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Foreword

This sequel to Unlocking Jonna grew out of a single question that kept circling in my mind after the first book ended: what happens when the carefully built walls of a transformed life meet someone from the old one? When recognition crashes into desire, when straight-identified history collides with present hunger, what breaks first?

Jonna’s journey in Cabo is about risk, exposure, and the intoxicating freedom of “what happens here stays here.” It’s about the moment an old friend sees the truth and can’t look away, about the slow unraveling of denial, and about how one sissy wife can turn a vacation into a permanent shift in identity.

I wrote this for anyone who has ever wondered what would happen if the past knocked on the door of their present self and asked to be let in. For those who crave the tension of being seen, used, and claimed in front of witnesses who never expected it.

Thank you for following Jonna this far. She’s not done yet.

Joseph Robert North Pole, March 2026


Chapter 1: Departure and Immersion

The airport terminal smelled of burnt coffee and jet fuel, a familiar hum of rolling suitcases and muffled announcements. Jonna walked two steps behind Lyn, heels clicking softly on the tile, the sound almost lost under the chatter of travelers. She wore a tight white mini skirt that hugged her hips and ended high on her thighs, a sheer black blouse unbuttoned just enough to show the lacy edge of her bra and the soft swell of her breast forms beneath. The long brunette wig cascaded in loose waves past her shoulders; full makeup was flawless, smoky eyes shadowed, lips glossy berry red. Six-inch black stilettos forced her posture upright, ass pushed back, every step a subtle sway. Beneath the skirt, the steel chastity cage pressed cold and unyielding against smooth skin, already slick with pre-cum from the vibrating plug Lyn had seated deep that morning.

The remote stayed in Lyn’s purse. Every few minutes she glanced at her phone, thumb brushing the screen. A low buzz started inside Jonna, steady and insistent, pressing against her prostate. She bit her lip to stifle a whimper, knees trembling slightly as they joined the security line. A businessman ahead turned, eyes lingering on her legs, then her chest, then the faint outline of the cage under the thin fabric when she shifted. Jonna felt heat flood her face beneath the foundation. Lyn noticed, smiled, and bumped the vibration up one notch. Jonna’s breath hitched; a fresh bead of pre-cum leaked from the cage tip, soaking into the lace panties she wore under the skirt.

At the gate, Lyn guided her to two seats near the window. Jonna sat carefully, legs crossed, trying to keep the plug from shifting too much. The buzz continued, low and maddening. Lyn leaned close, lips brushing Jonna’s ear. “No Jon on this trip, baby. Not a single word. You’re my wife Jonna the whole time. Order drinks, talk to strangers, walk through the airport like the pretty sissy slut you are. Understand?”

Jonna nodded, voice pitched soft and feminine. “Yes, Mistress.”

Lyn’s fingers trailed up Jonna’s thigh under the skirt, brushing the cage bars. “Good girl. If you’re good, maybe I’ll let you cum tonight. If you’re very good, maybe someone else will make you cum.”

The boarding call came. Jonna stood, smoothed her skirt, and followed Lyn down the jetway. Heads turned as they passed. A couple whispered; a flight attendant smiled too long. Jonna felt exposed, electric, terrified, and desperately aroused all at once. The plug hummed higher as they settled into first-class seats. Lyn buckled her in, then rested a hand high on her thigh, fingers occasionally tapping the remote app.

The flight lasted four hours. Lyn kept the plug on random patterns: steady low for twenty minutes, sudden high bursts that made Jonna grip the armrests and bite back moans. She shifted constantly, breast forms jiggling under the sheer blouse with every movement. A flight attendant offered drinks; Jonna ordered a gin and tonic in her practiced feminine voice, cheeks burning as the woman’s eyes flicked downward. Lyn sipped champagne and watched her squirm, occasionally leaning over to whisper filth: “You’re leaking so much I can smell it. Imagine if I made you lift your skirt right here.”

By the time they landed in Cabo, Jonna’s thighs were slick, the cage dripping steadily, her body humming with denied need. Customs was a blur of stamps and polite smiles. The resort shuttle waited outside; Lyn tipped the driver generously and pulled Jonna into the back seat. As soon as the doors closed, Lyn hiked up Jonna’s skirt, tugged the panties aside, and pressed two fingers against the plug base, pushing it deeper. Jonna gasped, head falling back against the seat.

The drive to the villa wound along the coast, ocean glittering blue on one side, desert scrub on the other. Lyn kept her fingers there, rocking the plug in slow circles while the driver pretended not to notice in the rearview. Jonna’s moans were soft, breathy, barely contained.

The private ocean-view villa sat perched on a low cliff: white stucco, glass walls, plunge pool shimmering turquoise on the terrace. Inside, cool tile floors, king bed with crisp white sheets, and a wall of windows overlooking the Pacific. The moment the door closed, Lyn turned to Jonna.

“Strip. Everything but the cage and heels.”

Jonna obeyed, fingers trembling as she unzipped the skirt, unbuttoned the blouse, peeled off the bra. Breast forms stayed glued on, heavy and realistic, nipples molded prominently. Panties slid down last, cage gleaming wet between smooth thighs. Lyn lubed a fresh, slightly larger plug, black silicone with a flared base. She bent Jonna over the kitchen island, spread her cheeks, and eased the toy inside. The stretch burned sweetly; Jonna moaned, pushing back instinctively. Lyn twisted it until it seated flush, then clicked the remote. A low, steady buzz started again.

“Welcome to vacation, baby,” Lyn purred. She led Jonna outside to the terrace. The plunge pool steamed faintly in the late-afternoon sun. Lyn stripped to her bikini, then guided Jonna into the warm water. They floated together, Lyn behind her, one hand cupping a breast form, the other reaching between Jonna’s legs to tease the cage bars.

“No release yet,” Lyn whispered. “I want you desperate. Dripping. Ready for whatever comes next.”

Jonna arched into the touch, water lapping at her skin, plug buzzing against her prostate. The ocean breeze carried salt and freedom. Ten days stretched ahead, no work, no neighbors, no hiding.

Only Jonna.

Only need.

Only the promise of cock, cum, and complete surrender.

She turned in Lyn’s arms, kissed her deeply, tasting sunscreen and champagne. “Thank you,” she breathed. “For making me this.”

Lyn smiled against her lips. “You’re welcome, my pretty little sissy wife. Now let’s see how many times I can edge you before dinner.”

The sun dipped lower, painting the pool gold. Jonna moaned softly, hips rocking against Lyn’s hand, already lost in the first long night of her immersion.


Chapter 2: Poolside Recognition

The main infinity pool at the resort stretched like liquid sapphire toward the horizon, its edge blending seamlessly with the Pacific. Mid-morning sun beat down hot and unrelenting, turning every surface into a mirror of light. Jonna reclined on a cushioned lounger under a wide umbrella, legs stretched long, ankles crossed. The tiny black bikini bottom clung to her hips, the fabric so thin it barely concealed the steel cage tucked between smooth thighs. A sheer white cover-up draped loosely over her shoulders, open at the front to let the breeze kiss the heavy breast forms beneath. They rose and fell with each breath, realistic silicone shifting just enough to draw eyes. Her long brunette wig caught the sunlight in glossy waves; sunglasses hid her eyes, but nothing hid the glossy berry lips or the faint flush high on her contoured cheeks.

