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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



Becoming Her

The soft glow of the bedside lamp cast warm shadows across the bedroom as Elena stood before her husband, Mark, her fingers tracing lazy circles on his chest. She had been thinking about this for months—fantasizing about it, really—watching the way he blushed when she teased him about how smooth and pretty his skin could look. Tonight, she was done waiting. “Baby,” she purred, her voice a velvet mix of affection and mischief, “I’ve decided something. You’re going to let me make you my pretty little girl tonight. No arguments. Just trust me… and get ready to feel how good it is to surrender.”




Mark’s eyes widened, a flush creeping up his neck, but the growing bulge in his boxers betrayed his secret thrill. Elena smiled knowingly, cupping his cheek. “Look at you, already getting excited. Such a naughty boy who secretly wants to wear panties for his wife. How cute.”




She led him to the bathroom, her hand firm on his lower back. The air was thick with the scent of her favorite lavender body wash. “First things first, princess. That silly boy hair has to go.” Elena made him strip completely, circling him slowly like a predator admiring her prey. “Mmm, look at that pathetic little cock twitching already. You like when I call you princess, don’t you?” She giggled, the sound light and loving, but laced with playful cruelty.

She lathered his legs with shaving cream, her hands gliding sensually over his thighs as the razor whispered across his skin. Stroke after stroke, she denuded him, revealing soft, pale flesh beneath. “Feel how smooth? Girls don’t have ugly prickly legs, do they? You’re going to love how silk feels against this.” Mark shivered as she worked upward, carefully shaving around his cock and balls, her fingers occasionally brushing his sensitive skin just enough to tease. “Hold still, sissy. Wouldn’t want to nick my pretty girl’s delicate parts.” The humiliation burned in his cheeks, but his erection throbbed harder with every mocking word. She finished with his chest and underarms, then stepped back to admire her work. 




“There. My smooth little doll. Kiss me for doing such a good job.”




He did, desperately, and she laughed into his mouth. “Eager, aren’t we?”




Back in the bedroom, Elena opened her lingerie drawer and pulled out a pair of delicate pink panties—lace-trimmed, sheer in the front, with a tiny bow at the waistband. They were hers, slightly stretched from wear, but perfect for this. “These are for you, baby. Real girls’ panties. Step in.” She held them open at his feet, forcing him to lift one leg, then the other, like dressing a child. 




As she slid them up his freshly shaved thighs, the fabric whispered against his skin, cupping his balls and straining against his hard cock. The lace scratched deliciously, and the front pouch barely contained him, the outline obscene and feminine all at once.




“Oh my god,” Elena cooed, stepping back to admire. She clapped a hand over her mouth in mock surprise. “Look at that! Your little clitty is making such a big, embarrassing tent in my pretty panties. Does it feel good, princess? All trapped and girly?” She reached down and traced the bulge with one fingernail, making him gasp. “I bet it does. Boys don’t wear lace like this. Only sissies do. My sissy.”




Mark groaned, hips twitching involuntarily. The combination of the smooth shave and the tight, silky confines was overwhelming—vulnerable, exposed, yet cradled in soft femininity.




Elena wasn’t done. She fetched a matching pink bra, padding the cups with soft inserts from her drawer. “Arms up, sweetie.” She fastened it around his chest, adjusting the straps with tender care while whispering humiliations. “Aww, your flat boy chest needs these little boobies. Doesn’t it feel better? So much cuter.” She stepped behind him, pressing her breasts against his back as she adjusted everything, her hands roaming. One slipped into the panties to stroke him slowly, teasing the head through the lace. “You’re leaking already. Such a wet, desperate girl for me.”




She added thigh-high stockings, rolling them up his smooth legs with kisses trailing behind. A short, frilly babydoll nightie followed, the hem barely covering the panties. Makeup came next: Elena sat him at her vanity, applying blush, mascara, and glossy pink lipstick while narrating every step. “Pout for me, sissy. That’s it—big, pretty lips for cock… or maybe just for your wife’s teasing.” She mocked his reflection lovingly. “Look at yourself. Not a man anymore. Just my pretty plaything. Doesn’t it make your clitty ache?”




Mark was trembling with need, the humiliation fueling a deep, submissive arousal. Elena pushed him gently onto the bed, straddling his face. “Now, princess, show Mommy how grateful you are. Lick me while you feel how feminine you are.” As he obeyed, tongue working eagerly beneath the nightie, she ground against him, moaning praises mixed with taunts. “Good girl… such a talented little pussy-licker in her panties. I think we’ll do this every weekend. Maybe take you shopping for more outfits. Would you like that? Parading my sissy husband around the house in heels?”




She rode his face to her first orgasm, then slid down, freeing his straining cock from the panties just enough to mount him. The lace still framed everything as she sank onto him, tight and wet. “Feel that? My real woman’s pussy owning your sissy cock.” She rocked slowly, deliberately, pinching his padded “breasts” and whispering, “Cum for me, baby girl. Make a mess in those pretty panties like the slut you are.”




Mark shattered soon after, spilling into the lace with a humiliated, ecstatic cry. Elena kissed him deeply afterward, stroking his smooth skin. “My perfect wife-in-training. I love you like this… and we’re only getting started.”




She held him close as they caught their breath, the panties now sticky and warm against him—a constant, teasing reminder of her loving control.




Elena kissed Mark’s flushed, lipstick-smeared cheek, her fingers idly tracing the lace edge of his cum-soaked panties. His spent cock was still half-hard inside the sticky fabric, twitching faintly against the mess he’d made. She shifted above him, her thighs still straddling his chest, and looked down with that wicked, affectionate smile.




“Mmm, look what a naughty girl you are,” she murmured, scooping a bit of his cum from the front of the panties with her fingertip and holding it to his glossy lips. “You made such a big creamy mess in your pretty panties for Mommy. But good girls don’t waste it. Clean it up properly.”




Mark’s eyes widened, a fresh wave of humiliated heat flooding his face. “Elena… I—”




“Shh, princess,” she cooed, pressing the finger past his lips. The salty, thick taste of his own load coated his tongue. “Suck. That’s it. Taste how girly you are now.” She watched him intently, her free hand stroking his smooth, shaved thigh. “Doesn’t it taste better when it’s because your wife turned you into her little sissy?”




He obeyed, sucking obediently as she fed him more from her fingers, the loving humiliation making his cock stir again inside the ruined lace. Elena noticed immediately. Her eyes sparkled with delight.




“Oh my god, baby,” she laughed softly, reaching down to squeeze the growing bulge through the panties. “You’re getting hard again already? Just from tasting your own cum? What a pathetic, eager little slut you are.” She ground her soaked pussy against his belly, letting him feel how wet she still was—mixed with his load. “My smooth, panty-wearing princess can’t help herself. One little taste and that tiny clitty is perking right back up like a desperate girl in heat.”




She slid higher, positioning herself over his face once more. Her pussy hovered inches above his mouth, glistening with their combined juices. “Time to clean Mommy properly. Every drop. Push your tongue in deep and eat your cum out of my pussy like the good little creampie eater you are.” Her voice was sweet but commanding, laced with teasing mockery. “This is what sissies do after they make a mess. They lick it all up so they can stay pretty and clean for their wives.”




Mark hesitated only a second before she lowered herself onto his mouth. The warm, slick mix of her arousal and his thick cum flooded his senses—salty, musky, intimately filthy. He licked and sucked eagerly, driven by her soft moans and the way her fingers tangled in his hair, guiding him.




“Fuuuck, yes… just like that, princess,” Elena gasped, rocking her hips slowly. “Deeper. Get your tongue all the way in there. You’re tasting what a real woman’s pussy does to a sissy cock. Mmm, I can feel you swallowing it down. Does it make you ashamed? Or does it just make you harder?”




She reached back and freed his cock from the panties again, stroking it lazily with her fingers as he devoured her. Sure enough, he was fully erect once more, throbbing shamefully in her grip. “There it is! Look at this silly little thing twitching and leaking all over my hand. Eating your own cum out of my creampie has you so excited you can’t even stay soft. What kind of man gets rock hard from this, hmm? Oh wait… you’re not a man tonight, are you? Just my pretty, cum-hungry girl.”




Her teasing words only made him lick faster, the humiliation burning deliciously through him. Elena’s breathing grew ragged as another orgasm built. She rode his face more firmly, smearing their mess across his cheeks and nose.




“That’s my good girl… swallow it all. Every last drop of your sissy load. And don’t you dare stop until Mommy cums again.” She squeezed his cock tighter, edging him cruelly. “Maybe if you’re very good, I’ll let you make another mess in those panties later. But only after you’ve proven what a perfect, obedient creampie-cleaning wife you can be.”




Mark moaned into her pussy, lost in the overwhelming blend of shame, love, and raw arousal as he obeyed completely. Elena’s loving laughter filled the room, promising even more delicious torment to come.




Elena shuddered through her second orgasm, grinding down hard on Mark’s eager tongue as she flooded his mouth with fresh wetness mixed with the last traces of his cum. She rode out the waves of pleasure, her thighs trembling around his feminized face, before finally lifting herself off with a satisfied sigh.




“Good girl,” she whispered tenderly, leaning down to kiss his slick, cum-and-pussy-stained lips. She tasted herself on him and smiled against his mouth. “You cleaned Mommy so well. Every drop… like the perfect little sissy wife you were meant to be.”




Mark lay there panting, his face flushed and shining, lips swollen from service. His cock was painfully hard again, straining desperately against the sticky, cum-soaked pink panties that barely contained him. The lace was ruined, clinging obscenely to his shaved skin, while the padded bra and babydoll nightie completed his humiliating, pretty ensemble. Elena noticed his erection immediately and let out a soft, mocking giggle.




“Aww, still so hard for me, princess? Even after swallowing your own load twice?” She gave his clitty a few slow, teasing strokes through the lace, making him whimper. “Look at you… all smooth, made-up, and dressed in my lingerie. This is what you are now.”




She snuggled up beside him, pulling the covers over their bodies but leaving his nightie hiked up so the panties remained on full display. Her hand rested possessively on his bulge as she nuzzled into his neck.




“Listen to me, baby,” she said softly, her voice shifting from playful to serious yet still warm with love. “This isn’t just for tonight. This is permanent. From now on, you’re my pretty little wife in training. No more pretending to be a big strong man in this house. You’ll stay shaved smooth for me. You’ll wear panties every single day—I’ll pick them out. We’ll get you more outfits, maybe even a cute little chastity cage for that eager clitty so it stays nice and denied while you serve me. Makeup, heels, chores in your frillies… everything.”




She felt him twitch hard in her hand at her words and laughed lovingly. “Mmm, there it is. Your body already knows the truth. You’re going to wake up every morning and present yourself to me for inspection. If you’re good, I’ll let you lick me and make messes in your pretty underwear. If you’re bad… well, good girls get rewarded. Bad sissies get teased and locked.”




Elena kissed his forehead, smearing a bit more of his lipstick in the process. “I love you so much like this. My sweet, obedient girl. This is our new life now. No going back.”

She yawned contentedly, her body relaxing against his smooth, feminized form. Within minutes, her breathing slowed into the deep, even rhythm of sleep, one arm draped possessively over him and her fingers still loosely curled around the front of his panties.




Mark lay awake in the dim lamplight, heart pounding, cock throbbing uselessly against the lace as her words echoed in his mind. The taste of his own cum still lingered on his tongue. The weight of the bra on his chest, the constant caress of the stockings on his shaved legs, and the sticky reminder in his panties kept him in a haze of humiliated arousal. His wife slept peacefully beside him—blissfully satisfied—while he remained trapped in pretty lingerie, denied and dripping, knowing that tomorrow and every day after would only deepen his new permanent role as her beloved sissy.


Desperately Hopeful

Jess sauntered into the bedroom like a predator in heat, her long platinum blonde hair cascading over her shoulders in soft waves. She wore nothing but a sheer black lace teddy that clung to her full, perky breasts and hugged the curve of her toned ass. At 5’8” with sun-kissed skin, killer legs, and piercing blue eyes, Jess was the ultimate hotwife—confident, insatiable, and utterly in control. Her husband Dillon lay naked on the bed, his pale, slender body already trembling with anticipation. He was her perfect little sissy cuck, with a smooth, hairless chest and a pathetic tiny cock that barely reached four inches when fully hard.




“Look at you, my sweet little loser,” Jess purred, her voice dripping with honeyed venom. She held up a delicate pink lace bra and a matching thong—tiny, feminine, and humiliating. “Tonight’s the night we make you famous, Dillon. Or should I say… Dani? My cute little cum-eating webslut. I’m going to tie you down, edge that worthless clitty of yours for hours, and make you beg me to post every filthy detail online. Your coworkers, your family, your old college buddies—they’re all going to see what a pathetic sissy you really are.”




Dillon’s breath hitched, his small cock twitching at her words. He didn’t protest. He never did. This was their game, and he craved the degradation as much as she loved dishing it out.




Jess straddled his waist, her warm thighs pinning him down. She slipped the bra over his shoulders, fastening it tightly around his flat chest. The lace cups framed his nipples teasingly. Then she slid the thong up his smooth legs, pulling the thin string between his ass cheeks and tucking his tiny cock and balls into the front pouch. The fabric was so sheer it left nothing to the imagination—his little bulge looked ridiculous, straining pathetically against the pink material.




“God, you look so fucking cute like this,” she laughed, snapping a few photos with her phone. “My sissy husband in his pretty lingerie. Smile for the camera, slut. These are going straight to the private album… for now.”




She grabbed silk ties from the nightstand and bound his wrists to the headboard, then his ankles to the footboard, spreading him wide open. Dillon was completely helpless, his body arched slightly on the bed in nothing but the bra and thong. His tiny cock throbbed visibly, already leaking a clear bead of precum that soaked into the lace.

Jess settled between his spread legs, her nails tracing lightly up his inner thighs. She wrapped her soft, manicured hand around his small shaft, barely needing two fingers to encircle it completely. “Mmm, so tiny. This little cuck cock doesn’t deserve a real pussy, does it? That’s why I fuck real men—hung bulls who stretch me out while you wait at home like a good girl.”




She started stroking slowly, agonizingly slow, her grip loose and teasing. Up and down the short length, twisting her wrist just enough at the head to make him whimper. Dillon’s hips bucked, but the ties held him firm.

“Please, Jess… more,” he gasped.




“More? Oh no, baby. We’re just getting started.” She sped up slightly, her thumb swirling over the sensitive tip, smearing his precum around. “Tell me what you are. Beg me to expose you.”




“I’m… I’m your sissy cuck,” he moaned, cheeks burning red. “Your cum-eating webslut.”




“Louder. And beg properly.” Her hand kept pumping in long, deliberate strokes, edging closer to a rhythm but never committing. She squeezed the base every time he got too close, denying him any real pleasure.




“Please, Jess! Expose me! Post my pictures online—show everyone what a pathetic panty-wearing loser I am. Let them see me in this bra and thong, tied up with my tiny clitty leaking like a desperate whore.”




Jess grinned wickedly, leaning down to blow cool air across his throbbing tip while her hand continued its relentless tease. She worked him for what felt like an eternity—fast strokes that built him up, then feather-light touches that left him whimpering and humping the air. The thong was soaked now, the pink lace dark with his precum.




“Look at this cute little thong,” she mocked, tugging the string wedged between his cheeks. “It barely covers your sad little balls. Does it make your tiny cock feel pretty? Do you get hard thinking about strangers jerking off to your exposed sissy pics? Maybe I’ll make a whole website dedicated to you—‘Dani the Cumslut Cuck.’ Daily updates of you eating my creampies after a real man fucks me.”




Dillon’s body shook, sweat glistening on his skin. “Yes! Fuck, please… I need it. Expose me. Ruin me. I’ll eat every load you bring home.”




She edged him again, bringing him right to the brink with rapid, slick strokes before stopping completely. His cock pulsed angrily in her hand, denied yet again. Jess laughed, a rich, throaty sound, and slapped his tiny erection lightly, watching it bounce in the thong.




“Such a greedy little slut. Hours of this, Dillon. I’m not letting you cum until you’ve begged like the webslut you are. Tell me how you’ll thank the strangers who comment on your photos—how you’ll lick up every drop of your own mess while I film it for the world.”




She resumed the handjob, varying her technique—long, slow glides along his entire length, then quick pumps focused on the head. Her free hand roamed his body, pinching his nipples through the bra, tracing the lace edges of the thong. The room filled with the wet sounds of her stroking and his desperate moans.




By the time she’d edged him a dozen times, Dillon was a broken, babbling mess. “Please expose me, Mistress! Post the videos of me in this thong, tied up and leaking. Show them my tiny cuck cock. I’ll be your public cum eater. I’ll wear whatever you want. Just let me cum and I’ll do anything!”




Jess finally relented, stroking him firmly toward release while whispering the filthiest promises. “Good girl. Cum for me, sissy. And tomorrow, the world gets to see exactly what you are.”




Dillon cried out as he exploded, his small load spilling over her fingers and soaking the front of his pretty pink thong. Jess milked every drop, then brought her cum-covered hand to his lips.




“Open up, webslut. Clean it all up. This is just the beginning.”




She smiled down at her tied, spent husband, already planning the posts that would change everything.

Jess smiled down at her spent, trembling husband, his chest heaving in the pink lace bra as the last weak spurts of his pathetic orgasm dribbled into the soaked thong. His tiny cock twitched helplessly inside the ruined fabric, already softening. Without a word, she reached for her phone, propping it up on the nightstand with the camera aimed perfectly at his flushed, humiliated face and bound body.




“Time for the main event, Dani,” she cooed, hitting record. The red light blinked on, capturing every degrading second. “Smile for your fans, sissy. This one’s going viral.”




She scooped up the warm, sticky load from her fingers and the front of his thong, gathering every drop onto her palm. Dillon’s eyes widened with a mix of shame and desperate arousal as she brought her cum-smeared hand to his mouth.




“Open wide, cum eater. Show the camera how a real webslut thanks his hotwife for letting him spurt in his pretty panties.”




Dillon parted his lips obediently, tongue extending as Jess slowly fed him his own load. She wiped thick strands across his tongue, then smeared the rest over his lips, chin, and cheeks like obscene war paint. The salty, bitter taste made him whimper, but he sucked greedily at her fingers, cleaning them thoroughly while staring into the lens.




