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Foreword

Dear Reader,

Some marriages hide secrets in the quiet corners—secrets wrapped in lace, locked in steel, and aching for discovery.

This story follows Jon and Lyn on their 25th anniversary cruise, where one accidental glimpse behind the curtain ignites a fire neither of them expected. What begins as a shocking revelation quickly becomes an unforgettable journey of surrender, discovery, and raw pleasure on the open sea.

If you enjoy tales of a once-vanilla wife awakening to her deepest desires, a devoted sissy husband learning his true place, and the undeniable power of a confident Black bull, then you’re in for a steamy voyage.

Thank you for sailing with us. Fair winds and following seas… and may your own secrets bring you just as much excitement.

— Joseph Robert


Chapter 1: Caught in the Laundry & First Taste

Lyn’s knees pressed into the thin cabin carpet, her full lips sliding down the thick, dark length that filled her mouth so completely she had to breathe through her nose in short, hungry bursts. Saliva glistened along the heavy shaft as she pulled back just enough to swirl her tongue around the wide head, eyes locked upward with raw, astonished need. The taste—warm skin, faint salt from the sea air, pure masculine power—sent a rush of heat between her thighs she hadn’t felt in years.

Jon stood frozen three feet away, heart hammering against his ribs like a trapped bird. He wore nothing but the delicate black lace panties he’d stolen from her suitcase and the cruel pink chastity cage that squeezed his four-inch cock into a useless, leaking nub. His fingers rubbed frantically over the hard plastic, desperate for any scrap of friction, while his mind screamed in a whirlwind of shame and forbidden fire. She caught me. My own wife just walked in while I was locking myself up like a pathetic little sissy, and now she’s on her knees for him.

Lyn had followed him to the ship’s laundry room after noticing how long he’d been gone. One glance at Jon—stockings halfway up his smooth legs, cage already clicked shut—had shattered the quiet, low-drive marriage she thought they shared. Something deep inside her had cracked open, a long-buried hunger roaring to life. She’d barely spoken, just grabbed his arm, marched him back to their tiny cabin, and fired off a quick message to the tall, confident Black entertainment director she’d noticed earlier at the welcome mixer. Max had arrived in under ten minutes, smiling like he already knew exactly what she needed.

Now her hands cupped the heavy sack beneath that impressive cock, gently rolling the weight while she took him deeper, the soft sounds of wet suction filling the small room. Jon’s breath came in shallow gasps. Look at how her cheeks hollow when she sucks him. She never looked like that for me. Never made those eager little noises. His locked nub pulsed painfully against its confines, a clear drop of excitement already staining the front of the lace.

Max’s large hand rested lightly on the back of Lyn’s thick brunette hair, guiding without forcing. “That’s it, beautiful. Show your husband how much you’ve been missing this.” His deep voice rolled through the cabin like distant thunder. Lyn moaned around the thick shaft, the vibration traveling straight through Max and making his muscles flex. She pulled off with a soft pop, strings of saliva connecting her swollen lips to the glistening head. “Jon… I had no idea you liked dressing up like this. But seeing you locked and helpless while I taste a real man… it’s doing things to me I can’t explain.”

She turned her head, eyes glassy with fresh lust, and looked straight at her husband. “Come closer, baby. Watch properly.” Jon’s legs moved before his brain caught up, shuffling forward until he could see every detail—the way her pale fingers looked so small wrapped around Max’s dark, veined length, the contrast of her soft white skin against his rich tone. Inside Jon’s head the thoughts tumbled over each other. This can’t be happening on our anniversary cruise. I’m supposed to be the man here, yet my cock is trapped and leaking while she worships someone else. Yet the shame only made the pressure in his cage sharper, sweeter.

Lyn dove back down, taking Max as far as she could until her throat fluttered around him. Gagging softly, she held there, eyes watering but never breaking contact with the man above her. Max groaned low, hips giving the smallest rock forward. “Good girl. You’re a natural.” When she finally pulled back for air, gasping, she reached out and took Jon’s caged nub in her free hand, squeezing the plastic through the lace. “Feel how tiny you are compared to him? I’ve spent twenty-five years pretending this was enough. No more.”

