly with each powerful thrust. Every stroke sent sparks of pleasure radiating through her body. Elena’s hands and mouth worshipped her at the same time—sucking on one nipple, then the other, while whispering constant praise. “You’re glowing, pet. Look how your breasts bounce for him. So confident in your submission. This is what you were meant for.”




Dillon knelt nearby, watching intently in his pink panties and steel chastity cage. His locked cock strained painfully as he witnessed his wife being passionately claimed, her body responding with such raw ecstasy.




Richard leaned down, capturing Jess’s mouth in a deep, possessive kiss while continuing his steady, claiming rhythm. He angled his hips to grind against her clit with every thrust, driving her higher. “You’re doing so well, my good girl. Taking my cock like you were born for it. Feel how wet you are? This pussy knows its owner now.”




The pleasure built rapidly inside Jess. Elena reached between them, rubbing Jess’s clit in firm circles while Richard fucked her harder, deeper. “Cum for him, Jess,” Elena encouraged. “Show us how empowered you feel when you surrender completely.”




Jess’s orgasm crashed over her suddenly, her walls spasming wildly around Richard’s thick cock. She cried out, body shaking, nails digging into his shoulders as waves of intense pleasure rolled through her. Her pussy gushed around him, soaking his shaft and balls.




Richard groaned in pleasure but didn’t stop. He fucked her through her orgasm, prolonging it, then flipped her onto her hands and knees with Elena’s help. Elena positioned herself in front of Jess, guiding her head between her thighs so Jess could lick and worship her pussy while Richard took her from behind.




Richard gripped Jess’s hips and slammed back into her, the new angle hitting even deeper. His thrusts were passionate and relentless, skin slapping loudly against skin. “Such a perfect submissive wife,” he growled, one hand reaching around to rub her clit. “Your body is ours to claim, and you wear it so beautifully.”




Elena moaned, grinding against Jess’s eager tongue. “Good girl… keep licking while he fucks you. You’re so strong, so sexy like this.”




The combined sensations pushed Jess toward a second, even more powerful orgasm. Richard’s cock pistoned into her, stretching and filling her completely, while Elena’s praise and Jess’s own devoted licking sent her spiraling. She came hard again, screaming into Elena’s pussy as her walls milked Richard’s cock.




With a deep, guttural moan, Richard buried himself to the hilt and exploded inside her. Thick, hot ropes of cum flooded her pussy, pulse after pulse, filling her completely. He held her hips tightly, grinding deep as he emptied himself, marking her as his.




They collapsed together in a sweaty, satisfied tangle. Elena stroked Jess’s hair lovingly. “You were incredible, pet. So empowered. So perfectly claimed.”




Richard kissed her shoulder tenderly. “Our beautiful Jess.”




Dillon watched, aching and denied, as the new dynamic deepened with every passionate moment.




Richard stayed buried deep inside Jess for a long, lingering moment, his cock pulsing with the final spurts of his release. Jess trembled beneath him, her body glowing with the aftershocks of two powerful orgasms, her pussy full and leaking around his thick shaft. Elena gently stroked Jess’s hair and back, murmuring soft praises.




“You were breathtaking, sweetheart,” Elena whispered. “So strong and radiant in your submission.”




Richard finally pulled out slowly, his spent but still impressive cock glistening with their combined juices. A thick trickle of his cum immediately began to drip from Jess’s well-fucked, puffy pussy.




Dillon’s moment had arrived.




“Come here, boy,” Richard commanded, his voice calm but authoritative. “Show your submission. Clean us all. Start with your wife’s beautiful, claimed pussy. Every drop.”




Dillon crawled forward eagerly despite the burning humiliation in his cheeks and the painful pressure of his flat steel chastity cage. His pink lace panties were soaked at the front from constant leaking. “Yes, Sir. Thank you for letting me serve.”




He positioned himself between Jess’s spread thighs with reverent care. Jess watched him with a mix of love and empowered confidence, her body still buzzing. Dillon leaned in and pressed his mouth to her creamy, cum-filled pussy. He licked slowly at first, savoring the warm, salty-sweet mix of Richard’s thick load and Jess’s own abundant arousal. His tongue delved deeper, scooping out rope after rope of cum and swallowing obediently with audible, submissive gulps.




Jess moaned softly, one hand gently resting on his head. “That’s it… good boy,” she praised, her voice soft but steady. The sight of her husband cleaning her so devotedly only deepened her sense of power and desirability. “You’re making me feel so cherished after Sir claimed me so well.”




Dillon licked thoroughly—long, broad strokes from her ass all the way up to her sensitive clit, ensuring not a single drop remained. He sucked gently on her swollen folds, cleaning every crease until her pussy sparkled with only his saliva. Jess sighed in contentment, the caring attention feeling like tender worship.




Once Jess was clean, Richard stepped forward, his cock still semi-hard and messy. “Now me.”




Dillon turned obediently and took Richard’s cock into his mouth once more. He licked and sucked with dedicated care, cleaning every trace of Jess’s juices and the remnants of cum from the shaft, head, and heavy balls. He worked slowly and reverently, moaning around the thickness as he performed this ultimate act of submission. Richard rested a hand on Dillon’s head. “Good pet. Taste how well your wife took me.”




Elena smiled and lay back on the lounge, spreading her legs. “My turn, little cleaner.”




Dillon moved to her without hesitation, burying his face between Elena’s thighs. He licked her slowly and thoroughly, tasting her arousal from earlier while Jess had been getting fucked. His tongue explored every fold, circling her clit and dipping inside until she was clean and sighing with pleasure.




By the time he finished, Dillon’s face was shiny, his cage aching, and his submission absolute.




With the cleaning complete, Dillon shifted seamlessly into tender aftercare. He helped Jess sit up first, wrapping his arms around her in a loving embrace before guiding her to a more comfortable position on the wide lounge. He fetched a soft blanket from nearby and draped it gently over her body, then brought cool water for all three of them, holding the glass to Jess’s lips first so she could sip without effort.




“You were so beautiful, Ma’am,” he whispered to her as he carefully massaged her shoulders and thighs with respectful, soothing hands. “The way you took Sir’s cock… you looked so empowered and radiant. I’m so proud to be your husband and to serve you like this.” He kissed her forehead, then her breasts with feather-light reverence, and finally placed the gentlest kiss on her now-clean pussy. “Thank you for letting me care for you after he claimed you so passionately.”




Jess smiled down at him, running her fingers through his hair. She felt utterly adored, powerful, and safe. “You’re doing wonderfully, Dillon. Your submission makes this even more special.”




Dillon turned his attention to Richard and Elena next. He brought fresh towels and helped pat them dry with careful, humble service. For Richard, he massaged his legs briefly and offered more water. For Elena, he knelt and gently rubbed her feet, kissing the tops of them in gratitude.




Throughout the aftercare, Richard and Elena continued praising both of them—especially Jess.




“You handled that claiming so gracefully, Jess,” Richard said, pulling her against his chest while Dillon continued his devoted service. “Your body is perfection. And watching your husband clean and care for you afterward only proves how strong this dynamic is.”




Elena nodded, stroking Jess’s arm. “You’re glowing, pet. Dillon’s submission elevates you even higher. This is exactly where you both belong.”




Dillon finished his aftercare duties by kneeling respectfully beside the lounge, head bowed, waiting for further instructions—his pink panties and locked cage a constant, aching reminder of his place.


Sweet Surrender: Reflections




Jess and Dillon slipped into their own bed that night, the familiar sheets feeling both comforting and charged with the electric afterglow of everything that had happened at the lake house. The room was dimly lit by a single bedside lamp, casting soft golden light across their bodies. Jess wore nothing but an open silk robe that draped loosely over her curves, while Dillon lay beside her wearing only the delicate black lace thong their new Dominants had insisted he keep on.




Jess unlocked the flat steel chastity cage with the key Elena had given her, setting the cold metal aside. Dillon’s small cock immediately sprang free, straining desperately against the thin lace fabric. She smiled tenderly at him, her heart swelling with love.




“Come here, my sweet husband,” she whispered, pulling him close. They turned to face each other, foreheads touching, sharing the same pillow. Jess slipped her hand under the waistband of the lace thong and wrapped her warm fingers around his throbbing cock, stroking him slowly and lovingly through the delicate material.




Dillon let out a shaky breath, his hips twitching instinctively. “Jess… I still can’t believe we did all that today. It feels like a dream. A really intense, life-changing dream.”

She stroked him with long, sensual glides, her thumb occasionally brushing over the sensitive head, smearing the steady flow of precum that soaked the lace. “I know, baby. I’ve been replaying it in my head the whole drive home. The way Richard looked at me when he first touched me… the way Elena praised my body like it was something precious. I felt so exposed, so vulnerable… but also so seen. Like they truly appreciated every part of me.”




Dillon moaned softly as she continued her teasing strokes. Jess gathered some of his leaking precum onto her fingers and brought it to his lips. “Open,” she said gently. He obeyed, sucking her fingers clean with a submissive whimper. The intimate act made them both shiver with connection.




“Tell me what you felt when you were watching him fuck me,” Jess whispered, her eyes locked on his as she resumed stroking him slowly under the lace. “Be honest. I want all of it.”




Dillon’s cheeks flushed, but the trust between them felt deeper than ever. “I felt jealous at first… but mostly this overwhelming arousal. Seeing his much bigger cock stretching you, hearing you moan like that — it made me feel so small. So inadequate in some ways. But it also made me incredibly proud of you. You were glowing, Jess. You looked so confident and sexy and powerful while submitting to him. It made me realize how much I love seeing you like that. It doesn’t make me feel less like your husband. It makes me feel closer to you.”







Jess’s heart melted. She kissed him deeply, her hand never stopping its loving torment under the panties. “I felt the same way about you. When you were on your knees cleaning me… cleaning him… it was humiliating for you, but it made me feel so cherished. Like you were willing to go to those depths for our shared pleasure. I’ve never felt more loved. Or more safe to explore this side of myself.”




She gathered more of his precum and fed it to him again, letting him suckle greedily from her fingers while she continued slow, edging strokes. “I was scared I might feel guilty afterward,” she confessed softly. “But I don’t. I feel… liberated. Like I’ve been holding back this submissive part of me for years, and now it’s finally free. And the way they praised me — calling my body perfect, telling me how strong I am in my surrender — it healed something in me. I feel more beautiful and desirable than I have in a long time.”




Dillon nodded, eyes misty with emotion as he rocked gently into her hand. “I felt the same. The cage, the panties, being made to serve… it’s embarrassing, but it also feels right. I’ve always had these secret submissive fantasies, but I was ashamed to admit them. Today, watching you bloom like that gave me permission to embrace mine. I want to be good for them. I want to be good for you. I want to kneel and clean you after they use you. I want to wear whatever they make me wear and thank them for the humiliation.”




Jess smiled warmly, her strokes becoming a little firmer, bringing him right to the trembling edge before slowing again. “I love you so much for saying that. I trust you completely with this. And I trust them — as crazy as it sounds. They made me feel so empowered today. Like my submission is a strength, not a weakness. Next weekend… I want them to push us further. I want to wear a collar. I want to serve them together with you. I want to feel Richard and Elena take me at the same time while you watch and clean up after. Does that scare you?”




“A little,” Dillon admitted honestly, moaning as she rubbed the lace-covered head of his cock in tight circles. “But it excites me more. I want to see you lose yourself in pleasure. I want to be there to take care of you afterward, just like today. I want us to grow closer through this — even if it means I stay denied and humiliated. As long as we’re together in it.”




Jess fed him more of his own precum, then kissed him deeply, tasting it on his tongue. They held each other tightly, bodies pressed close, her hand still gently teasing him under the lace thong for a long time. Their conversation flowed — vulnerable admissions, shared fantasies, fears, and hopes for the future.




Here is a detailed, expanded version of that specific part, woven naturally into their intimate bedroom conversation:

Jess kept her hand inside Dillon’s little black lace thong, stroking his throbbing cock with slow, deliberate movements. The delicate fabric added a teasing, silky friction that made him tremble beneath her touch. Every few strokes she would gather the steady beads of precum leaking from his tip onto her fingers and bring them to his lips, letting him suckle obediently while they talked. Their bodies were pressed close, legs tangled, eyes locked in the soft lamplight.




“This could actually make our marriage stronger,” Jess said softly, her voice full of wonder and affection as she slowly twisted her hand around his lace-covered shaft. “I’ve been thinking about it the whole way home. We’ve always loved each other, but we’ve never been this… honest about our deepest desires. Today we both admitted things we’ve kept hidden for years. That kind of trust is powerful.”




Dillon moaned around her fingers as she fed him another taste of his own precum. He sucked gently, then released them with a wet pop. “I feel the same way. I was always scared that if I told you how much I fantasized about submitting — about watching you with someone else, about being humiliated — you might lose respect for me. But today, when I was on my knees cleaning you after Richard fucked you… I felt closer to you than ever. Like we’re truly partners in this. Not just husband and wife, but two people who are brave enough to explore together.”




