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Foreword

This story explores the awakening of long-hidden desires within a long-term marriage. What begins as a playful bet in the sultry heat of Key West quickly spirals into a journey of feminization, chastity, and raw bisexual surrender.

While the characters are fictional, the emotional intensity and power exchange depicted here are drawn from the deepest, most private corners of fantasy. If you enjoy stories of a wife discovering her husband’s secret cravings and choosing to claim them rather than reject them, then this tale is for you.

Reader discretion is strongly advised.

— Joseph Robert


Chapter 1: The Dangerous Dare

The humid Key West evening wrapped around the rented villa like a lover’s breath. Jodie stood in the bedroom doorway, the slinky black dress clinging to her full breasts and thick hips as she watched her husband. At fifty she still moved with quiet confidence, dark wavy hair framing a face that could look sweet one moment and dangerously knowing the next.

Bob stood in the center of the room, five-six and slim, already shifting uncomfortably. Twenty-eight years of marriage had been comfortable, but never quite this charged. The bet had started as a joke to spice up their long vacation. Now the price was real.

“You lost fair and square,” Jodie said, her voice low and smoky. She held up the tiny pink micro-cage between her fingers, letting the metal catch the light. “Time to pay up, Bob.”

He swallowed hard. The dare had escalated quickly once Jodie steered it. Full feminization for the night. Dressed as her personal secretary. Locked in chastity until she decided otherwise.

“Strip,” she ordered softly.

Bob obeyed, shedding his clothes until he stood naked before her. His cock — barely four inches even when hard — hung small and vulnerable. Jodie’s gaze lingered there for a moment before she began.

She started with the sheer black thigh-high stockings. Kneeling in front of him, her large breasts brushing his thighs through the thin dress, she rolled the silky material slowly up each leg. Her fingers traced the sensitive skin behind his knees and higher, teasing the crease where thigh met ass. The stockings felt sinful against his skin, smooth and tight.

Next came the padded bra. She fastened it around his chest and adjusted the inserts until he had soft, noticeable mounds beneath the tight white blouse she buttoned over them. The fabric pulled across his nipples, making them stiffen. Then the short plaid skirt — barely long enough to cover the tops of the stockings. It swished against his legs with the slightest movement.

Jodie settled the dark wig on his head, arranging the curls so they framed his face and softened his features. Finally, she picked up the tube of deep red lipstick. Standing close, she painted his lips with slow, deliberate strokes, her thumb brushing the corner of his mouth.

“Look at you,” she murmured, stepping back to admire her work. “My little secretary. All dressed up and nowhere to hide.”

Bob’s small cock twitched hard. The combination of the short skirt, stockings, padded chest, and painted lips stirred something deep and long-buried inside him — a secret thrill he had never admitted even to himself. He looked ridiculous. He also looked unmistakably feminine.

Jodie’s eyes darkened with interest as she picked up the tiny pink micro-cage again.

“Drop your panties,” she said, voice thick with command.

Bob pushed the skirt up and slid the thin panties down his thighs. His cock stood stiff and aching, the head already glistening with a bead of pre-cum. He felt completely exposed.

Jodie knelt once more. Her full breasts pressed against his leg as she worked the cold metal ring behind his balls, then carefully slid the tiny cage over his straining shaft. The metal was tight, unforgiving. She pressed it down until it clicked shut with a final, unmistakable sound.

The lock engaged.

Bob shuddered as the cage confined him completely. His “little clitty” throbbed uselessly against the unyielding pink prison, denied any real hardness. The sensation was humiliating, terrifying, and more arousing than anything he had felt in years.

Jodie rose slowly, her hand lingering on the locked cage. She gave it a light, possessive squeeze, watching his face as he gasped.

“Perfect,” she said, voice velvet and steel. “Now you’re ready for the party.”

She grabbed her small purse and headed for the door, the sway of her hips confident and unhurried.

Bob followed, the short skirt swishing against his stockinged thighs with every step, the cage tugging relentlessly between his legs. The warm tropical night air kissed his exposed skin as they left the villa. He felt ridiculous, vulnerable, and strangely alive.

The sprawling estate came into view ahead — lights, music, laughter, and the promise of something far more dangerous than either of them had planned.


Chapter 2: The Click of Surrender

The tiny pink cage sat heavy and unforgiving between Bob’s legs as he followed Jodie out of the villa and into the warm Key West night. Every step made the metal ring tug at his balls while the short plaid skirt swished against the tops of his sheer black thigh-high stockings. The padded bra pushed soft mounds against the tight white blouse, and the dark wig’s curls brushed the back of his neck. His painted red lips still tasted of lipstick.

Jodie walked beside him in her slinky black dress, hips swaying with natural confidence. She didn’t speak much. She didn’t need to. The occasional glance she gave him — slow, appraising, and heated — said everything.

Bob felt ridiculously exposed. The short hem of the skirt kept threatening to ride up, and the warm breeze teased his bare thighs. The cage was a constant, cruel reminder: his small cock was trapped, unable to harden, leaking steadily into the tight tube. Every shift of his hips sent a fresh throb of frustrated need through him.

They reached the sprawling private estate quickly. Tiki torches flickered across the pool area, string lights glowing overhead. Music thumped from inside the main house. Adults-only meant the energy was already loose — skimpy costumes, laughter, bodies moving close together in the humid air.

Heads turned as they entered the party area. Some guests smirked. Others stared longer, eyes lingering on the slim figure in the short secretary skirt and thigh-highs. Bob’s face burned, but the cage bit harder with every curious glance, keeping him achingly aware of how feminine and helpless he looked.

Jodie stopped near the bar and turned to him. She stepped close enough that her full breasts brushed his arm through the thin blouse.

“Stay right here,” she said, voice low and commanding. “I need to find the hostess. Two minutes. Don’t wander off.”

Her hand slid down his side, fingers brushing the hem of the short skirt before giving the front of the cage a quick, possessive squeeze through the fabric. Bob sucked in a sharp breath.

“Be a good girl for me,” she added, her tone thick with dark promise. Then she slipped away into the crowd, her curvaceous figure disappearing among the bodies and flashing lights.

Bob stood alone, clutching a rum punch someone had pressed into his hand. The short skirt constantly teased his stockinged thighs. The cage tugged relentlessly with every small movement, the metal ring pulling at his balls while his trapped clitty leaked uselessly. He felt the eyes on him — amused, curious, sometimes openly appreciative. The warm night air kissed his exposed legs, making the situation feel even more dangerous and real.