Lyn lay beside her in a red string bikini, skin already tanning golden, large natural breasts barely contained by the triangles of fabric. She sipped a frozen margarita through a straw, phone in her other hand. Every so often her thumb brushed the screen, and the plug inside Jonna buzzed to life, a low, teasing vibration that pressed insistently against her prostate. Jonna shifted, thighs pressing together, a soft whimper caught in her throat. Pre-cum leaked steadily from the cage tip, soaking into the bikini fabric in dark patches. She bit her lower lip, trying to keep still, but the sensation made her hips rock subtly against the cushion.

Across the pool deck, near the swim-up bar, Ryan stood frozen with a beer halfway to his mouth. He was broader than Jonna remembered from college, shoulders thick from years of gym time, hair shorter and streaked with gray at the temples. His two buddies, Jake and Marcus, laughed beside him about something on a phone screen. Ryan’s gaze had drifted lazily over the loungers until it landed on her. Recognition hit like a slap. His beer lowered slowly. He stared for a long beat, then another, eyes narrowing behind sunglasses as if trying to solve a puzzle.

Jonna felt the weight of his stare before she saw him. She turned her head slightly, sunglasses reflecting the pool’s shimmer. Their eyes met. Ryan’s mouth opened, closed, opened again. He muttered something to his friends, handed off his beer, and started walking toward her lounger.

Lyn noticed immediately. She set her drink down, sat up straighter, and smiled slow and knowing.

Ryan stopped a few feet away, hands shoved in the pockets of his board shorts. “Jon?” His voice cracked on the name, low enough that only they could hear. “Holy shit… is that really you?”

Jonna’s heart hammered. She sat up slowly, cover-up falling open a little more, breast forms jiggling softly with the movement. She removed her sunglasses, met his eyes, and spoke in the soft, feminine voice she had trained for months. “It’s Jonna now, Ryan. Hi.”

Ryan blinked hard. His gaze dropped: first to the glossy lips, then the cleavage, then lower to the faint outline of the cage visible through the sheer bikini fabric when she shifted her legs. He swallowed audibly. “You… you look… different. Really different.”

Lyn extended a manicured hand. “I’m Lyn. Jonna’s wife. And yes, she’s different. Beautifully different. Sit down, Ryan. You’re making her nervous.”

Ryan hesitated, then dropped into the empty lounger beside Lyn. His buddies watched from the bar, curious but not following yet. He leaned forward, elbows on knees, trying to keep his voice low. “I mean… the hair, the makeup, the… everything. You’re… you’re really pulling it off. Like, really pulling it off.”

Jonna crossed her legs carefully, the plug buzzing higher for a heartbeat before Lyn dialed it back. She smiled, small and shy. “Thank you. It took a lot of practice.”

Ryan’s eyes flicked down again, lingering on the breast forms, the way the sheer cover-up clung to their curves. Then back to the cage outline. “And that…” He gestured vaguely toward her lap. “You’re… locked up?”

Lyn answered before Jonna could. “Always. My pretty sissy wife stays caged and plugged. Keeps her focused on what matters.” She reached over, rested a hand possessively on Jonna’s thigh, fingers brushing the edge of the bikini bottom. “She’s been training for months. Throat, ass, walk, voice. Everything. She’s perfect now.”

Ryan shifted in his seat, board shorts suddenly tighter. “I don’t even know what to say. I mean… we used to watch football and drink cheap beer in that shitty dorm. Now you’re…” He trailed off, staring openly at her lips. “Fuck. You look hot. Like, really hot.”

Jonna felt heat bloom across her chest. The plug buzzed again, longer this time. She pressed her thighs together, fighting a soft moan. “It’s okay,” she whispered. “I’m still me. Just… better.”

Lyn laughed softly. “She’s much better. And she’s very good at certain things.” She leaned closer to Ryan. “We’re in villa twelve. Private terrace, plunge pool. Come by tonight around eight. Bring tequila if you want. We can catch up properly. Like old times… only different.”

Ryan stared at Jonna for another long moment, eyes dark behind his sunglasses. He nodded slowly. “Yeah. Okay. Eight. I’ll be there.”

He stood, adjusted himself discreetly, and walked back to his friends. They clapped him on the back, asking questions; he waved them off with a grin that looked half stunned, half hungry.

Lyn picked up her margarita, took a slow sip, and turned to Jonna. “He’s coming back tonight, baby. And he’s already hard thinking about you.” She brushed a thumb over Jonna’s glossy lower lip. “You’re going to be such a good girl for him.”

Jonna nodded, breath shallow. The plug buzzed higher, steady now, pressing relentlessly. She lay back on the lounger, sunglasses back on, heart racing. The sun burned hotter. The ocean whispered against the shore.

Eight o’clock couldn’t come soon enough.


Chapter 3: The First Taste

The villa terrace glowed soft orange under the string lights as the sun slipped below the horizon. Ocean waves rolled in steady rhythm far below, a low hush that mixed with the faint clink of ice in glasses. Jonna stood near the railing in a short black silk robe tied loosely at the waist, the fabric parting just enough to show the lace edge of her panties and the gleam of the steel cage beneath. Her breast forms pushed forward against the thin material, creating soft, realistic cleavage that rose and fell with each quick breath. The wig hung loose and tousled from the afternoon breeze; makeup refreshed, lips glossy and inviting.

Lyn lounged on the outdoor daybed in a simple black bikini top and sarong, legs crossed, tequila bottle and three shot glasses on the low table beside her. She poured three shots, the amber liquid catching the light, then looked up as the gate buzzer sounded.

Ryan appeared at the terrace entrance a moment later, wearing a loose linen shirt and board shorts, hair still damp from a shower. He carried a fresh bottle of tequila, label still shiny. His steps slowed when he saw Jonna standing there, robe slipping off one shoulder, exposing the curve of silicone breast and the black lace bra strap beneath.

“Hey,” he said, voice rougher than at the pool. “Brought reinforcements.”

Lyn smiled, patted the cushion beside her. “Come sit. We’ve been waiting.”

Ryan handed off the bottle, sat, and accepted a shot. They clinked glasses. The first round went down smooth and burning. Conversation started light: old college stories, the shitty apartment they shared senior year, the time they snuck into a concert with fake tickets. Ryan laughed at the memories, but his eyes kept drifting back to Jonna. To the way she stood with hips cocked, one hand resting lightly on the railing, the other toying with the robe tie. To the faint outline of the cage when the breeze lifted the hem.

After the second shot, the air thickened. Ryan set his glass down harder than necessary. “Okay. I gotta ask. How… how did this happen? I mean, you were… you were Jon. Now you’re…” He gestured vaguely at her body. “This.”

Jonna stepped closer, heels clicking softly on the tile. She spoke in that soft, feminine voice, low and steady. “I was always this inside. Just hiding. Lyn helped me stop hiding.”

Lyn leaned forward, elbows on knees. “She trained hard. Every day when I was out. Chastity cage locked tight. Plugs stretching her ass. Dildos teaching her throat. Makeup, heels, voice. Months of it. Now she’s perfect.”

Ryan swallowed. His shorts tented visibly. “And you’re… okay with that? With her being… like this?”

Lyn’s smile turned wicked. “More than okay. I love watching her be used. Love watching her beg. Love watching her cum like the sissy slut she is.” She looked at Jonna. “Show him, baby. Show Ryan what you’ve learned.”