Jess smiled warmly and kissed him deeply, tasting the salty evidence of his arousal on his tongue. Her hand never stopped its loving torment, edging him closer and closer before easing back. “Exactly. I want us to promise each other something right now,” she whispered. “We check in constantly. Every night when we’re home, we talk like this — honestly, no filters. If something feels too intense, or if you feel jealous, or if I feel overwhelmed, we say it. No hiding. This only works if we protect us first.”




Dillon nodded eagerly, his hips rocking gently into her stroking hand. “I promise. I’ll tell you everything. Even when the humiliation makes me feel small… I want you to know how much it turns me on, and how much I love watching you shine. I want to be your safe place to come back to after they push you. And I want you to be mine when they push me.”




Jess’s eyes shimmered with emotion. She fed him more precum, then kissed his forehead tenderly. “I love you so much for that. I felt so empowered today because I knew you were there supporting me. Even locked in your cage, wearing these pretty panties, you made me feel like the most desired woman in the world. I want us to keep growing together. Maybe this will make our vanilla sex even hotter too, because we’ll both be carrying these delicious secrets.”




They lay there for a long time, sharing quiet laughter and deeper confessions. Dillon admitted how much he secretly loved the flat cage and the way it made his cock look so small and feminine. Jess confessed how much she craved being praised and objectified by Richard and Elena, how their reverent touches made her feel more beautiful than she had in years. They talked about boundaries they might want to set, about safe words, and about how they would always prioritize their marriage above the dynamic.




Eventually the conversation turned to the future, and their excitement became almost tangible.




“I can’t stop thinking about next weekend,” Jess admitted, her hand moving a little faster inside the lace thong, bringing Dillon right to the trembling edge once more. “Going back to their lake house… kneeling together to greet them… letting them put collars on us. I’m nervous, but I’m so fucking excited. I want them to use me harder. I want to feel both of them at the same time while you watch and serve. I want to feel completely owned by them… with you right there beside me.”




Dillon whimpered, his cock pulsing wildly in her grip. “Me too. I want to wear whatever panties and outfits they choose. I want to be their little cleaner and footstool. I want to taste them on you and thank them for it. Most of all, I want to see you glow again like you did today. You’re so beautiful when you submit, Jess. It makes me fall in love with you even more.”




Jess slowed her strokes, keeping him denied but cherished. She pulled him into a long, emotional kiss, their bodies pressed tightly together.




“We’re really doing this,” she whispered against his lips, voice thick with love and anticipation. “We’re going to offer them even deeper submission next weekend. Together. As husband and wife.”




“Together,” Dillon echoed, eyes shining with trust and devotion.




Eventually, Jess locked the cage back on, leaving the soaked lace thong in place. She curled into Dillon’s arms, their bodies intertwined.




“I love you more than ever,” she whispered against his chest.




“I love you too,” he replied, holding her close. “I can’t wait to see what happens next… with them, and with us.”




They fell asleep like that — emotionally raw, intimately connected, and buzzing with eager anticipation for the next chapter with their Masters.


The Roommate

The late afternoon light slanted through the half-drawn blinds of Room 312 in the athletes’ dormitory, painting warm golden stripes across the scuffed hardwood floor. The room was a typical jock chaos: two unmade twin beds pushed against opposite walls, a shared mini-fridge humming in the corner, posters of NFL stars and half-naked models taped crookedly above each desk, and the faint smell of sweat, protein powder, and cheap body spray lingering in the air. Laundry spilled from an overflowing hamper near the door—cleats, compression shorts, and damp practice jerseys tangled together.




Sam pushed open the door with his shoulder, gym bag thudding heavily at his side. At 22 years old, he was in peak condition: 6’2”, 215 pounds of sculpted, athletic power honed by years of football. His broad shoulders strained the fabric of a tight gray cutoff tank top, dark with sweat down the front and back. Powerful thighs flexed under black compression shorts that clung to every ridge of muscle, the outline of his thick cock and heavy balls visible through the thin material after a grueling practice. His short-cropped dark hair was messy with sweat, and a light sheen glistened on his chiseled jaw and defined arms. He looked every bit the confident, alpha college wide receiver—someone teammates looked up to and girls chased after.




But no one knew the truth.




Sam dropped his bag by his desk and let out a long breath. Practice had been brutal today; every cut, every route, every explosive sprint had been made more intense by the secret he carried. Under the compression shorts, hidden against his skin, was the small pink chastity cage. The constant, teasing pressure of the smooth plastic against his cock had kept him half-hard and leaking the entire session. He’d felt every shift of fabric, every brush of his jockstrap, wondering if anyone could tell.




Marcus, his roommate, was already back. The 6’4” basketball forward lounged on his own bed, long legs stretched out, icing a slightly tweaked ankle. Marcus had rich, deep brown skin, broad shoulders, and an effortlessly commanding presence—calm, confident, with a deep voice that carried weight in any locker room. He glanced up from his phone as Sam entered.




“Rough one today?” Marcus asked casually, not looking too closely.




“Yeah… coach rode us hard,” Sam muttered. He kicked off his shoes, peeled off the sweaty tank top, and tossed it toward the hamper. His muscular torso was on full display—defined pecs, ridged abs, and the sharp V of his obliques disappearing into his shorts. “Gonna grab a quick shower. Left my laptop open if you need to look something up.”




He didn’t wait for a reply. Grabbing a towel and clean clothes, Sam headed down the hall to the shared bathroom, leaving the door to their room ajar.




Marcus waited until the sound of the shower started running before he sat up. His ankle throbbed, but boredom won out. He swung his legs over the side of the bed and moved to Sam’s desk. The laptop was still open, screen dimmed but not locked. Marcus tapped the trackpad.




The browser sprang to life.




At first, it looked innocent enough—a few tabs for game film and class notes. But then Marcus noticed the minimized windows along the bottom. Curiosity piqued, he clicked one.




It was a private forum. The title of the active thread made his eyebrows shoot up: “Sissy Jock Training – Week 4 Progress.” The post was filled with detailed photos and confessions from users. Muscular men in various stages of feminization: one in full football pads but with pink lace panties peeking out beneath; another on his knees in a cheerleader skirt, mouth open around a thick dildo. Captions screamed things like “Locked and leaking for my roommate” and “Good girls stay denied.”




Marcus scrolled slowly, his pulse quickening. He clicked another tab. This one was darker, more personal. A hypno audio site with files labeled “Sissy Cravings – Roommate Domination Edition.” Then a folder on the desktop itself, tucked away but not password-protected: “My Secret.”




Inside were dozens of edited images. Sam’s own face—clearly recognizable—superimposed onto sissy models. One showed him in a frilly maid outfit, muscular legs in stockings, a pink collar around his thick neck, eyes downcast in submission. Another had him bent over in nothing but a chastity cage and heels, ass plugged and presented. There were screenshots of chats where “SissySam23” begged anonymous doms to “expose me” and “make me serve real men.”




Marcus’s cock stirred in his shorts as he kept digging. He opened Sam’s hidden journal document. The most recent entry, timestamped just last night, read:




“I wore the pink cage all day again. The plug too during morning lift. Every time I ran routes, it rubbed inside me and I leaked so much I was scared it would show through my shorts. Marcus was right next to me in the locker room. I wanted him to notice. I wanted him to laugh at me, call me out, force me to my knees and use me like the pathetic sissy I am. I can’t stop fantasizing about him discovering everything…”




Marcus leaned back in the chair, a slow, predatory smile spreading across his face. His own thick cock was now fully hard, tenting his basketball shorts. He had always suspected something was off with Sam—the lingering glances in the showers, the way the wide receiver sometimes got quiet and flushed when they roughhoused or talked about girls. This was beyond anything he’d imagined.




He clicked through more tabs deliberately, taking his time. Videos of dominant roommates turning straight jocks into cock-worshipping sluts. Stories of athletes in chastity, plugged and panty-clad under their uniforms, serving their roommates after practice. One video was paused on a scene very similar to their room setup: a muscular athlete on his knees, face buried in his roommate’s crotch.




The shower shut off down the hall.




Marcus didn’t close anything. He left the laptop exactly as he’d found it—screen bright with the most explicit tabs open, the journal document still visible. He sat back on Sam’s bed, arms crossed over his broad chest, and waited.

The door clicked open a few minutes later.




Sam stepped in wearing only a white towel wrapped low around his hips, water still beading on his broad, muscular chest and shoulders. His dark hair was damp, and the outline of the chastity cage was faintly visible pressing against the front of the towel where his cock strained helplessly inside it.




He froze the moment he saw Marcus sitting there—and the glowing laptop screen behind him, every filthy secret laid bare.




Marcus’s deep voice cut through the silence, calm but laced with dark amusement.




“Well, well… Sissy Sam. You’ve got some explaining to do.”




Sam stood frozen in the doorway, towel clutched desperately at his hips, water still dripping down his carved abs. His heart slammed against his ribs like he’d just run suicides. The laptop screen behind Marcus glowed obscenely—his own edited sissy photos, the journal entry, the forum tabs all exposed in merciless detail.




Marcus didn’t move. He simply sat there on Sam’s bed, massive arms crossed over his broad chest, dark eyes locked on Sam with a mixture of amusement and raw hunger.




“Explaining?” Sam’s voice cracked. “Marcus, man… it’s not— I can delete all of it. It’s just porn, fantasy shit. Please don’t—”




“Don’t what?” Marcus cut him off, voice low and steady. 




“Don’t look at how much of a secret sissy you really are? Don’t see the way you photoshop your own face onto locked-up bitches in panties?” He stood slowly, towering over Sam, and stepped close enough that Sam could feel the heat radiating from his roommate’s body. Marcus reached out and flicked the edge of the towel, making it loosen. “Look at you. Still dripping from the shower, trying to hide that little cage I saw in your pictures. Drop the towel, sissy.”




Sam’s face burned with shame. His cheeks, neck, even his chest flushed deep red. He wanted to run, to lie, to fight back—but his cock twitched hard inside the tight pink cage, betraying him completely. With shaking hands, he let the towel fall to the floor.




There it was: Sam’s athletic body completely naked—powerful chest, ripped abs, thick thighs—but his once-proud cock locked away in the small pink chastity device. The cage looked ridiculous on him, making his erection look tiny and helpless, the head glistening with fresh precum that had already started to leak down the plastic.




Marcus let out a low, mocking laugh. “Holy shit. It’s even smaller in real life. That’s what you call a dick? Looks more like a desperate little clit.” He reached down and flicked the cage lightly with one finger, making Sam jolt and whimper. “And you’ve been wearing this under your pads? During practice? While I’m right there next to you?”




Sam nodded miserably, eyes fixed on the floor. Humiliation washed over him in hot waves. His powerful legs trembled. “Yes… I—I can’t help it. It makes me so horny.”

Marcus grinned wider. “Of course it does. Real men don’t lock their cocks up like pathetic toys. But you’re not a real man anymore, are you, Sam? Say it.”




“I’m… I’m not a real man,” Sam whispered, voice thick with shame. His caged clit twitched visibly.




“Louder, princess.”




“I’m not a real man!” Sam repeated, louder this time, his face burning hotter. “I’m just… a sissy.”




Marcus nodded approvingly. “Good girl. Now here’s what’s going to happen. You’re going to go into the room, open that little secret drawer of yours, and put on your sexiest bra and panties. The sluttiest set you own. Make it pretty for me. Then you come back out here to the couch. No towel. No hiding. Understand?”




Sam hesitated for half a second. Marcus’s hand came down hard on his bare ass with a loud smack, making the muscular cheek jiggle.




“I said understand?”




“Yes! Yes, I understand,” Sam gasped, the sting blooming across his skin.




He turned and hurried to the drawer, pulse racing. He dug through his hidden stash with trembling fingers and selected the sexiest set he owned: a delicate, sheer black lace bra with pink bows on the straps and matching high-cut thong panties. The thong was tiny—barely more than strings and a small triangle of lace in front. He slipped the bra on first, the cups hugging his pecs uselessly, the straps digging into his broad shoulders. Then the thong, sliding it up his powerful legs until the thin lace settled over his caged cock and disappeared between his firm ass cheeks.




Sam looked at himself in the small mirror on the closet door. A hulking football player in delicate lingerie. The contrast made his stomach twist with deep, shameful arousal. His tiny caged dick strained desperately against the lace, already soaking a small wet spot through the front.




He took a deep breath and stepped back into the main room.




Marcus had moved to the couch. He sat sprawled comfortably, shorts pulled down around his thighs. In one hand he slowly stroked his enormous thick cock—easily nine inches, veined, heavy, and rock-hard. On the laptop now connected to the TV, porn played loudly: a muscular jock on his knees, face-fucking himself on a much bigger man’s cock while wearing nothing but pink lingerie.