He tried to look casual, sipping the sweet, strong drink, but his mind was spinning. The silky stockings, the short skirt, the tight cage, the painted lips — everything amplified the secret thrill he had buried for years. Being dressed like this in public, reduced to something pretty and helpless, sent a dark pulse of arousal straight to his locked cock.

Minutes stretched. The party noise swirled around him — laughter, music, the clink of glasses. More stares landed on the slim secretary in the short skirt. One man nearby let his gaze linger openly on Bob’s legs and the way the skirt barely covered the lace tops of the stockings.

Bob shifted again, the cage biting harder. The denial was maddening. His body wanted to react, but the tiny pink prison refused to allow it. All he could do was stand there, exposed and aching, while the night grew hotter around him.

That was when the tall Black man approached.

He moved through the crowd with effortless confidence — six-four, broad shoulders filling out a sleek dark suit. Deep brown skin glowed under the string lights. His presence cut through the noise like a blade.

Marcus stopped a few feet away, dark eyes slowly roaming over Bob’s feminized body from the glossy red lips down to the short skirt and stocking-clad legs. A slow, knowing smile curved his mouth.

“Interesting choice for the evening,” he said, his deep voice smooth and rich. “You pull it off better than most.”

Bob’s heart slammed against his ribs. The cage gave another painful throb as he tried to find his voice.


Chapter 3: The Predator’s Approach

Bob stood frozen near the bar, the rum punch sweating in his grip while the tropical night pressed in around him. The short plaid skirt barely reached mid-thigh, constantly threatening to ride up and expose the lace tops of his sheer black thigh-high stockings. Every small shift of his weight made the silky material whisper against his skin and the tiny pink micro-cage tug sharply at his balls. His trapped clitty leaked steadily inside the tight tube, a humiliating reminder that he couldn’t get hard, couldn’t find relief, could only ache.

The party pulsed with heat and noise — thumping music, flickering tiki torches, laughter mixing with the clink of glasses. Skimpy costumes and half-naked bodies moved through the crowd, but more eyes than he expected kept drifting toward him. Some guests smirked at the slim secretary in the short skirt. Others stared longer, their gazes lingering on his stockinged legs and the way the plaid hem barely covered his ass.

He felt ridiculous. Exposed. And unbearably turned on.

That was when Marcus appeared.

The tall Black man cut through the crowd with calm authority. Six-four, broad-shouldered, his sleek dark suit hugging powerful muscle. Deep brown skin glowed under the string lights. His presence radiated raw masculine confidence that made Bob’s stomach tighten instantly.

Marcus stopped a few feet away, dark eyes slowly roaming over Bob’s feminized form — from the glossy red lips and dark wig down to the short skirt and sheer thigh-high stockings. A slow, knowing smile curved his mouth.

“Interesting night you’re having,” he said, his deep voice smooth and rich, cutting easily through the music. “You wear that little secretary outfit better than most women here.”

Bob swallowed hard, his painted lips parting. The cage gave a violent throb as his small cock tried desperately to swell inside its prison. “Lost a bet with my wife,” he muttered, trying to sound casual. The words came out softer than intended, almost breathy. “It’s… just for tonight.”

Marcus stepped closer, towering over him. The scent of his cologne — rich and masculine — mixed with the warm night air. “Doesn’t look like ‘just for tonight’ on you. That skirt’s riding high. Those stockings look expensive. And those red lips…” His gaze dropped deliberately to Bob’s painted mouth. “Someone took their time making you pretty.”

Bob’s face burned. The cage bit harder between his legs as pre-cum leaked steadily from the tip of his trapped clitty. Marcus’s size, his deep voice, the casual dominance in the way he spoke — it all hit something deep and long-buried inside Bob. A secret hunger he had never admitted: the craving to be noticed like this, reduced to something feminine and fuckable while locked and helpless.

Marcus’s eyes darkened with clear interest. “Name’s Marcus. And you are?”

“Bob,” he answered, then quieter, “Or… whatever she wants me to be tonight.”

Marcus chuckled low, the sound vibrating through Bob’s chest. “That’s a dangerous answer. You look nervous. Heart racing?” He leaned in slightly, his broad frame blocking some of the party noise. “Or is that little pink cage between your legs making it hard to think straight?”

Bob’s breath caught. How the hell did he know? The skirt wasn’t that short… or maybe the way he was standing, thighs pressed together, hips shifting uncomfortably, gave it away.

Marcus didn’t wait for an answer. His voice dropped even lower, intimate and commanding. “I’ve been watching you since you walked in. The way you keep touching that skirt like you’re afraid it’ll ride up and show everyone how locked and desperate you really are. You’re not hating this as much as you’re pretending.”

Bob’s mind screamed to walk away, to find Jodie, to stop this before the buried urges completely took over. But his body stayed rooted. The magnetic pull of Marcus’s size and confidence was too strong. His secret fantasies — being used while dressed like a whore, locked tight, surrendering to a real man — roared to the surface.

“I… I should probably find my wife,” Bob said weakly, even as his painted lips stayed parted and his thighs pressed tighter around the aching cage.

Marcus placed a large, warm hand on Bob’s lower back, the touch firm and possessive through the thin blouse. The contact sent a jolt straight to his trapped clitty. “She’s not here right now. And it’s loud out here. Too many eyes.” His thumb stroked once, slowly, along Bob’s spine. “There’s a quieter hallway just past the pool. Guest rooms. We could step away for a minute. Just talk.”

Bob hesitated, heart hammering. The cage tugged painfully as his body betrayed him completely. Marcus’s hand pressed a little firmer, guiding.

“Come on,” Marcus murmured. “You look like you need it.”

Bob’s resistance crumbled. Pulse thundering in his ears, he let Marcus lead him away from the bar, through the crowd, and toward the dimly lit side hallway. The short skirt swished against his stockings with every step. The cage tugged relentlessly. His painted lips felt swollen with forbidden anticipation.

He knew he was walking straight into something dangerous.

And for the first time in his life, he didn’t want to run.


Chapter 4: On His Knees

The guest bedroom door clicked shut behind them, leaving only a narrow gap that let a thin slice of hallway light cut across the carpet. The room was dimly lit by a single lamp, casting long shadows over the king-sized bed. The distant thump of party music felt muffled now, replaced by the heavy rhythm of Bob’s heartbeat and Marcus’s calm, steady breathing.

Marcus filled the space. Six-four of solid muscle in that sleek dark suit, he looked down at Bob with quiet, predatory confidence. His dark eyes dragged slowly over the short plaid skirt, the sheer thigh-high stockings, the padded swell beneath the white blouse, and the glossy red lips trembling on Bob’s face.