Jonna let the robe fall open completely. It slipped from her shoulders, pooling at her heels. She stood in nothing but the black lace panties, bra, heels, and the cage gleaming between smooth thighs. She sank to her knees between Ryan’s spread legs, hands resting lightly on his thighs.

Ryan’s breath caught. “I’m straight. I swear I am. But… fuck. You look so good on your knees.”

Lyn poured another round, handed Ryan his shot. “Drink. Then let her help you with that problem in your shorts.”

Ryan downed the tequila in one, set the glass aside with shaking fingers. He tugged the drawstring of his board shorts, pushed them down. His fat cock sprang free, thick and veined, already hard and leaking at the tip.

Jonna wrapped manicured fingers around the base, stroked slowly from root to head. Her thumb circled the slick crown, spreading pre-cum in lazy spirals. Ryan groaned, head falling back against the cushion. “Jesus… your hands feel incredible.”

She worked him with deliberate care: long, twisting strokes, nails lightly scraping the underside, palm cupping his balls and rolling them gently. Ryan’s hips twitched, breath coming faster. After a minute he reached down, tangled fingers in the wig. “Mouth. Please. I need your mouth.”

Jonna leaned in. Glossy berry lips parted, kissed the head softly, then opened wide. She took him slow at first, tongue swirling under the ridge, tasting salt and heat. Then deeper. Her throat relaxed from months of training; she slid down until her nose brushed his trimmed pubic hair, held him there, throat fluttering around the thick shaft. Ryan moaned loud enough to carry over the ocean.

“Fuck… so deep… how are you doing that?”

Jonna pulled back slowly, spit stringing from her lips to his cock, then bobbed again, faster, wetter. She hummed low, vibrations traveling up his length. One hand stroked what her mouth couldn’t reach; the other massaged his balls. Ryan’s hips started thrusting shallowly, then deeper, fucking her mouth in short, needy strokes.

Lyn watched, legs spread, fingers tracing slow circles over her bikini bottom. “That’s my good girl. Suck him like the cock-hungry sissy you are.”

Ryan’s control frayed. “I’m close… fuck… gonna cum…”

Jonna took him all the way down one last time, throat milking him. Ryan groaned deep, hips bucking, and erupted. Thick ropes pulsed down her throat; she swallowed every drop, lips sealed tight, humming through it until he stopped twitching.

When he finally softened, Jonna pulled off slowly, licked her lips clean, and looked up at him with glossy, tear-streaked eyes.

Ryan slumped back, panting, face flushed. “Holy shit. I just… I just got blown by my old roommate. Dressed like that. And it was the best head I’ve ever had.”

Lyn laughed softly, poured him another shot. “Told you she’s perfect. You’re welcome to come back anytime, Ryan. She’s got more to show you.”

Ryan stared at Jonna for a long moment, eyes dark with something between shame and hunger. He downed the shot, stood on unsteady legs, and adjusted his shorts. “I… I’ll think about it. But yeah. Probably tomorrow.”

He left through the gate, footsteps fading down the path.

Jonna rose, robe still pooled at her feet. She stepped into Lyn’s arms, trembling slightly. Lyn kissed her deeply, tasting Ryan on her tongue.

“You were beautiful, baby,” Lyn whispered. “And tomorrow… tomorrow he’s going to want more. Much more.”

Jonna nodded against her neck, cage throbbing, plug still buzzing low. The ocean whispered promises below.

Tomorrow couldn’t come soon enough.


Chapter 4: Two Days of Tease

The next morning dawned bright and merciless, sunlight slicing through the villa’s glass walls and pooling hot across the white sheets. Jonna woke first, body already humming with the low, persistent buzz of the plug Lyn had left inside her overnight. The vibration stayed on its lowest setting, a constant, maddening pressure against her prostate that kept her leaking steadily into the steel cage. She shifted onto her side, breast forms pressing heavily against the mattress, nipples molded but numb. The sheer black panties from the night before clung damply to her thighs, soaked from hours of slow drip.

Lyn stirred beside her, stretched languidly, then reached for the phone on the nightstand. She tapped the app once. The plug jumped to a higher pulse, short bursts that made Jonna gasp and arch her back. Lyn smiled sleepily, rolled over, and kissed the back of Jonna’s neck.

“Morning, baby. Still thinking about Ryan’s cock down your throat?”

Jonna nodded, voice breathy and feminine. “Yes, Mistress. I can still taste him.”

“Good. Keep tasting him. No release today. I want you desperate by the time he comes back.” Lyn slid a hand between Jonna’s legs, fingers brushing the cage bars through the wet lace. She tugged lightly at the lock, then pressed the plug base deeper with her palm. Jonna whimpered, hips rocking forward instinctively. Lyn laughed softly. “Not yet. Breakfast first.”

They moved to the terrace. Jonna stayed in just the panties, heels, and a short silk kimono Lyn tied loosely so it gaped open with every step. Breast forms jiggled freely beneath the thin fabric. Lyn ordered room service: fresh fruit, coffee, pastries. When the server arrived, Jonna answered the door in her kimono, robe slipping off one shoulder to reveal the curve of silicone cleavage. The young man’s eyes widened; he stammered through setting the tray down, gaze flicking repeatedly to the visible outline of the cage under the sheer panties. Jonna thanked him in her soft voice, tipped him generously, and closed the door. Lyn watched from the daybed, fingers already between her own thighs.

“Such a good girl,” Lyn murmured. “Letting strangers see what a locked little sissy you are.”

The day unfolded in slow, deliberate torment. Lyn took Jonna to the private beach below the villa, a secluded stretch of white sand framed by palms. Jonna wore a tiny red bikini bottom and a sheer sarong tied low on her hips; the cage outline showed clearly when the wind lifted the fabric. They walked hand in hand along the waterline, waves lapping at their ankles. Every few minutes Lyn bumped the plug vibration up, then down, random patterns that left Jonna trembling and leaking. She had to stop twice, bracing hands on Lyn’s shoulders while soft moans escaped her glossy lips. Lyn kissed her deeply each time, tongue claiming her mouth while fingers teased the cage through the bikini.

Back at the villa, Lyn drew a bath in the oversized tub overlooking the ocean. She stripped Jonna naked except for the heels and cage, then guided her into the warm water. Jonna knelt between Lyn’s spread thighs while Lyn soaped her slowly, hands gliding over breast forms, pinching the molded nipples for visual effect. Jonna felt nothing there, but the sight of Lyn’s fingers twisting the fake peaks made her clit throb harder inside the steel. Lyn slipped two fingers into Jonna’s mouth, then three, fucking her throat gently while the plug buzzed higher. Jonna gagged softly, drool mixing with bathwater, eyes watering mascara tears.

“No cumming,” Lyn reminded her. “Not until Ryan’s fat cock is back inside you.”

Afternoon brought more edging. Lyn laid Jonna on the outdoor daybed, face down, ass up. She removed the plug with a wet pop, left Jonna gaping and empty for a long minute, then eased in a thicker toy, ridged and curved to grind directly against her prostate. Jonna moaned into the cushion, hips rocking back desperately. Lyn fucked her slowly with the toy, twisting it on every deep stroke, pulling almost all the way out before slamming back in. Jonna’s body tensed, sissygasm building fast, then Lyn stopped cold. She taped the toy in place, turned the vibration to a teasing pulse, and left Jonna there for an hour while she read by the pool.