Marcus looked up and smiled slowly, still stroking his massive shaft with lazy, deliberate strokes. Precum glistened at the tip.




“Come here, sissy. Stand right in front of me.”




Sam obeyed, stopping a few feet away, hands awkwardly at his sides. His face was scarlet, his muscular body trembling with humiliation and need.




“Spin for me. Slowly. Let me see all of you. Show off how ridiculous you look.”




Sam turned in a slow circle. He could feel Marcus’s eyes devouring every inch—his broad back, the way the thong disappeared between his powerful glutes, the stupid bra straps across his shoulders, and especially the front where his thin little pencil dick strained pathetically against the sheer lace, the wet spot growing bigger as fresh precum leaked out.




Marcus let out a low whistle. “Fuck, look at that. Big strong football player… and your tiny clit is already making a mess in those pretty panties. You’re soaked, princess. Does being exposed like this turn you on that much?”




Sam whimpered, nodding. “Yes… it’s humiliating.”




Marcus stroked his enormous cock a little faster, eyes gleaming. “Good. Because we’re just getting started.”




Sam stood there trembling in the center of the room, the sheer black lace bra and thong making him feel utterly ridiculous. The thin straps dug into his broad, muscular shoulders, and the tiny triangle of lace in front was already dark with a growing wet spot from his leaking caged clit. Marcus continued to stroke his massive, veined cock slowly on the couch, the wet sounds of his hand mixing with the loud moans coming from the porn on the TV—a busty domme forcing a feminized jock to ride a thick dildo while locked in pink chastity.




“Come here and sit next to me, princess,” Marcus commanded, patting the cushion right beside him.




Sam’s legs felt weak as he obeyed, lowering himself onto the couch. The lace thong rode up between his firm ass cheeks as he sat, the fabric teasing his hole. His muscular thigh pressed against Marcus’s much larger one, and he could feel the heat pouring off his roommate’s body. Up close, Marcus’s enormous cock looked even more intimidating—thick as a wrist, long, heavy, with a fat purple head that glistened with precum.




Marcus didn’t stop stroking. He turned his head and looked Sam up and down with a smirk. “Good girl. Now take that stupid little cage off. I want to see what you’re actually working with.”




Sam’s hands shook as he reached down and fumbled with the lock. He’d hidden the key in his drawer earlier. After a moment he clicked it open and carefully slid the pink plastic off his aching cock. His thin little penis—barely five inches hard and much thinner than average—sprang free, already rock-hard and flushed pink. It looked comically small compared to the powerful, athletic body it was attached to.




Marcus burst out laughing, deep and genuine. “Holy fuck, Sam. That’s it? That’s what you’ve been hiding? It’s like a little boy’s dick on a grown man’s body. No wonder you lock it up—you know it doesn’t belong in a man’s pants.” He reached over casually and flicked the head of Sam’s penis with one finger, making it bob pathetically. “Look how thin it is. I can probably wrap my thumb and forefinger all the way around it. Pathetic little clit.”




Sam whimpered, face burning with fresh humiliation. His tiny cock twitched hard at the words, a thick bead of precum oozing from the tip and dripping onto the lace thong. “Please… it’s so embarrassing…”




“Yeah, it is,” Marcus agreed cheerfully. “Now keep those pretty panties on. We’re gonna watch some porn together like good roommates.” He turned up the volume on the TV. On screen, the feminized jock was now on his knees, eagerly sucking a massive cock while his own tiny penis dripped onto the floor.




Marcus kept slowly pumping his own huge shaft with one hand. “Go on, sissy. Play with yourself like a girl. No stroking like a man. Just rub that little thing gently inside the panties. Use your fingertips. Nice and soft, like you’ve got a pretty pussy instead of that worthless nub.”




Sam’s breath hitched. The shame was overwhelming—he was a star college athlete, yet here he was sitting in lace lingerie next to his dominant roommate, following orders. He slid one hand down and began rubbing his thin penis through the sheer fabric, just as instructed. His fingertips traced small, gentle circles over the sensitive head and shaft, the lace adding delicious friction. It felt nothing like his usual rough jerking sessions. It felt… girly. Humiliating.

He was leaking constantly now. Every gentle rub made more precum soak through the black lace, creating a shiny wet patch that spread across the front of the thong. His muscular chest rose and fell quickly under the bra as soft, involuntary whimpers escaped his lips.




Marcus noticed every glance. “That’s it… keep rubbing your little clit, princess. Don’t take your eyes off the screen.” But Sam couldn’t help it—his gaze kept drifting sideways to Marcus’s enormous thick cock. The way Marcus’s big hand glided up and down the veined length, the heavy balls shifting with each stroke… it was mesmerizing. Sam’s own pathetic little penis throbbed harder in response, leaking even more as he rubbed.




“See something you like?” Marcus teased, catching him staring again. He gave his massive cock a slow, deliberate squeeze, making it flex. “Bet you wish you had something like this instead of that sad little pencil dick. Keep rubbing, sissy. I want to see how wet you can make those panties before I decide what to do with you next.”




Sam moaned softly, cheeks burning, completely lost in the humiliation. His fingertips kept circling and rubbing his dripping little cock through the soaked lace while the porn played on and Marcus’s huge cock throbbed just inches away. He felt smaller, weaker, and more turned on than he ever had in his life.




Sam’s fingertips continued their gentle, humiliating circles over his thin little penis through the soaked black lace thong. The fabric was completely drenched now, clinging transparently to his small, throbbing shaft. Every soft rub sent sparks of shameful pleasure through him, but it was nothing compared to the aching need building deep inside as he kept stealing glances at Marcus’s massive cock.




Marcus noticed, of course. A wicked smile spread across his face.




“Enough teasing yourself, princess. You’ve been staring at my cock this whole time. Time to put those hands to better use.” He reached over, took Sam’s much larger but trembling hand in his own, and guided it firmly onto his enormous thick shaft.




Sam’s breath caught. Up close, Marcus’s cock was even more intimidating. It was rock-hard, burning hot against his palm, and so thick his fingers couldn’t fully wrap around it. The veined surface pulsed with power. Sam’s hand looked small and inadequate on it.




“That’s it,” Marcus murmured, his deep voice low and commanding. “Stroke it. Both hands if you need to. Nice and slow at first—feel how a real cock feels.”




Sam obeyed, wrapping both hands around the massive length. The heat was intense. He started stroking slowly from base to tip, feeling every thick vein throbbing under his fingers. The skin was silky smooth yet steel-hard beneath. When he reached the fat, swollen head, his thumb brushed over the slit, smearing a generous bead of Marcus’s precum around in slick circles. The lubrication made the strokes smoother, wetter, producing soft, obscene schlicking sounds that mixed with the moans from the porn still playing on the TV.




“Fuck… it’s so big,” Sam whispered involuntarily, humiliation flooding him as he said it. His own tiny penis twitched hard inside the thong, leaking fresh precum in response. He kept stroking—long, slow pumps, twisting his hands slightly at the head the way he imagined a girl would. Marcus groaned in approval, leaning back further on the couch, one arm draped casually behind Sam’s shoulders.




“Yeah? You like how it feels? Keep going, sissy. Look at your little clit dripping while you service a real man’s cock. Pathetic.”




Sam’s face burned as he pumped faster, both hands working in rhythm now. He could feel the heavy weight of Marcus’s balls shifting with each stroke. Precum flowed freely, coating his fingers and making everything slick and shiny. The contrast was devastating—his own small, thin penis making a wet mess in delicate lace while he worshipped something so superior.




After several minutes of this, Marcus’s breathing grew heavier. Suddenly he grabbed Sam’s waist with both strong hands.




“Enough. Get up here.”




Before Sam could protest, Marcus pulled him forward and onto his lap. Sam straddled him facing forward, powerful thighs spread wide over Marcus’s legs. The position forced him to arch his back slightly, pushing his ass out. Marcus’s enormous cock slid hot and heavy between Sam’s firm ass cheeks, the thong pushed aside just enough for the thick shaft to nestle directly against his smooth skin and tight hole. The lace string of the thong pressed tightly over the top of Marcus’s cock, trapping it snugly in place.




“Oh god…” Sam gasped at the sensation. The sheer size and heat of Marcus’s cock felt overwhelming between his cheeks—like a thick, pulsing rod threatening to split him open.




Marcus’s hands gripped Sam’s hips firmly, guiding him. “Start rocking, princess. Grind on it. Let me feel that athletic ass work.”




Sam began to move. Slowly at first, he rocked his hips forward and back, sliding his firm, muscular ass along the length of Marcus’s massive cock. The thong’s lace rubbed teasingly against both of them with every motion. Each grind pressed the fat head of Marcus’s cock right against Sam’s virgin hole, the pressure making him whimper. Sam’s tiny penis, still inside the soaked thong, rubbed against Marcus’s hard abs with every rock, leaving shiny trails of precum on his roommate’s skin.




“That’s my good girl,” Marcus groaned, hands squeezing Sam’s ass cheeks and spreading them wider to let his cock nestle even deeper between them. “Feel how hard you make me? Keep grinding. I want to feel you humping my cock like the desperate sissy you are.”




Sam’s movements grew more desperate. He rocked faster, rolling his hips in smooth, slutty circles. The friction was incredible—the hot, veined shaft sliding between his cheeks, the lace thong adding extra teasing pressure against his hole and his own leaking little clit. His powerful thighs flexed with every grind, the bra straps shifting on his shoulders as his chest heaved. Humiliation and pleasure mixed into an overwhelming haze. He kept glancing down at the sight of Marcus’s enormous cock disappearing between his own athletic ass cheeks, then at his own pathetic, dripping penis making a mess of the front of the thong.




Marcus’s hands roamed—slapping Sam’s ass lightly, gripping his hips harder, occasionally reaching around to flick his tiny cock through the lace. “Look at you… big football star grinding on my dick like a bitch in heat. You’re soaking everything, princess.”




Sam could only moan in response, lost in the slow, grinding rhythm, completely owned in that moment.




Sam’s hips continued their slow, desperate grinding on Marcus’s lap, sliding his firm athletic ass up and down the enormous length of his roommate’s cock. The heat and thickness trapped between his cheeks, pressed against his tight hole by the thin string of the black lace thong, had him whimpering with need. His own tiny penis throbbed helplessly inside the soaked front of the panties, leaving sticky trails of precum across Marcus’s abs.




Marcus finally gripped Sam’s hips firmly, stopping his movements. “Enough grinding, princess. You’ve been fantasizing about this for months. Time to worship properly.” He lifted Sam off his lap and guided him down onto his knees between his spread thighs on the floor in front of the couch. The position put Sam’s face level with the massive, glistening cock that still throbbed in the air, shiny from all the precum and the grinding.




Sam stared at it, eyes wide, breathing shallow. This was the moment he had jerked off to in secret so many times—on his knees in lingerie, face to face with a real man’s cock. His cheeks burned with deep humiliation, but his little clit leaked steadily, soaking the thong even more.




Marcus leaned back comfortably, one hand lazily stroking his thick shaft, the other reaching down to cup Sam’s chin and tilt his face up. “Look at you. Big strong wide receiver on his knees in a bra and panties. Go on, sissy. Give it a kiss. Show me how grateful you are that I found your dirty little secret.”




Sam leaned forward slowly, savoring every second of the fantasy coming to life. He pressed his lips gently against the fat, swollen head of Marcus’s cock in a soft, reverent kiss. The taste was salty-sweet from the precum. He kissed it again, then again, trailing soft kisses down the veined shaft before working his way back up. His hands came up to cradle the heavy length, feeling its incredible girth and heat.




Marcus chuckled softly. “That’s my good little cocksucker. So eager. Take your time—I want to enjoy watching you savor it.”




Encouraged, Sam extended his tongue and licked slowly from the base all the way to the tip in one long, wet stripe. He swirled his tongue around the head in lazy circles, savoring the flavor, then dipped the tip of his tongue into the slit to coax out more precum. He moaned softly around it, the vibration making Marcus groan.




“Fuck, listen to you. Moaning like a whore already. Your little pencil dick must be dripping in those panties. Is this everything you dreamed about, princess? Kneeling for your roommate’s big black cock while your football teammates are none the wiser?”




Sam nodded eagerly, cheeks flushed. “Yes… it’s better than the fantasy,” he whispered before opening his mouth wider and taking the fat head between his lips. He sucked slowly, hollowing his cheeks, savoring the stretch as his mouth adjusted to the girth. Inch by inch, he worked his way down, taking his time, letting his tongue press flat against the underside and trace every vein. When he reached about halfway, the head bumped the back of his throat. Sam gagged softly but didn’t pull back—he held there, breathing through his nose, eyes watering as he looked up at Marcus with pure submissive devotion.




Marcus’s hand rested on the back of Sam’s head, not forcing, just guiding. “Easy, sissy. Nice and slow. This isn’t a quick locker-room suck. I want you to worship it. Show me how much of a pathetic cock-hungry girl you really are.”