“Mmm, that’s it. Lick it all up like the filthy little cumslut you are,” Jess taunted, her voice loud and clear for the recording. She dragged her slick fingers across his face again, spreading the mess in shiny streaks over his forehead, down his nose, and across both cheeks until his entire lower face glistened with his own cum. “Look at you—tied up in your bra and thong, covered in your pathetic sissy load. This tiny clitty couldn’t even make a decent mess. No wonder I need real cocks to satisfy me.”




Dillon moaned around her fingers, his hips twitching uselessly against the ties. Fresh beads of precum mixed with the remnants in his thong.




“Please… show the world,” he begged, his voice muffled and broken as she continued wiping the cum across his face, occasionally pushing more into his eager mouth. “Film me like this. Post it everywhere. Let everyone see what I really am—your cum-eating sissy webslut. My coworkers… my friends… please, Jess. Ruin me. I want them to know I wear panties and beg for exposure while you fuck other men.”




Jess laughed delightedly, zooming the camera in close on his cum-streaked face. “Hear that, internet? This is Dillon—my pathetic cuck husband. Say it louder for the microphone, slut. Tell them exactly who you are while I paint your pretty face.”




“I’m your sissy cuck!” he gasped, eyes glassy with lust as another glob of his load was smeared across his lips. “A cum-guzzling webslut who gets hard in lingerie. Expose me, Mistress. Post the video. Let everyone jerk off to my humiliation. I’ll eat loads from your pussy on camera next. Just show the world!”




She kept filming, feeding him the last remnants while mocking his tiny bulge and the way the thong string disappeared between his ass cheeks. “Such a good little performer. This is going on every site I can find. Tagged, shared, saved forever. Your tiny cock in pink lace, your face covered in your own mess, begging to be outed. Maybe I’ll even send it to your boss first.”




Dillon shuddered, another weak spurt leaking into the thong as the overwhelming shame and arousal hit him. Jess finally stopped recording, leaning down to kiss his cum-smeared lips possessively.




“Good girl. The world’s about to meet the real you. And we’re just getting started.”




She snapped a few more close-up photos of his ruined, glistening face for good measure, already mentally drafting the caption that would destroy his old life and cement his new one as her public sissy plaything.


Sissy Surprises

Jess lounged on the edge of their king-sized bed, her sheer black lace teddy barely containing her heavy tits, nipples already hard with anticipation. Dillon stood trembling in front of her in just his underwear, his face burning.




“Time for your surprise, sissy,” Jess said with a wicked grin. “You’ve sucked my dildos and lapped up stranger cum from my creampied pussy like a desperate little bitch, but tonight you graduate to real cock. Craig’s coming over, and you’re going to learn how to worship a superior man’s dick properly.”




She dressed him slowly and deliberately. First the pink satin panties, sliding them up his shaved legs and tucking his pathetic, leaking clit back between his thighs so it made a cute, smooth bulge. Then the matching padded bra. Finally, the full pink sailor outfit: the tight crop top with its white collar and blue stripes that hugged his bra, and the tiny pleated pink skirt that barely covered his ass. White thigh-high stockings and a little pink bow in his hair completed the look.

Jess turned him toward the mirror. “Look at yourself, princess. A pathetic, dressed-up cuck in panties and a skirt. That tiny clitty is already dripping just thinking about sucking real cock, isn’t it?”




The doorbell rang. Jess made Dillon drop to his knees by the bed while she fetched Craig. The tall, muscular bull walked in already unzipping, his thick eight-inch cock swinging heavy and half-hard, veins bulging along the shaft.




“Damn, Jess,” Craig laughed, staring down at the feminized Dillon. “Your husband really is a pretty little sissy faggot. Look at that outfit.”




Jess dropped to her knees beside Dillon, grabbing Craig’s thick cock at the base. “We’re going to start together, baby. Show this worthless sissy how it’s done before I let him finish his new owner alone.”




Jess leaned in first, dragging her tongue slowly up the entire length of Craig’s cock from balls to tip, coating it in spit. She looked Dillon right in the eyes. “See that? That’s how you worship a real man’s dick. Now you.”




Dillon leaned forward hesitantly. Jess gripped the back of his head and shoved his face against the warm, heavy shaft. “Lick it, sissy. Taste a superior cock while I watch you degrade yourself.”




Dillon’s tongue slid out, licking along the underside. The taste was strong—musky, salty skin. Craig’s cock twitched and grew fully hard against his face.




“That’s it, you pathetic cumrag,” Jess taunted, stroking Craig’s shaft so the fat head bumped Dillon’s lips. “You’re not a real man anymore. You’re my dressed-up cocksucker. Open wide.”




Both of them attacked Craig’s cock together. Jess took the head into her mouth, sucking loudly with wet, obscene slurps while Dillon licked and sucked the shaft and heavy balls. Their tongues occasionally met around the thick meat, sliding over each other in a messy, humiliating kiss around Craig’s dick.




“Fuck, you two look ridiculous,” Craig groaned, grabbing both their heads. “The hotwife and her sissy cuck sharing my cock like starving sluts.”




Jess pulled off with a pop, strings of spit connecting her lips to the glistening head. “Watch this, Dillon. This is how a woman sucks cock.” She deepthroated Craig in one smooth motion, burying her nose against his pubes while her throat bulged. She held it, gagging wetly, before pulling off and spitting a thick glob of saliva onto the shaft.




“Your turn, princess,” she ordered, smearing the spit over Dillon’s lips. “Take it deeper than your little toy dildos. Choke on it like the worthless sissy you are.”




Dillon opened wide. Jess forced his head down hard. The thick cock stretched his mouth painfully, the head pushing into his throat. He gagged violently, tears streaming down his cheeks, but Jess held him there. “That’s right, gag on it. Real men don’t cry when they suck dick—you do, because you’re a pathetic, panty-wearing faggot.”




They alternated for several minutes—Jess sucking expertly while degrading Dillon, then forcing him back on it. Spit ran down his chin, soaking his pink sailor top and dripping onto his skirt. His own clitty throbbed uselessly in its satin prison, leaking steadily.




“Enough teamwork,” Jess finally announced, standing up and sitting on the bed. She spread her legs and started fingering her soaked pussy. “Now finish him alone, sissy. Show Craig what a dedicated little cumdump you’ve become. I want to see you drain his balls while I play with my superior cunt.”




Craig stood over the kneeling Dillon, smirking. “You heard your wife. Suck it, fag.”




Dillon bobbed desperately on the thick cock, taking as much as he could. His cheeks hollowed, saliva pouring out in messy rivers. Jess watched with glee, rubbing her clit faster.




“Look at you, Dillon. Dressed like a cheap whore in your little pink skirt, on your knees servicing a real alpha while your wife laughs at you. Your tiny clitty is probably leaking all over those pretty panties, isn’t it? You don’t even get to fuck me anymore—only real cocks do that.”




Craig started face-fucking him harder, balls slapping Dillon’s chin. “Gonna cum soon. You ready to swallow your first direct load, sissy bitch?”




Jess leaned forward, holding Dillon’s head in place. “Don’t you dare spill a drop. Swallow every fucking ounce like the cum-guzzling toilet you are.”




Craig roared and erupted. Massive, thick ropes of hot, salty cum blasted straight into Dillon’s throat. The volume was overwhelming—pulse after pulse flooding his mouth. Dillon choked and swallowed frantically, gulping loudly, but some still leaked from the corners of his stretched lips, running down his chin and onto his sailor outfit.




Jess moaned loudly as she came on her fingers, watching her husband’s total degradation. “Good girl… such a filthy, broken sissy. Keep sucking him clean. Every last drop.”




When Craig finally pulled out, his cock shiny with spit and residual cum, Dillon knelt there panting, face flushed and messy, outfit stained. Jess smiled down at him lovingly and cruelly.




“That was just round one, princess. Craig’s staying all night. Next you get to watch him destroy my pussy… and then you’ll clean us both while we laugh at what a complete cock-addicted cuck you’ve become.”




Jess wiped a strand of cum from Dillon’s chin with her thumb and pushed it between his lips. “Swallow, sissy. Every drop belongs inside you now.”




Dillon obeyed, his face burning with shame as he knelt there in his stained pink sailor outfit, the pleated skirt hiked up, pink panties soaked with his own leaking excitement.




Jess stood up and kissed Craig deeply, stroking his softening, cum-slick cock. “Mmm, that was a good starter load. But I need this big dick inside me now.” She turned to Dillon with a cruel, sweet smile. “Listen carefully, princess. Your job is to get Craig hard again so he can properly fuck your wife. Use that eager little mouth. Crawl over here and worship his cock until it’s ready to stretch my tight pussy.”




Dillon crawled forward on his hands and knees, the skirt swishing against his thighs. Craig’s cock hung heavy and spent in front of his face, still glistening with spit and the remnants of his massive load. The musky smell was overwhelming.




Jess sat back on the bed, spreading her legs wide and slowly fingering her dripping pussy. “That’s it, my pathetic little fluffer. Lick his balls first. Taste how full they still are for me.”




Dillon pressed his face under the heavy shaft, running his tongue over Craig’s large, hairy balls, sucking one gently into his mouth. The taste was stronger now—sweat, cum, and pure masculinity. Craig groaned and grabbed Dillon’s head, smearing his cock across the sissy’s pretty face.




“Look at you,” Jess taunted, pumping two fingers in and out of her wet cunt. “Dressed like a cheap whore in your pink skirt and panties, sucking another man’s balls while he prepares to breed your wife. Your tiny clitty must be aching in those satin panties. Does it hurt knowing you’ll never fuck me like this again?”




Dillon whimpered around Craig’s balls, then moved up to the shaft, licking and sucking the thick, veiny length back to life. He took the head into his mouth, swirling his tongue desperately, bobbing with wet, sloppy sounds. Craig’s cock swelled rapidly against his tongue, growing thicker and harder until it stood fully erect again, pulsing and ready.




“Good girl,” Jess praised mockingly. “You make such a useful little cocksucker. Now get on your knees beside the bed and watch. Hands behind your back. No touching that worthless clitty.”




Craig climbed onto the bed and flipped Jess onto all fours, positioning her so Dillon had a perfect view. He rubbed the fat head of his cock up and down Jess’s soaked slit, teasing her. “Tell your sissy husband how much better this feels than his little pinkie finger.”




Jess moaned loudly as Craig pushed inside her in one long thrust, burying every inch. “Oh fuck! Yes! So much thicker than anything you could ever give me, Dillon. Watch a real man fuck your wife.”




Craig started pounding her hard, his heavy balls slapping against Jess’s clit with every deep stroke. The wet, obscene sounds of flesh meeting flesh filled the room. Jess’s tits swung beneath her as she pushed back against him, moaning like a whore.




“Look at his face, Craig,” Jess gasped between thrusts. “He’s so broken. My pretty sissy in his little sailor outfit, leaking in his panties while he watches you ruin my pussy.”




Dillon knelt there, eyes glued to the sight of Craig’s thick cock stretching his wife’s pussy, disappearing completely on every thrust and coming out shiny with her juices. Jess reached back and spread her ass cheeks wider, giving him an even better view.




“Tell him, Dillon,” Jess demanded. “Tell us how much you love watching.”




“I… I love watching him fuck you,” Dillon whispered hoarsely, voice cracking with humiliation. “You look so good taking real cock.”




Craig laughed and slammed into her harder. “Pathetic. Your wife is getting the fucking she deserves and all you get to do is watch like a good little cuck.”




After several minutes of relentless pounding, Jess’s moans grew louder. “I’m gonna cum! Fill me up, Craig!”




Craig growled and buried himself deep, unloading rope after thick rope of hot cum straight into Jess’s convulsing pussy. He stayed inside her, pumping every drop as she shook through her orgasm.




When he finally pulled out, a thick stream of cum immediately began leaking from Jess’s well-fucked hole.




Jess snapped her fingers at Dillon. “Cleanup time, sissy. Crawl over here and eat it. Suck every drop of a real man’s cum out of my pussy while I tell you what a disgusting, broken cuck you are.”




Dillon crawled between her thighs, face pressed against her dripping cunt. The taste was overwhelming—Jess’s sweet juices mixed with Craig’s thick, salty load. He licked and sucked eagerly, tongue diving deep inside her to scoop out the warm cum, swallowing it all while Jess stroked his hair.




“That’s my good little cum eater,” she cooed, grinding against his face. “You’re never going back after this. This is your new life—fluffing, watching, and cleaning up after real men. And we’re just getting started tonight…”

Craig watched with a satisfied smirk, his cock already twitching again as Jess pulled Dillon’s messy face up for a deep, cum-swapping kiss.

















Delicious Blackmail

Jess wiped a bead of sweat from her collarbone as the air conditioning in Travis’s sleek black SUV struggled against the thick Minnesota summer heat. It was one of those sweltering July afternoons where the sun baked the asphalt and made everything feel sticky and alive. She was dressed for it—maybe a little too provocatively for a part-time side gig helping her boss with property showings and errands—but she didn’t mind. Her cute white tank top clung to her full, perky breasts, the thin cotton fabric outlining the faint outline of her lacy bra beneath. The hem rode up just enough to tease a sliver of her toned midriff. Below that, her tiny denim shorts hugged her round ass and long, smooth legs, the frayed edges brushing her thighs with every shift in the leather seat. Her long blonde hair was pulled back in a loose ponytail, a few strands escaping to frame her flushed, pretty face.




Travis, her young, hot married boss, glanced over from the driver’s seat. At 28, he was the kind of guy who turned heads—tall, broad-shouldered from weekend gym sessions, with a sharp jawline, dark tousled hair, and piercing blue eyes that always seemed to linger a second too long on her. He was married to some polished corporate wife, but that didn’t stop the casual flirtation that had been building between them over the last few months of these side jobs. Today he wore a fitted polo that stretched across his chest and khaki shorts that did nothing to hide the muscular lines of his thighs.




“Next stop’s about twenty minutes out,” Travis said, his voice low and smooth as he merged onto the highway. “You good? You look like you’re melting over there.”




Jess laughed, fanning herself with her hand. “I’m surviving. These shorts are basically glued on at this point.” She stretched her legs out, her bare feet kicking off her sandals and resting against the dashboard. The movement made her tank top ride up higher, exposing more smooth skin. She could feel Travis’s eyes flick down for a quick second before he forced them back to the road.




She pulled out her phone to kill time, scrolling through her hidden album with a mischievous little smile. Dillon—her sweet, devoted boyfriend—had sent her fresh pics earlier that morning. God, he looked so fucking pathetic and hot in them. There he was on his knees in the living room, wearing nothing but a pair of her pink lace panties stretched tight over his caged little cock, the chastity device bulging obscenely against the fabric. His lips were wrapped around a thick, realistic dildo, sucking it deep like the eager little sissy she loved training him to be. Saliva glistened on his chin, his eyes watery and submissive, staring up at the camera exactly as she’d instructed. She zoomed in on one, biting her lip at the sight of his throat working around the toy. Her thumb hovered over the share button, intending to text it to her private folder for later teasing. But the SUV hit a bump just as she tapped, and instead of selecting her own number, the AirDrop menu popped up. Before she could cancel it, the photo shot across the Bluetooth connection to the only other device in range: Travis’s phone.




Ping.




Travis’s phone lit up on the center console. Jess’s heart skipped a beat as she saw the notification banner flash across his screen: “Jess’s iPhone would like to share a photo.”




“Oh shit,” she whispered, her cheeks burning crimson. She lunged for her phone, but it was too late. Travis glanced down, his eyebrows shooting up as the image loaded in full screen.




The photo filled his display—Dillon, her boyfriend, dressed like a desperate slut in those tiny pink panties, mouth stretched wide around the veiny dildo, cheeks hollowed with effort. The caption she’d meant to delete still lingered in the corner: “Good boy taking his training Sissy Dillon says thank you for the new toy.”




The car went quiet except for the low hum of the engine and the AC. Travis stared at the screen for a long, heavy second, his knuckles whitening on the steering wheel. Then he let out a slow, deep breath, his lips parting in surprise... and something darker. A smirk tugged at the corner of his mouth as he enlarged the image with two fingers, studying every filthy detail.




“Holy fuck, Jess,” he murmured, his voice dropping an octave. He didn’t look away from the road, but his free hand adjusted his shorts subtly, where a noticeable bulge was already starting to strain against the fabric. “That’s... your boyfriend? In your panties? Sucking cock like that?” Jess’s pulse raced, a hot flush spreading down her neck and across her chest. Her nipples hardened against her tank top, visible through the thin material. Part of her wanted to die of embarrassment. But another part—the dominant, wicked part that got off on exposing Dillon’s secrets—felt a rush of arousal flood between her thighs. She shifted in her seat, pressing her legs together, feeling the damp heat building in her shorts.




“I... it was an accident,” she said, her voice breathy, not entirely convincing. She didn’t snatch the phone back. Instead, she watched Travis’s reaction, her blue eyes gleaming. “He’s... into some things. I train him. Make him my little sissy when I’m bored.”




Travis chuckled, low and husky, glancing over at her with fresh hunger in his eyes. The air in the SUV felt thicker now, charged with tension. He zoomed in closer on the photo, tracing the outline of Dillon’s caged bulge with his gaze. “Damn. Look at him. Pathetic... but kinda hot in a twisted way. You really got him locked up like that? While you’re out here looking like this?” His eyes raked over her body—lingering on her cleavage, her bare thighs, the way her shorts rode up.




Jess felt bold. She leaned back, arching her back slightly so her tits pushed out against the tank top. “Yeah. He loves it. Loves knowing I might be out with someone like you... getting attention he can’t give me anymore.” Her hand casually rested on her thigh, fingers tracing the hem of her shorts. “What about you, boss? Married man like you... ever think about stuff like this?”




The SUV drifted a little in the lane before Travis corrected it, his breathing heavier. The photo was still open on his screen, Dillon’s submissive face frozen mid-suck. “This changes things, Jess. Fuck... pull up another one. Show me what else your little panty-boy does.”




Jess’s breath caught in her throat as Travis’s words hung in the charged air of the SUV. He kept one hand on the wheel, the other holding his phone low enough that he could glance between the road and the humiliating photo of Dillon still glowing on the screen. A slow, predatory smirk spread across his handsome face.




“Accident, huh?” Travis drawled, his voice thick with amusement and something sharper. “That’s convenient. Wouldn’t want your sweet boyfriend’s little hobby getting around, right? Imagine if these pics somehow ended up in the wrong hands... or maybe even his workplace group chat. Poor guy would be ruined.” He let the implication linger, his tone teasing but edged with mock seriousness. His eyes flicked to her again, drinking in the way her chest rose and fell faster under that tight tank top, her nipples now clearly stiff against the thin fabric.