Jonna begged the whole time, voice cracking, hips grinding uselessly against the cushion. Pre-cum pooled beneath her on the fabric. Lyn watched from her lounger, legs spread, fingers circling her own clit slowly while she ignored the pleas.

Night fell. They showered together. Lyn washed Jonna’s body with deliberate care, soaping the breast forms until they gleamed, fingering her ass around the toy until Jonna sobbed with need. No release. Lyn dried her, reapplied makeup, brushed the wig until it shone, then dressed her in fresh black lace panties and a short silk slip that barely covered her ass.

They ate dinner on the terrace: grilled seafood, chilled wine. Jonna sat with legs pressed together, toy still buzzing inside her, cage dripping onto the chair cushion. Lyn checked her phone every few minutes. Ryan’s texts came sporadically: “Still thinking about your mouth.” “Can’t sleep.” “Tomorrow. I need more.”

Lyn read them aloud, voice low and teasing. “He’s coming back, baby. He’s going to fuck you. Hard. Deep. Fill you up while I watch.”

Jonna whimpered, hips rocking subtly against the seat. “Please… I need it so bad.”

Lyn leaned across the table, kissed her slow and deep. “You’ll get it. Tomorrow. But tonight you stay desperate. Leaking. Ready.”

They retired to the bedroom. Lyn removed the toy, left Jonna empty and aching, then cuddled her close under the sheets. Jonna curled against Lyn’s chest, breast forms pressing soft against real skin, cage throbbing between them.

Lyn stroked the wig gently. “Sleep now, my pretty sissy. Dream of Ryan’s cock. Dream of how full you’ll feel tomorrow.”

Jonna closed her eyes, body trembling with unspent need. The ocean whispered outside. The cage pressed cold and heavy. Sleep came slow, fractured by flashes of glossy lips stretched wide, fat cock sliding deep, and the promise of release that still felt so far away.

Tomorrow, though.

Tomorrow Ryan would come back.

And Jonna would be ready.


Chapter 5: The Decision and the Suck

Mid-afternoon sun slanted through the villa’s open terrace doors, turning the tiled floor gold and warm. Jonna waited by the entrance in the outfit Lyn had chosen: sheer black lace panties that did nothing to conceal the gleaming steel chastity cage beneath, a thin white tank top stretched tight across her breast forms, the fabric so translucent the black bra straps and molded nipples showed clearly. The long brunette wig hung loose and slightly tousled from the sea breeze; makeup fresh and slutty, smoky shadow smudged just enough to look freshly fucked, glossy berry lips parted in anticipation. Six-inch black heels forced her posture tall and arched, ass pushed back invitingly. No plug today. Lyn had removed it that morning with slow, deliberate twists, leaving Jonna open, slick, and aching to be filled.

The gate buzzer sounded. Jonna’s heart jumped. She opened the door before Lyn could tell her to wait.

Ryan stood there in board shorts and a faded T-shirt, hair still wet from the pool, eyes already dark with hunger. He stepped inside without a word, gaze raking over her from heels to wig. “Fuck. You look… even better than yesterday.”

Jonna closed the door softly, leaned back against it, hands clasped behind her. “I’ve been thinking about you all day,” she whispered in that practiced feminine voice. “About your cock in my mouth. About how you tasted when you came down my throat.”

Ryan swallowed hard. His shorts tented instantly. “I’m straight. I keep telling myself that. But I can’t stop thinking about it either.” He stepped closer, close enough that she could smell sunscreen and salt on his skin. “I need more. I need… everything.”

Lyn lounged on the outdoor daybed visible through the open doors, legs crossed, wearing only a black bikini bottom and a loose sarong. She sipped a chilled glass of rosé and watched them with a slow, satisfied smile.

Jonna didn’t wait for permission. She sank to her knees right there on the cool tile, hands sliding up Ryan’s thighs to tug the drawstring of his shorts. The fabric dropped to his ankles. His fat cock sprang free, thick and veined, already hard and leaking at the tip.

She wrapped manicured fingers around the base, stroked once, twice, slow and twisting. Her thumb circled the slick head, spreading pre-cum in lazy spirals. Ryan groaned, head falling back against the wall. “God… your hands feel so good.”

Jonna leaned in. Glossy lips kissed the underside softly, then parted wide. She took him slow at first, tongue flat and broad along the shaft, swirling under the ridge. Then deeper. Her throat opened easily, trained muscle relaxing as she slid down until her nose brushed his trimmed pubic hair. She held him there, throat fluttering around the thick length, humming low to send vibrations through him.

Ryan’s hands tangled in the wig, fingers gripping tight. “Fuck… so deep… you’re too good at this.”

She pulled back slowly, spit stringing from her swollen lips to his cock, then bobbed again, faster, wetter. Cheeks hollowed, tongue pressed firm against the underside. One hand stroked what her mouth couldn’t reach; the other cupped and rolled his balls gently. Wet, obscene sounds filled the entryway: slick suction, soft gags, Ryan’s ragged breathing.

Lyn watched from the daybed, legs spread wider now, fingers tracing slow circles over her bikini bottom. “That’s my perfect sissy wife. Suck him like the cock-hungry faggot you are. Make him forget he’s straight.”

Ryan’s hips started thrusting shallowly, then deeper, fucking her mouth in short, needy strokes. “I shouldn’t want this… but your mouth… fuck, it’s too good… I can’t stop.”

Jonna took him all the way down again, nose pressed flush, throat milking him with rhythmic swallows. Tears streaked her mascara; spit dripped down her chin and onto the tile. Ryan’s control frayed fast. His thrusts grew erratic, hands gripping the wig hard enough to pull strands loose.

“I’m close… gonna cum again… fuck…”

Jonna hummed encouragement, throat vibrating around him. Ryan groaned deep, hips bucking once, twice, then he erupted. Thick ropes pulsed down her throat; she swallowed every drop, lips sealed tight, milking him through the spasms until he stopped twitching and softened slightly in her mouth.

She pulled off slowly, licked her lips clean, and looked up at him with glossy, tear-streaked eyes. “Thank you for feeding me,” she whispered.

Ryan slumped against the wall, panting, face flushed red. “Jesus Christ. I just… I just let my old roommate suck me off again. And it was even better than last night.”

Lyn set her wine glass down, stood, and walked over. She cupped Jonna’s cheek, thumb brushing away a tear. “You were beautiful, baby.” She looked at Ryan. “She’s not done with you yet. And you’re not done with her.”

Ryan stared down at Jonna still kneeling, lips swollen and shiny, cage dripping steadily onto the tile. His cock twitched, already half-hard again. “I… I can’t stop. I need to fuck you. Right now. Even if I’m straight… I need to feel that tight hole around me.”

Lyn smiled slow and wicked. “Then take her. She’s been edged and desperate for two days. She’s ready to be filled.”

Jonna rose slowly, turned, and bent over the nearest piece of furniture, a low console table by the door. She braced her hands on the surface, arched her back, and looked over her shoulder at Ryan. “Please,” she begged softly. “Fuck your old friend’s sissy pussy. I need it so bad.”

Ryan stepped forward, hands shaking as he gripped her hips. The decision was made. Vacation rules. No one back home would ever know.

He lined up, fat cockhead pressing against her slick entrance, and pushed in slow.

The stretch burned beautifully. Jonna moaned high and needy, pushing back to take him deeper.