Sam pulled back until only the head remained in his mouth, then sank down again even slower, taking more this time. Saliva began to drip down his chin onto the lace bra as he bobbed in long, luxurious strokes. He used one hand to stroke the thick base in time with his mouth while the other gently fondled Marcus’s heavy balls. Every few strokes he would pull off completely to lavish attention on the shaft—long, slow licks, gentle kisses, and soft nuzzles against the warm skin, inhaling the musky, masculine scent.




The humiliation washed over him in constant waves. Here he was, a star athlete, dressed in delicate lingerie, drooling and moaning over his roommate’s cock like it was the most important thing in the world. His own thin little penis strained desperately against the thong, untouched but leaking nonstop, the front completely soaked and clinging obscenely to his small shaft.




Marcus kept up the teasing, voice low and steady. “Look at that wet spot. You’re making such a mess in your pretty panties just from sucking me. Bet you’d cum in seconds if I let you touch that sad little clit right now. But good girls don’t cum from their clits—they cum from pleasing real cocks, don’t they?”




Sam moaned loudly around the thick shaft in response, sucking harder but still keeping the pace slow and savoring. He took Marcus deeper, relaxing his throat until his nose pressed against Marcus’s pelvis. He held there as long as he could, throat contracting around the head, tears of effort and overwhelming arousal slipping down his flushed cheeks.




When he finally pulled back gasping for air, strings of thick saliva connected his swollen lips to the glistening cock. Sam immediately leaned in again, kissing and licking every inch with devoted care.




Marcus groaned in pleasure, fingers tightening gently in Sam’s hair. “That’s it, princess. Take all the time you need. We’ve got all night to turn my football star roommate into my personal sissy cocksucker.”




Sam’s only response was a needy whimper as he slid his mouth back down the enormous length, losing himself completely in the slow, wet, humiliating worship.




Sam remained on his knees between Marcus’s spread thighs, the sheer black lace bra straps digging slightly into his broad, muscular shoulders with every forward bob of his head. His powerful thighs flexed beneath him on the dorm room carpet as he devoted himself completely to the slow, savoring worship of his roommate’s enormous cock. The TV porn continued playing in the background—moans and wet slapping sounds providing a filthy soundtrack—but Sam barely registered it anymore. All his focus was on the thick, veined shaft stretching his lips.




He took his time, exactly as Marcus had ordered. Pulling back until only the fat, swollen head remained between his swollen lips, Sam swirled his tongue in lazy, luxurious circles around the sensitive ridge, tasting the salty-sweet precum that flowed steadily now. He dipped the tip of his tongue right into the slit, coaxing out more, then sealed his lips tightly and sucked with gentle, rhythmic pressure while his hands worked the base. One hand stroked slowly up and down the slick length he couldn’t fit in his mouth, twisting slightly at the head, while the other cupped and gently massaged Marcus’s heavy, full balls.




“Fuuuuck, that’s good,” Marcus groaned deeply, his voice thick with pleasure. One large hand rested on the back of Sam’s head, not pushing, just guiding the rhythm. “Look at you, princess. Such a slow, eager little cocksucker. You’re treating my dick like it’s the only thing that matters in the world. Does it feel as good as you imagined? Having your mouth full of real cock while your tiny little pencil dick leaks all over your pretty panties?”




Sam moaned loudly around the thick shaft in response, the vibration traveling straight down Marcus’s length. His own thin penis throbbed painfully inside the drenched thong, the lace completely soaked and clinging transparently to his small, flushed shaft. Every time he took Marcus deeper, his little clit would twitch and leak another thick bead of precum that dripped down onto the carpet between his knees. The humiliation was constant and crushing—he was a star college football player, yet here he was dressed in slutty lingerie, drooling messily over his roommate’s superior cock.




He pushed forward again, relaxing his throat as best he could. Inch after thick inch slid across his tongue until the head pressed firmly against the back of his throat. Sam held there, breathing carefully through his nose, eyes watering as he looked up at Marcus with pure submissive need. Saliva spilled from the corners of his stretched mouth, running down his chin in shiny rivulets and dripping onto the lace bra, darkening the fabric over his pecs. He swallowed around the head, massaging it with his throat muscles, then slowly pulled back, gasping for air when he finally released it with a wet pop.




Strings of thick saliva connected his puffy lips to the glistening cock. Without hesitation, Sam leaned in and dragged his tongue slowly from the base all the way to the tip again, tracing every bulging vein, savoring the musky taste and the way the heavy shaft twitched against his tongue. He nuzzled his face against it lovingly—rubbing his cheek along the length, kissing the side, then taking the head back into his mouth for another long, slow suck.




Marcus watched every movement with dark, satisfied eyes. “Goddamn, you’re a natural. Most guys would be rushing, trying to make me cum fast. But not you. You’re savoring it like the pathetic sissy you are. Keep going just like that—nice and slow. I want to feel how much you love being my cocksucking roommate.”




Sam obeyed completely. For long minutes he lost himself in the act—long, deep strokes of his mouth combined with gentle hand twists, punctuated by moments where he pulled off entirely to worship with his tongue and lips. He kissed and licked the heavy balls, sucking one gently into his mouth while stroking the shaft, then moved back up to swirl around the head again. His jaw began to ache from the stretch, but the discomfort only heightened his arousal. His tiny cock was a leaking, dripping mess; the front of the thong was utterly ruined, and a small puddle had formed on the floor beneath him.




Marcus’s breathing grew heavier, his abs tightening. His hand tightened slightly in Sam’s hair. “Getting close, princess… You’re gonna take my load like a good girl. Don’t waste a drop.”




Sam doubled down, sucking with renewed, still-slow devotion. He took as much as he could, throat working, tongue pressing firmly, moaning continuously around the thick cock as it pulsed and swelled between his lips. Marcus groaned deeply, hips bucking slightly as the first powerful rope of thick, hot cum erupted straight down Sam’s throat.




Sam swallowed eagerly, savoring the taste, but there was too much. He pulled back slightly so the next heavy spurts landed across his tongue and filled his mouth. He kept sucking gently through the orgasm, milking every drop, until Marcus finally relaxed with a satisfied sigh.

Sam stayed on his knees, mouth full, looking up at his roommate. Slowly, he pulled off, a thick strand of cum and saliva still connecting his lower lip to the head of Marcus’s cock. With heavy-lidded eyes, he showed Marcus his tongue—coated white—before swallowing deeply with an audible gulp. A little cum had escaped the corners of his mouth and dripped down his chin onto the lace bra.




Marcus reached down and wiped a stray drop from Sam’s lip, then fed it back into his mouth. “Good girl. How does it feel knowing you just sucked your roommate’s cock like a desperate sissy while your own little clit made a puddle on the floor?”




Sam could only whimper softly, face burning with shame and deep satisfaction, his tiny penis still twitching helplessly in the ruined panties.




Sam stayed on his knees for a long moment after swallowing, chest heaving, lips swollen and shiny with spit and cum. Thick strands still clung to his chin and dripped slowly onto the lace bra, darkening the sheer fabric over his pecs. His face was flushed a deep, burning crimson. The taste of Marcus’s load lingered heavy on his tongue—salty, slightly bitter, unmistakably masculine. His own tiny penis throbbed uselessly in the absolutely ruined black thong, the front completely soaked through and clinging obscenely to his small, leaking shaft. A visible puddle of his own precum glistened on the carpet between his spread knees.




The weight of everything crashed over him at once.




Marcus leaned forward, still breathing heavily, and cupped Sam’s chin, tilting his face up so their eyes met. His thumb brushed across Sam’s cum-smeared lower lip.

“Look at you,” Marcus said softly, voice low and intimate. “Big, tough football star… on your knees in a bra and panties, face covered in my cum, after sucking my cock like it was the only thing you’ve ever wanted. How does it feel, princess? Knowing I own this secret now?”




Sam’s eyes stung with humiliated tears. His voice came out small and shaky. “I’m so ashamed… Everyone sees me as this confident athlete, the guy who scores touchdowns and gets girls… but I’m just… this. Your sissy. I’ve been fantasizing about you catching me for so long. Now it’s real and I… I can’t believe how much I loved it.”




Marcus smiled, a mix of affection and dominance. He pulled Sam gently up from the floor and onto his lap again, this time cradling the bigger man against his chest. Sam’s muscular body trembled as he curled into him, the lace thong and bra feeling even more ridiculous pressed against Marcus’s bare skin. Marcus’s spent but still impressive cock rested warmly against Sam’s thigh.




“You don’t have to hide it anymore,” Marcus murmured, one hand stroking Sam’s back while the other traced the waistband of the cum-soaked panties. “I’m not going to expose you to the team… unless you want me to. But from now on, when we’re alone in this room, you’re mine. My secret sissy roommate. You’ll wear whatever I tell you to under your practice gear. You’ll keep that little clit caged most of the time. And every night after practice, you’ll be right back here—on your knees or bent over, serving me.”




Sam shivered hard, fresh humiliation and overwhelming arousal flooding through him. “I promise,” he whispered, voice thick with emotion. “I’ll be good. I’ll be your good girl. I’ll keep the cage on during games if you want… wear panties under my uniform… let you use me however you want. Just… please don’t stop. I need this. I need you to own me like this.”




Marcus kissed the top of his head, then tilted Sam’s face up for a deep, possessive kiss, tasting himself on Sam’s tongue. When he pulled back, his eyes were dark with promise.




“Good. Because this is just the beginning. Tomorrow you’re showing me your full wardrobe. We’re going to pick out even sluttier outfits. I’m going to train that tight ass properly. And one day—when you’re ready—I might just invite a couple of the guys over to see exactly what their star wide receiver really is underneath all that macho bullshit.”




Sam moaned softly at the threat, his tiny cock twitching hard and leaking again inside the thong. The shame was crushing… and it felt perfect.




Marcus held him tighter, voice dropping to a whisper. 

“You’re not a football player in here anymore, Sam. You’re my sissy. Say it.”




“I’m your sissy,” Sam breathed, eyes glassy with emotion, relief, and deep submissive joy. “Only yours.”




The two of them stayed like that on the couch for a long time—Sam curled in lace and shame against his roommate’s chest, the porn still playing softly in the background, the weight of new promises and total exposure settling warmly around them both.


Sexting a Sissy

The bedroom was quiet except for the low, insistent buzz of the vibrator and Dillon’s own ragged breathing. He had been edging for nearly twenty minutes already, following every instruction Jess had sent him tonight like the obedient little pantie princess she’d called him. The phone was propped on a stack of pillows at the perfect angle, its camera capturing every humiliating detail from just above his hips downward. The red recording dot glowed steadily in the corner of the screen.




He wore nothing but the delicate maroon lace thong she had chosen for him days ago. The thin straps sat high on his hips, disappearing between his cheeks and framing his smooth, hairless mound like a gift-wrapped offering. The front pouch was far too small for even his shrunken, denied clit; the lace stretched tight, the delicate pattern doing nothing to hide the obscene little bulge. Inside that pouch, pressed directly against his sensitive nub, the powerful  vibrator hummed on its medium setting, the rounded head nestled right where his “clit” belonged. Every tiny movement of his hips made the lace shift and rub, sending fresh sparks of unwanted pleasure shooting through his core.

Dillon’s fingers trembled as he read Jess’s latest message again for the tenth time.




“Are you going to cum for Mommy?”




His reply had been instant and desperate: “Yes!!!”




Now her follow-up texts burned in his memory, fueling the fire in his belly.




“I love seeing you stroke your little clit with that vibrator in your thong! I want you to make your panties wet for Mommy. I hope your little clit drips like a girl. A thong is right where your nub/clit belongs. No wonder the vibrator feels so good on you. You should cum like the weak little sissy cum thirsty girl you are.”




He whimpered softly, the sound barely audible over the vibrator. His free hand slid down, fingertips tracing the soaked lace where it clung to his leaking tip. Precum had already soaked through in a dark, glossy patch, making the maroon fabric translucent and sticky. He pressed the vibrator harder against himself through the thong, rolling his hips in slow, shameful circles. The lace rubbed deliciously against his taint and the base of his balls, which were pulled tight and somehow still full after four orgasms in the last couple of days. Each one had been weaker, more girly, more humiliating than the last.




The camera caught everything—the way his thighs quivered, the subtle flex of his stomach, the way the thong disappeared between his cheeks when he arched his back. He looked down at himself and felt another wave of hot shame wash over him. This wasn’t a man’s cock. It was a useless little clit, trapped in women’s underwear, being vibrated like a girl’s most sensitive spot while his wife’s bull got to enjoy her real pussy.




He stroked himself through the lace with two fingers, exactly the way Jess liked to see—gentle, teasing, feminine. The vibrator buzzed relentlessly, the wet squelch of lace against slick skin growing louder as more precum leaked out. His breathing turned into soft, high-pitched gasps.




“Mommy… I’m getting so wet for you,” he whispered to the camera, voice thick with submission.