Jess squirmed in her seat, a fresh wave of heat pooling between her legs. The blackmail tease shouldn’t have turned her on this much—but it did. The thought of Travis, her hot married boss, holding this power over Dillon... using those photos to toy with them both... made her pussy throb. She pressed her thighs together, feeling the slickness soaking into her panties.




“You wouldn’t,” she whispered, but her voice was husky, betraying her. A wicked smile played on her lips as she unlocked her phone.




“Oh, I might,” Travis replied lightly, chuckling. “Unless you convince me otherwise. C’mon, Jess. Send me a couple more. Let’s see how deep this goes. Consider it... job security for your little sissy.”




Her fingers trembled with excitement as she opened the hidden album. She selected the next photo and hit share—this time deliberately. It pinged over to his phone: Dillon on all fours in one of her favorite short black dresses, the hem hiked up over his ass to show the lacy panties underneath, his face flushed with shame and arousal as he looked back at the camera.




Travis groaned softly. “Fuck, he actually fits in your dresses? Look at those legs... pathetic.” He saved it immediately, zooming in. “Next one.”




Emboldened, Jess sent another. This one showed Dillon on their bed, wearing a full set of her red lingerie—a lacy bra stretched awkwardly over his chest, matching garter belt and stockings, the front of the panties soaked dark where he’d leaked helplessly into them. His caged cock was straining visibly against the delicate fabric.




“Jesus Christ,” Travis muttered, adjusting himself again in his shorts. The bulge there was even more obvious now, thick and insistent. “He’s dressed like a cheap whore for you. Does he beg for it?”




“All the time,” Jess admitted, her voice breathy. She was soaking now, the crotch of her tiny denim shorts damp. Exposing Dillon like this, knowing Travis could use it against him... it made her feel powerful, filthy, and so fucking wet. “He loves being my dressed-up slut.”




She sent one more—a video clip this time, just a few seconds long. Dillon in the same lingerie, stroking his caged dick frantically until he came hard into the panties, spurting messily through the lace. Then, on command, he scooped up his own load with two fingers and licked it clean, eyes locked on the camera with humiliated devotion. The wet, obscene sounds of him sucking his cum off his fingers played quietly through Travis’s phone speaker.

Travis let out a low whistle, replaying the clip once, then twice. “Holy shit, Jess. Eating his own cum? You’re training him well. Bet he’d do anything to keep these private.” He glanced over at her, eyes dark with lust. “I could ruin him with these. Show the boys at the office what their boy’s

girlfriend has him doing. Or... maybe I keep them to myself. For now. As long as you’re a good girl on these little drives.”




Jess bit her lip hard, a soft whimper escaping her as another rush of arousal hit her. Her hand drifted to her thigh, fingers tracing circles close to the hem of her shorts, but she didn’t touch herself outright. The implication of Travis’s “blackmail”—even if it was mostly playful teasing—had her clit pulsing. She loved this game. Loved imagining Dillon’s face if he knew his boss was scrolling through his most degrading moments.




“See anything you like, boss?” she asked teasingly, her voice dripping with mock innocence while her body burned. She crossed her legs, squeezing them to relieve some of the pressure, her tank top now clinging to her sweat-damp skin.




Travis saved every photo and the video, then locked his phone and set it down. He shifted in his seat, clearly hard and uncomfortable, but he kept his hands on the wheel. “Plenty. This is gonna make the rest of the day interesting. But don’t worry... nothing’s happening today. We’re professionals.” He shot her a heated wink. “For now.”




The SUV rolled on toward their next stop, the summer sun beating down outside while the air inside crackled with unspoken filthy possibilities. Jess leaned back, heart racing, already wondering what she’d send next time Travis “blackmailed” her. Dillon had no idea what he’d just been exposed to... and she fucking loved it.




Jess finally pulled into the driveway just as the summer sun was dipping low, painting the sky in oranges and pinks. Her body was still buzzing from the drive with Travis—the lingering heat between her thighs, the way her soaked panties clung uncomfortably after hours of teasing and exposure. She stepped out of her car in that same cute tank top and tiny shorts, her legs a little shaky with arousal as she headed inside.




Dillon was waiting in the living room exactly as she’d left him—kneeling on the floor in nothing but a pair of her pale blue panties, the chastity cage clearly visible and straining beneath the delicate lace. His cheeks were already flushed, and the second she walked in, his eyes widened with that perfect mix of dread and desperate excitement.




“Hey, sissy,” Jess purred, kicking off her sandals and sauntering over to him. She stood above him, hands on her hips, looking down at her pathetic, locked boyfriend. “You won’t believe what happened today.”




Dillon swallowed hard, his caged cock twitching visibly in the panties. “W-what happened?” His voice was already small and nervous, but his breathing quickened as he took in the sight of her—flushed, slightly sweaty from the heat, nipples still faintly visible through her tank top. Jess smiled wickedly and pulled out her phone. She opened the messages with Travis and turned the screen toward him. “I accidentally AirDropped you to my boss while we were driving. Travis... my hot, married boss. He saw everything. The one of you sucking that dildo like a desperate whore? He got that one first. Then I sent him more. The black dress. You in my red lingerie. That cute video of you cumming in my panties and then eating every drop like a good cum-guzzling slut.”




Dillon’s face went bright red, his eyes glued to the screen as Jess scrolled through the photos Travis now possessed. His cock strained painfully against the cage, the metal biting into him as he throbbed helplessly. “Jess... oh fuck... you didn’t. He’s... he’s seen me like that?” His voice cracked with humiliation, but his hips twitched forward involuntarily, betraying how insanely turned on he was.




“Mhmm,” Jess cooed, stepping closer so her bare thigh brushed against his shoulder. She reached down and ran her fingers through his hair, tugging his head back gently. “He teased me about it the whole drive. Said he could ruin you. Show everyone what a sissy panty-boy you are. Blackmail us with these pics... and I got so fucking wet thinking about it. Travis zooming in on your caged little dick, laughing at how pathetic you look dressed up for me.”




She knelt down in front of him, her shorts riding up high on her thighs, and fished the tiny key from between her breasts. Dillon whimpered as she unlocked the chastity cage, freeing his aching cock. It sprang out immediately—hard, leaking, twitching with need. The relief was instant, but the humiliation kept him right on the edge.




“Look at you,” Jess whispered, wrapping her soft hand around his shaft. She started stroking him slowly, agonizingly slowly, her grip loose and teasing. Her thumb circled the sensitive head, smearing his precum around. “Already so hard just from knowing your boss saw you sucking cock and eating your own load. Does that turn my little exposed slut on?”




Dillon moaned loudly, hips bucking into her hand. “Y-yes... fuck, Jess. He saw me... in your panties...”




She tightened her grip just a little, pumping him with long, deliberate strokes while her other hand cupped his balls. “That’s right. Travis knows now. He knows you’re locked up while I’m out looking like this—tight tank top, tiny shorts, flirting with him. He was hard in the car reading your sissy pics. Probably stroking himself later to the thought of owning those photos of you. Maybe he’ll make me send more... or use them to get what he wants from me.”




Her hand moved torturously slow, edging him closer and closer but never letting him build real speed. Dillon was panting, trembling, his cock throbbing wildly in her fist.

“You’re mine to expose,” Jess continued, leaning in to kiss his neck while she stroked. “My boss has pictures of you in dresses, lingerie, cum on your tongue... and there’s nothing you can do about it. Every time I go to work with him now, he’ll be thinking about what a pathetic cum-eater you are. Maybe he’ll tease me about it again... and I’ll get wetter knowing you’re home leaking in your panties.”

Dillon cried out, right on the brink. Jess smiled and sped up just enough—then stopped completely, squeezing the base of his cock firmly as he hit the edge. His orgasm ruined perfectly: weak spurts of cum dribbled out over her fingers and onto his own stomach, no real release, just frustrating, humiliating leakage. He whimpered and shook as the pleasure faded into aching denial.




“Good boy,” Jess murmured, wiping her cum-covered hand on his chest. She kissed his forehead tenderly. “Now clean that up with your tongue while I tell you more about what Travis said...”




Dillon, flushed and broken and blissfully embarrassed, obeyed without hesitation.




Jess’s phone buzzed on the coffee table, the screen lighting up with a new message from Travis. Still kneeling in front of Dillon, her hand sticky with his ruined cum, she picked it up and read it out loud, her voice dripping with wicked delight.




Travis: Those pics of your sissy are fucking gold. If you want me to keep them between us... send me some of you. Naughty ones. Make it worth my while and I’ll delete nothing. For now. Dillon’s eyes widened, his spent but still-sensitive cock twitching again at the words. “Jess... he wants pictures of you?”




“Mmm, he does,” Jess purred, standing up and pulling Dillon to his feet. Her eyes sparkled with excitement. “And we’re going to give him exactly what he wants. Come on, sissy. Help me make the naughtiest photos for my boss.”




She led him to the bedroom, stripping off her tank top and shorts on the way, leaving her in just a tiny black thong and bra. Dillon followed obediently, his cock half-hard again despite the recent ruined orgasm.




They spent the next twenty minutes creating pure filth just for Travis.




First, Jess posed on the bed in her sexiest lingerie—a sheer black babydoll that barely covered her full tits, her hard nipples clearly visible through the mesh. She had Dillon take photos from every angle: on all fours with her ass arched high, the thong pulled aside to show her wet, glistening pussy; lying back with legs spread wide, fingers teasing her clit; squeezing her breasts together while blowing a kiss at the camera. In several shots she made Dillon hold the phone while she used his face as a footrest, her toes pressing against his lips.




Then she escalated. She slipped out of the lingerie and posed completely naked—on her knees with her ass toward the camera, reaching back to spread herself; lying on her back with legs over her head in a lewd display; pinching her nipples and biting her lip seductively. Dillon’s hands were shaking as he snapped each one, his cock fully hard again and leaking.




“These are all for Travis now,” Jess teased him between poses. “Your boss is going to jerk off to your girlfriend’s pussy while you stay locked and denied.”




For the final set, she brought out the thick realistic dildo Dillon had been sucking earlier. She took photos sucking it sloppily, spit dripping down her chin, then riding it reverse cowgirl so Travis could see every inch disappearing inside her.




But Jess wasn’t done.




“Time for the video,” she said breathlessly. She set her phone up on a tripod, hit record, and pulled out her favorite powerful vibrator. Dillon knelt beside the bed, watching helplessly as she lay back, spread her legs, and pressed the buzzing toy hard against her swollen clit.




“Oh fuck... this is for you, Travis,” Jess moaned directly into the camera, her voice husky and dripping with lust. She worked the vibrator in slow, teasing circles at first, then faster, her hips grinding against it. “I got so wet today knowing you saw Dillon being my pathetic sissy... mmm, fuck... look what you do to me.”




Her free hand squeezed her breast, pinching the nipple as her moans grew louder. Dillon watched in humiliated awe, stroking the air where his cage usually was. Jess locked eyes with the camera as she got closer.




“I’m cumming for you, boss... thinking about you looking at my boyfriend’s dirty pictures... and now mine... ahh—fuck!”




Her orgasm hit hard. Her back arched, thighs trembling as she cried out, juices visibly coating the vibrator and dripping down her ass. She kept the toy pressed firmly against her clit through every pulse, moaning Travis’s name breathlessly until she finally collapsed, panting and glowing.




Jess stopped the recording, reviewed it with a satisfied smirk, then selected the best photos and the full video.

“Ready, sissy?” she asked, showing Dillon the files. He nodded, flushed and aching.




She hit send.




Jess: Here’s your payment Keep my boyfriend’s photos safe and maybe you’ll get more. Enjoy.




The message delivered with the dozen filthy photos and the steamy orgasm video attached. Jess tossed the phone aside and pulled Dillon close, kissing him deeply while her hand teased his denied cock again.




“Good boy helping me make those for him,” she whispered. “Now Travis has us both... and I can’t wait to see what he does with it.”




Jess spent the entire week in a constant state of low-key, dripping arousal.




Travis didn’t say a single word about the photos or the video. No teasing texts, no innuendos at work, no acknowledgments at all. He acted completely normal during their part-time side jobs—professional, friendly, even a little distant. But every single time Jess’s mind drifted to him (which was constantly), her pussy would clench and her panties would grow slick.




Monday, while folding laundry at home, she pictured Travis stroking his thick cock to her orgasm video and had to press her thighs together to keep from moaning. Tuesday, during a slow moment at her regular job, she remembered him zooming in on Dillon’s sissy pictures and felt a fresh gush soak through her thong. Wednesday night she rode Dillon’s face while telling him how Travis was probably jerking off to her spread pussy right now, and she came so hard she saw stars. By Thursday she was changing her panties multiple times a day, her body in a permanent state of needy frustration.




Dillon noticed everything. He stayed locked the whole week, his cage constantly straining as Jess teased him mercilessly.




“Still nothing from Travis,” she’d whisper while slowly edging him with her hand. “He’s got my naked pictures... my video of me cumming while moaning his name... and he’s just ignoring me. It’s driving me crazy.”




Friday afternoon, Jess was in the middle of loading some supplies into the truck when her phone buzzed. She glanced at the screen and her heart skipped.




Travis: Hey Jess. Gonna need your help tomorrow (Saturday) with a bigger job. Just the two of us. Be ready at 9am. Wear something cute like last time.




That was it. No mention of the photos. But the implication hung heavy in the air. Jess stared at the message, feeling her nipples harden instantly against her bra and a fresh wave of wetness flood her panties.




She bit her lip and typed back quickly.




Jess: I’ll be there. Anything specific I should wear?




Travis replied almost immediately.




Travis: Something summery. Short. Easy to move in. You know... practical.




Jess’s cheeks flushed. She knew exactly what kind of “practical” he meant.




That night she told Dillon everything while slowly riding his face, grinding her soaked pussy against his tongue.




“He finally messaged me,” she moaned, fingers tangled in his hair. “Wants me to help him tomorrow... alone. After a whole week of pretending he doesn’t have naked pictures of me cumming for him. Fuck, baby... I’m so wet thinking about what he might do.”




Dillon whimpered beneath her, his caged cock leaking onto his stomach as she used his mouth.




Jess came hard, thighs shaking around his head, fantasizing about what Saturday might bring. She didn’t let Dillon cum. Instead she locked him back up tight and made him thank her for exposing him to his boss.




Saturday morning was going to be very interesting.




Jess woke up early Saturday morning with butterflies and a constant, aching throb between her legs. The house was quiet except for the sound of the shower running. She took her time, standing under the hot spray and carefully shaving every inch of her body until her skin was silky smooth—legs, armpits, and especially her pretty pussy, leaving it completely bare and extra sensitive. She ran her fingers over the freshly shaved mound and shivered with anticipation.




Back in the bedroom, Dillon watched wide-eyed as she got dressed. She started with her naughtiest thong: a tiny, sheer black lace number that barely covered anything. The thin string disappeared between her smooth ass cheeks, and the front was so delicate it framed her bare pussy lips perfectly. She gave Dillon a little twirl, letting him see how the fabric nestled against her.




“Like what you see, sissy?” she teased, bending over slightly so the thong pulled even tighter. “This is what Travis is going to be looking at all day under my shorts.”

Next came the shortest pair of denim shorts she owned—frayed, low-rise, and dangerously short. They hugged her ass like a second skin, the bottom curves of her cheeks peeking out with every step. She paired it with her sexiest tank top: a tight, white ribbed one with a deep scoop neckline and thin spaghetti straps. It clung to her full breasts like it was painted on, her hard nipples clearly visible through the thin material since she skipped the bra entirely. The hem barely reached the waistband of her shorts, showing off a generous strip of her toned, smooth stomach.




She finished the look with light makeup, glossy lips, and her hair down in loose waves. A pair of strappy sandals completed the slutty summer outfit.




Dillon was breathing hard, his cage straining painfully as he took in the sight of his girlfriend looking like pure temptation. “Jess... you look incredible. Travis is going to lose his mind.” “Good,” she said with a wicked smile. She walked over and cupped his chin, making him look up at her. “I want him thinking about me all day. Maybe even pulling out those pictures of me while we’re working. You’re staying home locked up, thinking about your boss seeing every inch of me.”




She kissed him deeply, then grabbed her bag and headed out the door, her heart racing and her thong already damp.




Travis was waiting in his SUV when she pulled up to their meeting spot. His eyes widened the second she stepped out of her car, his gaze slowly dragging up her long, smooth legs, lingering on the tiny shorts and the way her tits moved under that tight white tank top.




“Fuck, Jess,” he said, voice low and appreciative as she climbed into the passenger seat. The leather was warm against the backs of her thighs. “You really took ‘something cute’ seriously.” Jess smiled innocently, crossing her legs so her shorts rode up even higher. “Thought I’d dress for the heat. Ready to go, boss?”




Travis started the engine, but not before letting his eyes roam over her body one more time. The tension from the entire silent week was thick in the air between them. He hadn’t mentioned the photos once... but they both knew he had them.




Jess spent the day in a delicious haze of anticipation and growing arousal.




They drove from delivery to delivery—dropping off supplies, checking on properties, and handling small errands in the summer heat. Every time they climbed back into the air-conditioned SUV, Travis’s hand found its way onto her smooth, freshly shaved thigh. At first it was innocent enough: a light, friendly pat just above her knee after the first stop. But each time they returned to the car, his touch lingered longer and crept a little higher.




By the third stop, his strong hand was resting midway up her thigh, thumb slowly stroking the soft, bare skin. Jess didn’t pull away. Instead, she parted her legs just slightly, letting the tiny denim shorts ride up further. The contrast between his warm palm and the cool AC made her shiver.




“You’re killing me in this outfit,” Travis murmured during one drive, his voice low and rough. His eyes kept flicking from the road to her body—lingering on the deep cleavage of her tight white tank top, the hard points of her nipples pressing against the thin fabric, and especially the way her shorts barely covered her ass when she sat down.




Jess caught him staring multiple times. Once, when she stretched her legs up onto the dashboard, he openly stared at the tiny black thong string peeking out from the side of her shorts. Another time, as she leaned over to grab something from the back seat, he didn’t even pretend not to look at her tits nearly spilling out of the tank top. Each hungry glance sent another rush of wetness into her already soaked thong.




The gradual buildup was driving her insane. They both knew exactly what they wanted, but neither rushed it. The tension was electric.