Ryan groaned, sinking inch by inch until he bottomed out. “So fucking tight… like a real pussy…”

Lyn settled back onto the daybed, legs spread, fingers slipping beneath her bikini bottom. She watched intently, breathing already quickening.

Ryan started thrusting, deep and steady. Jonna’s moans turned desperate, hips rocking back to meet him. The angle grazed her prostate perfectly with every stroke.

The villa filled with wet slaps, high feminine whimpers, and Ryan’s ragged curses.

Tomorrow’s promise had arrived early.

And Jonna was finally getting what she craved.


Chapter 6: The First F*ck

Jonna stayed bent over the low console table, palms flat against the cool wood, back arched high. The sheer black lace panties were tugged roughly to one side, exposing her smooth cheeks and the slick, open hole that had been aching and empty for two full days. Her breast forms pressed forward against the tank top, jiggling softly with every quick breath. The heels kept her ass presented perfectly, legs spread just wide enough for Ryan to step between them.

Ryan stood behind her, fat cock still glistening from Jonna’s mouth, veins thick and pulsing. His hands shook slightly as he gripped her hips, thumbs digging into soft flesh. “I can’t believe I’m doing this,” he muttered, half to himself. “I’m straight. But fuck… I need to feel you.”

He lined up, thick head pressing against her entrance. Jonna pushed back instinctively, a soft, needy whimper escaping her glossy lips. Ryan pushed forward, slow at first. The stretch burned sweet and deep; Jonna gasped, fingers curling against the table. Inch by inch he sank inside, groaning low in his throat as her trained heat wrapped around him.

“So fucking tight,” he breathed. “Like nothing I’ve ever felt.”

He bottomed out, hips flush against her ass, holding still for a long moment while Jonna adjusted to the fullness. The angle was perfect; the fat head rested directly against her prostate, heavy and insistent. Jonna moaned high and feminine, rocking back in tiny circles to feel him press deeper.

Ryan started moving. Slow, deep thrusts at first, pulling almost all the way out before sliding back in. Each stroke dragged along her walls, grazing that sensitive spot with deliberate pressure. Jonna’s moans grew louder, hips pushing back to meet him. The wet sounds of skin on skin filled the entryway, mixing with the distant roll of ocean waves.

Lyn watched from the daybed, legs spread wide, sarong fallen open. Her fingers traced slow circles over her bikini bottom, breathing already quickening. “That’s it, baby,” she purred. “Take him deep. Show your old friend how much your sissy pussy loves real cock.”

Ryan’s pace quickened. His hands gripped harder, pulling Jonna back onto him with each thrust. “Fuck… you feel so good… so tight… like you were made for this.”

Jonna’s voice cracked. “Harder… please… fuck me harder… fill your sissy hole…”

Ryan obeyed. He pounded now, deep and steady, heavy balls slapping against her with every stroke. The angle hammered her prostate relentlessly. Pleasure coiled tight and fast in Jonna’s core, building with every brutal thrust. Her moans turned desperate, high-pitched, girlish.

“I’m… I’m gonna cum… oh god…”

The first sissygasm hit like lightning. Jonna’s body seized, ass clenching rhythmically around Ryan’s fat cock, cage spurting helplessly onto the tile below. Waves crashed through her, overlapping, vision blurring at the edges. She screamed, high and broken, back bowing, fingers scrabbling at the table. The orgasm rolled on, prostate milked dry by every deep stroke.

Ryan groaned at the sudden tightness. “Fuck… you just came… hands-free… that’s so hot…”

He didn’t stop. He kept pounding through the spasms, drawing out every shudder. Jonna’s legs trembled in the heels; she sobbed with relief and overstimulation, pushing back for more even as the waves kept coming.

Ryan’s control frayed. “I’m close… gonna fill you… take it all…”

One last deep thrust and he buried himself fully, groaning loud as he erupted. Thick ropes pulsed inside her, flooding her ass with heat. He held there, hips twitching, emptying every drop while Jonna clenched around him, milking him through the aftershocks.

When he finally softened and pulled out slowly, cum leaked from Jonna’s gaping hole, dripping down her thighs in thick white trails. She stayed bent over, panting, body still trembling.

Ryan stepped back, breathing hard, cock slick and spent. “Jesus… I just fucked my old roommate. Dressed like that. And she came harder than any girl I’ve ever been with.”

Lyn rose from the daybed, walked over, and cupped Jonna’s cheek. She kissed her deeply, tasting Ryan on her lips, then whispered against her ear. “You were perfect, baby. My gorgeous sissy wife.”

Jonna straightened slowly, legs shaky, cum still leaking. She turned to Ryan, voice soft and hoarse. “Thank you… for filling me. I needed it so bad.”

Ryan stared at her, dazed, cock twitching again at the sight of her flushed face, swollen lips, and the mess dripping down her thighs. “I… I want more. Tomorrow. Or tonight. Fuck, I don’t know. But I want more.”

Lyn laughed softly, wiping a streak of mascara from Jonna’s cheek. “You’re welcome anytime, Ryan. She’s got plenty left to give.”

Ryan pulled up his shorts, adjusted himself, and glanced toward the terrace. “I’ll text you. Soon.”

He left through the gate, footsteps fading.

Jonna leaned against the console table, still trembling. Lyn wrapped arms around her from behind, one hand sliding down to tease the cage through the soaked panties.

“You took him so well,” Lyn murmured. “And tomorrow… tomorrow he’s going to want to fuck you again. Harder. Deeper. Maybe even bring his friends.”

Jonna shivered, pressing back against Lyn’s touch. “I hope so.”

The sun dipped lower, painting the villa gold. Cum continued to leak slowly down Jonna’s thighs.

The vacation was only half over.

And Jonna was already ruined for anything less than being filled.


Chapter 7: Riding Like a Cum-Hungry Slut

Jonna stayed bent over the console table for only a few seconds after Ryan pulled out, cum already leaking in thick, warm trails down the insides of her thighs. Her legs trembled in the heels, breath coming in short, ragged pants. The stretch and fullness had left her gaping slightly, prostate still throbbing from the first shattering sissygasm. She straightened slowly, turned, and looked at Ryan with glossy, tear-streaked eyes.

He stood there panting, cock still half-hard and slick, board shorts tangled around his ankles. His face was flushed, eyes wide with a mix of shock and raw hunger. “Fuck… you came so hard. Just from me fucking you. No hands. Nothing.”

Jonna stepped closer, heels clicking softly on the tile. She placed both hands on his chest, pushed gently until the backs of his knees hit the edge of the daybed cushions. Ryan sat heavily, legs spreading. Jonna straddled him without hesitation, knees sinking into the cushions on either side of his hips.

She reached down, wrapped manicured fingers around his thickening cock, and lined him up. The fat head pressed against her slick, cum-smeared entrance. She sank down slowly, taking him inch by inch until he bottomed out again. A high, needy moan escaped her glossy lips as the thick shaft filled her completely once more.

Ryan groaned, hands flying to her hips. “Jesus… you’re still so tight. Even after I just came inside you.”

Jonna started moving. Slow at first, rolling her hips in deliberate circles, grinding deep so the fat head dragged across her prostate with every rotation. Breast forms bounced heavily under the thin white tank top, nipples molded and prominent against the fabric. The sheer material clung to her skin, turning almost transparent where sweat and pre-cum had soaked through.