“You’ve been staring like you want something,” Marcus said, his deep voice smooth and commanding. “Am I wrong?”

Bob’s mouth went dry. His caged clitty strained painfully against the tiny pink prison, the metal biting into his swollen shaft. The short skirt felt impossibly short, the stockings too silky, the lipstick too obscene. Everything about this moment was pulling at something buried deep inside him — a hunger he had never dared name.

“I… I don’t know,” Bob whispered, voice hoarse.

Marcus didn’t smile. He simply reached down and slowly unzipped his suit pants. He pulled out his massive cock, letting it hang heavy and thick in the warm air.

It was enormous.

Eleven inches of dark, veined meat, already thickening and rising. The shaft was girthy, the blunt head wide and heavy, a glistening drop of pre-cum beading at the slit. Beneath it swung a pair of large, low-hanging balls. The sheer size made Bob’s stomach clench with a mix of fear and raw, aching need.

Marcus wrapped one large hand around the base and gave it a slow stroke, the thick veins shifting under his fingers. “Go on,” he murmured. “Touch it.”

Bob’s hand shook as he reached out. His painted red fingernails looked feminine and obscene against the dark, hot flesh. His fingers barely closed around the thick girth. It felt burning hot, heavy, alive — so much bigger and thicker than anything he had ever imagined. The contrast with his own pathetic, locked clitty sent another spurt of pre-cum leaking from the cage.

A broken sound escaped Bob’s throat.

He sank to his knees on the carpet, the short skirt riding up his thighs and exposing the bottom curve of his ass. The thigh-high stockings whispered against his skin as he settled between Marcus’s powerful legs. Up close, the cock looked even more intimidating — thick, veined, and musky.

Bob leaned in and pressed his painted lips to the wide head in a soft, trembling kiss. The salty taste flooded his mouth. He dragged his tongue slowly along the thick underside, tracing the heavy vein from base to tip with long, wet strokes. Saliva built quickly. He licked again, messier this time, coating the shaft until it glistened.

Marcus let out a low groan. “That’s it. Worship it.”

Bob opened his mouth wider and took the thick head between his stretched lips. He sucked greedily, bobbing his head as far as he could manage. Wet, obscene sounds filled the room — sloppy sucking, the soft pop of his lips pulling off the head, the slick glide of his tongue. Spit ran down his chin and dripped onto the thick shaft and the front of his blouse.

He pulled off long enough to lap at the heavy balls, pressing his face against them, inhaling the deep masculine musk before sliding back up to swallow as much of the cock as his throat would allow. He gagged softly when it bumped the back of his throat, but he didn’t pull away. He pushed forward instead, eyes watering, desperate and hungry.

Marcus rested a large hand lightly on the back of Bob’s wig-covered head, guiding but not forcing. “Fuck, you’re eager. Look at you — dressed like a little secretary slut, locked up tight, sucking black cock like you were born for it.”

Bob moaned around the thick meat filling his mouth. The words hit him hard. Yes. This was exactly what he had secretly craved for so long — being on his knees in feminine clothes, locked and denied, servicing a real man while his own clitty dripped uselessly.

He worked harder, sucking with messy desperation, cheeks hollowing, lips stretched wide. Saliva coated his chin and dripped onto the carpet. He took the cock deeper, gagging wetly, but kept going, lost in the filthy act.

Marcus’s breathing grew heavier. “Good girl. Take more.”

Bob pulled off just long enough to gasp, strings of spit connecting his red lips to the glistening cockhead. His voice came out wrecked and needy.

“It’s so much bigger… I can’t stop…”

Marcus reached down, gripped Bob under the arms, and pulled him to his feet. Turning him roughly toward the bed, he pushed Bob’s chest down onto the mattress so his ass was presented high, short skirt flipped up over his back.

“Stay right there,” Marcus ordered, voice rough with lust.

Bob whimpered, face pressed into the sheets, heart hammering. His panties were still on, but he could already feel cool air on his exposed skin. The cage dangled helplessly between his legs, leaking.

Marcus tore open a small packet of lube, the wet sound making Bob’s stomach clench with anticipation and fear.

He knew what was coming next.

And every secret part of him was screaming for it.


Chapter 5: Breaking Him Open

Bob remained bent over the bed, chest pressed into the cool sheets, his short plaid skirt flipped up over his back and his ass fully exposed. The tiny pink micro-cage dangled between his trembling thighs, his little clitty leaking steadily onto the carpet. His painted red lips were parted, breath coming in short, desperate gasps. The thigh-high stockings clung tightly to his legs, the lace tops digging into his skin.

Marcus stood behind him, his massive eleven-inch black cock glistening with Bob’s saliva, thick veins pulsing along the heavy shaft. He tore open the lube packet with his teeth and squeezed a generous amount onto his fingers, then slicked the blunt, wide head of his cock until it shone wetly.

“Relax for me,” Marcus said, his deep voice low and commanding. “You’re tight as fuck back here.”

Bob whimpered, gripping the sheets tighter. The head of Marcus’s cock pressed against his virgin entrance. The pressure was immediate and intense. The thick crown stretched him open, burning as it forced its way past the tight ring of muscle. Bob gasped sharply, his body tensing at the brutal invasion.

“Fuck… it’s too big,” he moaned, voice breaking.

“Breathe,” Marcus ordered, one large hand gripping Bob’s hip to hold him steady. He pushed forward slowly, inch by thick inch, letting the lube ease the way. The stretch was savage — a deep, burning fullness that made Bob’s eyes water. Every ridge and vein dragged against his inner walls as Marcus sank deeper, relentless and controlled.

Bob’s mouth fell open in a silent cry when the massive cock finally bottomed out, the heavy balls pressing against his own caged ones. The pressure against his prostate was immediate and electric, sending sharp jolts of pleasure straight through his denied body. The tiny cage jerked hard as his clitty tried desperately to harden, only to be crushed back by the unyielding metal.

Marcus stayed buried deep for a long moment, letting Bob adjust to the overwhelming fullness. Then he began to move — long, deliberate strokes that pulled almost all the way out before sliding back in, each thrust pressing firmly against that sensitive spot inside.

“Oh shit…” Bob whimpered, his voice high and needy. The pain melted fast, transforming into something dark and addictive. Pleasure built quickly, radiating from deep inside him in waves he had never felt before. His hips started moving on their own, pushing back to meet each slow thrust.