After the final delivery of the day, Travis put the SUV in drive and glanced over at her. His hand was now resting high on her inner thigh, fingers dangerously close to the hem of her tiny shorts, brushing against the sensitive skin where her leg met her groin.




“I need to run by the shop real quick,” he said casually, though his voice had a thick, hungry edge to it. “Some paperwork I forgot to grab.”




Jess’s heart pounded. She knew exactly what was coming. The shop was empty on Saturdays. Private. Quiet.




She looked at him with heavy-lidded eyes, her nipples aching and her pussy throbbing with need.




“Whatever you need, boss,” she replied softly, her voice sweet but dripping with invitation. She placed her hand over his on her thigh and slowly slid it a little higher, until his fingertips brushed against the damp lace of her thong.




Travis’s grip tightened possessively. The SUV turned toward the shop, the air between them crackling with weeks of built-up lust.




Jess’s heart hammered as Travis pulled the SUV into the empty parking lot behind the shop. The moment they stepped out of the truck into the warm afternoon air, all the built-up tension exploded.




Travis grabbed her first. He pulled Jess against him and kissed her hard, his mouth claiming hers with weeks of pent-up hunger. She moaned into the kiss, her arms wrapping around his

neck as their tongues tangled passionately. His hands roamed down her back and gripped her ass, squeezing the exposed cheeks beneath her tiny shorts.




Without breaking the kiss, Travis lifted her effortlessly. Jess wrapped her long, smooth legs around his waist, grinding her soaked thong against the hard bulge in his khakis as he carried her inside. The shop was quiet and dimly lit, the door clicking shut behind them. He carried her straight to the large leather couch in the back office and lowered her onto it.




Jess stood up just long enough to strip for him. She peeled off the tight white tank top, letting her full, perky breasts bounce free. Then she shimmied out of the tiny denim shorts, kicking them aside until she was standing in nothing but the tiny sheer black thong. Her freshly shaved pussy was visibly wet, the lace dark with arousal.

She dropped to her knees in front of him, looking up with lust-filled eyes as Travis sat back on the couch, legs spread. Jess crawled between them like a hungry little slut, her hands sliding up his thighs. She slowly unbuttoned his khakis, pulled down the zipper, and reached inside.




When she freed his cock, her eyes widened and she let out a soft, needy moan. It was huge and thick—just the way she loved them. Heavy, veiny, and already rock hard, it throbbed in her hand, much bigger than Dillon’s caged little dick.




“Fuck, Travis...” she whispered reverently, stroking the thick shaft. “It’s so big.”




She leaned in and took him into her mouth. Her glossy lips stretched wide around his girth as she sucked him eagerly, bobbing her head and using her tongue along the underside. She took him deeper with every stroke, saliva dripping down his shaft as she worked him with wet, sloppy enthusiasm. One hand stroked what she couldn’t fit in her mouth while the other gently massaged his heavy balls.




Travis groaned, his hand tangling in her hair. “That’s it, Jess... fuck, your mouth feels incredible.”




She moaned around his cock, the vibrations traveling through him. The knowledge that she was on her knees for her married boss, wearing only a thong while her sissy boyfriend waited at home, made her unbelievably wet. She sucked him faster, hollowing her cheeks and taking him as deep as she could.




It didn’t take long. Within minutes, Travis’s grip tightened in her hair and his cock swelled in her mouth.

“Fuck— I’m cumming,” he growled.




Jess kept sucking eagerly as he erupted. Thick, hot ropes of cum flooded her mouth, pulse after pulse. She swallowed as much as she could, some of it leaking from the corners of her lips and dripping down her chin onto her bare tits. She milked him dry, sucking gently until he was spent, then pulled off with a wet pop and looked up at him with a satisfied, cum-glossed smile.

Travis leaned back, breathing hard, staring down at the beautiful, half-naked woman kneeling between his legs.

“Goddamn, Jess...” he murmured, thumb wiping a streak of his cum from her chin. “We’re just getting started.”

Jess stood up slowly, her eyes locked on Travis’s as she turned around. His cock was still rock-hard, glistening with her saliva and leftover cum. She hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her tiny black thong and slid it down her smooth legs, stepping out of it completely so she was now fully naked.

She climbed onto his lap, straddling him reverse-cowgirl style. Her soft, round ass pressed back against his thick cock, grinding slowly as she settled in. The heavy shaft nestled perfectly between her ass cheeks, throbbing against her skin. Jess leaned back, resting her head against his broad shoulder and tilting it to the side to expose her neck.

Travis groaned deeply, one strong arm wrapping around her waist while his other hand slid down her flat stomach. His fingers traced over her freshly shaved mound before dipping lower. He found her soaked pussy instantly—hot, swollen, and dripping wet.

“Fuck, you’re soaked,” he growled against her ear, his breath hot on her neck. Two thick fingers parted her slick folds and began rubbing her swollen clit in firm, slow circles.

Jess moaned loudly, her hips rolling as she ground her ass back against his hard cock. “Yes... right there. I’ve been wet for you all week.”

His fingers moved with confidence—rubbing, teasing, occasionally sliding down to dip inside her tight entrance before returning to her clit. The wet sounds of his fingers working her pussy filled the quiet office. Jess’s breathing grew ragged, her full tits heaving as she rocked against him. Travis kissed and nipped at her neck, his free hand coming up to squeeze one of her breasts, pinching her hard nipple. “That’s it, baby. Grind on my cock while I play with this pretty pussy.” The combination was overwhelming—the thick heat of his cock pressed between her ass cheeks, his strong fingers expertly rubbing her clit, and the filthy reality of being completely naked on her boss’s lap. Jess’s moans grew louder and more desperate.




“Oh fuck, Travis—I’m gonna cum...”




He rubbed her clit faster, pressing harder, his fingers slick with her juices. Jess cried out, her body tensing as the orgasm crashed through her. Her pussy clenched and pulsed on his fingers, a fresh gush of wetness coating his hand as she came hard. Her ass kept grinding back against his cock the entire time, milking every wave of pleasure.




She trembled in his lap, panting and whimpering as the orgasm slowly faded, her head still resting against his neck.




Travis kissed her shoulder, his fingers still gently stroking her sensitive clit.




“Good girl,” he murmured, voice thick with lust. “But I’m nowhere near done with you yet.”




Jess reached down between her legs, her fingers wrapping around Travis’s thick, throbbing cock. She lifted her hips slightly and guided the swollen head to her dripping entrance, rubbing it up and down her slick folds before lining him up.




With a needy moan, she sank down onto him.




“Oh my god...” she gasped as his huge cock stretched her open. Inch after thick inch slid inside her tight, soaked pussy until she was fully seated on his lap, her ass pressed flush against his hips. The feeling of being so completely filled made her eyes roll back.




She began to ride him immediately, bouncing her ass up and down on his lap. The sound of her soft cheeks slapping against his thighs filled the room as she worked herself on his massive cock. Her tits bounced heavily with every movement, her head still tilted back against his shoulder as she moaned shamelessly.




Travis groaned, his hands gripping her hips tightly, helping her bounce harder. “Fuck, Jess... your pussy feels so good.”




She rode him eagerly, grinding and circling her hips, loving how deep he reached inside her. Her juices coated his shaft and dripped down his balls with every bounce.

But Travis had other plans.




With a low growl, he suddenly lifted her off his cock, making her whimper at the sudden emptiness. He stood up, turned her around, and bent her over the arm of the couch. Jess braced herself, ass up and back arched as he positioned himself behind her.




He slammed back into her in one powerful thrust.




Jess cried out in pleasure as he immediately began pounding her hard and fast. His hips slapped loudly against her ass with every deep, brutal stroke. The couch creaked beneath them as he fucked her relentlessly, one hand gripping her hip and the other reaching around to rub her clit.




“Yes! Harder—fuck me harder, Travis!” she moaned, pushing back to meet his thrusts.




He gave her exactly what she wanted, pounding her soaked pussy with long, powerful strokes. The wet, obscene sounds of their fucking echoed through the shop. Jess’s legs started shaking as another orgasm built rapidly.




“I’m gonna cum again—” she whimpered.




“Cum on my cock,” Travis growled, slamming into her even faster.




Jess came hard, her pussy clenching and pulsing around his thick shaft as waves of intense pleasure ripped through her. Her moans turned into screams of ecstasy.

Travis followed right behind her. With a deep groan, he buried himself to the hilt and came hard, flooding her pussy with thick ropes of cum. He kept thrusting through both of their orgasms, filling her completely until his cum started leaking out around his cock.




They stayed locked together for a long moment, panting and trembling. Travis finally pulled out slowly, watching his cum drip from her well-fucked pussy down her thighs.




Jess looked back at him over her shoulder, flushed and glowing, a satisfied smile on her face. “Best Saturday at work ever,” she breathed.




Jess stayed bent over the couch for a moment, catching her breath, her legs shaky and Travis’s warm cum slowly leaking down her inner thighs. She felt thoroughly claimed — used in the best possible way.




Travis ran his hands possessively over her ass, squeezing her cheeks before pulling her upright and turning her to face him. He kissed her deeply again, slower this time, his tongue claiming her mouth as his hands roamed over her naked body.




When he finally pulled back, he looked down at her with dark, satisfied eyes.




“You’re mine now, Jess,” he said quietly, his voice low and commanding. One hand slid between her legs, cupping her cum-filled pussy possessively. “This pussy belongs to me. Every time you come to work with me... every time I want you... you’re going to give it to me. Understood?” Jess shivered at his words, biting her lip as a fresh wave of arousal mixed with the mess between her thighs. She nodded, looking up at him submissively.




“Yes... I’m yours.”




Travis smirked, brushing a strand of hair from her face. “Good girl. And those pictures of your little sissy boyfriend? I could still ruin him with them anytime I want.” He leaned in closer, lips brushing her ear. “But we both know I don’t really need blackmail anymore, don’t we?”

Jess let out a soft, breathy laugh and pressed her naked body against him, feeling his cock twitch against her stomach.




“No... you don’t,” she admitted, her voice husky. “I want this just as much as you do. I’ve been soaked thinking about you all week. Dillon stays locked up at home while I come to you... getting fucked the way I need.”




Travis chuckled darkly and kissed her again, his hand still possessively between her legs, slowly rubbing her cum-slick folds.




“That’s what I thought.” He gave her pussy a light, playful slap that made her gasp. “Clean yourself up a little, but leave my cum inside you. I want you feeling me drip out of you the whole way home to your pathetic boyfriend.”

He handed her the tiny black thong. Jess slipped it back on, the lace quickly becoming soaked with their combined juices. She pulled her tiny shorts and tank top back on while Travis watched with hungry eyes.




As they got ready to leave the shop, Travis pulled her close one last time, his hand sliding under her shorts to squeeze her ass.




“This is just the beginning, Jess. You’re my dirty little secret now.”




She smiled up at him, already excited for the next time.

“I can’t wait.”




Jess barely kept herself together on the drive home. Travis’s thick cum was still leaking out of her well-fucked pussy, soaking into the tiny black thong and making her shorts damp. Every bump in the road made her feel it — warm, sticky, and reminding her of how thoroughly her boss had just claimed her.




She burst through the front door, flushed and glowing. Dillon was waiting exactly where she’d left him — kneeling in the living room in nothing but his chastity cage and a pair of her pink panties.




“Get over here, sissy,” Jess commanded, her voice sweet but dripping with dominance. She kicked off her sandals and yanked down her tiny denim shorts, leaving herself in just the cum-soaked thong and tank top.




Dillon’s eyes widened as he crawled to her immediately. He could already smell the sex on her. Jess sat on the edge of the couch, spread her legs wide, and hooked a finger under the thong, pulling it aside. Thick, creamy cum was visibly leaking from her swollen, pink pussy.




“Look what my boss left inside me,” she purred, reaching down to spread her folds so more of Travis’s load dripped out. “He fucked me so good, Dillon. His cock is huge... stretched me open in ways you never could. And he came so deep.”




Dillon whimpered, his caged cock straining painfully against the pink lace as he stared at her creampie.




Jess grabbed him by the hair and pulled his face between her thighs. “Clean it up. Eat my boss’s cum like the pathetic little cum-eater you are.”




She moaned loudly as Dillon’s tongue dove into her, licking and sucking Travis’s load straight from her freshly fucked pussy. He was eager and desperate, swallowing every drop while she ground against his face.




“Mmm, that’s it... swallow it all. This is what real men leave behind,” she taunted, her voice breathy with lingering pleasure. “While you were home locked up in panties, Travis was pounding me over the couch. He made me cum twice on his big thick cock. And now you’re eating the evidence like a good little cleanup bitch.”




She held his head firmly in place, smothering him with her cum-filled pussy as she continued the torment.

“He claimed me today, baby. Told me my pussy belongs to him now. Said he doesn’t even need those blackmail pictures of you anymore... because I want him to fuck me. I want to be his dirty little office slut while you stay denied and humiliated at home.”




Dillon moaned pathetically into her, licking deeper, his tongue pushing inside to get every last drop of Travis’s cum. His own caged dick was leaking helplessly into the panties.




Jess laughed softly and rocked her hips, using his face for her pleasure.




“Keep eating, sissy. Every drop of my boss’s cum belongs in your stomach now. And when you’re done... I’m going to tell you exactly how it felt when he bent me over and filled me up.” She leaned back with a satisfied sigh, stroking his hair almost tenderly while he continued his humiliating cleanup duty, her thighs trembling with aftershocks of pleasure.

















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.



Girls Night

The living room buzzed with feminine laughter and the clink of wine glasses. Jess, a gorgeous 37-year-old hotwife with long chestnut hair, piercing green eyes, and a body built for sin—full, heavy breasts, a tiny waist, and wide hips poured into a tight black cocktail dress—reclined like royalty on the sofa. Her three closest friends sat around her: Sophia, the sharp-witted brunette with toned legs and a devilish smirk; Mia, the curvy redhead whose cleavage threatened to spill out of her top; and Lila, the petite blonde with mischievous blue eyes.




Her husband Dillon—now known only as Samantha in their private (and increasingly public) world—waited nervously in the kitchen, already locked in his flat pink chastity cage for the past four months. The device smashed his pathetic little cock into a smooth, humiliating mound, denying him any real erection or release. Tonight, Jess had decided it was time to shatter what remained of his dignity.




“Girls,” Jess announced, her voice silky with dominance, “I’ve been dying to show you what my so-called husband has become. Dillon! Get up here.”

He appeared in the doorway, dressed in plain male clothes, face already flushed. “Jess… please, not in front of them,” he whispered.




Her eyes narrowed. “Upstairs. Now. Change into your proper outfit, Samantha. The lace thong, the matching bra, and that sweet little cotton pink dress. You have five minutes. Don’t make me come get you.”




The command sent a wave of psychological humiliation crashing over him. Heart hammering, Dillon obeyed, retreating upstairs under the curious stares of the women. In their bedroom, he stripped off his boring shirt and khakis, revealing the flat chastity cage that kept him utterly denied. He slid on the tiny lace thong—pink and delicate, the back string burying deep between his smooth, shaved ass cheeks. The matching bra cupped his hairless chest, making him feel even more ridiculous. Finally, the short cotton pink dress: frilly, feminine, barely covering the tops of his thighs. It clung to his soft body, the hem teasing exposure with every movement.




When he descended the stairs, the women’s conversation stopped dead. Jess smiled triumphantly.




“Come to the center of the room, Samantha. Let my friends see what a pretty little sissy cuck you are.”

Dillon—Samantha—stood before them, trembling, the short dress doing nothing to hide his shame. The flat cage created a smooth, girlish front under the thin fabric, the outline faintly visible.

Sophia burst into laughter first. “Oh my god, Jess. You actually turned him into a doll. Look at that dress!”




Mia leaned forward, eyes wide with delight. “Spin for us, Samantha. Show off that little ass.”




Jess snapped her fingers. “You heard her. Obey.”




He turned slowly, the dress flaring up to reveal the lace thong disappearing between his cheeks. The psychological weight was crushing—standing there fully feminized in front of Jess’s closest friends, exposed as the weak, locked sissy he had become. His face burned with humiliation.




Lila clapped. “This is amazing. How long has he been locked like that?”




“Four months,” Jess said proudly, standing up and circling her husband like a predator. She ran her hand up the back of the dress, lifting the hem to show the thong to everyone. “No orgasms. No erections. Just constant aching while real men fuck me raw. Isn’t that right, Samantha?”




“Yes, Ma’am,” he whispered, voice cracking.




Jess’s hand squeezed his caged mound through the dress. “Louder. Tell them what you are.”




“I’m… I’m your locked sissy cuck, Jess. My tiny cock stays denied while you get satisfied by superior men.”




The room erupted in mocking laughter.




“Pathetic,” Sophia sneered. “That dress is so cute on such a useless boy. Does it make your little cage leak?”




Jess grinned. “It does. Samantha, start stripping. Slowly. Let them see everything.”




With shaking hands, Dillon reached behind himself and unzipped the pink cotton dress. The fabric slid down his body, pooling at his feet. He stood in just the lace bra and thong, the flat pink chastity cage prominently displayed, crushing his genitals into feminine nothingness. Pre-cum had already soaked a small wet spot on the front of the thong.




Mia pointed and laughed. “Look at that! Completely flat. There’s nothing there. How do you even call that a cock?”

“Step out of the dress completely,” Jess ordered, her voice thick with power. She was radiant in her control, loving every second of his degradation. “Bra next.”




He unclasped the bra, letting it fall away to reveal his smooth, hairless chest. Now only the tiny lace thong remained. The women’s eyes devoured him—mocking, degrading, empowered.




“Turn around and bend over,” Lila commanded, giggling. 




“Show us how that thong looks buried in your sissy ass.”

Dillon obeyed, bending at the waist. Jess hooked her fingers into the thong’s waistband and slowly peeled it down his legs, fully exposing him. The string dragged across his skin, leaving him completely naked except for the locked flat cage. His smooth ass, tiny locked nub, and trembling legs were on full display for all four women.




“God, what a loser,” Sophia said, sipping her wine. “Jess, you own this bitch completely. Look how he’s shaking.”

Jess stepped close, pressing her body against his back, one hand possessively cupping the cage while the other twisted his nipple. “This is my power. My sissy husband, exposed, stripped, and humiliated for my friends. No more pretending to be a man. Samantha exists for my pleasure and your entertainment.”




The degradation continued relentlessly. They made him kneel, fully naked and caged, repeating humiliating phrases:




“I’m Jess’s locked sissy cuck.”