She picked up speed. Backward grinds that milked him from base to tip, forward rolls that pressed him hard against that sensitive spot inside her. Side-to-side swivels made Ryan curse under his breath, fingers digging into her hips hard enough to leave marks. Jonna clenched her trained boy pussy around him like a vice on every downstroke, milking him expertly, rhythmically.

Ryan stared up at her, mesmerized. “Fuck… look at you ride. If I didn’t see that tiny caged thing bouncing in front of me, I’d swear you were a real girl. A perfect, cum-hungry sissy faggot who lives for cock stretching her boy pussy.”

Jonna moaned louder at the words, hips rolling faster. “Yes… I am… I live for it… fill me again… please…”

The angle was brutal now. Every grind hammered her prostate relentlessly. Pleasure coiled tighter and tighter, building fast. Her second sissygasm hit without warning, body seizing, ass clamping down hard around his fat cock. The cage spurted helplessly onto Ryan’s stomach, clear fluid dripping in thin streams. She screamed, high and girlish, back bowing, fingers clutching his shoulders. Waves crashed through her, overlapping, vision spotting black at the edges.

Ryan thrust up to meet her, pounding through the spasms. “Cum for me again… fuck… milk me with that sissy hole…”

The third sissygasm followed almost immediately, rolling into the second without pause. Jonna’s body shook violently, legs trembling in the heels, high-pitched cries echoing over the terrace toward the ocean. If Ryan hadn’t seen the locked clit leaking in front of him, he would have believed every moan, every clench, every bounce of her breast forms belonged to a real woman lost in ecstasy, a cum-hungry slut addicted to being filled and fucked.

He lost it. “I’m cumming… fuck… take it all…”

His hips bucked hard, burying himself deep one last time. Thick ropes pulsed inside her again, flooding her already-full ass until cum leaked out around his shaft and dripped onto the cushions. Jonna kept grinding through his release, rolling her hips in slow, filthy circles, milking every drop until he was spent and twitching beneath her.

She collapsed forward, forehead resting against his shoulder, both of them panting. Cum continued to leak slowly from her stretched hole, pooling warm beneath them. Ryan’s hands stayed on her hips, thumbs stroking the soft skin there in dazed circles.

Lyn rose from the daybed where she had watched every thrust, every sissygasm. She walked over, sarong falling open to reveal she had been touching herself the entire time. She cupped Jonna’s cheek, kissed her deeply, tasting salt and sweat and Ryan on her lips.

“You were incredible, baby,” Lyn whispered. “Riding him like the perfect cum-hungry sissy you are. Look how much he filled you.”

Jonna lifted her head, still trembling. She looked down at Ryan, voice soft and hoarse. “Thank you… for using me. For filling me twice.”

Ryan stared up at her, dazed, cock softening inside her but still twitching at the praise. “I… I don’t even know what to say. I just fucked you senseless. And you came three times. Hands-free. While riding me like that.”

Lyn laughed softly, brushing a strand of wig from Jonna’s face. “She’s very good at it. And she loves it. Don’t you, baby?”

Jonna nodded, pressing a slow kiss to Ryan’s lips. “Yes. I love it. I love being filled. I love cumming like your sissy.”

Ryan groaned, hands sliding up to cup her breast forms through the tank top. “If we weren’t on vacation… if no one back home would ever know… I’d want to do this again. Tomorrow. Every day.”

Lyn smiled, wicked and proud. “You’re welcome back anytime, Ryan. Bring your friends if you want. Jonna can handle them too.”

Ryan’s eyes darkened at the suggestion. He stayed seated inside her a moment longer, feeling the slow leak of his cum, then finally lifted her gently off him. Jonna stood on shaky legs, cum dripping steadily down her thighs.

Ryan pulled up his shorts, adjusted himself, and looked at both of them. “I’ll text you. Soon. Real soon.”

He left through the terrace gate, footsteps fading down the path.

Jonna turned to Lyn, body still quivering. Lyn pulled her close, kissed her forehead, then her lips.

“My perfect sissy wife,” Lyn murmured. “You took him so beautifully. And tomorrow… tomorrow might bring even more cock.”

Jonna shivered, pressing against her. “I hope so.”

The sun dipped lower, painting the terrace in long gold shadows. Cum continued to drip slowly from Jonna’s stretched hole.

The vacation still had days left.

And Jonna was already hungry for whatever came next.


Chapter 8: The Tipsy Trio

Two nights later the villa terrace smelled of salt air, lime, and the faint burn of tequila. String lights cast warm gold across the outdoor daybed and the low glass table littered with empty shot glasses and half-melted ice. Jonna stood near the railing in a short black pleated skirt that barely skimmed the tops of her thighs and a cropped white tank top stretched tight over her bra, breast forms creating perfect, jiggling cleavage beneath the thin fabric. No panties tonight; Lyn had decided the cage should be easily accessible. The long brunette wig hung loose and tousled; makeup heavy and slutty, glossy lips painted deep red, eyes shadowed smoky and inviting. Six-inch heels kept her posture arched and presented.

Ryan arrived first, already flushed from pre-gaming at the resort bar, a wide grin on his face. Behind him came his two buddies: Jake, white, athletic build, short blond hair, wearing a tank top that showed off gym-cut arms; and Marcus, tall and broad-shouldered, dark skin gleaming under the lights, a thick bulge already visible in his board shorts. They carried another bottle of tequila and a six-pack of beer, laughing about something from earlier in the evening.

Ryan clapped Jonna on the ass as he passed, casual and possessive. “Guys, this is Jonna. The hottest piece I’ve ever hooked up with. Jonna, meet Jake and Marcus. They didn’t believe me when I told them.”

Jake’s eyes widened as he took in the outfit, the curves, the heels. “Holy shit. Ryan wasn’t lying. You’re… damn.”

Marcus nodded slowly, gaze lingering on her legs, then her chest, then lower. “Nice to meet you, beautiful.”

Lyn lounged on the daybed in a black bikini top and sarong, legs crossed, fresh margarita in hand. She smiled slow and welcoming. “Come sit. Drinks are strong tonight. We’re celebrating vacation rules: what happens in Cabo stays in Cabo.”

The men settled around the low table. Shots were poured. Conversation started easy: beach stories, bad pickup lines at the club, the resort’s overpriced cocktails. Tequila went down fast. Laughter grew louder. Ryan kept pulling Jonna onto his lap, hands roaming her thighs under the skirt, fingers brushing the cage bars every few minutes. Jonna squirmed, already leaking, the constant touch keeping her on edge.

After the fourth round Ryan grew bold. He tugged Jonna to her feet, spun her to face him, and pulled her down between his spread legs. “Show them what that mouth can do, baby.”

Jonna dropped to her knees on the soft outdoor rug without hesitation. Ryan unzipped his board shorts, tugged them down. His fat cock sprang free, thick and hard. The other two men froze, eyes wide, but neither moved to leave.

Jonna leaned in. Glossy red lips parted, kissed the head softly, then opened wide. She took him deep in one smooth motion, throat relaxing, humming low. Ryan groaned, hands tangling in the wig. “Fuck… watch this. She’s unreal.”

She bobbed smoothly, wet and eager, cheeks hollowing, tongue pressing firm against the underside. Spit dripped down his shaft. Ryan got bolder, flipped up the short skirt to slap her ass. The motion exposed everything: smooth cheeks, the gleaming steel chastity cage tucked between her thighs, leaking steadily onto the rug.