Marcus noticed immediately. “That’s it. Fuck yourself on it. Show me how bad you want this big black cock.”

Bob’s reluctance shattered. He started pushing back harder, the short skirt bunched uselessly around his waist, stockings stretched tight over his spread thighs. The pace quickened. Marcus’s hips slapped against Bob’s ass with wet, rhythmic sounds. The thick cock pistoned in and out, stretching him wide open, the head dragging relentlessly over his prostate with every powerful stroke.

Bob’s caged clitty leaked in a steady dribble, clear fluid dripping from the tip of the tiny tube onto the sheets.

The first orgasm hit without warning.

It slammed into him like a freight train — a deep, rolling wave that started in his core and exploded outward. His prostate pulsed hard around the invading cock as his whole body shook. No touch on his dick was needed. The tiny pink cage jerked and spasmed as clear fluid pulsed out in weak, humiliating spurts, soaking the inside of the tube and running down his thighs.

“Fuck… I’m cumming…” Bob gasped, voice wrecked. His hole clenched rhythmically around Marcus’s thick shaft, milking it as the hands-free orgasm tore through him.

Marcus groaned in approval but didn’t slow down. “Good little slut. Keep going.”

Bob was gone. He fucked himself back onto the massive cock with greedy desperation, moaning loudly with every thrust. “Harder… please, fuck me harder.”

Marcus obliged, gripping Bob’s hips tighter and driving into him with more force. The wet slap of skin on skin filled the room. The heavy balls smacked against the cage with every deep plunge. Pleasure built again almost immediately, sharper and more intense.

The second orgasm crashed over him even harder. Bob cried out, his voice turning into a slutty, broken moan as his body convulsed. His hole fluttered and squeezed around the thick cock buried inside him, another flood of clear fluid leaking helplessly from the cage. His legs trembled violently in the thigh-high stockings.

Still, he didn’t stop pushing back. “Don’t stop — keep fucking me. I need it.”

He sounded like a whore in heat — skirt flipped up, ass raised high, painted lips open and drooling onto the sheets while he begged for more. A third orgasm followed soon after, weaker but no less intense, leaving Bob whimpering and shaking, his body completely owned by the pleasure radiating from his prostate.

Marcus kept thrusting, controlled but relentless, drawing out every last tremor.

Unseen in the cracked doorway, Jodie stood frozen, watching her husband get fucked senseless. Shock hit her first — cold and sharp. Then fierce heat flooded between her legs, her nipples tightening painfully against her slinky black dress. She couldn’t look away from the raw, greedy surrender on Bob’s face.

Marcus finally groaned deeply and buried himself to the hilt. His cock pulsed hard as he came, flooding Bob with heavy ropes of cum. Bob shuddered through one final weak spasm.

Only then did Marcus slowly pull out, leaving Bob’s hole gaping and twitching, thick white cum already beginning to leak down his thighs.

Bob stayed bent over, breathing hard, completely wrecked.

That was when he turned his head and locked eyes with Jodie standing in the doorway.


Chapter 6: The Wife Who Watched

Jodie stood frozen in the dimly lit hallway, one hand still resting on the doorframe, her body half-hidden by the cracked door. The sounds had drawn her here — low, masculine groans mixed with high, desperate moans that didn’t sound like her husband at all. Now she understood why.

Through the narrow gap she had a clear, unobstructed view of the bed.

Bob was bent over it like a whore in heat, his short plaid skirt flipped up over his back, exposing his smooth ass and the sheer black thigh-high stockings stretched tight over his trembling thighs. The tiny pink micro-cage dangled uselessly between his legs, his little clitty still leaking clear fluid in weak, humiliating spurts.

Marcus towered behind him, powerful hips driving forward in long, relentless strokes. His massive eleven-inch black cock slid in and out of Bob’s stretched hole with wet, obscene sounds — thick veins glistening, heavy balls slapping rhythmically against the pink cage. Every powerful thrust forced Bob’s body forward on the bed, his padded blouse riding up, painted red lips open and drooling onto the sheets.

“Oh fuck… don’t stop,” Bob moaned, voice wrecked and slutty. He was actively pushing back now, hips rolling greedily to meet each deep plunge. “Harder… please, fuck me harder.”

Jodie’s breath caught in her throat. Shock slammed into her first — cold and sharp, like ice water down her spine. This was her husband. The man she had been married to for twenty-eight years. The quiet, unassuming Bob.

And here he was — dressed as a feminized secretary, locked in chastity, eagerly taking every thick inch of a stranger’s enormous black cock.

She should have felt rage. Betrayal. Instead, a fierce, unexpected heat bloomed low in her belly and spread quickly, soaking her panties and making her full breasts feel heavy and sensitive inside the slinky black dress. Her nipples tightened into hard peaks, rubbing against the fabric with every shallow breath.

Marcus gripped Bob’s hips tighter, his dark skin contrasting sharply with Bob’s pale, stockinged thighs. He drove in deeper, the thick head of his cock bullying Bob’s prostate with every stroke. Bob’s caged clitty jerked and spasmed again, another weak pulse of clear fluid dripping onto the floor.

“I’m cumming… again…” Bob gasped, his voice turning into a broken, feminine whine. His entire body shuddered violently as another orgasm ripped through him — pure prostate pleasure. His hole clenched and fluttered around the invading cock, milking it greedily while his locked clitty leaked helplessly, the tiny pink cage bouncing with each powerful thrust.

Jodie couldn’t look away. Her thighs pressed together instinctively, the slick heat between them growing unbearable. She watched the way Bob’s back arched, the desperate roll of his hips, the complete surrender written across his face. His painted lips were slack, eyes half-lidded in ecstasy, the dark wig slightly askew from how hard he was being fucked.

Marcus groaned deeply, his rhythm turning rougher. His heavy balls drew up tight as he buried himself to the hilt one final time. His cock pulsed hard inside Bob’s stretched hole, flooding him with thick, heavy ropes of cum. Bob whimpered through another weak spasm, his body shaking as he was filled completely.

Only when Marcus finally pulled out did the full, filthy sight hit Jodie.

Bob’s once-tight hole gaped slightly, red and swollen, with thick white cum slowly oozing out and running down his trembling thighs, soaking the tops of his stockings. The tiny pink cage still dangled between his legs, slick with his own continuous leakage. He stayed bent over, ass raised, breathing hard, completely wrecked and owned.

Marcus zipped up calmly, gave Bob’s ass a light slap, and slipped quietly toward the door.