“My useless clit belongs to her.”




“Thank you for laughing at me.”




Each word deepened the psychological annihilation. His body betrayed him—the cage strained painfully, pre-cum dripping onto the floor as the women pointed and teased. Jess watched with supreme satisfaction, her dominance absolute.




She had stripped him not just of clothes, but of every last shred of masculinity. Dillon—Samantha—was nothing but her exposed, broken, denied plaything, and the night was only beginning.




The women’s laughter still echoed in the living room as Samantha knelt naked and trembling, the flat pink chastity cage glistening with his leaking pre-cum. Jess stood tall above him, radiating pure dominance, her hand resting possessively on his head.




“Alright, girls,” Jess announced with a wicked grin. “We’ve had our fun stripping my little sissy bare. Now let’s dress her back up. We’re taking Samantha out tonight—to that gay bar downtown. Time to show her off to some real men.”




Dillon’s stomach dropped. The psychological humiliation intensified at the thought of being paraded in public like this. “Jess… please, not outside…”




A sharp slap to his smooth ass cut him off. “Quiet, Samantha. You’ll do exactly as I say.”




The friends helped pick out an even more humiliating outfit. They slid the tiny lace thong back up his legs, the string once again burying deep between his ass cheeks. The matching bra went on next. Over that, they chose a short, slutty baby-pink pleated dress that barely reached mid-thigh, with a low scoop neckline that showed off the bra straps. Sheer white thigh-high stockings with little bows at the top, and strappy pink heels that made him wobble. Jess added the finishing touches: bright pink lipstick, mascara, and a blonde wig that framed his flushed face.




“Look at her,” Mia cooed, adjusting the hem of the dress so the bottom of the thong peeked out when he moved. “Such a pretty little cocktease.”




They piled into Jess’s SUV, Samantha squeezed in the back between Sophia and Lila, who spent the entire ride teasing the cage through the dress and whispering degrading encouragement.




At the crowded gay bar, the thumping music and dim lights did nothing to hide their entrance. Four confident women and one obviously feminized sissy turned heads immediately. Jess led the way, her hand firmly on Samantha’s lower back, guiding her through the crowd.




“Everyone, this is my sissy husband, Samantha,” Jess announced loudly to a group of muscular men near the bar. “She’s locked in a flat little chastity cage and desperately needs attention from big, strong men. Who wants to meet her?”




The humiliation burned through Dillon like wildfire. Strangers’ eyes raked over his body—the short dress, the stockings, the obvious bulge-free front. A tall, broad-shouldered man with tattoos and a thick beard stepped forward, smirking.




“Well damn,” he said, voice deep. “She’s cute. That dress is doing her favors.”




Jess pushed Samantha closer. “Go on, sissy. Flirt. Tell him how much you love big strong men like him.”




Samantha’s voice was small and shaky. “H-hi… I’m Samantha. My wife keeps me locked up because I’m not man enough…”




The group of men laughed. Sophia and Mia flanked him, helping “coach” the flirting.




“Tell him you like his muscles,” Mia whispered loudly enough for everyone nearby to hear. “And that your tiny caged clit twitches when you look at real men.”




Blushing furiously, Samantha repeated it, eyes downcast. The tattooed man reached out and lifted the hem of the short dress, boldly exposing the lace thong and the flat pink cage to his friends.




“Fuck, look at that,” he chuckled. “Completely flat. Poor girl’s got nothing down there. You like showing this off, Samantha?”




“Yes, Sir,” he whimpered, the public exposure sending waves of psychological shame and helpless arousal through him. The cage strained painfully as more men gathered, some reaching out to grope his ass or flick the cage through the thong.

Lila grinned, ordering drinks. “Jess, make her dance with a couple of them. Let’s see how well she flirts on the dance floor.”




Jess nodded, her power absolute. She selected two large, muscular men—one Black with a powerful build, the other a hairy-chested bear type—and pushed Samantha between them on the dance floor. The short dress rode up as they ground against her, their hard cocks pressing obviously against her body through their pants. Samantha could feel their size—nothing like his own denied nub.




“Grind back, sissy,” Jess called out from the edge of the floor, watching with pride and amusement. “Show them how grateful you are that real men exist.”




The men laughed and groped him openly—one hand sliding under the dress to cup the chastity cage, another squeezing his ass cheeks. Samantha moaned softly, completely overwhelmed. The psychological torment was exquisite: surrounded by dominant men who saw him as nothing but a pathetic sissy toy, while his hotwife wife orchestrated every second of his exposure.




Back at the bar between songs, Jess pulled the tattooed man aside. “She gives great head, you know. And she cleans up after real men fuck me. Maybe later we can take her somewhere private so you can use her mouth while I watch.”




The man grinned. “I’d love to see that locked-up little bitch on his knees.”

Samantha stood there, dress disheveled, lipstick smeared, surrounded by mocking laughter and hungry male attention. Jess’s hand rested on his shoulder, a symbol of total ownership. Every flirtation, every grope, every degrading comment reinforced the truth: he was her exposed sissy cuck, and tonight she was sharing her power with the world—one humiliating interaction at a time. The night stretched ahead, full of more public shame, and Samantha had never felt more broken… or more completely hers.


The 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.”



New Reality

Jess lounged on the edge of their luxurious king bed, the room bathed in soft amber light from scented candles. Her body was a vision of feminine power—full, heavy breasts barely contained by the sheer crimson robe that draped open over her hips, revealing the smooth, glistening lips of her pussy. She sipped her wine slowly, feeling a deep, throbbing heat build between her thighs at the thought of what was coming. Dillon had disappointed her for the last time. Tonight, he would break beautifully and become Samantha, her devoted sissy cumslut.




“Come here, Dillon,” she purred, her voice rich with command. He entered, and she smiled at the nervousness in his eyes. “Strip. Let Mistress see that tiny, worthless clit one final time before I lock it away.”




Dillon removed his clothes, revealing his small four-inch erection already leaking with shameful excitement. Jess laughed softly, a sound that made her nipples harden. “Look at it, Samantha. So pathetically small. It twitches like it thinks it matters, but we both know it doesn’t. Tonight you’re mine completely.”




She led him through the sensual preparation. In the shower, her hands lathered and shaved every inch of him until his skin was silky smooth. Her fingers lingered teasingly around his ass and tiny cock, building his desperation. Back in the bedroom, lotion made his body glow. The lingerie ritual followed: black lace panties that tucked his little clit flat, garter belt and sheer stockings rolling up his legs with her nails tracing fire along his skin, a bra filled with heavy D-cup forms, a tightly cinched corset creating an hourglass silhouette, a tiny pleated skirt, and tall strappy heels. Makeup transformed his face into sultry beauty—smoky eyes, long lashes, glossy pink lips—and the auburn wig completed Samantha.




Jess turned her toward the mirror, pressing her body against Samantha’s back, hands cupping the fake breasts. “You’re so pretty like this, my sissy. But that caged micro-clit will always remind you of your place.” She locked the pink chastity cage on tight, the key warm between her own breasts.




Samantha dropped to her knees at Jess’s command, eagerly worshipping. Her glossy lips and tongue lavished attention on Jess’s pussy, sucking her swollen clit while Jess moaned and ground against her face, fingers tangled in the wig. Jess came hard the first time, flooding Samantha’s mouth with her sweet nectar, thighs quivering in ecstasy.




The real intensity began when Jess strapped on her thick, veined eight-inch dildo. She bent Samantha over the bed, skirt flipped up, and slowly removed the training plug. “Your sissy pussy is winking for me already. So hungry.” She pressed the thick head inside, inch by inch, savoring Samantha’s stretched moans. Once buried deep, Jess began thrusting powerfully, her hips slapping against the smooth ass while the harness base rubbed perfectly against her own clit.




“Fuck, you take it so well,” Jess groaned, pleasure building fast. She reached around to flick and tug the chastity cage. “This tiny locked clit is leaking everywhere while I fuck you properly. Beg for it, Samantha.”




“Please, Mistress… fuck your sissy harder! My little clit is useless compared to your toy,” Samantha whimpered.




Jess pounded deeper, varying her rhythm—long, slow strokes followed by fast, brutal ones—until she shattered into a powerful orgasm, crying out as waves of pleasure crashed through her core.




She flipped Samantha onto her back, legs spread wide and held high. “This cock, my toy, isn’t for you, it’s for me. A symbol of my complete power over you and your submission to me.” Jess drove in again, fucking her missionary-style so she could watch Samantha’s made-up face contort in humiliated bliss and her heavy fake breasts bounce with every thrust. Jess ground her hips in circles, hitting Samantha’s prostate while her own clit received constant stimulation.




She rode the edge of another orgasm, slowing to tease. “Feel how full I make you? Your pathetic little nub could never stretch me like this. Never make me cum like this.” She reached down and stroked the cage lightly, making Samantha sob with denied need.




Jess came again, harder this time, soaking the harness as she continued thrusting through the spasms. Pulling out, she removed the strap-on and straddled Samantha’s face in reverse, lowering her dripping, sensitive pussy onto the sissy’s eager mouth. “Clean your Mistress while I play with my toy.” Samantha licked desperately, sucking every drop while Jess fingered the plugged hole and tormented the cage.




The pleasure built again for Jess—slow, grinding rides that rubbed her clit perfectly against Samantha’s tongue and nose. She came a third time with a long, shuddering moan, smothering her sissy in her wetness.




Finally, Jess unlocked the cage. “You’ve earned a ruined orgasm, my cumslut.” She slid two fingers deep into Samantha’s well-fucked ass, massaging the prostate while feeding her the strap-on dildo still slick with lube and Jess’s juices. “Suck it like the whore you are while I milk that tiny clit.”




Samantha sucked greedily, gagging softly, body writhing as Jess’s fingers worked expertly. The combination—full ass, stuffed mouth, total submission—pushed her over. Her orgasm was humiliatingly small: just a few weak, watery spurts onto her own stockings and belly, while Jess watched with triumphant arousal.




Jess scooped up the meager load and fed it to Samantha’s painted lips. “Swallow every drop of your pathetic sissy cum. This is all you’ll ever get.” She then pulled her close, stroking the wig tenderly as Samantha trembled in her arms.




“You were exquisite tonight, Samantha,” Jess whispered, glowing with deep satisfaction. “Completely owned. My perfect feminized cumslut.” The long night of dominance had left her body humming with multiple orgasms and an intoxicating sense of power. She kissed Samantha’s forehead, already dreaming of even deeper submission tomorrow.


Mature Service

Dillon’s heart hammered in his chest as he knelt in the living room, already stripped bare except for the cruel, flat metal chastity cage locked tight around his shriveled cock and balls. The cage was mercilessly small, pressing his pathetic little dicklette flush against his body so it could never grow, never please. Jess had chosen tonight specially. Richard—her massive, dominant bull—was coming over, and he’d texted that he was bringing “a few friends” to enjoy her properly.




The doorbell rang. Jess sauntered over in a tiny black lace babydoll that barely covered her perfect ass, her full tits bouncing freely. She shot Dillon a wicked grin. “Stay right there, princess. Time to get you dressed for your new role.”




She disappeared into the bedroom and returned with two items: a pair of extremely childish panties and a soft cotton onesie. The panties were pale pink with white ruffles, little cartoon unicorns and hearts printed all over them, and a prominent “Mommy’s Good Girl” slogan across the butt. She dangled them in front of his face.




“These are perfect for a useless sissy like you,” Jess cooed, forcing his feet through the leg holes. The fabric was soft and humiliatingly infantile as she pulled them up his smooth legs. The crotch hugged his metal cage obscenely, the flat steel bulge obvious and already glistening with frustrated pre-cum that immediately began soaking through the thin cotton. A dark wet spot bloomed right over his locked nub. “Look at that. Leaking already and they haven’t even arrived. Pathetic.”




Next came the onesie—pure white cotton with delicate pink princess patterns: tiaras, castles, magic wands, and sparkling hearts scattered across it. Snap buttons ran from the crotch all the way up the front. Jess made a show of dressing him slowly, snapping each button while whispering in his ear. “You’re not a man tonight, Dillon. You’re furniture. You’re a cum receptacle for real men. My superiors. Understand?”




“Yes, Goddess,” he whispered, face burning.




“Good girl.”




The door opened. Richard stepped in first—tall, silver-haired, in his late 50s, with a thick bulge already straining his pants. Behind him came three more older men: Marcus (early 60s, bald, built like a linebacker), Victor (mid-50s, bearded, ex-athlete), and Paul (late 50s, distinguished with a cruel smile). All of them were clearly packing—massive, heavy cocks that dwarfed anything Dillon had ever been.




Richard laughed the second he saw Dillon. “Holy shit, Jess. You really went all out on the little bitch.”




Jess beamed, yanking Dillon up by the hair so they could inspect him. “Meet my sissy husband, boys. Say hello, Princess.”




Dillon’s voice cracked. “H-hello, Sirs…”




Marcus stepped forward, grabbing Dillon’s chin roughly. “Look at those cute little panties. Is that a wet spot already? Your tiny locked clit is dripping just from knowing you’re about to watch real men fuck your wife.” He pressed a thick finger against the soaked cotton, smearing the leaking pre-cum. The others roared with laughter.

Victor circled him, snapping the onesie straps. “Princess patterns? Fuck, that’s degrading. Bet you picked those out yourself, didn’t you, sissy?”




“N-no, Sir… she did,” Dillon mumbled.




Paul smirked. “Even better. Your wife knows exactly what a worthless cumrag you are.”




Jess pushed Dillon down to his knees in the center of the room. “Tonight you’re serving your superiors. You’ll watch them use me, and then you’ll clean up every drop they give you—straight from the source. Open that pretty mouth.”




Richard was first. He unzipped, pulling out a thick, veiny 9-inch cock that was already rock hard. The head was fat and purple, leaking a bead of precum. Jess guided Dillon’s head forward. “Suck it, princess. Show them how grateful you are that a real man is here to satisfy me.”




Dillon’s lips stretched wide around the massive head. The taste was salty, musky, overpowering. Richard groaned, thrusting deeper, fucking his face while Jess held Dillon’s head steady. “That’s it. Get it nice and sloppy for my pussy later. Look at him go—such a natural cocksucker in his little princess onesie.”




The others watched, stroking their own huge cocks—each one thicker and longer than the last. Marcus was easily 10 inches and girthy, Victor curved upward with heavy balls, and Paul’s was a veiny monster with a pronounced head.




Jess teased Dillon mercilessly between sucks. “Your little cage is soaking those panties, baby. Everyone can see how excited you are to be a fluffer. You’re never going to fuck me again. This is your sex life now—serving superior cock.”




Richard face-fucked him harder, grunting. “Gonna feed this bitch my load first.” His balls tightened, and with a deep roar he erupted. Thick, hot ropes of cum blasted straight into Dillon’s throat. “Swallow it all, sissy. Every fucking drop.”




Dillon choked and gulped, tears streaming down his face as he swallowed the heavy, bitter load. Some dribbled from the corner of his mouth onto his onesie. The men laughed.




“Good girl,” Jess praised, kissing Richard deeply while stroking his spent cock. “Next.”




Marcus took his place. His cock was so thick Dillon’s jaw ached instantly. Jess helped, pushing Dillon’s head down until his nose pressed into Marcus’s pubes. “Deeper, slut. Worship it. This is what a real man’s cock smells like.”




The humiliation was relentless. “Look at his little locked dicklette leaking all over those unicorn panties,” Victor mocked. “He’s probably about to cum hands-free just from tasting superior seed.”




Marcus lasted longer, using Dillon’s throat like a fleshlight while Jess rode Richard’s face on the couch, moaning loudly. When Marcus came, it was a massive flood—Dillon swallowed desperately, belly filling with warm cum as the older man pumped rope after rope.




One by one they used him. Victor made him lick his heavy balls first, then throat-fucked him while calling him “Princess Cumdump.” Paul was the cruelest, slapping Dillon’s face with his heavy cock between thrusts, making the sissy thank him for every inch.




Jess kept up the teasing the entire time, snapping photos on her phone. “Smile for the camera, baby. This is going in our private album. Everyone can see what a good little cocksucker you are in your princess onesie.” She reached down and flicked the wet, cum-soaked crotch of his panties, making his cage strain painfully.




After the fourth load—Paul’s thick, salty explosion that Dillon swallowed with audible gulps—Dillon knelt there dazed, lips swollen, belly bloated with four loads of superior cum. His onesie was stained with spit, cum drips, and the constant leak from his denied, leaking cage. The pink panties were drenched.




Jess straddled Dillon’s face briefly, letting him taste how wet she was from watching. “Good job, princess. But the night’s just starting. They’re going to fuck me now… and you’ll be right here, holding their cocks and cleaning them between rounds. Maybe if you’re very good, they’ll let you lick their cum out of my pussy later.”




The men chuckled, already hardening again as they looked at the broken, humiliated sissy in his childish outfit.




“Best night ever,” Richard said, pulling Jess onto his lap. “Now watch how a real man fucks your wife, cumrag.”




Jess moaned loudly as Richard lifted her onto his thick cock, impaling her slick pussy in one smooth thrust. She was facing Dillon, legs spread wide so her sissy husband had a perfect view of her stretched lips gripping the older bull’s massive shaft.




“Watch closely, princess,” Jess gasped, bouncing slowly. “This is what a real cock feels like. Not that sad little metal nub locked away in your diapers.”




Dillon knelt inches away, still in his cum-stained princess onesie and soaked unicorn panties. The front of the childish cotton was dark and sticky from his endless leaking. Every time Jess moaned, his caged clit twitched and dribbled more pre-cum, adding to the humiliating wet patch.




Marcus grabbed Dillon by the hair and pulled his face closer. “Hold my cock while Richard wrecks her. Get it ready for her next.”




Dillon’s small hands wrapped around Marcus’s heavy, semi-hard 10-inch monster. It throbbed against his palms as he stroked it obediently, inches from where Richard was pounding Jess. The wet sounds of flesh slapping filled the room—Richard’s heavy balls smacking against Jess’s ass with every deep thrust.




“Fuck, she’s tight,” Richard growled. “Way tighter than anything your worthless dicklette could ever feel.”




Victor and Paul lounged on either side, stroking themselves while mocking the scene. “Look at him,” Victor laughed. “Dressed like a little girl, leaking through his panties, holding another man’s cock like it’s the most natural thing in the world. Bet you’ve dreamed about this, huh sissy?”