She stood then, shedding her sundress in one smooth motion. Her large, natural breasts swayed heavily, nipples already tight and dark. Max’s hands found them immediately, thumbs brushing the sensitive peaks while Lyn pressed her thick body against his tall, muscular frame. Jon watched the stark difference—her soft pale curves molding to hard dark muscle—and felt his stomach twist with a strange, aching thrill. She looks alive. More turned on than she’s been in a decade, and it’s because of him.

Lyn guided Max backward until he sat on the edge of the bed. She climbed over him, straddling his lap but facing Jon so her husband could see everything. “You’re going to watch every second, Jon. And when he fills me, you’re going to clean us both.” Her voice carried a new edge, excitement mixed with command. She reached down, positioned the broad head against her slick entrance, and sank slowly. A long, shuddering breath escaped her as inch after thick inch stretched her open in ways Jon never could. “Oh… God… so much better.”

Jon’s mind spun wildly. She’s taking him bare. Right in front of me. And the way her face changes—eyes half-closed, lips parted like she’s discovering pleasure for the first time. His fingers kept rubbing the cage, the plastic warm and slick now from his own leaking excitement. Lyn began to move, rolling her hips in deep, deliberate circles, her generous breasts bouncing with each motion. Max’s hands gripped her waist, dark fingers sinking into soft white flesh, guiding her rhythm.

“Tell him how it feels, baby,” Max murmured, voice smooth as velvet. Lyn’s gaze stayed locked on Jon. “Full. So incredibly full. Every ridge, every pulse… I can feel him in places you’ve never reached.” She rode harder, the wet sounds of their joining growing louder in the small cabin. Jon’s cheeks burned, yet he couldn’t look away. Inside, a secret part of him—the sissy part that had hidden in panties and steel for years—sang with twisted delight. This is what I’ve fantasized about in secret. Only now it’s real, and I’m right here.

Lyn’s pace quickened, her breath coming in sharp gasps. Max met her movements with powerful upward thrusts, the contrast of their bodies hypnotic. Jon dropped to his knees without being told, drawn closer by the magnetic pull of his wife’s pleasure. When Lyn finally tensed, her thighs quivering around Max’s waist, a deep, rolling climax washed through her. She cried out, nails digging into Max’s shoulders, body shaking as waves of sensation crashed over her.

Max followed moments later, burying himself to the hilt and pulsing inside her. Lyn collapsed forward against his chest, panting, a satisfied smile curving her lips. After a long moment she lifted herself, Max’s thick length sliding free with a soft, glistening withdrawal. Creamy evidence of their union began to trickle from her swollen folds.

Lyn looked down at Jon, still on his knees in lace and chastity, eyes wide and breathing ragged. “Your turn, sissy husband. Clean your wife first.” She spread her thighs wider, guiding his face between them. Jon hesitated only a heartbeat before his tongue darted out, tasting the warm, salty mix of her arousal and Max’s release. The flavor flooded his senses—musky, intimate, utterly humiliating. I’m licking another man’s cum from my wife’s pussy on our anniversary. Yet his locked cock strained harder than ever, the cage biting into his flesh with exquisite frustration.

He licked eagerly, cleaning every trace while Lyn stroked his hair almost tenderly. “Good boy. Now him.” She shifted aside so Jon could lean over Max’s still-heavy cock. The dark shaft glistened with their combined juices. Jon’s mind screamed protest even as his mouth opened. He took the head between his lips, tongue swirling to gather every drop, the weight and heat of it making his thoughts fracture into pure overwhelmed surrender.

Max chuckled softly, voice rich with approval. “Your husband learns fast.” Lyn watched, eyes bright with new hunger. “He’s going to get a lot of practice this week.”

As Jon continued his task, cheeks flushed and mind reeling with shame, arousal, and a growing, terrifying addiction, Lyn leaned back against the pillows. For the first time in years her body felt truly satisfied, and the cruise had only just begun. She already knew one thing for certain—she would never settle for less again.


Chapter 2: Balcony Exposure & Deepening Submission

The Caribbean morning sun poured warm gold across the private balcony, turning the ocean into a glittering sheet of liquid sapphire. Lyn stood at the railing in nothing but a thin white robe that hung open, her full, heavy breasts catching the light as Max stepped behind her, his tall frame casting a long shadow over her softer curves. His large hands slid around to cup those pale mounds, thumbs circling the sensitive peaks until they tightened into firm points. Lyn’s breath hitched, a low sound of pure want escaping her as she pressed back against the solid heat of his body.