Jess’s next message had arrived while he was still edging: “Haha Perfect! You made a mess in your panties. I wish I had a pair of bull cum soaked panties for you to be gagging yourself with while you did that!”




The image of it nearly made him cum on the spot—Jess handing him a pair of panties drenched in Travis’s thick, superior load, forcing him to stuff them into his mouth while he humped the vibrator like a desperate sissy. He could almost taste the salty, musky flavor, feel the sticky wetness against his tongue while his own pathetic spurts ruined another pair of her panties.




Dillon’s fingers moved faster. The vibrator’s buzzing intensified as he pressed it more firmly, the lace now completely soaked and clinging to every contour of his tiny, throbbing clit. His balls ached with the need to release, but he held back, wanting to give Mommy the biggest, messiest orgasm he could manage.




Then it hit him.




His clit pulsed violently inside the thong, spurting weak, girly ropes of cum that immediately flooded the delicate fabric. The first spurt was thick and creamy, soaking straight through the lace and running down toward his taint. The second and third were thinner, more watery, the way a sissy’s orgasms always seemed to be now—less powerful, more humiliating, dripping instead of shooting. Warm, sticky wetness spread rapidly across the front of the panties, turning the dark maroon even darker, the lace becoming translucent and shiny with his own cum.




He kept stroking through it, milking every drop, just like she wanted. The vibrator continued buzzing mercilessly against the cum-soaked fabric, prolonging the orgasm into long, shuddering waves that made his thighs shake and his toes curl. He whimpered and moaned into the phone, face flushed, eyes glassy with pleasure and shame.




“Oh fuck… Mommy… I’m cumming so much in my panties… look how wet I made them for you…”




When the last weak spurt finally ebbed, Dillon collapsed back onto the pillows, chest heaving. The vibrator was still going, now pressed against an even messier, stickier mess. The front of the thong was completely ruined—glossy with cum, the lace pattern barely visible beneath the thick, pearly coating. A few stray drops had escaped the edges and were slowly sliding down the inside of his thighs.




He sent the video immediately.




Jess’s reply came within seconds, her delight obvious even through text.




“Haha Perfect! Look at the little tiny mess you made in your cute little panties”




A string of those flushed, drooling emojis followed—five of them in a row, the same ones she always sent when she was especially amused by his degradation.




Dillon’s clit gave another weak twitch inside the soaked thong.




Her next messages arrived in quick succession, each one twisting the knife of humiliation deeper while making his spent nub throb again.




“Mmmm. I should’ve vacuum sealed those cum filled panties from Travis. I’ll have to find a bull who can make multiple soaked panties for me, just for this very scenario! …with me* I mean. haha”




He could picture it perfectly—Jess on her knees for Travis, taking load after load into the crotch of various panties, then vacuum-sealing them so the scent and taste would stay fresh for when she wanted to shove them into her sissy husband’s mouth. The thought made Dillon’s face burn hotter than ever.




Earlier in the evening she had been even crueler, reminding him of his place after he’d begged to cum.




“Unfortunately for me, I’ll have to handle your disgusting little useless thing again for a ruined handjob video with Travis’s audio in the background for our fans.”




Dillon had nearly cried from the mix of shame and desperate arousal. The memory of that previous ruined handjob still haunted him—the way Jess had stroked him so slowly while Travis’s deep, masculine grunts and filthy talk played from her phone speaker. Every time Travis had called her “baby” or “my good little slut,” Dillon’s hand had faltered, his orgasm ruined before it could properly start. And now she was threatening to do it again.




But tonight she had been “merciful.”




And later, after he’d already cum several times in the past couple days: “If you hadn’t already cum sevearl  times in the last couple days, I’d tell you to get our vibrator out and use it on your pretty little nub wrapped in lace… That is hot. You will only be getting your hand for a while. I am saving my pussy for my next bull.”




Dillon lay there in the afterglow, staring at the ruined thong, the vibrator still buzzing softly against the cooling mess. His clit felt raw and oversensitive, every tiny movement sending little aftershocks through him. He reached down and gently pressed the toy harder against himself through the soaked lace, just to feel the wet squish and the way the fabric clung to his spent nub.




He typed back with shaky fingers, voice still thick and submissive even in text.




“Thank you, Mommy… I made such a big, messy load in my panties for you. I love being your pantie princess… your weak little sissy cum thirsty girl. I wish I had Travis’s cum to gag on while I did it. Please find a bull who can fill more panties for me to ruin myself with…”




He hit send, then added one more message, heart pounding.




“I’m still wearing them. They’re so wet and sticky. Do you want another video of me pressing the vibrator against the mess?”




The reply came almost instantly—a single heart emoji followed by those same flushed, drooling faces and praying hands.




Dillon smiled weakly, already reaching for the vibrator again. His clit gave another helpless little throb inside the cum-soaked lace.




He was far from finished tonight.




And somewhere across town, Jess was probably already texting Travis, arranging the next pair of panties that would end up vacuum-sealed and delivered straight to her sissy husband’s eager, humiliated mouth.


One Last Job

Jess stood at the edge of the bed in nothing but a tight black tank top that barely contained her full tits, her bare pussy already glistening from the thrill of what she was about to do. Dillon lay naked on the sheets, his cock half-hard with nervous anticipation. She tossed a matching set of her lingerie at him — delicate pink lace panties with a little white bow on the front and a push-up bra that was clearly made for her curves, not his flat chest.




“Put them on, sissy,” she ordered, voice dripping with contempt. “Every inch of you is going to smell like me tonight.”




He obeyed, cheeks burning. The panties were tight; the soft lace stretched obscenely over his growing erection, the front pouch barely containing him. The bra straps dug into his shoulders as she fastened it behind his back, stuffing the empty cups with a couple of her rolled-up socks so he had pathetic little “tits.” She stepped back and laughed.




“Look at you. My husband in my bra and panties. You look ridiculous. A flat-chested little sissy pretending to be a girl.”




She shoved him onto his back and climbed on top, straddling his waist. Silk scarves appeared from the nightstand. She tied his wrists tight to the headboard, arms spread wide, then yanked his legs apart and secured his ankles to the footboard. He was completely helpless, spread-eagle, dressed like her slutty little doll.




Jess reached under her tank top, hooked her thumbs into the black panties she was still wearing, and slowly peeled them down her thighs. They were soaked — a dark, shiny wet patch right in the crotch from how turned on she was at the sight of him. She held them up so he could see the glistening fabric, then climbed higher until her bare pussy was inches from his face.




“Open your fucking mouth.”




She crammed the wet panties between his lips, pushing the damp crotch right onto his tongue so he had no choice but to taste her. The musky, sweet flavor of her pussy flooded his mouth. She tied another scarf around his head to keep the gag in place, then sat back on her heels between his spread thighs, admiring her work.




“Perfect. My dirty panties stuffed in my sissy’s mouth while he’s wearing my other pair. Now let’s see how wet we can get these pretty pink ones too.”




She grabbed her thick wand vibrator, clicked it on, and pressed the buzzing head firmly against the front of the panties — right over the straining outline of his cock. The vibrations hit him instantly. His hips jerked hard against the restraints. A high, muffled whine escaped around the gag.




Jess smirked. “There it is. That pathetic little clitty is already twitching.” She circled the vibrator slowly, pressing harder when it hit the sensitive spot just under the head. “Look at that wet spot spreading, sissy. You’re leaking into my panties like a desperate little girl. Is that what you are? A horny little girl who soaks her panties when Mommy vibrates her clitty?”




She turned the intensity up. The buzzing grew louder, more insistent. Dillon’s cock throbbed visibly through the lace, a dark patch of precum blooming right at the tip. Every time he tried to thrust up for more friction, Jess pulled the vibrator away, laughing at his muffled, frustrated groans.




“Aww, poor baby. Getting so close already? That’s because you’re a sissy. Real men don’t leak into panties and moan like bitches when a vibrator touches them. But you? You’re soaking through the lace like your pussy’s getting wet. Look at it — that little dark spot is getting bigger and bigger. Such a messy girl.”




She kept him on the edge for long minutes, alternating between hard pressure and feather-light teasing, until his whole body was trembling and the front of the pink panties was visibly damp. Only then did she set the vibrator aside.




“Time to free that worthless little cock,” she said sweetly.

She hooked her fingers into the waistband of the panties and yanked them down roughly, tucking the lace under his balls so his cock sprang free — small, pink, and twitching pathetically in the cool air. Jess stared at it for a second, then burst out laughing.




“Oh my fucking god. Look at that pathetic little pencil dick.” She flicked the head with one finger, making it bob. “It’s so small and thin. I can’t believe I ever let this sad little thing inside me. Never again, cuck. Do you hear me? 




This useless pencil dick is never going in my pussy again. I don’t want it. I don’t want you. You don’t deserve my pussy. You don’t deserve to feel how tight and wet I get for real men.”




She wrapped her hand around his exposed cock — and her fingers easily overlapped. She gave it a slow, mocking stroke, barely using any pressure.




“See? I can jerk you off with just two fingers and it still feels like nothing. Real cocks need my whole hand… sometimes both. Yours? It’s like stroking a fucking pencil. Pathetic.”




She spat directly onto the head, letting the saliva run down his shaft, then started a slow, deliberate handjob — twisting her wrist on every upstroke, thumb rubbing cruelly over the frenulum. Her other hand reached up and pinched his nipple hard through the padded bra.




“You’re never fucking me again,” she repeated, voice low and vicious. “Never feeling my pussy squeeze around this tiny dick. Never hearing me moan for you. From now on, this is your sex life — tied up in my bra and panties, gagged with my wet cunt, getting vibrated like a girl until you soak yourself, then jerked off while I laugh at how small and useless you are.”




Her strokes sped up, becoming rougher, almost punishing. Precum leaked steadily from the tip, making wet, obscene sounds as her fist pumped him.




“Look at you throbbing in my hand. You love this, don’t you? Being told you’ll never be inside me again. Being reminded what a worthless little cuck you are. Your balls are so tight and full… too bad they’re useless now. No one wants your cum. Especially not me.”




Dillon’s whole body went rigid. His muffled cries grew louder around the panty gag. Jess felt his cock swell in her grip and immediately slowed her strokes to a torturously slow pace, ruining the orgasm.




“That’s it, sissy. Cum for me. Cum while I tell you how pathetic your pencil dick is.”




He spurted weakly — thin, pathetic ropes that barely cleared his stomach, most of it just oozing over her fingers. Jess kept stroking through it, milking every drop while he thrashed and sobbed into the gag, overstimulating his sensitive cock until he was shaking.




When the last weak pulse faded, she let go and wiped her cum-covered hand across his stomach.




“Look at the mess you made in my panties and all over yourself. Disgusting.” She leaned down until her face was inches from his, eyes cold and mocking. “Remember this feeling, Dillon. This is all you get from now on. Denial, humiliation, and my hand laughing at your tiny little pencil dick. You will never be inside me again. You don’t deserve me. You never did.”




Jess let his spent, softening cock slip from her fingers, a cruel smile playing on her lips as she surveyed the weak, sticky mess he’d made across his stomach and the pink lace panties still bunched under his balls. His chest heaved, muffled whimpers still leaking around the soaked panties stuffed in his mouth. She dipped two fingers into the pearly pool of his cum, scooping up a thick glob of it, and held it up so he could see it glistening on her fingertips.




“Look at this pathetic load, sissy,” she taunted, her voice sweet and venomous. “So thin and watery. Just like everything else about you. Real men shoot thick ropes that could actually fill a woman up. Yours? It’s barely worth calling cum.”




She reached up and untied the scarf holding the gag in place, then slowly pulled her wet panties from his mouth. Strings of her juices and his saliva connected them to his lips as he gasped for air. Before he could speak, she shoved her cum-covered fingers deep into his mouth, forcing him to taste his own pathetic orgasm mixed with the lingering flavor of her pussy.




“Eat it,” she commanded, twisting her fingers against his tongue. “Swallow every drop, cuck. This is the only place your worthless cum is ever going from now on — straight into your own sissy mouth. Nowhere near my pussy. Never again. You don’t get to mark me, you don’t get to leak inside me, you don’t even get to look at my pussy while you cum. This is it for you.”




Dillon’s eyes watered as she scooped up more of his load, smearing it across his lips and pushing it in, making sure he licked her fingers clean like an obedient little bitch. She laughed softly, watching him choke it down.




“Good girl. Swallow your own cum like the denied little cum-eater you are. That’s all you’re good for now — eating your pathetic loads while I go get fucked by men who actually deserve this pussy. Your pencil dick stays locked away or humiliated in my panties. Your cum? Only in your belly. Maybe I’ll make you lick the rest off the sheets later if you’re lucky.”




She gathered the final streaks from his stomach and fed them to him one humiliating fingerful at a time, all while continuing the verbal barrage: “Never inside me again. Never on me. Never even close. This is your new normal, Dillon — tied up in my lingerie, gagged with my dirty panties, milked dry, and forced to eat every drop while I remind you how little you matter.”