Jodie stepped back just enough to stay hidden as he passed. When the tall man disappeared down the hallway, she pushed the door open and stepped inside, closing it softly behind her.

Bob’s head snapped around, eyes wide with raw panic. Cum continued to leak down his thigh in slow, obscene trails. His painted lips trembled as he tried to form words.

“Jodie? Oh fuck… I—”

She stood there in her slinky black dress, curvaceous body silhouetted against the low light. Her nipples were still visibly hard against the thin fabric. Between her legs, her pussy throbbed with slick, undeniable arousal.

She had seen everything.

And instead of anger, all she felt was a dark, possessive heat that made her want to push him even further.


Chapter 7: No Escape, No Mercy

Jodie closed the bedroom door with a soft click that sounded far too loud in the sudden silence. The room still reeked of sex — sweat, lube, and thick masculine cum. Bob remained bent over the bed, skirt flipped up, thighs trembling in the sheer black stockings. Thick white seed continued to ooze slowly from his stretched, reddened hole, running in lewd trails down the back of his legs and soaking the lace tops of his thigh-highs.

He turned his head, eyes wide with panic, his painted red lips still shiny and swollen. “Jodie… oh fuck, I’m so sorry. I don’t know what happened. I never meant—”

“Shh.” Her voice was low, steady, and thick with arousal. She stepped closer, the slinky black dress hugging every curve of her body. Her full breasts rose and fell with measured breaths, nipples visibly hard against the thin fabric.

Bob tried to straighten up, but his legs were too weak. Cum kept leaking down his thigh in slow, obscene drips. The tiny pink micro-cage dangled between his legs, slick with his own leakage, his little clitty still twitching pathetically inside its prison.

Jodie moved behind him and placed one hand firmly on his lower back, keeping him bent over. Her other hand slid down, fingers brushing the slick mess on his inner thighs. She didn’t push anything back inside him — she simply traced the swollen rim of his hole with two fingers, feeling the heat and the way it fluttered at her touch. Bob shuddered hard.

“I saw all of it,” she said calmly, her tone dripping with raw heat. “Every thrust. Every time you came like a desperate little slut without anyone touching that useless clitty. The way you begged for harder… pushing back on that big black cock like you couldn’t get enough.”

Bob’s face burned with shame, but his caged cock gave another helpless throb. “Please… I’ve never done anything like that before. It just—”

“I know exactly what it was,” Jodie cut in, her voice leaving no room for excuses. She gave the leaking cage a firm, possessive squeeze, making him gasp. “You loved it. You needed it. And watching you fall apart like that… it did something to me.”

She finally allowed him to stand, turning him to face her. His skirt was still hiked up, the front of his blouse rumpled, lipstick smeared. Cum continued to trickle down his inner thighs. Jodie’s eyes raked over him slowly, drinking in the sight of her husband completely wrecked and feminized.

Her hand returned to the tiny pink cage. She cupped it possessively, feeling the slick metal and the way his trapped clitty strained uselessly against the bars. She gave it a slow, deliberate squeeze.

“The key stays in my purse tonight,” she told him, voice low and commanding. “You’re staying locked. I want you to feel every second of what just happened while we walk back to the villa.”

Bob’s breath hitched. Shame and fresh arousal warred inside him. His deepest secrets had been laid bare — she had seen the real him, the part that craved being feminized, locked, and used. And instead of disgust, she was claiming it.

Jodie wiped her fingers across his painted lips, forcing him to taste the evidence of his surrender. “Clean yourself up enough to walk out of here. Then we’re leaving.”

She watched him move shakily toward the small attached bathroom, skirt still flipped up, cum leaking with every step. When he returned, still flushed and trembling, Jodie took his arm with firm control. They slipped out of the guest room and through the party without speaking.

The walk back to the villa felt endless. The warm Key West night air caressed Bob’s exposed thighs. Every step made the cage tug at his balls and the short skirt swish against his stockings. He could feel the wetness on his inner thighs, a constant filthy reminder.

Jodie walked beside him in silence, her curvaceous body moving with confident grace. She didn’t offer comfort. She simply let the tension simmer, her hand occasionally brushing the front of his skirt or the curve of his ass, keeping him on edge the entire way.

Back inside the villa, the door had barely closed before Jodie pushed Bob firmly onto the bed. He landed on his back, skirt riding up, legs splayed. The tiny pink cage stood out obscenely against his smooth skin.

Jodie stood over him, looking down with dark, heated eyes. “The cage remains on,” she said flatly, her voice thick with arousal. “At least until I decide otherwise. What happened tonight changes things. And we’re only getting started.”

She climbed onto the bed and straddled one of his stockinged thighs, pressing her soaked panties against his leg. Her hand returned to the cage, stroking it slowly and teasingly, keeping him denied and desperate while she ground against his thigh for her own pleasure. She made no move to kiss him or offer tenderness — only the steady, commanding heat of her control.

Bob lay there, exhausted, humiliated, and still buzzing with raw need. His secret life was no longer hidden.

It was hers now.


Chapter 8: New Heat, New Rules

The villa door had barely latched before Jodie shoved Bob backward onto the king-sized bed. He landed with a soft bounce, the short plaid skirt flipping up around his waist, exposing the tiny pink micro-cage and the slick mess still coating his inner thighs. His thigh-high stockings were ruined — dark wet streaks running down the sheer black fabric.

Jodie stood at the foot of the bed, her curvaceous body silhouetted by the low bedside lamp. The slinky black dress clung to her full breasts and wide hips. Her dark eyes burned with raw, possessive hunger as she looked down at her wrecked husband.

“Spread your legs,” she ordered, voice low and smoky.

Bob obeyed instantly, stockinged thighs parting wider. The cage dangled obscenely between them, his little clitty still half-hard and trapped, the metal slick with his own leakage. His painted red lips were smeared, the dark wig slightly askew.

Jodie climbed onto the bed and knelt between his spread legs. She wrapped her fingers around the tiny pink cage, squeezing firmly. The pressure made Bob gasp, his trapped shaft straining uselessly against the unyielding metal. Pre-cum oozed from the slit in a fresh, steady dribble.

“Tell me how it felt,” Jodie demanded, slowly stroking the cage with her hand. Her thumb circled the sensitive head trapped inside the bars, teasing without mercy. “Tell me how it felt when that big black cock stretched you open. How many times you came like a pathetic little whore without anyone touching this useless clitty.”

Bob’s breath came in ragged pants. The words spilled out. “It was… so thick. So deep. I couldn’t stop cumming. Every thrust hit my prostate and I just… kept going. I felt like a slut. Like I was made for it.”