Jake choked on his beer. “Wait… what the fuck? She’s got a… cage?”

Marcus leaned forward, eyes locked on the tiny locked clit. “No way. She’s… a dude?”

Ryan laughed, half drunk, half proud. “Surprise, boys. Jonna’s a sissy. My old college roommate, actually. But look at her. Look at that mouth. Look at how she takes it. We’re on vacation. No one back home will ever know. You gonna walk away from the best blowjob of your life?”

Silence stretched for three heartbeats. Then Jake shifted, shorts tenting obviously. “Fuck it. I’m too horny to care.”

Marcus grinned slow, dark eyes hungry. “Same. Let’s see what else she can do.”

Ryan pulled Jonna off his cock with a wet pop. “On all fours, baby. Show my friends how good you are.”

Jonna obeyed instantly, turning to face the daybed on hands and knees. Ryan moved behind her, flipped the skirt up completely, and pressed his fat cock back inside her slick hole. She moaned high and needy as he sank deep. Jake stepped forward, unzipped, and offered his cock to her mouth. Jonna took him eagerly, lips stretching around him while Ryan started thrusting from behind.

Marcus watched for a moment, stroking himself through his shorts, then stepped up beside Jake. Jonna reached out, wrapped fingers around his thick BBC, stroking in time with her bobbing head. The men rotated smoothly: Ryan pounding her ass while she sucked Jake, then Marcus sliding his massive length into her mouth while Jake took her from behind. Each cock stretched her differently; Marcus’s BBC hit her prostate hardest, drawing high, desperate cries every time he bottomed out.

Jonna’s sissygasms came fast and relentless. The first hit when Marcus buried himself deep, fat head grinding her spot; her body seized, ass clenching around Ryan’s cock, cage spurting helplessly onto the rug. She screamed around Jake’s shaft, muffled and wet. The second followed minutes later when Jake hammered her from behind; waves overlapped, body shaking violently, high-pitched moans echoing over the terrace. The third crashed through her as Marcus face-fucked her while Ryan rode her ass again; she nearly collapsed, held up only by their grips, vision spotting black.

The men used her without pause. Ryan came first, flooding her ass with thick ropes. Jake pulled out of her mouth and finished across her breast forms, painting the tank top white. Marcus lasted longest, pounding her deep until he groaned and erupted inside her, adding to Ryan’s load until cum leaked steadily down her thighs.

They collapsed around her, panting, dazed. Jonna stayed on all fours, cum dripping from her gaping hole, streaked across her breast forms, smeared on her glossy lips. She looked up at them with tear-streaked eyes and smiled softly.

“Thank you… for using me,” she whispered.

Ryan laughed breathlessly. “Holy shit. That was… insane.”

Jake wiped sweat from his brow. “Vacation secret. No one back home knows.”

Marcus nodded, still stroking his softening cock. “Best trip ever.”

Lyn rose from the daybed where she had watched every thrust, every sissygasm. She walked over, knelt beside Jonna, and kissed her deeply, tasting all three men on her tongue.

“My perfect sissy wife,” Lyn murmured. “You took them all so beautifully.”

Jonna leaned into her, trembling. “I loved it. I want more.”

The men exchanged glances, already half-hard again at the words.

Ryan grinned. “Tomorrow night?”

Lyn smiled slow and wicked. “Tomorrow night.”

The terrace lights glowed gold. Cum continued to drip slowly from Jonna’s stretched hole.

The vacation secret had just grown bigger.

And Jonna was already hungry for the next round.


Chapter 9: Afterglow and Reflection

The terrace lights dimmed to a soft amber glow as the last of Ryan’s friends stumbled out through the gate, still laughing in low, dazed voices about the “vacation secret” they had just shared. The air carried the faint salt of the ocean mixed with the musk of sex, sweat, and spilled tequila. Jonna remained on her knees in the center of the outdoor rug, body trembling from the aftershocks of three relentless sissygasms. Cum streaked her breast forms in white ribbons where Jake had finished across the tank top, more leaked steadily from her gaping hole down the insides of her thighs, pooling warm and sticky on the fabric beneath her. The short black pleated skirt stayed hiked around her waist; the sheer top clung damply to her skin, turning almost transparent in places. Her glossy red lips were swollen, mascara streaked in dark trails down her cheeks, wig slightly askew from all the hands that had gripped it.

Ryan lingered longest. He knelt in front of her, still breathing hard, cock softening but slick with her spit and his own release. He cupped Jonna’s face gently, thumbs brushing away the tear tracks. “Jesus… you took all three of us. And you came so hard each time. I’ve never seen anything like that.”

Jonna looked up at him through wet lashes, voice hoarse and soft. “I loved it. Every inch. Every load. Thank you… for sharing me with your friends.”

Ryan exhaled a shaky laugh. “I should be the one thanking you. I came here thinking I was straight, and now I just watched my old roommate get railed by three guys while begging for more. And I’m already hard again thinking about it.”

He leaned in, kissed her slow and deep, tasting himself and his friends on her tongue. When he pulled back his eyes were dark. “I’m flying out day after tomorrow. But if you’re still here tomorrow night… I want another round. Just me this time. Or maybe all of us again. Whatever you want.”

Jonna nodded, still trembling. “I want it. All of it.”

Ryan stood, adjusted his shorts, and glanced at Lyn. “You’ve got one hell of a wife.”

Lyn rose from the daybed where she had watched every thrust, every scream, every spurt. Her sarong had fallen open hours ago; her bikini bottom was pushed aside, fingers still glistening from where she had touched herself through the entire scene. She walked over barefoot, hips swaying, and knelt beside Jonna.

“My perfect sissy slut,” she murmured, voice thick with pride and arousal. She kissed Jonna deeply, tongue sliding against tongue, savoring the mingled taste of three men. Then she pulled back and looked at Ryan. “She’s yours to use anytime you’re in town. But tonight she’s mine again.”

Ryan nodded, gave Jonna one last lingering look, then slipped out through the gate. His footsteps faded down the path toward the resort lights.

Lyn helped Jonna to her feet. Jonna’s legs shook; cum continued to drip slowly from her stretched hole, trailing down her thighs in warm rivulets. Lyn guided her inside to the master bathroom, the large glass shower already steaming from the hot water she turned on.

They stepped under the spray together. Warm water cascaded over them, washing away sweat and cum in slow streams. Lyn peeled the soaked tank top over Jonna’s head, let it drop to the tile. She soaped Jonna’s body with deliberate tenderness: hands gliding over breast forms, thumbs circling the molded nipples for the visual tease; fingers tracing down her stomach, then between her legs to gently clean the cage. Jonna whimpered at the touch, clit throbbing uselessly inside the steel.

Lyn turned her around, pressed her palms to the glass wall. She knelt behind Jonna, spread her cheeks, and let the water rinse the leaking cum from her hole. Then she slipped two fingers inside, slow and careful, curling them to graze the still-sensitive prostate. Jonna moaned, forehead resting against the glass.

“You were so beautiful tonight,” Lyn whispered against her ear, fingers moving in gentle circles. “Taking three cocks like the perfect cum-hungry faggot you are. Cumming over and over while they used you. I’m so proud of my sissy wife.”