When she was satisfied he’d swallowed it all, she shoved her still-damp panties back into his mouth for good measure and retied the gag. She gave his spent cock a final, condescending pat.




“Stay there and think about how thoroughly owned you are, sissy. Mommy has better things to do.”




With that, Jess stood up, adjusted her tank top, and left him bound, sticky, degraded, and tasting his own cum — exactly where a pathetic cuck like him belonged.


Date Night

I had been messaging him for weeks—an undeniably handsome, muscular, and successful businessman who exuded confidence. He was drawn to my independence, intrigued by the control I held in my relationship, and eager to indulge in the kind of discreet, no-strings-attached pleasure that perfectly aligned with both of our desires.

He wanted to spoil me, to worship me, while I, in turn, gave him the kind of uninhibited passion he craved.

Before we met, he made it clear that discretion was paramount. He needed absolute certainty that you understood and accepted our arrangement. So, at his request, you wrote a note—your own words, asking him to take your wife out and fully enjoy her. To seal it, I took a picture: my hand, my wedding ring, holding the note beside your locked cock. A final confirmation that everything was exactly as it should be. No secrets. No drama. Just me, in control, embracing my pleasure exactly how I wanted.

I wore the red dress you picked for me—fitted, elegant, and daring in all the right ways. Underneath? Nothing. No bra, no panties, just as he had requested. The thought of it sent a delicious thrill through me, knowing that as I slipped into his car, he’d be fully aware of how exposed I was, how completely I had followed his instructions.

He arrived right on time, stepping out of his luxury car with that effortless confidence that had drawn me to him in the first place. He opened the door for me, his eyes dark with anticipation as they lingered on my curves. Good girl, he murmured just low enough for me to hear as I slid into the passenger seat.

Tonight, he was taking me somewhere special—a high-end restaurant that he knew I’d love, the kind of place you could never afford to take me. It was intentional. A reminder of the contrast between him and you, of what it meant to be pursued, desired, and spoiled by a man who understood my worth.

And as we drove, his hand resting possessively on my bare thigh, I smiled, knowing this was only the beginning of the night he had planned for me.

As we arrived at the restaurant, all eyes seemed to find me—just as I intended. I walked with confidence, knowing I looked stunning, knowing I was exactly where I wanted to be. He placed his hand on the small of my back as we entered, a silent display of possession, but I let him. Only because I allowed it.

The restaurant was exquisite, carefully chosen for me—an indulgence, a place where I could be worshipped properly. He pulled out my chair, waiting for me to sit first, his respect evident in every movement. I set the pace, dictated the flow. He didn’t order for me—I made my own choices, as always. He knew better than to assume control.

“I don’t drink,” I reminded him when the sommelier approached. He nodded, already aware, making sure my glass was filled with the finest sparkling water instead. He was attentive, eager to please. Exactly how I liked it.

Under the table, his fingers lightly brushed my bare thigh. Testing. I met his gaze, holding it until he understood—I decide how this night unfolds. He smirked, leaning back slightly, acknowledging the power in my stare.

I took my time, enjoying the luxury, the way he hung on my every word. He was enamored, captivated. And as the night went on, he understood one thing clearly—I wasn’t just his date. I was his desire, his indulgence, his reward. And I would take from him exactly what I wanted.

Dinner was exquisite, every bite savored, every glance between us charged with anticipation. He was hanging onto my every word, completely drawn in by the control I wielded so effortlessly. I let him admire me, let him feel lucky to be in my presence, but I dictated the pace. I decided when and how he got more.

As we finished, he leaned in, his voice smooth. “Ready to get out of here?”

I let the question hang in the air for a moment, sipping my sparkling water as I studied him. He wanted me to say yes. He was aching for it. But he knew better than to rush me.

Finally, I placed my napkin down, meeting his gaze. “Take care of the bill, then take me somewhere more private,” I instructed, my voice soft yet firm.

He nodded immediately, flagging the server without hesitation. He was used to being in control in his world, commanding respect and authority—but here, with me, he followed my lead.

As we left, his hand found my lower back again, but this time, I turned to him, stopping just outside the door.

He exhaled slowly, adjusting to the dynamic between us—one where his desire was something I controlled, not the other way around. I could see the tension in his body, the way he ached to close the space between us, to feel more of me. But I wasn’t going to give in that easily.

“Where are you taking me?” I asked, tilting my chin slightly, studying him.

“My place,” he answered without hesitation, his voice steady, but I could hear the hunger beneath it. He was holding back, waiting for my approval.

I let the moment stretch, making him sit in that uncertainty just long enough before finally stepping closer, my body just barely brushing his. “Good. Then let’s go.”

The drive was thick with anticipation. His grip on the wheel was tight, his focus split between the road and the thought of what was coming. I could feel the energy radiating off him, the restraint he was forcing himself to maintain.

I crossed my legs slowly, knowing he was stealing glances at my bare thighs. My dress had ridden up slightly, just enough to tease. I watched him fight the urge to reach for me.

“You’ve been very patient,” I mused, my tone playful yet laced with power.

His grip tightened. “You make it impossible to be anything else.”

I smirked. Good answer.

But patience had its limits. And soon, I’d decide when and how to break his.

“Pull over,” I commanded, my voice smooth but firm. He glanced at me, eyes dark with anticipation, before obeying without question. The car rolled to a stop in a secluded spot, the night wrapping around us like a secret. I leaned back, satisfied.

I knew my husband was at home, staring at his phone, tracking my location, aching to know what was happening. I wanted his mind to spin, to picture me in the arms of another man, surrendering to pleasure he could only imagine but never experience. Let him suffer.

The moment the car was in park, I turned to my date, gripping his collar and pulling him toward me. Our lips crashed together, hungry, heated. He groaned into my mouth, hands immediately exploring—tracing the curves of my body, gripping my thighs, sliding between them to feel the bare heat I had left exposed just for him.

I spread my legs slightly, just enough to let him feel how ready I was, how wet I had become from the power I held over both men tonight. He growled against my lips, fingers teasing, testing how much I would allow.

I pulled back just enough to catch my breath, looking into his eyes. “You want more?” I whispered, my fingers grazing down his chest.

His breath was ragged, his control slipping. “Yes.”

I smirked, gripping his wrist and stopping his hand just as he was about to take what he so desperately wanted.

“Not yet,” I murmured, leaning in, my lips brushing his ear. “You’ll take what I give you. When I’m ready.”

His frustration was delicious. My husband’s torment at home? Even better.

I owned both of them tonight.

I could feel the tension in the car, the air thick with desire. He was practically vibrating with anticipation, his breath ragged as I kept him on the edge, refusing to let him fully take what he wanted. His hands were desperate, now tracing the line of my dress, brushing against the bare skin beneath.

I let him touch me, just enough to tease, my thighs parting slightly more with every passing second, allowing him just enough to feel the heat building between us. My own body ached with the power I held over him—he was willing to do anything, to take any direction I gave him. But I wasn’t ready to surrender that power.

I let him lean in again, kissing me deeper this time, his tongue searching for more as he slid a hand between my legs, feeling the wetness, knowing how much I craved more. I pulled back just enough to meet his eyes, my fingers pressing gently into his chest.

“Do you have any idea how much I’m enjoying this?” I whispered, letting the weight of my words sink in. “How much power I have over you right now?”

He groaned, his hands shaking with the need to touch me, to claim me. But I kept him at bay, my control absolute.

“You’re mine tonight,” I continued, voice soft but commanding. “And I’ll decide when you get more. You don’t control me, remember?”

His body tensed, the frustration evident, but it was that frustration that fueled my desire even more. I slid my hand down, tracing the line of his jaw, enjoying how his chest rose and fell with every breath.

“You’re going to be patient, aren’t you?” I murmured, enjoying how much it tormented him.

His eyes darkened with need. “Yes.”

“Good,” I said, my voice low and filled with satisfaction. “Then you’ll wait. And you’ll enjoy the torment. Just like I will.”

And with that, I leaned in again, pulling him into another searing kiss.

I could feel his pulse quicken, the tension building with every second, but I wasn’t about to give him the release he so desperately wanted just yet. My hands slid down his chest, teasing and testing, just enough to drive him crazy without allowing him any real satisfaction.

His breath was shallow, ragged, his body so close to mine but still so far out of reach. I could see the battle in his eyes—the restraint, the need, the hunger—but I was in control. He was my toy, my indulgence, and I’d decide when he’d be allowed to go any further.

“Not yet,” I whispered, just before he tried to push my dress up further. I caught his wrist, stopping him. His frustration only made me smile.

“You wanted this,” I murmured, my voice laced with power. “You wanted to spoil me. But this is how it works.”

His lips parted, his breath a mix of desire and restraint, but I wasn’t finished yet. I slowly leaned forward, kissing him softly, my hands continuing their slow, teasing exploration of his body, never giving him enough to fully satisfy him. I could feel the way his muscles tightened under my touch, every inch of him desperate to claim more of me, but I wasn’t going to let him. Not yet.

I could feel the building pressure in the air, the control in my hands, and the way his entire body was practically shaking with the need to break.

I pulled back slightly, giving him a knowing look, the power of the situation settling into me like a sweet, heady rush. His need was written all over his face, but I wasn’t done with him yet.

“Take me to your house,” I said, my voice low and demanding, a subtle but firm command. He didn’t hesitate, nodding quickly before starting the car. The drive was short but tense, the silence between us thick with unspoken desires. I could feel the urgency in his movements, in the way he shifted in his seat, desperate to get me to his home.

When we arrived, I wasn’t disappointed. His house was every bit as impressive as I’d imagined—sleek, modern, the epitome of luxury. There was something about it that spoke of power, success, and control, and it only heightened the feeling that I was the one in charge tonight.

He opened the door for me, the anticipation thick in the air. I walked in first, letting the weight of the moment hit me. I could almost taste the power I had over him, over everything in this situation. But I wasn’t going to give in just yet.

The moment we stepped inside, his lips found mine again, urgent and hungry. His hands roamed, pulling me closer as if trying to devour me in one single movement. But I pulled back just enough to give him a smirk. Not yet.

“You want me?” I asked, my voice soft but commanding, testing him. He nodded, his chest rising with anticipation.

“Then show me how much,” I purred, my hands sliding down his chest, pushing him toward the bedroom. “Take me to your room.”

He obeyed, leading me through the house, every step thick with desire. As we entered the bedroom, I knew it was only a matter of time before he couldn’t hold back any longer. I could feel the tension rising, knowing my husband was at home, tracking my location, knowing exactly what was about to unfold. Let him watch. Let him feel it.

The door closed behind us, and in that moment, there was no holding back. He pulled me toward him again, his lips crashing against mine with an urgency I welcomed, his hands sliding up my body, taking control in the way he knew I needed.

He groaned, his hands tightening around my waist as if trying to hold himself back. I could feel how much he wanted me, how much he was willing to give to me. His desire was palpable, but tonight, I held all the cards.

I slowly pushed him back toward the bed, enjoying the way his body moved with mine. My fingers traced his jaw, drawing his gaze back to mine.

“You’re going to be patient,” I continued, my voice still laced with authority. “You’re going to prove to me just how far you’re willing to go to have me.”

He swallowed hard, nodding in agreement, but it was clear how badly he wanted to give in. It was delicious, the way his restraint slipped with every passing second.

I slid onto the edge of the bed, spreading my legs just enough for him to see. Teasing him, taunting him. As he admired my perfect pussy he would soon be enjoying, I stood up again.

I took a step back, watching his eyes follow me intently as I slowly reached behind and unzipped my dress. The sound of the zipper pulling apart seemed to echo in the quiet room, adding to the tension that had been building between us. His gaze never left me, and I could see the way his body stiffened, anticipating what was about to happen.

With a deliberate, slow movement, I let the dress fall, pooling around my feet, leaving me standing there in nothing but my heels. His breath caught, his eyes darkening with both admiration and hunger.

“You wanted to spoil me, didn’t you?” I asked, my voice low and teasing as I stepped closer, giving him a chance to fully appreciate the sight of me standing before him, completely exposed.

His lips parted, but he didn’t say a word. He didn’t have to. His eyes told me everything I needed to know—he was entranced, consumed by the sight of me. This was exactly what I wanted.

I moved slowly, my body swaying with each step I took toward him, letting him drink in every inch of my bare skin, every curve, every line. I could feel the power shift in the air, feel him growing more desperate for my approval, for my touch. But I wasn’t ready to give him that just yet.

I stopped in front of him, placing my hand on his shoulder, feeling the tension in his muscles as he fought to remain patient. “I am what you wanted, right?” I whispered, looking down at him from my height.

He nodded, his hands twitching at his sides, clearly desperate to move, to touch, to claim me. But I still held the power, and I knew it.

“This is your reward for being patient,” I murmured, my fingers tracing along his jaw, making sure he understood that this moment, this privilege, was mine to give.