Jodie’s eyes darkened with satisfaction. She leaned down, her full breasts brushing his stockinged thighs, and dragged her tongue slowly along the underside of the cage, tasting his pre-cum. Bob moaned loudly, hips bucking. She sucked the entire tiny cage into her mouth for a moment, the metal clicking against her teeth as she worked her tongue around the bars, denying him any real friction.

When she pulled off, a string of spit connected her lips to the cage.

“The cage stays locked,” she said firmly, voice husky. “No key tonight. No release tomorrow unless I decide you’ve earned it. You’re going to sleep feeling exactly what you are now.”

She straddled his thigh, pressing her soaked panties against his stockinged leg. The heat of her pussy radiated through the thin fabric as she ground slowly against him, using his leg for her own pleasure while her hand continued to torment the cage with slow, firm strokes.

Bob whimpered, hands fisting the sheets. The humiliation burned hot, but so did the desperate arousal. His caged clitty throbbed painfully, denied any chance of real erection.

Jodie rocked harder against his thigh, her breathing growing heavier. She kept one hand on the cage, squeezing and stroking in rhythm with her movements, keeping him aching and edged without mercy.

“You’re going to stay like this for me,” she whispered, leaning closer so her breath ghosted over his painted lips. “Feminized. Locked. Ready whenever I want to watch you take it again. Or do more.”

Bob’s eyes fluttered shut, a broken moan escaping him as she continued the relentless teasing. His body was hers now.

Jodie finally climbed higher, settling her weight over his chest. She looked down at him with dark, heated possession, her dress riding up to reveal her slick, swollen pussy lips peeking from the side of her soaked panties.

“Tomorrow we talk,” she said, voice thick with promise. “And I already have ideas that will push you even further than tonight.”

She ground her wet heat against his padded blouse once more, marking him with her arousal, then rolled off and stood beside the bed. No soft kisses. No tender aftercare. Just the steady, commanding heat of her control.

Bob lay there, chest heaving, cage throbbing. The vacation had cracked him open, and Jodie had no intention of letting him close again.


Chapter 9: Morning Confessions

Bob woke the next morning to bright Key West sunlight filtering through the bamboo blinds. His body felt heavy and deliciously sore, especially deep inside where Marcus had stretched him open the night before. The tiny pink micro-cage was still locked tight between his legs, his little clitty already trying to swell against the cruel metal. Every small movement sent a dull, aching reminder through his balls.

He sat up slowly. The short plaid skirt was twisted around his waist, the thigh-high stockings laddered and sticky. The padded bra and rumpled white blouse were still on, and the taste of dried lipstick lingered on his lips.

Jodie was already awake, standing near the small breakfast table in nothing but a short silk robe that barely contained her full breasts. The robe gaped slightly as she poured coffee, revealing the soft curve of her hip. She glanced over at him with that same dark, heated gaze from the night before.

“Morning,” she said, her voice low and sultry. “How does that locked little clitty feel today?”

Bob shifted on the bed, the cage tugging sharply. “Tight… aching. I keep replaying last night. The way he felt inside me. How I couldn’t stop cumming.”

Jodie brought two mugs of coffee to the bed and sat on the edge, her robe slipping open further to show one thick thigh. She handed him a cup, then let her free hand rest possessively on his stockinged leg, fingers tracing the lace top.

“Tell me more,” she demanded softly, eyes locked on his face. “Every detail. How it felt when that thick black cock first pushed in. How many times your prostate made you spill without anyone touching this pathetic cage.”

Bob’s face flushed, but the words tumbled out. He described the brutal stretch, the burning pressure that turned into white-hot pleasure, the way his body had betrayed him completely — pushing back, begging, cumming over and over like a desperate slut while dressed in her secretary outfit. As he spoke, his caged clitty throbbed visibly, leaking fresh pre-cum into the tube.

Jodie listened intently, her expression calm but her eyes gleaming with dark satisfaction. She never interrupted. She simply let him confess everything while her fingers occasionally brushed the front of the cage, giving it a light, teasing squeeze.

When he finally fell silent, she set her coffee aside and slid her hand up to cup the pink prison fully. She squeezed it firmly, thumb pressing against the bars to torment the trapped head.

“Good,” she murmured, voice thick with arousal. “That’s exactly what I wanted to hear. You’re not hiding anymore. From now on, when I tell you to dress up and get on your knees, you do it. When I want to watch you take a big cock again, you spread for it. Understand?”

Bob nodded quickly, breath hitching as she continued the slow, teasing strokes along the cage.

After they finished breakfast, Jodie dressed him for the day with deliberate care, but not the full secretary look. She chose a loose pair of linen shorts that hid the obvious bulge of the cage, a fitted polo shirt, and underneath it all a tight, padded bikini-style top that gave him subtle feminine curves. She added short sheer ankle stockings and a simple sun hat. The cage stayed locked tight beneath everything.

They spent the morning at a quiet stretch of beach. The warm sand and turquoise water should have been relaxing, but the constant pressure of the cage and the secret feminine touches under his clothes kept Bob in a low-level state of arousal. Jodie stayed close in a revealing bikini, her curvaceous body glistening with sunscreen. Every so often she would lean in, her hand discreetly brushing the front of his shorts, feeling the hard plastic prison and smiling faintly when he squirmed.

By mid-afternoon the tension had built back into something electric. As they walked the shaded path back toward the villa, Jodie slipped her arm through his and spoke close to his ear, her breath warm and commanding.

“I invited Marcus over for drinks tonight,” she said casually, watching his reaction with dark, hungry eyes. “Just a relaxed evening. I thought you might enjoy seeing him again… while I sit right there and watch every second.”

Bob’s caged clitty gave a violent, painful throb inside the tight confines. His secret cravings surged — images of dropping to his knees again, of being bent over while Jodie watched, of surrendering completely under her gaze.

Jodie noticed the flush on his face and the way he pressed his thighs together. She gave the hidden cage a quick, possessive squeeze through his shorts.

“Be ready when he gets here,” she whispered. “I want you dressed properly this time. Something sluttier. Sheer babydoll top, micro skirt, fishnet stockings. And that little clitty stays locked the entire time.”

Bob swallowed hard, heart pounding with a mix of shame and raw need. The vacation had only a few days left, but Jodie’s control — and his own hidden desires — were just getting started.