“Yes, Sir,” Dillon whispered shamefully, eyes glued to his wife’s stretched pussy.




Richard fucked Jess harder, making her tits bounce wildly. She reached down and pressed Dillon’s face against her clit, right above where Richard’s thick shaft disappeared inside her. “Lick me while he fucks me, baby. Taste how wet superior cock makes me.”




Dillon’s tongue flicked desperately over her swollen clit, occasionally brushing against Richard’s pistoning cock. The taste of her juices mixed with the salty remnants of the loads he’d already swallowed. His own cage ached, the flat metal prison pulsing as he leaked helplessly.




After several minutes, Richard roared and unloaded deep inside Jess. Dillon watched the base of the bull’s cock throb as rope after rope flooded her pussy. When Richard finally pulled out, a thick glob of cum immediately began leaking from her well-fucked hole.




“Clean it up, princess,” Jess ordered sweetly, pulling Dillon’s face right into her creampie. “Suck your superior’s load out of me.”




Dillon obeyed, lapping and sucking greedily. The warm, thick cum flowed onto his tongue—richer and more potent than what he’d swallowed earlier. He swallowed every drop while the men cheered.




“Good girl,” Jess praised, stroking his hair. “Now get Richard clean.”




Dillon turned and took Richard’s spent, pussy-flavored cock into his mouth, sucking and licking every trace of mixed juices. The older man groaned in satisfaction, patting Dillon’s head like a pet.




Marcus took Richard’s place next. He bent Jess over the couch, her ass up, and slammed into her in one brutal thrust. “Your turn to hold my cock next round, sissy,” he told Dillon while pounding her. The force of his thrusts made Jess cry out in pleasure.




Paul pulled Dillon’s head toward his own cock. “Open. Get me ready too.”




For the next hour, they rotated. Dillon was kept constantly busy—sucking one cock while another fucked his wife, licking her clit during the pounding, and cleaning every creampie and used cock afterward. His princess onesie grew messier with every round: spit, cum streaks, and his own constant leakage turning the crotch into a sodden, humiliating disaster. The snap buttons at his groin strained against the soaked fabric.




At one point, all four men surrounded Jess and Dillon. They made the sissy lie on his back on the coffee table while Jess rode Victor reverse cowgirl directly over his face. Dillon had a front-row view as Victor’s thick cock stretched her, balls slapping against his forehead with every bounce.




“Stick your tongue out, cumrag,” Victor commanded. Dillon obeyed, licking Victor’s shaft and Jess’s clit as they fucked inches above him. When Victor came, the overflow poured straight down onto Dillon’s face and into his open mouth.




“Swallow,” Jess moaned, grinding down. “That’s what good princesses do.”




Paul and Marcus jerked off over Dillon’s chest and face while Richard fed him his cock again. Load after load rained down—some into his mouth, some painting his onesie and panties. Dillon swallowed everything they gave him, gulping loudly as the men laughed at his ruined state.




By the time they were temporarily spent, Dillon was a complete mess: face glazed, onesie soaked through with cum and his own leaks, the childish princess patterns barely visible under the filth. His metal cage was dripping steadily, the cotton panties clinging transparently to the flat steel.




Jess crouched over him, kissing his cum-smeared lips. “Such a good little servant tonight. The boys are impressed with what a eager cocksucker you are. Maybe we’ll let you sleep in your wet onesie… or maybe we’ll make you earn one more round of loads before bed.”




The older men chuckled, already starting to stroke themselves hard again as they eyed the broken, leaking sissy and his glowing, satisfied wife.

“Round two, princess,” Richard said with a smirk. “Open wide.”




Jess smiled down at her ruined husband, her eyes sparkling with wicked delight. “One more round, boys. Let’s completely break this pathetic little sissy tonight. I want his manhood destroyed forever.”




The four older men grinned, their thick cocks already hardening again as they surrounded Dillon. Richard yanked him up by the hair and forced him back down onto all fours in the center of the room, ass up like an animal. The soaked cotton onesie rode up his back, fully exposing the ruffled unicorn panties clinging transparently to his flat metal cage. The dark wet spot had spread everywhere, and fresh pre-cum was still oozing through the fabric in a steady drip.




“Look at this,” Marcus laughed, kicking Dillon’s legs wider apart. “His little locked clit is literally crying. Those princess panties are fucking ruined. How does it feel knowing you’ll never fuck a woman again, sissy?”

Dillon whimpered. “It… it feels right, Sir…”




Jess straddled his back, facing his ass, and reached down to flick his cage hard through the wet cotton. “That’s because you’re not a man anymore, Dillon. You’re our cum toilet. Say it.”




“I’m… I’m not a man anymore,” Dillon gasped. “I’m your cum toilet.”




Victor and Paul stepped forward first, feeding their heavy cocks into Dillon’s mouth from both sides, stretching his lips obscenely. They took turns face-fucking him while Jess directed the humiliation.




“Watch how easily he takes two real cocks,” Jess purred, grinding her wet pussy on Dillon’s back. “Your throat belongs to superior men now. Your tiny dicklette will never please anyone. It’s just a leaky decoration.”




Richard knelt behind Dillon and yanked the onesie snaps open at the crotch. He pulled the soaked unicorn panties to the side, exposing the shiny metal cage. “Pathetic. Flat as a fucking coin. Let’s see how much more it can leak while we destroy what’s left of your pride.”




Marcus stepped up and slid his massive 10-inch cock between Dillon’s thighs, rubbing the thick shaft against the underside of the chastity cage in humiliating frottage. The heat and weight of the real man’s cock made Dillon’s locked nub throb uselessly.




“Feel that, princess?” Marcus taunted, thrusting between his legs without ever entering him. “This is what a real cock feels like. Yours will never know pussy again. Never know tightness. Never cum like a man. You’re going to spend the rest of your life leaking in panties and onesies while we breed your wife.”




Dillon moaned around the cocks in his mouth as the relentless degradation sank in. Jess leaned down and whispered hotly in his ear, “I’m never unlocking you. Ever. This cage is permanent now. Your manhood is over. Ruined. You’re just a eunuch cumrag for the rest of your life.”




The men rotated, using his mouth, rubbing their cocks on his caged clit, and making him thank them after every thrust. Paul made him lick his ass while Jess rode Richard again right in front of him. Victor painted his face with another thick load, forcing Dillon to keep his eyes open as it splattered across his cheeks and lips.




“Time to finish him off,” Jess announced. “Make the sissy ruin his last pathetic orgasm hands-free in his princess panties.”




They positioned Dillon on his back again. All four men stood over him, stroking their massive cocks. Jess sat on his face, grinding her cum-filled pussy down so he could barely breathe while she stroked his caged nub through the soaked cotton with two fingers.




“Cum for us, princess,” she commanded. “Cum like the broken little girl you are. No hands. No pussy. Just leaking while real men paint you.”




The humiliation overwhelmed him. The taste of Jess’s creampie, the weight of the men’s mocking laughter, the feel of his flat metal prison straining helplessly—it all built up. Dillon’s body convulsed as a humiliating, ruined orgasm ripped through him. His locked clit pulsed pathetically, forcing out weak, watery spurts of cum that soaked completely through the unicorn panties and into the cotton onesie. No pleasure. Just shame. A dribbling, unsatisfying release that left him even more broken.




The men roared with laughter as they unloaded. Thick ropes of hot cum blasted across his body—face, chest, the front of his princess onesie, and especially the soaked crotch of his panties. They covered him until he was glazed and dripping, his childish outfit forever marked.




Jess stood up and looked down at the destroyed mess that used to be her husband. “There. Your manhood is officially gone forever, Dillon. Ruined in a onesie, painted in superior cum, leaking like the sissy you were always meant to be.”




She snapped a final photo of him lying there, covered and broken.




“Now thank the gentlemen for destroying you.”




Dillon’s voice was hoarse and defeated. “Thank you, Sirs… for ruining my manhood forever.”




The older men zipped up, satisfied, while Jess blew them kisses. “Same time next week, boys. My little princess will be waiting in an even cuter outfit.”




Dillon could only lie there in his sticky, cum-drenched princess onesie, the reality of his permanent emasculation sinking deep into his soul.


Sleep Hypnosis

Jess smiled as she watched Dillon drift off to sleep, his chest rising and falling in the dim glow of their bedroom lamp. He had no idea what was coming. For months, she’d been studying hypnosis—subliminal audio files, deep trance techniques, and custom scripts tailored just for him. Dillon was hers, and tonight she would remake him into the perfect feminized sissy cumslut he’d secretly craved deep down.




She slipped the wireless earbuds into his ears while he was already snoring softly. The hidden app on her phone began playing her custom track: soft, swirling binaural beats layered with her own whispered voice, repeating over and over.




“You are safe. You are relaxed. You belong to Jess. Your mind opens only for me. Every word sinks deeper while you sleep…”




Dillon stirred once but settled quickly, his body going limp as the hypnosis took hold. Jess leaned in close, her lips brushing his ear, feeding him the suggestions directly.




“You love being pretty for me, Dillon. Your cock shrinks smaller every day. It’s useless for anything but leaking when you get excited. You crave panties, stockings, skirts… they make you feel so right. So slutty. You’re not a man anymore. You’re my sissy. My eager little cumslut.”

She repeated the triggers for hours as he slept: feminization mantras, obedience loops, an overwhelming addiction to cock and cum. By morning, the changes would be locked in—irresistible and permanent.

Dillon woke up feeling strangely warm and fuzzy. His body tingled, especially between his legs where his cock felt oddly small and soft. Jess was already up, standing by the bed in a silky robe, holding out a pair of pink lace panties.




“Good morning, princess,” she purred. “Put these on.”




To his shock, Dillon didn’t hesitate. His hands moved on their own, sliding the delicate fabric up his smooth legs. They felt incredible. A little whimper escaped his lips as the lace cupped his shrunken dicklet, which twitched pathetically and leaked a clear bead of precum.




“Good girl,” Jess cooed, stroking his cheek. “Look at you. Already so eager.”




She guided him to the mirror. Dillon’s eyes widened at his reflection. His face looked softer somehow, his lips fuller. Jess had shaved him completely the night before while he slept, leaving his body hairless and smooth. She dressed him slowly: thigh-high stockings, a short plaid skirt that barely covered his ass, a cropped top that showed his flat belly, and glossy pink lipstick.




“Feel how wet your little clit gets just from dressing up,” Jess whispered, her hand slipping under the skirt to tease his leaking tip. “Say it. Tell me what you are.”




“I-I’m your sissy,” Dillon breathed, voice cracking with need. The words felt so natural, so right. His mind was foggy with pink pleasure, every resistance melting away under the hypnotic programming.




Jess laughed softly and pushed him to his knees. “That’s my good cumslut. Open wide.”




She revealed her strap-on—thick, veiny, and glistening with lube. Dillon’s mouth watered instantly. The hypnosis had done its work; the sight of cock made his hole clench with empty hunger and his brain flood with submissive bliss.




He sucked greedily, bobbing his head like a whore in heat, mascara already running from the tears of effort. Jess gripped his hair, fucking his throat deeper.




“Such a natural cocksucker. This is what you were meant for.”




After she used his mouth thoroughly, Jess bent him over the bed, flipping up his skirt and pulling his panties aside. Dillon moaned like a bitch in heat as she pressed the thick head against his virgin ass.




“Beg for it, sissy.”




“Please… please fuck your cumslut’s pussy,” he whined, pushing back desperately. The hypnosis made every thrust feel euphoric. Pleasure exploded through him as Jess pounded deep, hitting spots that made his tiny dicklet spurt helplessly onto the sheets without ever getting truly hard.




“You don’t cum like a man anymore,” she growled, slamming into him. “You only cum from getting fucked. Say thank you.”




“Thank you! Thank you for making me your feminized sissy cumslut!” Dillon cried out, body shaking as another ruined orgasm leaked from him.




Jess used him for hours—flipping him onto his back with legs spread wide, making him ride the strap-on while he played with his nipples, whispering more triggers that deepened his addiction. By the end, Dillon was a drooling, cum-covered mess, begging for more even after she pulled out.




From that night on, Dillon was gone. In his place was Sissy Dillon—a giggling, cock-hungry cumslut who lived in lingerie, kept her holes ready at all times, and thanked Jess every single day for the hypnosis that set her free.

Jess kissed her new toy’s forehead as the spent sissy nuzzled against her thigh. “Sweet dreams, princess. Tomorrow we invite real cocks over to break you in completely.”


Shopping Spree

Jess sauntered into the boutique with a confident sway of her hips, her hand firmly gripping the elbow of her pretty little sissy, Dillon. The store was a pastel dream of lace, silk, and delicate ribbons—exactly the kind of feminine sanctuary that made Dillon’s cheeks burn before they’d even crossed the threshold. Today, Jess had dressed her charge in a simple sundress that barely concealed the frilly pink panties already hugging her smooth, shaved skin underneath. No bulge allowed. No hiding. Just soft, obedient femininity.




“Be a good girl for Mommy,” Jess murmured, her lips brushing Dillon’s ear. Her voice was honeyed, low enough that only her sissy could hear, but loud enough to make the threat of exposure deliciously real. “Or I’ll make sure everyone knows exactly what you are.”




Dillon’s breath hitched, a soft, humiliated whimper escaping her glossy lips. She nodded, eyes downcast, already feeling the familiar heat of shame pooling low in her belly. Jess loved that sound. It made her feel powerful, desired, and undeniably wet.




The saleswoman, a chic woman in her thirties with a knowing smile, approached them. “Welcome, ladies. How can I help you today?”




Jess didn’t miss a beat. “My sweet girl here needs a whole new wardrobe. Starting with panties. Something lacy. Something that shows off what a proper little sissy she is.” She gave Dillon’s ass a playful pat, right there in the open aisle. Dillon squeaked, shifting her thighs together as if that could hide the growing evidence of her arousal beneath the thin fabric.




The saleswoman’s eyes sparkled with amusement. Jess had chosen this boutique precisely because the staff were discreet but clearly entertained by these scenes. “Of course. Let’s get her measured properly.”




They were led to the fitting area, but Jess insisted on staying out in the main boutique at first—near the racks where other women browsed. “No hiding back there yet, princess. Everyone should see how excited you get when we dress you up.”




Piles of panties were brought out: sheer black cheekies with tiny bows, baby-pink thongs edged in ruffles, virginal white bikini styles with delicate hearts. Jess held each pair up against Dillon’s hips, turning her this way and that in full view of the mirrors and any passing shoppers.




“Look at how these ride up your cute little ass,” Jess teased, snapping the waistband of a particularly skimpy red pair against Dillon’s skin. “Doesn’t that feel better than those boring boy underwear you used to wear? Say it, baby. Tell me how much you love being Mommy’s panty slut.”




Dillon’s voice was a whisper, trembling. “I… I love it, Mommy. I love being your panty slut.”




“Louder, sweetheart. The nice lady wants to hear.”




The saleswoman chuckled softly as Dillon repeated it, her face crimson. Jess’s pulse quickened at the sight—her sissy’s nipples visibly hard beneath the sundress, her thighs quivering. She could practically smell the sweet mix of humiliation and desperate arousal rolling off her.

Next came the bra fitting.




Jess guided Dillon to the measuring station, a slightly more private corner but still visible from the main floor. The saleswoman wrapped the tape measure around Dillon’s chest with professional efficiency, but Jess made it anything but clinical.




“Such small, sensitive little buds,” Jess cooed, reaching out to trace a fingertip over one of Dillon’s nipples through the fabric. “We’ll need something with lots of padding. We want her to have pretty, perky tits for me to play with, don’t we?” She pinched lightly, drawing a gasp that echoed just loud enough. “Imagine how these will look spilling out of a lacy push-up. Every man in the room will know she’s just a dressed-up doll for Mommy’s amusement.”




The saleswoman nodded along, suggesting styles while Jess kept up the running commentary. “Try this one on, princess. Right here. No curtain yet—I want to see you wiggle into it.”




Dillon’s hands shook as she slipped the straps over her shoulders in the semi-open space. The bra was a delicate lavender balconette, all satin and scalloped lace. It cupped her small chest and created the illusion of soft, feminine cleavage. Jess stepped close, adjusting the straps herself, her breath warm on Dillon’s neck.




“Fuck, you look so fuckable like this,” Jess whispered, but loud enough for the saleswoman to hear the edge of hunger in her voice. “Spin for me. Slowly. Show Mommy how your new tits bounce.”




Dillon obeyed, turning in a slow circle. Her eyes were glassy with shame and need. Other women in the store glanced over, some smiling, some raising eyebrows. The attention made Jess’s own thighs clench. There was something intoxicating about claiming her sissy so publicly, turning her into this blushing, obedient vision of hyper-femininity.




They moved to the clothing racks. Skirts, dresses, crop tops, and sheer blouses. Jess selected piece after piece and marched Dillon into the larger fitting room—though she kept the door half-open on purpose.




“Model them for me, one by one,” Jess commanded, settling into the plush chair outside like a queen. “And I want commentary from my pretty girl on how each one makes her feel like the slut she is.”




First came a tiny pleated schoolgirl skirt in pink plaid. Dillon stepped out, tugging at the hem that barely covered the curve of her ass. The lavender bra peeked teasingly from beneath a tied-off white blouse.




“It makes me feel… exposed, Mommy,” Dillon murmured, cheeks flaming. “Like everyone can see I’m just a silly sissy who belongs in panties.”




Jess laughed, low and throaty, crossing her legs. “Good girl. Now twirl. Let me see those panties flash.”




Dillon twirled. The skirt flew up, revealing the red thong from earlier. Jess reached out and ran her palm over the smooth fabric stretched across Dillon’s ass, squeezing possessively. “Look how wet you’re getting these. Pathetic. But so fucking adorable.”




Dress after dress followed—a tight little black cocktail number that hugged every curve, a babydoll nightie that was more lingerie than clothing, a soft sweater and skirt set that screamed “innocent girl next door” while hiding the desperate sissy beneath. With each outfit, Jess’s teasing grew filthier.




“Imagine wearing this to brunch with my friends,” she said, adjusting the neckline of a low-cut top so Dillon’s padded cleavage was on full display. “I’ll tell them all about how you begged to be locked in chastity so you could shop for pretty things like this. How your little clitty leaks every time I call you my good girl.”




Dillon was trembling by the end, a vision of humiliated perfection in a final baby-blue sundress with white lace trim. Jess stood up, pulling her close in the fitting room. Their bodies pressed together, Jess’s hand sliding under the skirt to cup the soaked front of the panties.