He inhaled sharply, his body trembling with anticipation, but he didn’t move. I could feel the restraint in him, the way he was holding himself back, trying to obey, trying to prove he was worthy of what I was offering. It made me smile, knowing I had him exactly where I wanted him.

I slowly stepped back, keeping my eyes locked on his, and gave him a moment to fully take in the sight of me standing before him, completely exposed, yet still so in control. His hands twitched again, as if aching to reach for me, but I was in no hurry to let him.

“You’ve been so patient,” I said, my voice soft but filled with authority. “But that doesn’t mean I’m just going to give you everything you want whenever you want, does it?”

He swallowed hard, his voice hoarse as he responded, “No…no, you’re in control.”

“That’s right,” I purred, taking a step back toward him. I ran my fingers through his hair, guiding his gaze upward so he couldn’t look away. “You’re here to serve me. And right now, that means you’re going to wait.”

His chest heaved, the frustration and desire mixing in a way that made the air feel thick, charged with the tension we had both been building since I first stepped into his car. But I wasn’t done yet. I slowly circled him, like a predator toying with its prey, enjoying the way he flinched every time I got close, the way he held himself back from reaching for me.

I stopped in front of him, my fingers trailing lightly across his chest. “You’re going to take my commands. You’re going to obey. And you’re going to be rewarded when you’ve earned it.”

I paused, letting the weight of my words hang in the air. He was practically vibrating with need, his restraint slipping away bit by bit. But I wasn’t going to give him that release just yet.

I leaned forward, my lips brushing against his ear once more. “Do you want to touch me?” I whispered, my voice soft but filled with the kind of power that made his entire body stiffen with desire.

“Yes,” he groaned, barely able to get the word out.

“Then show me how badly you want it,” I said, my voice turning even more commanding. “Show me you’re worthy.”

And with that, I stepped back, waiting for him to prove it.

His body was on the verge of breaking, and I could see the raw hunger in his eyes. He was desperate to touch me, to have me, but I wasn’t going to make it that easy. I enjoyed the way his muscles tensed, his breath coming faster as I held him in this moment of pure anticipation.

“You want to touch me?” I asked again, taking a slow step closer, watching the tension in his body grow. His hands clenched into fists at his sides, the effort to hold back almost painful to watch.

“Yes,” he replied, voice strained, his throat tight with frustration. “I need to touch you.”

I raised an eyebrow, pretending to think about it, letting the tension build. “Need?” I echoed, taking another step forward. “It sounds like you want something from me.”

I could see how he was struggling, how badly he needed the release, the validation that he had earned it. But I wasn’t going to give him that satisfaction. Not yet.

I reached out, placing my fingers on his chest, tracing the lines of his body, but keeping the touch light, teasing. “You want to prove yourself?” I murmured.

He nodded eagerly, desperate to show me he could follow my commands, that he could be worthy of what I was offering.

“Then kneel,” I ordered softly, watching as his eyes flickered with a mixture of surprise and desire. But he didn’t hesitate. Without a word, he dropped to his knees in front of me, his hands trembling with the effort to remain still, his gaze never leaving mine.

The silence between us was charged, and I could see the torment on his face. He wanted more than anything to touch me, but he understood the rules—he had to earn it, and I was the one calling the shots.

I took another step back, savoring the way his eyes followed me, filled with desperation. “You’re going to prove yourself worthy of me,” I said softly, running my fingers through his hair as I bent down to his level. “And when you do, I’ll reward you.”

He looked up at me, his eyes full of need. “I’ll wait,” he said, voice rough. “I’ll do whatever you want.”

I circled him slowly, letting the power of the moment hang in the air. Every step I took was deliberate, a reminder that I was in complete control. My fingers brushed lightly over his shoulders, and I felt him shudder beneath my touch. But I didn’t give him what he wanted.

“You’ve been so good, haven’t you?” I said, running my fingers through his hair as I stepped behind him. His head tipped back slightly as if instinctively trying to give me more access, more of his submission.

“Yes,” he breathed, voice thick with desire. I smiled, enjoying the sound of his submission. “You’ll do what I tell you, when I tell you. Understand?”

“Understood,” he whispered, voice trembling with the effort to stay composed.

I stepped in front of him again, leaning down so my face was inches from his. “You’ve earned this moment,” I whispered softly, feeling the heat between us intensifying. “And now, you’ll show me how far you’ll go for me.”

I could feel the restraint in his body, the tension that was almost unbearable for him. It was exactly what I wanted—him fully aware of how much he was craving release, but fully at my mercy.

“Get up,” I commanded softly, my voice smooth and unyielding. As soon as he stood, I slowly walked toward the bed, my hips swaying with each step, feeling the control, the power surging through me.

“You’ll follow me,” I said, my voice low and commanding, “and you’ll do exactly as I say.”

The air in the room thickened as he reached for the waistband of his pants, his hands trembling with the need to obey, to prove that he was willing to give me everything I desired. I watched, my gaze fixed on him as he slowly unbuttoned his shirt, letting it fall to the floor. His chest was broad and muscular, his skin flushed with desire, but I wasn’t going to let him rush through this moment.

“Slowly,” I commanded, my voice sharp, making sure he understood the weight of what I was asking. He froze for a moment, his eyes locking onto mine, as if waiting for further instruction. I gave a small, satisfied smile. “I want to savor this.”

He nodded, the desire in his eyes clear as he slid his pants down, revealing his hard body beneath. I admired the way he moved with a mix of urgency and restraint, his every action a testament to how badly he wanted me, yet he was still holding back just enough, respecting the control I had over him.

Once he was completely undressed, standing there before me, fully exposed, I couldn’t help but appreciate the way his body reacted to my presence, to my control. His incredible girth stood at attention, waiting for my next command, his breathing shallow, his hands at his sides, clearly desperate for me to make the next move.

I walked slowly around him, taking in the view of his body—his toned muscles, the way his chest rose and fell with each breath, the way his eyes followed my every step.

“You’ve been good,” I said softly, but firmly, He didn’t hesitate, his gaze full of anticipation, and with that, I knew this moment was just as much about his submission as it was about my dominance. The power dynamic was clear, and it was all in my hands.

As I circled around him, the tension in the room became nearly unbearable, thick with the anticipation of what was about to unfold. I could feel his eyes following me every step of the way, each glance desperate, hungry, yet submissive, as though waiting for me to give him permission to move, to touch, to do anything.

I stopped behind him, letting the silence build before I spoke. “You’ve undressed for me. Now, you’ll show me how you worship me.” My voice was a soft command, filled with power, my every word dripping with control. His body visibly shuddered as if to say how much he longed to touch, but he held himself still, his hands clenched into fists at his sides.

“You want to prove you can handle all of me, don’t you?” I asked, stepping close enough that my breath lightly grazed the back of his neck. He inhaled deeply, his muscles tightening in response.

“Yes,” he murmured, his voice hoarse, filled with desperate need.

I let my fingers trail lightly down his back, just enough to tease, to make him aware of how close he was to the release he was craving, but I didn’t give him anything more. I could feel his breath hitch at the light touch, his body instinctively leaning into me, wanting more, but he didn’t move.

His body trembled in anticipation, and for a moment, I almost allowed him to take a step forward, to reach out for me. But I held him in place with a single look, my gaze unyielding.

“On the bed,” I finally commanded, my voice firm but inviting. I wanted him to move, to follow my command without hesitation, to prove he understood his place in this moment.

Without saying a word, he climbed onto the bed, his movements deliberate and slow, but the eagerness in his eyes was undeniable. I followed him, slowly straddling his waist, looking down at him with a small, satisfied smile.

“You’re mine, completely,” I murmured, my voice soft but commanding. I placed my hands on his chest, feeling the way his muscles reacted to my touch. “And now, we’re going to see just how much you’re willing to give me, how far you’re willing to go.”

I leaned forward, my lips brushing against his ear once again. “But remember, the moment you think you’re in control is the moment I’ll take everything back.”

And with that, I slid my body down against his, letting him feel the tension building, the power I held over every movement, every inch of his body. He was under my complete control.

I could feel the warmth of his skin, the way his muscles flexed beneath my touch. His presence, so strong and confident, had made me feel like the center of his world tonight. And now, I wanted to return that—to show him the same care, the same attention he had given me.

I started by brushing my lips lightly across his chest, feeling the solid, taut muscles beneath my fingertips. His skin was warm, and I kissed every inch of him with a reverence that matched the appreciation I felt for the way he had spoiled me. Each kiss was slow, deliberate, a quiet acknowledgment of everything he had done to make me feel special, desired.

My lips trailed down his body, kissing the edges of his defined abs, feeling the way his body responded to each touch. I moved with purpose, savoring every inch of him, letting him feel the gratitude in each kiss, each soft caress.

I could sense how much he appreciated the way I was touching him, his body reacting to the softness of my lips as I moved lower, but still I took my time. This moment wasn’t rushed; it was an offering, a way to return the favor for everything he had done for me.

The room felt intimate, the air thick with the electricity between us as I kissed him, my hands gently exploring the strong contours of his body. This was my way of saying thank you, of showing him just how much he meant to me—letting him know that he was just as important, just as desired. And in each kiss, I could feel the bond between us strengthening.

I slid off him, his frustrated groan sending a thrill through me as I lay back on the bed, pulling him on top of me. “Spoil me some more,” I teased, my voice dripping with invitation.

He obeyed, his lips finding my feet first, then trailing up my legs, leaving heat in their wake. My body burned hotter than ever, desire pouring off me in waves. He inhaled deeply, his breath shuddering—he could smell how ready I was, the scent of my arousal sweet and salty, fresh and intoxicating. His cock strained, pulsing, every inch of him aching with need.

When he reached the apex of my thighs, he grasped my legs and lifted them, draping them over his shoulders. For a moment, he just breathed me in, his nose hovering just above my swollen clit, teasing me with anticipation. Then, finally, his tongue extended, soft and flat, dragging lazily up my slick folds. My breath caught as his tongue pressed into me, exploring, feeling the way my body responded beneath him.

“Oh my god,” I moaned, and he did it again—slow, deliberate, each pass of his tongue slightly firmer than the last.

“Please,” I whimpered. He couldn’t see me clearly in the dim glow of the room, but he could see enough—my wetness glistening, lips parted, my clit peeking out, swollen and needy. The sight of me made his cock throb, his hunger deepening.

He kissed the base of my pussy, lips on lips, then flicked his tongue to lap at the wetness pooling there. He could drink me—there was so much of it. He knew I tasted just as I smelled—sweet and fresh, like salted caramel, something he never could have imagined, something he never wanted to stop tasting.

With the same agonizing slowness, he kissed his way up again, his tongue parting my folds, tracing the shape of me, savoring every slick inch. Above him, I gasped and whimpered, my hands tangling in his hair, pressing him down, needing more.

His tongue found my clit, teasing it with the lightest nudge. My body jolted, a moan breaking from my throat. He smirked against me and flicked his tongue up again, sending another shudder through me. He kissed me there, soft and reverent, as I rocked my hips against him, grinding, needy.

His hand slid up my stomach, resting just above my mound. With the gentlest pressure, he pulled up, stretching me open, exposing me fully to him. My lips tightened, my clit bared and throbbing. He traced slow, teasing circles around it with his tongue, letting his spit mix with my arousal, adding to the slick, messy heat.

“Put your fingers inside me,” I pleaded, my voice breathless, trembling.

He groaned, obeying, his fingers finding my entrance, tracing my wetness, teasing me, feeling how I clenched at the slightest touch. I moaned, pushing my hips forward, and he slipped inside—one finger, then two, filling me, stretching me.

His lips wrapped around my clit again, sucking softly as his fingers curled, pressing against that spot deep inside me. My back arched, my hips jerking to meet him.

“Oh my fucking god,” I gasped. “What are you doing to me?”

He didn’t answer—he just kept working me, his fingers pressing, stroking, while his tongue circled and flicked, an intoxicating rhythm that had me unraveling.

And then—bliss. My orgasm tore through me, sudden, violent, overwhelming. My thighs clamped around his head, my hands shoving him deeper as I cried out, trembling, gasping, lost in it. He didn’t stop, didn’t let up, his tongue relentless, his fingers coaxing out every last wave of pleasure until I couldn’t take anymore.

I pushed him away, breathless, my knees drawing up as my body shook with the aftershocks.

“Fucking… oh my fuck.”

He pulled back, his face glistening, the air suddenly cool against his wet skin. He looked up at me, his eyes dark with need. Still trembling, I reached down, spreading myself open for him, showing him how soaked I was, how desperate I still was.

“You need to be inside me. Now.”

His cock twitched, harder than he’d ever been, pre-cum already spilling from the tip. I knew if I touched him, he’d be on the edge.

“I don’t know how long I’ll last,” he admitted, voice hoarse with restraint. “That was so fucking hot.”

“I don’t fucking care.”