Chapter 10: Second Surrender

The evening air in the villa felt thick and charged as Marcus arrived just after sunset. He stepped inside with that same commanding presence — six-four, broad-shouldered, dressed in a fitted black shirt and dark pants that hugged his powerful frame. His dark eyes immediately found Bob, who stood waiting exactly as Jodie had ordered.

Bob was dressed in something much sluttier than the secretary outfit: a sheer black babydoll top that was completely see-through, revealing the padded bra underneath and his hardened nipples. A tiny matching micro skirt barely covered the bottom curve of his ass, and sheer fishnet stockings clung to his legs, the lace tops visible below the hem. His lips were freshly painted a deep, glossy red, and the dark wig framed his face. The tiny pink micro-cage was locked tight beneath the micro skirt, already leaking.

Jodie sat in a large armchair across the room, legs crossed, wearing her slinky black dress. She looked relaxed, but her eyes burned with dark hunger as she watched her husband.

“On your knees,” she said, voice low and commanding.

Bob dropped immediately. The micro skirt rode up his thighs as he settled on the floor in front of Marcus. His heart hammered. This was what he had secretly craved for so long — being dressed like a complete slut, locked, and used while his wife watched.

Marcus didn’t waste time. He unzipped his pants and pulled out his massive eleven-inch black cock, thick and heavy, already hardening. The veined shaft swung low, the blunt head glistening. Bob’s painted lips parted on a shaky breath at the sight.

“Open,” Marcus ordered, his deep voice rough.

Bob leaned forward eagerly, stretching his red lips wide around the thick head. He sucked hungrily, tongue swirling along the underside as he took more of the heavy shaft into his mouth. Wet, sloppy sounds filled the room — obscene sucking, the soft pop of his lips pulling back, saliva already dripping down his chin onto the sheer babydoll top. He bobbed deeper, gagging softly when the cock bumped the back of his throat, but he pushed forward anyway, desperate to worship.

Jodie watched from her chair, legs parted, one hand slowly rubbing between her thighs over her dress. Her full breasts rose and fell faster, nipples tight against the fabric. She didn’t move from her seat. She simply observed every filthy detail — her feminized husband on his knees, sucking a superior cock with sloppy hunger while locked in chastity.

“Deeper,” Jodie commanded softly, her voice thick with arousal. “Show him how much of a greedy little cocksucker you are.”

Bob moaned around the thick meat and took more, tears leaking from the corners of his eyes as he forced the girthy shaft deeper. Spit ran messily down his chin and dripped onto the fishnet stockings. Marcus groaned, one large hand resting lightly on the back of Bob’s wig, guiding him.

After several minutes of wet, desperate oral, Jodie spoke again.

“Bend him over the couch.”

Marcus pulled his glistening cock from Bob’s mouth with a wet pop and easily lifted him, turning him around and pushing his chest down over the arm of the couch. The tiny micro skirt was flipped up, exposing Bob’s ass and the pink cage dangling between his fishnet-clad thighs. Marcus slicked his massive cock with lube and pressed the blunt head against Bob’s tight entrance.

Bob whimpered as the thick crown stretched him open again. The burn was intense and familiar. Inch by thick inch, Marcus sank inside until his heavy balls rested against the cage. The fullness was overwhelming, the head pressing hard against Bob’s prostate.

Marcus started thrusting — long, powerful strokes that drove deep with every snap of his hips. The wet slap of skin on skin echoed through the villa. Bob’s caged clitty leaked steadily, clear fluid dripping from the tiny tube onto the floor.

Jodie stayed seated in her chair, watching intently. Her hand moved slowly between her legs as she drank in the sight of her husband getting fucked senseless — the way his back arched, the desperate roll of his hips, the slutty moans spilling from his painted lips.

“Cum for me,” Jodie said, voice hot and commanding. “Show me again how easily you fall apart on a real cock.”

The first orgasm hit Bob hard. His whole body convulsed as the prostate stimulation sent waves of pleasure crashing through him. His hole clenched rhythmically around Marcus’s thick shaft while clear fluid pulsed helplessly from the cage. He cried out, pushing back greedily for more.

“Don’t stop,” Bob begged, voice wrecked. “Harder — please fuck me harder.”

Marcus picked up speed, pounding into him with deep, relentless strokes. Bob shattered again, a second, stronger hands-free orgasm ripping through him. His legs trembled in the fishnet stockings, moans turning into desperate, feminine whines as he was used like a complete whore.

Jodie’s breathing grew ragged as she watched, her hand moving faster between her thighs. She stayed in her chair the entire time, eyes never leaving the raw scene in front of her.

Marcus finally buried himself to the hilt with a low groan, his cock pulsing as he came deep inside Bob. He held there for several long moments, then slowly pulled out, leaving Bob’s hole gaping and twitching.

Bob collapsed against the couch, chest heaving, completely spent and owned.

Jodie stood slowly, adjusting her dress. She looked down at her wrecked husband — micro skirt flipped up, fishnets torn in places, cage leaking, lipstick smeared.

“The cage stays on,” she said, voice husky and possessive. “The rest of our Key West nights are going to be even more intense.”

Marcus dressed quietly and left with a satisfied nod. Bob lay there, every repressed craving fully awake and claimed under his wife’s commanding gaze.


Chapter 11: Days of Deepening Control

The final days in Key West blurred into a haze of relentless heat and escalating surrender. Each morning Bob woke to the unyielding grip of the tiny pink micro-cage between his legs and the deep, delicious ache where Marcus had taken him the night before. Jodie’s control had become absolute. She chose his outfits with deliberate, teasing variety, never letting him forget his new place.

One afternoon she dressed him in a sheer black babydoll top that barely reached his hips and a tiny pink micro skirt that left the bottom curve of his ass exposed. Fishnet stockings completed the look. That evening she had him on all fours in the living room while she slowly worked a thick strap-on in and out of his stretched hole. She didn’t fuck him hard — she angled the toy perfectly to hammer his prostate with every controlled thrust.

“Push back,” she commanded, voice low and smoky. “Fuck yourself on it like the desperate little slut you are.”

Bob moaned loudly, hips rocking greedily as the silicone cock dragged over that sensitive spot inside him. His caged clitty leaked steadily onto the floor, the tiny pink prison bouncing with each movement. Within minutes the first hands-free orgasm tore through him, his hole clenching hard around the toy while clear fluid pulsed from the cage in weak spurts. Jodie kept the steady rhythm until he came a second time, whimpering and shaking, completely lost in the pleasure of being used while locked.