“You did so well today, princess,” Jess praised, her voice thick with arousal. “Mommy’s going to take you home and reward you… after you thank every piece of clothing properly on your knees.”




Dillon whimpered, pressing her face into Jess’s neck, lost in the sweet, overwhelming haze of submission. Jess smiled against her hair. This was her favorite game—turning her strong, secret sissy into a quivering, lace-clad plaything. And the best part? Dillon loved every second of the delicious humiliation.














Exposed Sissy

Jess’s smile was electric, dripping with wicked promise as she locked the bedroom door with a sharp click, her golden blond hair catching the light like a halo of sin. She stood in her barely-there black lace teddy, nipples hard and visible, body radiating total control. “Aww, look at my eager little sissy already leaking just thinking about tonight,” she teased, circling him slowly. “We’re going to peel back every last bit of your pretend manhood, Dillon. Parade you, mock you, film you, use you—until Kevin sees exactly how desperately my pathetic cuck craves the shame. And you’re going to beg for every humiliating second, aren’t you, baby?”
Dillon’s breath came fast, his flat steel cage throbbing painfully against its crushing confines. The tiny plate had smashed his entire cock and balls into a smooth, shiny, utterly feminine mound—no bulge, just gleaming metal screaming “locked sissy.” Pre-cum was already seeping, making the front of his yet-to-be-worn panties glisten.
Jess stripped his boxers away slowly, eyes gleaming. “God, listen to that tiny clit trying so hard in its little flat prison. You’re dripping like a faucet already, aren’t you? Just the thought of Kevin seeing your shiny nothing has you this excited. Say it—tell your wife how much you love being a leaking, exposed mess.”
Dillon nodded frantically, voice thick. “Yes, Jess... I love it. I want him to see how flat and useless I am. I want to leak for you both. Please tease me more.”

She laughed softly, cruel and delighted. “Oh, I will, baby. I’m going to tease you until you’re begging louder than ever.” She narrated every piece of his outfit like a delicious taunt. Sheer black thigh-high stockings slid up his smooth legs, lace tops gripping tight. “These make your legs look so slutty, don’t they? Like you were born to spread them.” The pink satin panties were tiny—they wedged deep into his ass crack, front panel stretched taut over the flat cage so the steel outline showed clearly through the growing wet spot. “Look how these hug your pathetic little plate. Everyone’s going to see exactly how small and locked you are. Poor baby—your clit doesn’t even get to pretend anymore.”
Padded bra gave him perky fake tits that bounced with his excited breathing. “Aww, my sissy has such cute little boobies now. Bet Kevin will want to squeeze them while he laughs at your flat crotch.” The pleated white schoolgirl skirt was obscenely short—flipping up at the slightest shift to expose everything: panties, flat cage, lower ass cheeks. “This skirt is perfect for you—can’t even cover your shame. One step and your leaking cage is on display. Isn’t that what you crave?”
Cropped pink top bared his midriff. The rhinestone choker blazed “PATHETIC SISSY COCKSUCKER – KEVIN’S PROPERTY.” Glossy pink lipstick, heavy blush, thick mascara, pink press-on nails.

She spun him to the mirror, yanked the skirt up high and pinned it against his stomach. “Look at this ridiculous, perfect little slut. Grown man dressed like the horniest schoolgirl, fake tits jiggling, stockings stretched, flat steel cage leaking through soaked panties. Your ass is hanging out for anyone to see. Your locked clit is on permanent display. Tell me again how much you love looking like my desperate toy.”


Dillon stared, hips twitching, voice eager. “I love it, Jess. I look so fucking pathetic and it’s making me throb so hard. I can’t wait for Kevin to see me—leaking, exposed, desperate. Tease me more—tell me how worthless I am.”
Jess giggled, pressing her body against his back, whispering hotly in his ear. “You’re so worthless, baby. A six-foot man reduced to a leaking, flat-caged sissy in a tiny skirt. Kevin’s going to laugh so hard when he sees how eagerly you drip just from being stared at. You’re going to thank him for every insult, aren’t you?”
“Yes—fuck yes,” Dillon breathed.
The doorbell rang. Jess’s grin turned feral. “Stay right here—skirt pinned up, legs wide, hands behind your head, flat cage and ass fully on show. Beg me to bring your Bull in so he can see what a dripping mess my sissy husband is.”
Dillon’s voice cracked with excitement. “Please, Jess—bring him up. I need him to see me. I need him to mock my flat little clit. I’m so ready to be exposed. Tease me while you go get him.” She trailed a finger along his leaking cage through the panties. “Such a needy girl. Stay leaking like this—I’ll be right back with someone who actually has a cock worth seeing.”
Kevin’s boots thudded up the stairs. The door flew open and his deep laugh filled the room.
“Fuck yes, Jess—look at this horny exposed sissy slut! Skirt flipped up like he’s begging, flat steel cage crushing whatever he used to call a dick, ass cheeks out, panties soaked through with pre-cum. He’s practically vibrating. First time anyone else has seen him like this and he’s leaking rivers just from my eyes on him.”
Jess clapped her hands delightedly. “Isn’t he adorable? My little Dillon’s been dripping non-stop just waiting for you to laugh at his tiny flat clit. Go on, baby—beg Kevin to inspect you. Tell him how much you want him to mock you.”
Dillon spread his legs wider, voice fervent. “Please, Kevin—look at me. See how flat and useless I am. See how much I’m dripping just because you’re here. I love being exposed like this. Laugh at me—please.”
Kevin stepped close, palmed the flat steel through the wet fabric, squeezing. “Goddamn, nothing here at all—just a shiny plate and a desperate sissy leaking all over it. Turn around. Bend over. Spread those cheeks wide—let me see that shaved hole and the cage dangling while your wife films your needy ass.”
Jess circled with her phone in 4K, flash popping. “Arch it, Dillon. Pull the panties aside. Show Kevin your sissy pussy and that dripping flat clit. Beg for the camera like the eager slut you are:


‘I’m an exposed sissy cuck with a useless flat clit and I fucking love being humiliated, mocked, and filmed by real men.’”
Dillon obeyed instantly, spreading himself wide. “I’m an exposed sissy cuck with a useless flat clit and I fucking love being humiliated, mocked, and filmed by real men. Please keep staring—keep laughing—I’m so fucking hard in this cage right now.”
Jess cooed teasingly. “Aww, listen to him beg. He’s practically humping the air. Kevin, tell my sissy how pathetic his little locked nub looks next to your real cock.”
Kevin snapped photos, grinning. “It’s fucking hilarious. Pose like that for ten minutes—skirt up, cheeks spread, cage leaking, fake tits hanging. Your wife’s right—you’re glowing with how bad you want this shame.”
Jess narrated happily for the video: “My perfect sissy husband—eyes shining with need, flat cage soaked, ass spread wide, begging to be seen and used. Isn’t he the cutest little leak machine?”

She guided him to his knees, skirt still pinned up, lower half shamelessly exposed. Kevin unzipped; his thick 9-inch bull cock slapped heavily across Dillon’s flushed, eager face.
“Stroke it, you desperate exposed slut,” Jess ordered, camera tight on his shining eyes. “Both hands. Worship it. Look right into the lens. Beg Kevin out loud—tell him how much smaller and more pathetic your flat clit is.”
Dillon’s pink-nailed fingers wrapped the hot shaft reverently. “Your cock is so huge, Kevin... perfect. Mine’s crushed flat and leaking just from touching you. Thank you for letting this pathetic sissy jerk a real man while my useless clit stays locked and dripping in front of you both.”
Jess leaned in, whispering hotly. “That’s it, baby. Keep begging. Show him how much my locked little cuck loves serving a superior cock.”
Kevin groaned, thrusting into the eager strokes. “Beg louder: ‘Please let this exposed, horny sissy worship your superior cock while my worthless flat clit throbs uselessly.’”
Dillon’s voice rose eagerly. “Please let this exposed, horny sissy worship your superior cock while my worthless flat clit throbs uselessly. I need this so bad, Jess—tease me while I do it.”
Jess giggled. “Such a good girl. Look how eagerly he pumps that big cock while his own stays crushed and leaking. Pathetic...and so fucking hot.”
“Lick it, you greedy little cocksucker,” Jess commanded. “Balls to tip. Kevin—guide his head so the camera catches every hungry lap while his skirt stays up and his cage stays out.”


Dillon’s tongue dragged eagerly over the heavy balls, up the thick vein, swirling the head with needy moans. “God, you taste so good... I love licking a real bull cock while you both watch my flat cage leak.”
Jess teased mercilessly. “Mmm, listen to my sissy moan like a whore. Keep going, baby—show Kevin how much you crave being his exposed little toy.”

Kevin gripped his hair. “Eyes on the camera. Beg: ‘I’m a pathetic sissy whose only purpose is to be exposed, used, and filmed while my wife watches me drip for real men.’”
Dillon moaned the words around the cock. “I’m a pathetic sissy whose only purpose is to be exposed, used, and filmed while my wife watches me drip for real men. Please don’t stop, Jess—keep teasing me.”
“Open wide,” Jess purred. “Suck like the eager exposed whore you are.”
Dillon took the thick head greedily, sucking deep and hungry as Kevin pushed in. Jess filmed relentlessly. “Deeper—nose to pubes. Hold it. Now look at the camera with bull cock down your throat and your flat cage leaking. Beg Kevin to slap your face with it, baby.”
Kevin pulled out and smacked the wet cock across Dillon’s cheeks, forehead, tongue—Dillon moaned with each wet slap. “Yes—slap me with it. Mark me. Show everyone how much I love being your exposed cocksucker. Tease me more, Jess.”
Jess laughed delightedly. “Oh, I will. Look at my sissy’s face getting cock-slapped while his little clit leaks through his panties. So needy.”
Kevin’s balls tightened. “Gonna flood this begging sissy’s mouth.”
Jess knelt close. “Mouth wide. When he cums, tongue all the way out—hold every drop. Beg to show the camera how much you want it.”

Kevin erupted—thick, hot ropes blasting onto Dillon’s extended tongue. The load overflowed, dripping down his chin in sticky strands. Kevin rested his cock on Dillon’s forehead.
“Tongue out farther,” Jess cooed. “Eyes on the lens. Hold it. Beg with your mouthful: ‘Please film this exposed sissy cum-slut showing off his first bull load.’”
Dillon’s muffled, eager voice obeyed. “Please film this exposed sissy cum-slut showing off his first bull load. I love it so much, Jess—please keep teasing me.”
Jess snapped furiously—close-ups of his bright aroused eyes, overflowing tongue, Kevin’s cock on his head, soaked flat cage and exposed ass below.
“Swallow every drop, baby,” she ordered. “Loudly. Beg me to let you taste it forever while I tease you about how owned you are.”


Dillon gulped the massive load down in one eager, wet, audible swallow, shuddering with bliss. “Thank you... thank you for letting me swallow bull cum while you both watch. I want more. Please, Jess—tease me about how much I loved it.”



Jess kissed his glazed lips, murmuring against them. “My perfect, shamelessly eager sissy. Hundreds of photos, full video—your begging face, your leaking flat cage, your spread ass, your cum-filled tongue—all saved forever. Kevin’s coming back next week with two friends. They’re all going to watch you beg and worship while I tease you mercilessly the entire time.”
Dillon stayed on his knees, skirt flipped up, face glistening with cum and pure hunger, flat cage throbbing desperately. “I can’t wait,” he breathed. “I need them to see me like this... begging, leaking, owned. Keep teasing me, Jess. I love it when you do.”







His Little Girl




Jessica stood in the kitchen, the late afternoon sun filtering through the curtains, casting soft shadows on the tiled floor. She smoothed her sundress over her hips, feeling the familiar lace of her panties beneath, a secret thrill that always made her pulse quicken. Dillon was upstairs, probably fussing with his own hidden layers— those silky panties he wore like a quiet confession, his eyes downcast whenever she caught him glancing her way. Their marriage had settled into this rhythm, comfortable yet charged, like the hum of the fridge in the background.




The doorbell rang, a sharp chime that pulled her from her thoughts. She knew it was Richard before she even opened the door—his presence announced itself in the way the air seemed to thicken. Older, broad-shouldered, with that steady gaze that pinned her in place, he stepped inside without a word, his hand brushing her arm as he passed. 'Evening, little girl,' he murmured, voice low and commanding, sending a shiver down her spine.




Dillon appeared at the top of the stairs, his cheeks flushing as he descended slowly, hands clasped in front of him. Richard turned, eyes appraising, and Jessica felt the shift—the way Dillon's shoulders hunched just a bit, the subtle deference in his step. Richard's fingers grazed her waist, pulling her closer, his breath warm against her ear as he whispered something only she could hear.




His words lingered like smoke, 'You're mine tonight,' making her knees soften just enough to lean into him. The living room felt smaller with Richard there, the couch sagging under his weight as he sat, patting his thigh expectantly. Jessica glanced at Dillon, who hovered by the doorway, his fingers twisting the hem of his shirt, eyes fixed on the floorboards scuffed from years of footsteps. She crossed the room, the carpet muffling her steps, and lowered herself onto Richard's lap, the heat of his body seeping through her dress like a promise kept too long.




Richard's hand slid up her thigh, firm and unhurried, bunching the fabric until it rode higher, exposing the edge of her lace. 'Tell him,' Richard said, his voice even, like ordering coffee at the diner down the street. Jessica's breath caught, her hand resting on Richard's chest, feeling the steady thump beneath. 'Dillon, honey,' she started, her tone soft but edged with the pull of the moment, 'Richard's in charge now. You watch, like we talked about.' Dillon nodded, a small jerk of his head, and moved to the armchair across from them, his face pink under the lamp's warm glow.




The air hummed with the tick of the wall clock, marking seconds that stretched as Richard's fingers traced patterns on her skin, dipping lower, teasing the dampness gathering between her legs. Jessica shifted, a quiet gasp escaping when he pressed just right, his other arm wrapping around her waist to hold her steady. Dillon's eyes lifted then, wide and locked on them, his hands gripping the armrests until his knuckles whitened, the faint rustle of his own secret fabric audible in the stillness.




Richard's thumb circled slowly over the thin fabric covering her, the pressure building in waves that made Jessica's thighs tense against his. The room smelled of the faint pine from the cleaner Dillon used that morning, mixing with the sharper scent of Richard's cologne clinging to his collar. She could feel Dillon's gaze like a touch, heavy and unwavering, his breathing shallow enough to hear over the distant hum of traffic outside. In her mind, the lines blurred—Dillon's quiet acceptance, the way he'd slip into those panties after a long day at work, seeking the same surrender she craved now, handed over to Richard's steady grip.




'Good girl,' Richard murmured, his lips brushing her neck as he tugged the dress strap down her shoulder, exposing the curve of her breast to the cool air. Jessica arched slightly, her hand clutching his shirt, fingers digging into the soft cotton worn from washes. Dillon shifted in the chair, the fabric of his pants whispering against the cushion, his eyes tracing the path of Richard's hand as it slipped beneath her panties, fingers parting her with a deliberate stroke that drew a soft whimper from her throat. 'You like that, don't you?' Richard asked, voice gravelly, turning her face to meet his eyes, dark and intent under the lamp's fringe.




She nodded, words catching as his fingers delved deeper, curling inside her with a rhythm that matched the quickening beat in her chest. The couch creaked under their combined weight, springs protesting as Richard adjusted her position, spreading her legs wider across his lap. Dillon leaned forward, elbows on his knees, his face a mask of flushed concentration, the bulge in his pants subtle but unmistakable, straining against the lace he hid so carefully.




Jessica's eyes flicked to Dillon for a split second, catching the way his chest rose and fell quicker now, his fingers white-knuckled on the armrests. The lace beneath his pants must feel tight, a secret itch he couldn't scratch, mirroring the building ache between her own legs where Richard's fingers moved with sure intent. The living room lamp cast long shadows across the coffee table cluttered with last night's mail, forgotten in the haze of this unfolding moment. Richard's free hand cupped her breast, thumb rolling over the hardening nipple, sending sparks that made her hips buck involuntarily against his palm.




'That's it, little girl, let him see how wet you get for me,' Richard said, his voice a low rumble that vibrated through her back, words slipping out casual as if commenting on the weather outside. Jessica bit her lip, a soft moan escaping despite herself, her body opening further under his touch, the slick sounds faint but unmistakable in the quiet room. Dillon swallowed hard, his Adam's apple bobbing, eyes glued to the way Richard's wrist flexed with each thrust of his fingers, deeper now, curling to hit that spot that made her toes curl into the couch cushion. In her head, it all tangled—Dillon's soft confessions in the dark of their bedroom, how he'd whisper about watching her like this, his own arousal twisted with that quiet shame that only pulled her closer to the edge.




Richard withdrew his hand slowly, glistening fingers trailing up her thigh, leaving a cool path in the warm air. He shifted her on his lap, the denim of his jeans rough against her bare skin as he unzipped, freeing himself with a practiced tug, the thick length springing free and pressing hot against her inner thigh. Jessica reached down instinctively, wrapping her hand around him, feeling the pulse there match her own racing heart, while Dillon's breath hitched audibly from across the room.




The zipper's rasp hung in the air, sharp against the soft hush of their breathing, as Jessica's fingers wrapped around Richard's length, warm and heavy in her palm. She stroked slowly, feeling the vein pulse under her touch, the skin smooth and taut like the handle of a well-worn tool. Richard's hand stayed on her thigh, squeezing just enough to ground her, his breath warm against her ear as he watched Dillon from the corner of his eye, the armchair's fabric creaking faintly under Dillon's shifting weight. The room's air felt thicker now, carrying the faint salt of sweat mixing with the lingering scent of dinner's herbs from the kitchen counter visible through the open doorway.




'Tell him what you're feeling,' Richard prompted, his voice steady, like a neighbor asking about the game score over the fence, while his hips lifted slightly into her grip. Jessica's thumb circled the tip, slick with the bead forming there, her words coming out breathy but plain. 'It's so hard, Dillon... he fills my hand just right.' Dillon's eyes darted up, meeting hers for a beat before dropping back to the motion, his own hand twitching toward his lap but stopping short, fingers curling into the chair's arm instead. The lamp's bulb hummed softly overhead, casting a golden pool on the floor where a stray sock lay forgotten from the morning rush.