I grabbed him, wrapped my fingers around his thick, throbbing shaft. He groaned, his whole body tensing as I guided him to my entrance, dragging his tip along my soaked folds. And then, with one slow push, he was inside me, and we both lost all sense of the world, lost in nothing but pure, overwhelming pleasure.

“You can come inside me,” I whispered.

His eyes locked onto mine, a flash of something primal passing between us, that same electric jolt from earlier in the night. That was all it took. His body tensed, then shuddered, and he came hard, gasping, growling, filling me completely as he lost himself in me.

He collapsed beside me, breath ragged, arm pulling me in close. The heat between us still simmered, bodies tangled, pulses still racing.

And I wasn’t sure I’d ever had anything as good as this.

I wanted to stay in the arms of a real man, to let the night stretch on forever, but another part of me ached to return home—to you. It was almost 2 a.m., and I knew you were watching, tracking my phone, tormenting yourself with how long I’d been in his bed.

Slowly, I slid out from beneath the covers, dressing in the quiet darkness. Before we left his house I promised him a second date. The truth? I’d give him as many as he wanted.

On the drive home, his hand rested high on my bare thigh, warm and possessive. I squirmed beneath his touch, teasing him, whispering filthy little confessions, knowing exactly what I was doing. I was still soaked with him, slick and sinful, and it made me feel deliciously wicked.

When we pulled into the driveway, I turned to him, kissing him deeply in the front seat, knowing—hoping—you might be watching from the window.

I needed more of him. And I always get what I want.

The moment I stepped inside, I didn’t hesitate. I pushed you onto the bed and climbed onto your face, my thighs tight around you, my body still dripping with him, my lips swollen, slick and sensitive.

“How does he taste?” I murmured, my voice a slow, seductive taunt.

And as I rode your tongue, I told you everything—every agonizing, filthy detail of the night I’d just had. Every touch, every moan, every time he made me fall apart. I lost count of how many times I came again, writhing above you as you licked me clean, your mouth worshiping every last trace of him.

Finally, spent and satisfied, I collapsed beside you, my body exhausted, my mind blissfully empty. And as your arms wrapped around me, pulling me close, I drifted into sleep—completely, utterly satisfied.


Exposed and Free

For months, Jess had been relentlessly teasing Dillon about the possibility of public exposure. It started innocently enough—at least for her. Late at night, after she’d made him slip into one of her softest pairs of panties, she’d trace her fingers along the delicate lace hugging his hips and whisper, “Imagine if I showed everyone how you look right now. My big, strong husband reduced to a panty-wearing sissy with the tiniest little pencil dick. What would your friends say? What would Rob say if he saw you like this?”

Dillon would always flush deep red, his small cock twitching helplessly inside the feminine fabric, leaking pre-cum into the gusset as shame and arousal warred inside him. Jess loved pushing him further. She’d make him pose for private photos: on his knees in nothing but panties, sucking on her strap-on or the thick, realistic dildo she’d bought specifically for his “training.” She’d film him jerking his pathetic little dick into a shot glass, then force him to swallow every drop while she described in vivid detail how she might one day post those videos and pictures to her Snapchat story for all their mutual friends, family acquaintances, and especially Rob—the tall, confident bull she’d been flirting with on the side—to see.

The teasing grew more intense with every session. She’d edge him for hours, denying him release until he was begging, then make him eat his own cum while she laughed softly. “You’re such a good little cum eater, Dillon. One of these days, I won’t keep this secret anymore. The whole world will know what a panty-wearing sissy slut you really are.”

Last night, everything changed.

Jess had him exactly where she wanted him: kneeling on the cool tile floor of their bathroom, completely naked except for the tiny pink panties with the white lace trim that barely contained his soft belly and small package. The mirror behind him showed every humiliating detail—his short brown hair slightly messy, his light beard framing a face flushed with embarrassment, the scorpion tattoo on his chest, the intricate ink running down both arms. In his hands, he gripped the large, hyper-realistic dildo—thick, veiny, skin-toned, with a heavy set of balls at the base. It stretched his lips wide as he bobbed his head on it, drool running down his chin and dripping onto his chest.

Jess stood over him in a short silk robe, phone recording everything. She ran her fingers through his hair, tugging gently.

“Look at yourself in the mirror, baby. Look at what a desperate sissy cum thirsty slut you are. Mouth full of cock, wearing my pretty pink panties, that little pencil dick of yours leaking all over them. If I posted this picture right now, your life would never be the same.”

Dillon moaned around the thick shaft, his eyes watering but locked on his reflection. His small cock was rock hard inside the panties, straining the front, the wet spot growing bigger by the second. Every word from Jess sent another throb through him.

She pulled the dildo out of his mouth with a wet pop, strings of spit connecting his lips to the glistening head.

“Say it,” she commanded, voice husky with arousal. “Tell me you want me to expose you. Tell me you want to be ruined.”

Dillon gasped for air, his voice raw and trembling with need. “I… I want it, Jess. Please. Expose me. Post the pictures. Let everyone see I’m your panty-wearing sissy cum eater with a little pencil dick. I can’t hide it anymore. Ruin me. I want to be free.”

She made him repeat it—louder, clearer, looking straight into the camera each time. She had him describe exactly what he was: a secret sissy who loved wearing her panties, who craved cum, whose tiny cock could never satisfy her. By the third repetition, he was practically sobbing with desperate arousal.

Jess smiled triumphantly, her own pussy soaking wet. She leaned down and kissed him deeply, tasting the silicone and his submission. “Good boy. Tomorrow is the day. Get some rest—you’re going to need it.”

The next morning, the air between them crackled with tension. Jess kissed him goodbye at the door, her hand slipping down to squeeze the front of his pants where the pink panties still sat underneath his work clothes.

“Today’s the day, my little sissy. By tonight, everyone will know. You’re going to be exposed, ruined… and finally free to be exactly who you are for me.”

Dillon drove to work in a haze. Every bump in the road made the lace panties rub against his sensitive skin and his constantly leaking little dick. He couldn’t stop imagining it—friends opening Snapchat, seeing him like that, the whispers, the texts, the permanent shift in how people saw him. His heart raced with terror, but his cock stayed half-hard the entire commute.

Meanwhile, Jess lounged at home, savoring her power. She spent nearly an hour going through the private folder of photos and videos she’d collected of Dillon’s submission. She finally settled on the perfect one from last night: the mirror selfie where Dillon was shirtless, one hand holding his phone to capture the shot, the other gripping the base of the massive dildo buried between his stretched lips. His eyes were wide with a intoxicating mix of shame, lust, and surrender. The pink panties with their white lace trim sat low on his hips, framing his soft belly and the obvious small bulge of his pencil dick. His tattoos were prominently displayed—the detailed scorpion on his chest, the sleeves of ink on his arms. It was raw, undeniable, and utterly humiliating.

She opened Snapchat on her phone, her fingers trembling slightly with excitement. She uploaded the photo and began adding text overlays in bold white letters with sharp black outlines for maximum visibility.

First, across his chest: What a sissy cum thirsty slut

Then, positioned right above the pink panties: He needs to watch a real man fuck his gf

She stared at it for a long moment, heart pounding, pussy aching. This was it. No turning back. She selected her audience—her full friends list, including dozens of mutual acquaintances, coworkers from Dillon’s circle, and especially Rob. Then she hit Post. The story went live.

Immediately after, she opened a private chat with Rob and sent him the full photo.

Guess who’s seeing it 😉

Rob’s response was almost instantaneous: Holy shit, Jess. That’s really Dillon? In pink panties sucking dick? Fuck, you actually went through with it.

Jess grinned, typing back quickly. He begged me for it last night. Got on his knees and gave me explicit permission to ruin him. He’s a panty-wearing sissy cum eater with the smallest little pencil dick you’ve ever seen. Everyone on my story can see it now.

Damn, Rob replied. I’m rock hard. I always figured he was submissive but this… I want in. Let me fuck you in front of him. Make him watch a real man take what he can’t.

That’s the plan, Jess sent back, biting her lip. This weekend. He’ll be in the corner in those same panties, caged if I feel like it, cleaning up every drop afterward.

Dillon was sitting at his desk when the notification hit: Jess added to her Story.

His stomach plummeted. Hands shaking, he excused himself to the bathroom, locked the stall, and opened it.

There he was. Larger than life on his phone screen. The mirror selfie, the dildo stretching his mouth, the pink panties hugging his body, every embarrassing detail crystal clear. The captions screamed his secrets for anyone who tapped the story. He stared, frozen, as his little pencil dick surged to full hardness in the panties, throbbing painfully, leaking profusely into the lace.

He could barely breathe. His face burned. He imagined specific people seeing it—his buddy from the gym, a coworker he grabbed beers with, old friends from high school who followed Jess. The humiliation washed over him in waves, but underneath it was an electric thrill he couldn’t deny. His cock pulsed with every heartbeat.

Comments started pouring in almost immediately.

“OMG Jess is that Dillon?? I can’t believe it 😂😂”

“Bro went full sissy mode. Those panties look better on him than they would on most girls.”

“Always knew something was off with him. Tiny dick energy for sure.”

“Hot as hell. Jess, you’re a queen for this. Make him suck more.”

“Rob, you seeing this? Time to step up 😂”

Some were shocked and judgmental. Others were laughing. A few—mostly women Jess knew—were curiously turned on, asking for more details. Dillon read them all in the stall, one hand pressed against the front of his pants to hide the obvious tent, his breathing ragged.

He texted Jess frantically.

You really did it. It’s everywhere. I’m at work and people I know are seeing me like that. I’m fucking ruined.

Jess replied right away, clearly enjoying every second.

Yes you are, my perfect little sissy. Ruined in the best way. I can see the comments flooding in. They all know now what a desperate panty slut you are. How wet is that little pencil dick making those panties?

Soaking, he admitted. I had to hide in the bathroom. I’m so hard it hurts but I can’t stop looking at it. Everyone knows.

Good boy. Keep it locked up until you get home. I want you desperate.

The rest of his workday dragged in a surreal blur. Every notification made him jump. He caught colleagues glancing at their phones with strange expressions. By the time he left the office, his panties were drenched, his mind a whirlwind of panic, shame, arousal, and an unexpected sense of liberation.

When Dillon finally walked through the front door that evening, Jess was waiting in the living room wearing nothing but a sheer black lingerie set that left little to the imagination. Her nipples were hard, her thighs glistening with arousal.

“Strip,” she commanded softly. “Panties stay on.”

He obeyed, revealing the soaked pink lace. His small cock was visibly straining, the front dark with pre-cum.

Jess made him kneel in the center of the room and pull up her Snapchat story again. For the next twenty minutes, she sat on the couch with her legs spread, slowly fingering herself while Dillon read every single comment out loud. He described the laughter, the shock, the crude invitations, the way people were now forever changed in how they saw him. With every word, Jess grew wetter, moaning encouragement.

When he finished, she stood and pulled him to the couch. She straddled his face first, grinding her soaked pussy against his mouth while she scrolled through more reactions on her phone.

“You’re mine now,” she gasped as he licked her eagerly. “No secrets. No pretending to be a normal husband. You’re my exposed sissy cum eater. Everyone knows you can’t satisfy me with that little pencil dick.”

She rode his face to her first orgasm, flooding his mouth with her juices. Then she flipped around, impaling herself on his face again while she reached back and stroked his tiny, desperate cock through the panties—barely using two fingers, teasing him mercilessly.

“Rob is coming over this weekend,” she purred between moans. “He’s going to fuck me right here while you watch from the corner. You’ll be wearing these exact panties, maybe locked in your cage. You’ll see what a real man’s cock looks like stretching me, filling me. And when he cums deep inside me, you’ll crawl over and eat every single drop like the good little cum eater you are.”

The words pushed Dillon over the edge. He came hard into the panties with a broken whimper—weak, ruined spurts that soaked the lace completely. Jess milked him through it, then pulled the front of the panties down and scooped up every drop of his cum with her fingers.

She fed it to him slowly, making him suck and lick her fingers clean while staring into his eyes.

“Swallow it all, baby. This is your new reality.”

Dillon did, tears of overwhelming emotion streaming down his face—shame, relief, love, and raw submission all mixed together.

When he’d finished, Jess pulled him into her arms on the couch, stroking his hair tenderly.

“You’re ruined,” she whispered. “Your reputation, your image—gone in the eyes of so many people. But look at you. You’re finally free. Free to be my panty-wearing sissy full-time at home. Free to stop pretending. Free to serve me completely, to watch me get fucked by real men like Rob, to eat cum and wear lace whenever I want. This is who you’ve always been. And I love you even more for it.”

Dillon buried his face against her chest, breathing in her scent, his body still trembling. The weight he’d carried for years—the fear of being discovered—had been lifted in the most brutal, public way possible. It hurt. It was terrifying. But the freedom that came with it was intoxicating.

He was exposed.

He was ruined.

And for the first time, he felt completely, perfectly free.
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