Jon huddled in the corner of the small balcony, still dressed in the black lace panties and pink chastity cage from the night before. The morning breeze teased the delicate fabric against his skin, making the locked nub inside twitch uselessly. She brought him back here after breakfast like it was the most natural thing in the world. My wife is about to get fucked ten feet from other passengers strolling the deck below, and all I can do is watch while my tiny dick strains against plastic. His fingers hovered near the cage, rubbing slow circles over the hard shell, the pressure building into a dull, aching throb that matched the pounding of his heart.

Max lifted Lyn’s left leg, hooking it over the lower railing so she opened wide to the sea air and anyone who might glance upward from the promenade deck. “Hold her steady, sissy,” he ordered quietly, voice carrying that smooth authority that made Jon’s stomach flip. Jon shuffled forward on his knees, lace whispering against the deck tiles, and wrapped his arms around Lyn’s thick thigh, supporting her weight while his face hovered inches from where their bodies would soon join. The scent of her arousal already hung sweet and heady in the salt-tinged breeze.

Lyn looked down at her husband, eyes soft with lingering surprise but sharpening quickly into something hungrier. I spent twenty-five years thinking slow, polite nights were all there was. One look at Jon locked and dressed like my secret fantasy, and suddenly I need to be stretched, claimed, filled until I can’t think. She reached between her legs, guiding the broad, dark head of Max’s cock against her slick entrance. With one smooth push of his hips, Max sank halfway inside her, the thick length spreading her open in a slow, deliberate glide that drew a shaky moan from deep in her chest.

Jon’s mind reeled as he watched the contrast up close—his wife’s pale, soft folds yielding to the rich, dark shaft that disappeared into her inch by inch. He’s so much thicker. Look how her body opens for him, how her lips cling and stretch around every ridge. The sight sent a fresh pulse of humiliated heat straight to his caged nub, another clear bead of excitement soaking the lace. He tightened his grip on Lyn’s thigh, holding her leg high and wide exactly as ordered, the muscles in his arms trembling with the effort and the overwhelming rush of serving.

Max began to move, long, rolling strokes that rocked Lyn forward against the railing. Each thrust pushed a soft, breathy sound from her lips, nothing like the quiet sighs Jon remembered from their own bed. “That’s it… right there,” she whispered, voice husky with building pleasure. Her free hand reached back to grip Max’s hip, urging him deeper while her breasts swayed heavily with every impact. The robe slipped fully off one shoulder, exposing her completely to the open air and the distant possibility of curious eyes below.

Jon’s thoughts tumbled over themselves in a frantic loop. Anyone could look up and see my wife getting fucked by a stranger while I hold her open like a good little helper. And the worst part? The shame feels so damn good it’s making me leak even more. He leaned in closer without being told, tongue darting out to trace the sensitive skin where Max’s cock met Lyn’s stretched entrance, tasting the slick mix of her excitement on every withdrawal. The flavor—warm, intimate, slightly tangy—flooded his mouth and made his cage bite harder.

Lyn’s head fell back against Max’s shoulder, her thick brunette hair spilling across his chest. “He’s watching everything, Max. My sweet husband is right there holding me open so you can fuck me properly.” Her words carried a thrill that made her inner walls flutter around the invading length. Max answered with a deeper thrust, the wet slide of their bodies growing louder in the quiet morning. Jon’s face stayed close, licking and kissing wherever he could reach—along the underside of Max’s shaft when it pulled back, across the soft curve of Lyn’s mound, even brushing his lips against the heavy sack that swung rhythmically.

The risk heightened everything. Laughter and conversation drifted up from the deck below, footsteps passing just out of sight. Lyn’s breath quickened, her hips pushing back to meet each powerful stroke. I’ve never felt this exposed, this wanted. Jon’s little locked dick can’t do any of this, but watching him serve us… it’s making me wetter than I’ve ever been. She reached down and briefly freed Jon’s hand from her thigh, guiding his fingers to rub frantic circles over the front of his cage. “Feel how excited you are, baby? Your little sissy nub is dripping just from holding me for him.”

Max shifted angles, driving upward in smooth, controlled motions that hit new spots inside her. Lyn’s moans grew louder, less guarded, until she had to bite her lip to keep from crying out loud enough for the whole ship to hear. Jon’s mind spun with conflicting waves—jealousy twisting sharp and hot, yet beneath it a strange, addictive rush at being reduced to this role. I’m her support, her helper, her cleanup boy. And she’s glowing because of it.