Richard guided her hand faster, his free fingers slipping back between her legs to tease the edge of her panties aside, brushing her clit with a feather-light touch that made her gasp. Jessica leaned into him, her head resting on his shoulder, the stubble on his jaw scratching her cheek as she pumped him steadily, the slick slide audible in the close space. Dillon uncrossed his legs, the movement pulling his shirt taut across his chest, his face flushed deeper now, lips parted as he watched Richard's finger dip inside her again, curling with a wet sound that echoed her quickening breaths.




Jessica's breaths came shorter now, each one pulling in the faint musty scent of the couch cushions beneath them, worn from years of family movie nights. Richard's finger curled deeper, pressing against that inner wall with a steady rhythm that made her inner muscles clench around him, the slick warmth coating his skin. She kept her grip on him firm, sliding up and down with a twist at the top, feeling him thicken further in her hand, the heat radiating into her palm like sun-warmed metal. Dillon's foot tapped once against the rug, a soft thump muffled by the fibers, his eyes fixed on the way her thighs trembled slightly, parted over Richard's lap in the dim light filtering through half-drawn blinds.




'Keep going, just like that,' Richard said, his words rough around the edges, like gravel under tires, as he added a second finger, stretching her with a slow push that drew a low hum from her throat. Jessica's free hand clutched the couch edge, nails digging into the faded upholstery, while she pumped him faster, the bead at his tip smearing along her fingers. Dillon leaned back in the chair, his shirt sticking to his back from the room's growing warmth, the outline of lace visible now if one looked close, his hand finally resting on his thigh, inches from the growing strain in his pants. The clock on the wall ticked steadily, marking seconds that stretched as Richard's thumb found her clit again, circling with firm pressure that sent jolts up her spine.




She shifted her hips, grinding down onto his hand, the friction of his jeans against her skin rough and insistent, pulling a gasp from her lips that hung in the air. Richard's breath quickened against her neck, his stubble grazing her as he nipped lightly at the skin there, tasting the salt of her sweat. Dillon's fingers flexed on his thigh, tracing the seam of his pants without committing, his gaze locked on the way Jessica's hand worked Richard, the wet sounds mingling with her soft whimpers in the quiet living room.

Richard's thumb pressed firmer against her clit, circling with a rhythm that matched the steady pump of her hand on him, the slick glide pulling a deeper groan from his chest that rumbled through her back. Jessica's thighs quivered from the building tension, the lace of her panties twisted aside now, damp against her skin in the room's still air. He leaned in closer, his lips brushing her ear, voice dropping low and even, like a mechanic explaining a fix under the hood. 'Show him how you make me relax.' The words landed simple, no fanfare, just a nudge in the quiet hum of the lamp and the distant tick of the wall clock.




Jessica paused her strokes for a beat, her hand loosening around his length as she straightened up, the sundress fabric whispering against her skin when she tugged the straps down her shoulders. It pooled at her waist first, then she stood briefly on wobbly legs, letting it slide to the floor in a soft heap beside the couch, leaving her in just the lace panties clinging to her hips. The carpet scratched lightly under her bare feet as she dropped to her knees between his legs, the denim of his jeans rough against her palms when she braced them on his thighs. Richard's erection stood rigid before her, the tip glistening in the low light, and she leaned forward, parting her lips to take him in, the salt of him hitting her tongue as she wrapped around the head, sucking gently at first.




His hand settled on the back of her head, fingers threading through her hair without pulling, just resting there heavy and warm as she took more of him, her mouth sliding down the shaft with a slow bob that made her cheeks hollow. The taste filled her senses, musky and real, mixing with the faint trace of soap from his morning shower, while her knees pressed into the worn rug fibers that caught on her skin. Dillon's chair creaked again from across the room, a sharp intake of breath cutting through, his hand now pressing flat against his thigh as Jessica's head moved steadily, her tongue pressing along the underside with each pass, drawing a low sigh from Richard that echoed off the plain walls.




Jessica let her head fall back, catching Richard’s eye as she took him deeper, his length filling her mouth until she could feel the heat radiating from his core. Her tongue traced the frenulum, tasting the faint saltiness that always seemed to cling to him, and she felt his fingers tighten in her hair, a subtle pressure guiding her rhythm. Richard shifted on the couch, his hips lifting slightly against her mouth, a low growl vibrating in his chest that she felt more than heard.




Dillon’s breath hitched again, a sharp sound that seemed to slice through the heavy air. Jessica glanced up, her lips still slick, meeting his gaze for a fleeting moment before focusing back on her task. The lamp cast long shadows across the room, making the worn patterns on the rug seem to writhe, and the quiet domesticity of the scene felt charged and alien. Richard’s hand slid down her back, tracing the curve of her spine through the thin lace of her panties, his touch a deliberate anchor in the swirling sensations.




She felt him begin to swell further, pressing against the back of her throat, and instinctively started to shallow her strokes, focusing on the head, rolling her tongue over the pulsing ridge. The muscles in her jaw began to ache, but she held herself steady, keeping the rhythm slow and consistent, feeling the tremor that ran through Richard’s body. A bead of sweat trickled down his temple, catching the light as he tilted his head back, his eyes closed now, a faint smile playing on his lips as Jessica continued her ministrations.




Jessica felt the familiar surge begin, a tightening in his gut that she knew well, and instinctively deepened her pull, her throat stretching. She could feel the pressure building, a hard thrumming that resonated through his entire body and into hers. The taste of him intensified, sharp and rich, and she closed her eyes, focusing on the sensation, on the deep vibrations that shook him. Richard’s hand clenched in her hair, not roughly, but with a possessive grip that signaled his surrender, his breaths coming in ragged gasps against her mouth. Dillon made a choked sound from the armchair, his knuckles white where he gripped the armrest, his gaze fixed on the play of muscles and moisture. The air grew thick with the scent of release, and Jessica felt the final, shuddering pulse against her tongue, hot and overwhelming. She held him until the last tremor subsided, then slowly withdrew, her lips tingling, her own breath coming fast and uneven. Richard’s body sagged onto her, his weight a heavy, comforting presence, and she could feel the faint traces of his climax still clinging to her. His hand gently caressed her scalp, a silent acknowledgment that passed between them in the quiet aftermath. The room settled back into its hushed stillness, the only sounds the soft ticking of the clock and their own ragged breathing, the aftershocks of the moment hanging in the air like a lingering perfume.




He left her kneeling, the silence of the room pressing in after the storm of their shared climax. Jessica stayed there for a long moment, the dampness on her lips still fresh, the coppery taste of him lingering, her eyes fixed on Richard's face. She met his gaze, a silent plea forming behind her own, a desperate yearning for more, for another touch, another command, another taste. He watched her, a flicker of something unreadable in his eyes, before he turned his attention to Dillon, who was still frozen in the armchair across the room.




Jessica straightened from Richard’s lap, the lingering slickness on her lips a sharp contrast to the dry air. She turned, her tiny thing visibly wet, and walked towards Dillon, who remained still in his armchair, eyes wide and darting between her and Richard. He still wore his jeans and t-shirt, a starkly masculine silhouette against the room’s soft edges, yet the barely-there hint of lace peeking from his waistband betrayed him. “Stand up,” her voice was calm, almost conversational, but held an edge that made him obey instantly. He rose, his movements jerky, and she gestured to his pants. “Take them off.” She murmured with her mouth still full of his




cum. Dillon hesitated, his fingers fumbling with the button, but Richard’s low chuckle from the couch spurred him on. He unzipped slowly, pulling the denim down, revealing the delicate, pale blue lacy thong stretched taut across his hips. A small, truly pathetic bulge strained against the flimsy fabric. Richard threw his head back, a booming laugh erupting from him. “Look at that! A little mouse cock, hiding in lace panties. Pathetic, isn't it, Jess?”

She approached Dillon, who stood trembling, his eyes fixed on his own exposed thong. “Richard’s right,” she said, her voice dripping with honeyed scorn. “You need to learn how to use a real man’s cum. It’s much better for lube.” She leaned down, and with deliberate slowness, spat a viscous mouthful of cream onto the tip of Dillon’s twitching, utterly aroused cock. It glistened, stark white against his pale skin. Dillon whimpered, flinching slightly as the warmth spread, his pathetic cock recoiling momentarily before straining against the sudden, alien wetness. Jessica watched it, a small, cruel smile playing on her lips. “There. Now, don’t waste it. That’s your first lesson in how real men perform.”




Her attention shifted back to Richard, who watched the scene with predatory interest, his erection still prominent, pressing against the unzipped fly of his jeans. Jessica opened her mouth revealing, a thick, glistening white mass that pulsed faintly. Turning back to Dillon, she grabbed his chin, forcing his gaze to meet hers. “This is what it looks like when a hotwife’s man cums. And you,” she gestured with the hand, “don’t get to cum for yourself. Ever.” She then roughly brought her hand to his mouth, smearing the cum across his lips, forcing his head back as she shoved the rest into his eager mouth. His eyes squeezed shut, his sissy reflex kicking in, but Jessica held his jaw firm, his pathetic cock twitching fiercely as he blindly sucks, desperation clear in his heaving chest. Richard let out another derisive laugh, leaning back against the cushions. “Look at him, Jess. Gobbling it down like a good little sissy. He’s almost there, isn’t he?” Jessica nodded, watching Dillon’s desperate, frantic attempts to swallow, her own gaze hardening as she forced him to choke on Richard’s pleasure.




Dillon’s pathetic cock spasmed violently, a thin stream of white arcing into Jessica’s waiting palm. He choked back a sob, his eyes squeezed shut, every muscle in his body tensed as his body betrayed him. Jessica watched the meager amount collect, shaking her head with mock disappointment. “Is that all, little sissy? That’s all you’ve got? I thought you were supposed to be eager.” Richard let out another low, rumbling laugh from the couch, his amusement palpable. “He’s a poor excuse for a man, Jess. Barely a twitch. Hardly worth the effort.” Jessica cradled Dillon’s cum in her hand, the heat of it a stark contrast to the cool lace of his thong. She brought her hand closer to his face, tilting his chin up with a single finger. 




“Don’t worry,” she purred, her voice silken and laced with venom, “you can still enjoy it. Jessica leaned closer, her eyes locking with Dillon's, a cruel amusement dancing in their depths. "Now, you get to taste the sweet reward of your own pitiful efforts," she purred, her voice a low rasp that sent shivers down Dillon's spine. She tilted his head back further, her fingers tracing the outline of his jaw as she lifted her hand, dripping with his own collected climax, towards his mouth. The thick, warm liquid glistened in the dim light, a testament to his utter failure to satisfy any pretense of masculinity. He gagged at the sight, his stomach lurching, but Jessica's grip tightened, unrelenting. "Open up, sissy. You earned this."




Dillon's eyes squeezed shut as she pushed her cum-filled palm against his lips, forcing his mouth open. The slick, salty taste flooded his senses, an overwhelming wave of humiliation washing over him. He could feel the warmth spreading across his tongue, the texture thick and cloying, and he instinctively tried to pull away, but Jessica's fingers dug into his cheeks, holding him captive. "Swallow," she commanded, her voice losing its playful edge, replaced by a steely imperative. "Swallow it all. Every last drop. It's a reminder of what you are, Dillon. Small. Weak. Pathetic."




Richard watched from the couch, his own erection throbbing, a low chuckle escaping his lips as Dillon, forced himself to swallow the distasteful offering. Jessica continued to guide her hand, ensuring no part of his own pathetic ejaculation went to waste, smearing it across his chin and neck with deliberate strokes. "Good boy," she whispered, her voice laced with mock praise, as she finally pulled her hand away, leaving his face wet and smeared. "Now you know what disappointment tastes like. And it's all thanks to me."




Richard rose from the couch, the front of his jeans still open exposing his still very hard and girthy cock. A predatory glint entered his eyes as he surveyed the scene, taking in Jessica’s flushed face and Dillon’s trembling form. He motioned them forward with a casual flick of his wrist, his voice a low growl that reverberated with absolute authority. “Get down here. Both of you.” He pointed to the floor in front of him. “I know that sissy gave you control of its decisions, Jess, but now I want to make one thing clear, and listen closely: I am in charge of both of your decisions, from this moment on. There will be no more hesitation. If you agree to this, and you both will, then seal it with a kiss. Kiss the cock that controls you.” Jessica and Dillon exchanged a desperate, panicked glance, but the unspoken understanding passed between them was immediate and absolute. Their decisions had, in fact, already been made the moment Richard had entered the room. With a shared sigh, they began to lean forward.




Their movements were hesitant at first, like two marionettes whose strings were being pulled by an unseen hand. Dillon, still clad in his lacy blue thong, knelt first, his pale skin gleaming under the dim light. Jessica followed as she dropped to her knees beside him, her lace panties a whisper against her skin. Together, their eyes fixed on the dominant, pulsating tip of Richard’s cock, they bowed their heads. Their lips met the firm flesh almost simultaneously, pressing a soft, yielding kiss to the very end of his erection. A thin, glistening string of precum immediately followed their lips back as they drew away, a dewy testament to the power Richard wielded.




The slickness lingered on their mouths, a shared communion of submission. Richard watched them, a slow smile spreading across his face as he observed the scene. The briefest of hesitations had vanished, replaced by a quiet acceptance of their new reality, their shared act of symbolic surrender sealing their fate. He flexed his cock slightly, testing the new moisture, the slight warmth of their kisses a potent confirmation of his control. The air in the room seemed to thicken, charged with the unspoken implications of their kiss and the unquestioned authority Richard now held over them both.




Richard’s voice, when he spoke, was quiet but carried an absolute authority that brooked no argument. "We're leaving for the weekend sissy will stay here," he stated, the words cutting through the charged atmosphere. He then looked back at Jessica, his gaze sharp and possessive. "And your phone stays with me." He didn't wait for her response, instead adding, "I don’t want you distracted. I need my little girl focused on me." The pronouncement hung in the air, a clear directive that sealed her fate for the coming days and left Jessica still kneeling, her gaze locked on him, the unspoken questions and desires swirling within her.





Perfect Punishment




He stood silently, the soft light of the bedroom casting shadows across his bare skin. The only thing he wore was the tiny steel cage that symbolized everything: devotion, denial, and helplessness. She stood beside him, tall and commanding, exuding confidence that made the air around her feel heavy.




She opened the drawer with deliberate grace, fingers brushing through satin and lace like she was selecting a weapon. Her hand paused, then returned holding a delicate pair of blue lace thongs. Turning to him, she smirked—a look he knew all too well.




“These,” she said coolly, pressing them into his hands, “are exactly what your little thing deserves. Put them on.”




His hands trembled slightly as he obeyed. The lace slid up his thighs, snug and humiliating. As he adjusted the band over his hips, she let out a low laugh.




“Just look at you,” she said, circling him like a lioness. “Trapped, dressed in my panties, and still twitching like you think you have something to offer. No wonder I need real men to satisfy me. You? You’re nothing but a toy... a joke.”




Her words stung, but they also ignited something deep inside him—shame, yes, but also that burning mix of longing and surrender that came only from serving her needs, not his own.




She leaned in close, whispering into his ear. “Only a true cuck would find this arousing. And that’s exactly what you are.”




He stood still, the lace hugging him uncomfortably, every breath a reminder of his place. She walked slowly around him, each step echoing off the tile floor. Her presence filled the room—not just her body, but her energy. Commanding. Untouchable.




She stopped in front of him, eyes locked on his caged shame.




“I want you to really see yourself,” she said, pulling him gently but firmly by the chin toward the full-length mirror on the wall. “Go on. Take a good look.”




He met his own gaze. The sight was absurd—lace hugging his hips, the steel glinting in the soft light, his arousal pressing uselessly against the unforgiving metal. Behind him, she stood tall and amused, arms crossed, like a queen regarding her court jester.




“This,” she whispered into his ear, “is what I see every time you beg for attention. Pathetic. Small. Decorative, not functional.”




He lowered his eyes in shame, but she wasn’t finished.

“You know, he’ll take me again soon,” she said with a casual shrug, walking to the closet and selecting a dress that left very little to the imagination. “And when he does, I want you dressed like this. Waiting. Watching. Maybe even thanking him afterward—if you’re allowed.”




His stomach twisted. The familiar cocktail of jealousy, anticipation, and helpless arousal surged through him. She noticed, of course. She always did.




“Oh?” she smirked, catching the slight twitch beneath the cage. “Still trying, even now? You really are hopeless.”

She walked back over and ran a single red fingernail down his chest, then trailed it over the waistband of the thong.




“You’ll never touch me like he does,” she said, her voice low and certain. “But you’ll worship me twice as much for letting you watch.”




And with that, she left him standing in front of the mirror—alone with his reflection, his shame, and the overwhelming knowledge that this was exactly where he belonged.




The silence hung thick in the room. She shifted under the sheets, clearly content, while he remained on his knees, eyes lowered, trembling in his cage and lace.




Then her voice came—smooth, low, and deliberate. “Crawl up.”




His breath caught. He knew exactly what that meant. Slowly, he obeyed, crawling up the side of the bed. She pulled the covers back just enough to bare one smooth thigh, her legs already parted, lazy and expectant.




“You want release?” she asked, mockingly sweet. “Then you can earn the privilege of being near mine.”




He nodded, throat dry. She grinned.




“Use that mouth,” she said. “It’s the only part of you that’s even remotely useful.”




He moved between her legs, reverently, almost religiously. As his lips met her skin, she exhaled—a slow, luxurious sigh of satisfaction. One hand slid into his hair, not to guide him gently, but to remind him he was being held there.




“That’s right,” she murmured, her voice dripping with casual dominance. “You kneel. You serve. While I lie here and take what I need.”




His tongue worked with desperate devotion, every motion careful and practiced. He wasn’t allowed to make mistakes. Not here. Not with her. She didn’t moan for him—she never did—but her soft breaths and small, satisfied hums were more than enough to keep him aching in his cage.




She tugged his hair.




“Slower,” she said. “This isn’t for you. It’s for me.”




He adjusted instantly, tasting the heat of her, feeling the rising wave of her pleasure with no promise of his own.




After a while, she shifted her hips slightly and let out a satisfied sigh, like someone sinking into a warm bath.




“Mmm... good enough,” she said, voice thick with pleasure and power. “You’ll never make me finish like a real man does—but at least you know how to start my night right.”




She shoved his face away gently with her foot, wiping his mouth without a word. He knelt again, eyes glassy, breathing ragged, the cage pressing cruelly against the lace. She pulled the covers back over her body, rolling away from him as she drifted off to sleep with a smirk on her face.
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