Jonna’s hips rocked back against Lyn’s hand. “I loved it… I loved being filled… being watched… being your slut…”

Lyn added a third finger, stretching her gently. The pressure built again, soft and deep. Jonna’s moans turned higher, breath fogging the glass. The final sissygasm of the night came quietly this time, a gentle rolling wave rather than a storm. Her body shuddered, ass clenching around Lyn’s fingers, cage spurting one last weak dribble onto the shower floor. She sobbed softly with relief, knees buckling.

Lyn held her up, kissed the back of her neck, then turned her around. They stood under the water, foreheads pressed together, water streaming between them.

“You’re mine,” Lyn said quietly. “Always. No matter how many cocks fill you, no matter how many times you cum like that. You’re my sissy wife. My perfect little faggot.”

Jonna nodded, tears mixing with shower water. “Yours. Forever.”

They stayed under the spray until the water began to cool. Lyn dried Jonna gently with a thick towel, kissed every mark left by rough hands, then led her to the bedroom. They curled under the crisp sheets, Jonna’s head on Lyn’s chest, cage pressed against Lyn’s thigh.

Outside, the ocean whispered. Inside, the villa smelled faintly of sex and salt.

Jonna drifted toward sleep, body sore and satisfied, mind already drifting to tomorrow night.

Ryan had promised more.

And Jonna was ready.

Jonna's Vacation Surprise


Chapter 10: The Last Nights and Homeward

The final days in Cabo slipped by in a slow, golden haze. Mornings began with Lyn waking Jonna with soft kisses and wandering fingers, teasing the steel cage until pre-cum glistened at the tip. Afternoons were spent by the private plunge pool, Jonna in tiny bikini bottoms and sheer cover-ups, breast forms jiggling with every movement while Lyn kept the remote-controlled plug on unpredictable pulses. Jonna spent hours edged and leaking, begging in her feminine voice for release that Lyn always denied.

One evening Lyn strapped on the thick black dildo in the bedroom, laid Jonna on her back with legs hooked over her shoulders, and fucked her slow and deep under the open sky visible through the glass wall. The curved shaft pressed relentlessly against Jonna’s prostate with every thrust. No frantic pounding this time, just long, deliberate strokes that built the pleasure gradually until it spilled over in a gentle, rolling sissygasm. Jonna’s body shuddered quietly, cage spurting weakly onto her stomach, high soft moans drifting out toward the ocean. Lyn held her through it, whispering praise against her ear: “My perfect sissy wife. Cumming so sweetly for me.”

Ryan returned once more the night before their flight. He arrived alone, still flushed from the bar, and found Jonna waiting on the terrace in nothing but heels and the black lace panties. She dropped to her knees without a word, took his fat cock deep into her throat, and sucked him until he groaned and flooded her mouth. He came fast, hips bucking, hands tangled in the wig. Jonna swallowed every drop, licked him clean, then looked up with glossy, satisfied eyes.

“Last one before I go,” Ryan murmured, stroking her cheek. “I’ll text you when I’m back in Seattle. We’re not done.”

He left with one final deep kiss, tasting himself on her lips.

The last night arrived quiet and clear. Stars glittered above the plunge pool; the ocean whispered below. Lyn and Jonna floated together in the warm water, naked except for Jonna’s ever-present cage. Lyn pulled Jonna close, back to chest, one arm wrapped around her waist while the other hand slid between her legs. Fingers circled the cage bars, then slipped lower, pressing gently against the still-sensitive hole.

“You were so brave this week,” Lyn whispered against Jonna’s ear. “Letting Ryan see you. Letting his friends use you. Taking all three cocks like the perfect cum-hungry sissy, you are.”

Jonna leaned back into her, head resting on Lyn’s shoulder. “I loved it. Every second. Being watched. Being filled. Being yours.”

Lyn’s fingers slid inside her slowly, curling to graze the prostate. The touch was gentle, almost reverent. Jonna moaned softly, hips rocking in tiny circles. The water lapped around them, warm and soothing.

“You’re mine forever,” Lyn said quietly. “No matter how many men fuck you, no matter how many loads you take. You come home to me. You cum for me. You belong to me.”

Jonna’s breath hitched. The slow, steady pressure built again, soft and deep. No violent storm this time, just a gentle wave that rose and crested. Her body shuddered in Lyn’s arms, cage spurting one last weak dribble into the water. A soft, trembling sissygasm rolled through her, leaving her limp and sighing against Lyn’s neck.

“I never want to hide again,” Jonna whispered. “I want to be Jonna always. Your sissy wife. Your perfect little faggot.”

Lyn kissed her temple, held her tighter. “You will be. Starting tomorrow. No more Jon at home. No more pretending. Only Jonna.”

They stayed in the pool until the water cooled, then climbed out and dried each other slowly. Lyn reapplied Jonna’s makeup one last time, brushed the wig until it shone, and dressed her for the flight home: a tight navy dress that hugged every curve, breast forms creating realistic cleavage, no panties so the cage outline showed faintly under the fabric when she moved. Heels, glossy lips, full feminine presentation from the villa to the airport.

The flight back was quiet. Jonna sat beside Lyn in first class, legs crossed, feeling the faint ache in her ass from the week’s use. Passengers glanced; a flight attendant smiled too long. Jonna met every stare with calm confidence, no blush, no shame. Only pride.

At Sea-Tac, Lyn drove them home through the familiar Seattle drizzle. Jonna sat in the passenger seat, dress riding up to show the cage pressed against smooth skin. Lyn rested one hand on her thigh, thumb brushing the steel bars through the fabric.

“Old friends are welcome anytime,” Lyn said softly. “And new ones too. You’re my perfect sissy wife forever.”

Jonna turned to her, smiled through glossy lips, and nodded.

“I know.”

The car pulled into their driveway. The house waited, quiet and familiar.

Jonna stepped out first, heels clicking on the wet pavement, dress clinging in the mist. She didn’t look back at Jon’s life. Only forward.

To more nights. More cocks. More sissygasms.

To the life she had finally claimed.

And to Lyn, always beside her, holding the key.

Thank you for reading Jonna's Vacation Surprise.

This story was born from a very specific fantasy: the collision of past and present selves, the electric thrill of being recognized while fully transformed, and the slow slide from “I’m straight” denial into eager, shameless use. Ryan’s arc, his friends’ shocked-but-too-horny-to-stop reaction, the “vacation secret” mindset, all of it felt like the natural next step after Jonna’s private awakening in the first book.

Writing her taking three men at once, cumming repeatedly while they discover her cage mid-scene, was one of the most intense sequences I’ve put to page. It’s about exposure without shame, about desire overriding labels, about Lyn’s quiet pride as she watches her sissy wife become the center of everything.

If this book left you breathless, aroused, or reflective, then it did what I hoped. Jonna’s story isn’t over; she’s only getting bolder.

To anyone still carrying their own hidden Jonna: the recognition might scare you at first. But sometimes the people who knew you before are the ones who want you most as you are now.

With heat and gratitude, Joseph Robert North Pole, March 2026
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Locked in Miami: Lyn's Hotwife Awakening: A scorching FLR cuckold novella of chastity, small penis humiliation, and total surrender. https://a.co/d/00wIyKcD

A Sissy’s Tropical Awakening: A Tropical Hotwife Awakening: Male Chastity, Sissy Submission, and Cuckold Humiliation. https://a.co/d/00q799k4

Caged for Her Huge BBC: Locked Husband's Cleanup & Hotwife Awakening. https://a.co/d/0b61ngNT
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