When Lyn’s climax hit, it rolled through her in long, trembling waves. Her thigh tensed under Jon’s grip, muscles fluttering as pleasure surged from her core outward. She gasped sharply, body arching against Max while her free hand clutched the railing. Max followed close behind, burying himself fully and pulsing deep inside her with low, satisfied groans. Jon felt every subtle shift through his hands and lips—the way her body accepted the release, the warm rush that began to leak as Max slowly withdrew.

Lyn stayed leaning against the railing for a moment, catching her breath, her skin flushed pink from sun and satisfaction. She looked down at Jon, still kneeling in lace, face glistening. “Clean us, sweetheart. Start with me.” She turned slightly, presenting her well-used entrance. Jon pressed his mouth there immediately, tongue sweeping in gentle, thorough strokes to gather every drop of their combined essence. The taste had already become familiar—rich, salty-sweet, unmistakably theirs—and it made his locked cock throb with renewed desperation.

Once she was tidy, Lyn guided his head toward Max. “Now him. Every inch.” Jon obeyed, lips parting to take the heavy, softening length into his mouth, sucking and licking with careful devotion until it shone clean. Max’s fingers threaded lightly through Jon’s hair in quiet approval. “Your husband’s learning his place nicely.”

Lyn pulled Jon up to stand between them, kissing him softly on the lips so she could taste what he’d just cleaned. “This is only day two of our cruise, baby. By the time we dock, you’re going to be addicted to this feeling.” Her hand gave the chastity cage one teasing squeeze. “And so am I.”

Jon’s mind whispered the truth he could no longer deny: the shame, the service, the sight of his wife glowing with pleasure she’d never found with him—it was already sinking hooks deep into his soul, and the ocean stretched wide with days of surrender still ahead.


Chapter 3: Midnight Theater Tease & Group Service

The ship’s small theater glowed with soft purple lighting, the late-night adult comedy show drawing chuckles and occasional bursts of laughter from scattered couples in the audience. Lyn sat nestled in the back row between Max and Jon, her thick thighs pressed together under a short flowing skirt that barely reached mid-thigh. The air conditioning hummed cool against her flushed skin, but the real heat came from Max’s large hand resting high on her leg, fingers tracing lazy circles that crept steadily higher. Jon sat on her other side in loose cruise shorts that hid the black lace panties and the ever-present pink cage squeezing his little cock into a constant state of frustrated leakiness.

She insisted we come to this show like nothing happened this morning on the balcony. But I can already tell she’s not watching the comedian at all. Her breathing changed the second Max sat down. Jon’s thoughts raced in tight, anxious loops while he pretended to laugh at the stage. His fingers fidgeted in his lap, occasionally brushing over the hard plastic bulge beneath his shorts, each touch sending a sharp reminder of how completely trapped and useless he felt compared to the powerful man now casually claiming space next to his wife.

Lyn’s pulse quickened as Max’s fingertips slipped beneath the hem of her skirt, brushing the damp fabric of her panties. She shifted slightly, parting her knees just enough to give him room, her large natural breasts rising and falling faster under her thin top. I used to think evenings like this were enough—holding hands, polite conversation, maybe a quick finish in the dark. But after feeling Max stretch me open twice already today, my body is humming for more. And knowing Jon is right here, locked and dressed underneath those shorts… it’s making everything sharper, dirtier, better. She turned her head toward Jon, eyes gleaming in the low light, and whispered, “Be a good boy and slide down quietly. I need your mouth while Max takes care of me.”

Jon’s stomach clenched with a rush of hot embarrassment, yet his body obeyed before his mind could argue. He slipped from his seat and knelt on the carpeted floor between Lyn’s spread legs, hidden mostly by the row in front and the dimness. The risk of someone glancing back sent adrenaline spiking through him. If anyone notices, they’ll see me on my knees like a secret servant while my wife gets fingered by a stranger. And part of me is terrified… but the rest is throbbing so hard the cage feels like it’s cutting into me. He hooked her panties aside with trembling fingers and leaned in, pressing his mouth to her already slick folds. His tongue moved in soft, broad strokes, savoring the familiar-yet-changed taste of her excitement mixed with the lingering traces from earlier.