Another night Marcus returned. Jodie had Bob dressed in red satin panties, a sheer lace bodysuit that framed his caged clitty obscenely, and thigh-high fishnets. She sat in the armchair across the room, legs spread, slowly rubbing herself over her dress as she watched her husband drop to his knees and worship Marcus’s massive black cock.

Bob sucked with sloppy hunger, lips stretched wide, saliva dripping down his chin onto the lace bodysuit. When Marcus bent him over the couch and drove into him with deep, powerful strokes, Bob cried out in pure slutty abandon.

“Harder,” he begged, voice wrecked. “Fuck me harder.”

Marcus obliged, pounding into his ass with wet, rhythmic slaps. Bob shattered twice in quick succession — shuddering, prostate-driven orgasms that left his caged clitty dripping and his fishnets soaked with sweat. Jodie watched every second from her chair, her hand moving faster between her thighs until she came quietly, eyes never leaving the filthy scene.

During the daylight hours Jodie kept the tension simmering without mercy. At a seaside lunch she slid her hand under the table to squeeze the cage through his shorts, whispering filthy reminders of how he had looked bent over and moaning like a whore. On evening walks along the brightly lit streets, she made him wear nothing but a tiny lace thong and a sheer crop top beneath his loose clothes. The constant tease of lace against his locked clitty kept him on edge for hours.

Bob’s internal world had completely shifted. The bisexual and sissification cravings he had buried for decades were no longer shameful secrets — they were his daily reality. He craved the lace, the denial, the overwhelming fullness of being fucked while locked and dripping. Each time Jodie commanded him to dress up or get on his knees, he obeyed with growing eagerness, the repressed part of him finally free and starving.

Jodie watched it all with quiet, dark satisfaction. She rarely touched him during the actual sex — she preferred to sit back, direct with her voice, and enjoy the sight of her husband transforming into a greedy, feminized slut right in front of her. Her control felt natural now, her power growing with every desperate moan and eager push-back.

On their last full day, golden light filling the villa, Jodie had Bob dressed in one of her favorite looks yet: a tiny pink satin micro skirt paired with a sheer white lace corset top that left his caged clitty and ass completely exposed. Fishnet stockings and glossy red heels finished the outfit.

She stood over him as he knelt on the floor, cage throbbing, painted lips parted in anticipation.

“Tomorrow we leave,” she said, voice thick with promise. “But these new rules don’t end when we get on the plane. At home, you’ll stay locked and feminized whenever I want it. And I want it often.”

Bob looked up at her, eyes glazed with need and complete surrender. “Yes,” he breathed, the word heavy with years of hidden desire finally set free.

Jodie smiled slowly, her curvaceous body radiating possessive heat. The vacation had transformed them both. Their marriage was no longer routine — it was sharper, darker, and far more addictive than either had imagined.


Chapter 12: Locked for the Journey Home

The morning light poured through the villa windows as Bob finished packing the last of their bags. He moved carefully, every step making the tiny pink micro-cage tug insistently at his balls. Beneath his loose travel clothes — a simple button-down shirt and khaki pants — the cage remained locked tight, a constant, merciless presence that kept his little clitty trapped and aching. Underneath the pants, Jodie had chosen a pair of sheer black panties and short lace-topped stockings, subtle but constant reminders of his new status.

Jodie stood in the doorway watching him, her curvaceous figure poured into a fitted sundress that hugged her full breasts and thick hips. Her dark wavy hair fell loosely over her shoulders, and her eyes held that same dark, possessive hunger that had only grown stronger during their time in Key West.

She stepped closer, sliding one hand down the front of his pants to cup the hard plastic cage through the fabric. Her fingers squeezed firmly, making Bob inhale sharply as the metal bit into his swollen shaft.

“This stays on,” she said, voice low and commanding, thick with arousal. “All the way home. Through the airport, on the plane, and when we walk through our own front door. You don’t get unlocked until I decide you’ve earned it.”

Bob’s breath hitched. The pressure of her hand combined with the tight confinement sent fresh pre-cum leaking into the tiny tube. “Yes,” he whispered, voice rough with need.

Jodie didn’t soften. She kept her grip on the cage, slowly stroking the hard plastic through his pants while her other hand trailed up his chest, feeling the subtle padding of the bralette she had made him wear beneath the shirt.

“Remember how you looked bent over for Marcus,” she murmured, leaning in so her full breasts pressed against his arm. “Skirt flipped up, fishnets stretched tight, moaning like a desperate whore while that big black cock ruined you. That’s who you are now. My locked, feminized little slut. And I’m going to keep you that way whenever I want.”

Bob’s caged clitty throbbed painfully at her words. The secret fantasies he had buried for decades — dressing in women’s clothes, being locked in chastity, surrendering to stronger men while his wife watched — had become his reality. He no longer fought them. He craved them.

Jodie gave the cage one final, possessive squeeze, then withdrew her hand. “Finish packing. We leave in an hour.”

At the airport, Bob walked through security with the cage hidden but ever-present. Every movement reminded him of his denied state — the metal ring tugging at his balls, the constant pressure keeping him soft and aching. Jodie walked beside him with confident, swaying hips, occasionally brushing her hand against his ass or leaning in to whisper filthy reminders.

“Think about how easily you came with that cock inside you,” she breathed in his ear while they waited in line. “How you begged for more while I watched. That little clitty of yours is never getting free unless I allow it.”

On the plane, they sat side by side in business class. As soon as the cabin lights dimmed, Jodie slipped her hand under the blanket covering his lap. She found the cage through his pants and began slow, teasing strokes, pressing her thumb against the bars to torment the trapped head. Bob bit his lip to stay quiet, his hips shifting helplessly as she edged him mercilessly for nearly an hour, never letting him get close to any real relief.

By the time the plane began its descent, Bob was trembling with frustration and raw need. His secret desires burned hotter than ever — the need to be dressed fully feminine again, to drop to his knees, to be bent over and fucked while locked and leaking.

As they stepped off the plane and into the terminal back home, Jodie leaned close one final time, her breath warm against his ear.

“Welcome home,” she whispered, voice husky with dark promise. “The rules stay the same. You’ll dress for me. You’ll stay locked for me. And when I want to watch you take a real cock again… you’ll spread and beg like the greedy slut you are.”

Bob looked at her, eyes dark with complete surrender. The man who had boarded the plane to Key West weeks ago no longer existed. In his place was someone who had finally embraced the repressed cravings that had haunted him for decades.

Jodie smiled slowly, her hand brushing possessively over the hidden cage one last time.

Their marriage had been transformed — sharper, darker, and far more addictive than either had imagined.

The End.
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