Max’s fingers joined the scene, two thick digits sliding easily into her wetness while Jon’s tongue worked around them, licking every inch of exposed skin and occasionally brushing the invading fingers. Lyn bit her lower lip to stifle a moan, her hips rocking subtly against both mouths. The comedian on stage told another joke, laughter rippling through the theater, masking the quiet, wet sounds coming from their corner. Max leaned close to her ear, voice low and commanding. “Keep quiet, beautiful. Let your husband worship while I open you up for later.”

Lyn’s internal world narrowed to pure sensation—the steady thrust of Max’s fingers curling just right, the eager laps of Jon’s tongue trying desperately to please, the cool air on her exposed skin contrasting the building fire low in her belly. Jon never made me feel this urgent, this desired. His little locked nub can’t even get hard properly, but his mouth… it’s perfect for this now. She reached down and stroked Jon’s hair gently, encouraging him as her thighs began to tremble. The pressure built fast, her breath coming in short, silent gasps until a sudden, sharp climax rolled through her. Her walls fluttered around Max’s fingers while Jon’s tongue kept working, drawing out every ripple of pleasure until she had to grip the armrest to stay upright.

When the waves eased, Max withdrew his hand and brought his glistening fingers to Lyn’s lips. She sucked them clean without hesitation, eyes half-lidded with satisfaction, then looked down at Jon still kneeling obediently. “Good job, baby. Now take care of Max too. Quietly.” Jon’s heart hammered as he shifted slightly, turning toward the tall Black man. Max had already opened his pants just enough, his heavy cock freed and resting thick against his thigh. In the purple glow it looked even more imposing—dark, warm, and already half-hard from the tease.

Jon hesitated only a second before leaning in, lips parting to take the wide head into his mouth. The taste hit him immediately—clean skin with a hint of Lyn’s arousal from Max’s fingers. I’m sucking another man’s cock in a public theater while my wife watches. Twenty-five years of marriage and this is what I’ve become… a secret sissy on my knees. Shame burned through him, yet his tongue moved with growing eagerness, swirling around the head, tracing the underside, feeling the weight grow heavier as Max stiffened fully. Lyn watched with bright eyes, one hand resting possessively on Jon’s shoulder while her other slipped back between her own legs, rubbing slow circles as she enjoyed the view.

Max kept his expression neutral for the audience, but his breathing deepened. He placed a subtle hand on the back of Jon’s head, guiding the rhythm without forcing depth. Jon’s mind spun faster. He’s getting harder because of my mouth. My wife is touching herself while I service him. This humiliation is turning into something I crave more every hour. The heavy length pulsed against his tongue, filling his mouth with heat and presence that made his own caged nub leak steadily into the lace.

After several long minutes of careful, quiet worship, Max tensed. He pulled Jon off gently and tucked himself away just as the show neared its end. “Save the rest for the cabin,” he murmured. The lights began to brighten. Jon scrambled back into his seat, face flushed and lips slightly swollen, the unmistakable flavor still coating his tongue. Lyn leaned over and kissed him deeply, sharing the mixed taste between them. “You did so well,” she whispered against his mouth. “Now let’s go back. I need both of you inside me properly.”

The walk back to the cabin felt endless, every step making Jon acutely aware of the wet spot in his panties and the constant squeeze of the cage. Once the door clicked shut behind them, Lyn wasted no time shedding her clothes. She pushed Max onto the bed and climbed over him, sinking down onto his renewed hardness with a long, satisfied sigh. Jon was motioned closer immediately. “Hold her breasts for me, sissy. And get your mouth ready for cleanup when he fills her.”

Jon knelt beside them on the mattress, cupping Lyn’s heavy breasts from behind, feeling their soft weight bounce as she rode Max in deep, rolling motions. His thumbs brushed her nipples while his eyes stayed glued to the sight of her pale body taking every thick inch. She looks so beautiful lost in it. And I’m the one helping her stay balanced, the one who’ll lick her clean afterward. Lyn’s pace quickened, her moans filling the cabin without worry now. Max gripped her hips, guiding her down harder until she shattered again, crying out as her second climax of the night swept through her.

Max followed soon after, groaning low as he pulsed deep inside. When Lyn finally lifted off, the evidence of their joining began to trickle slowly from her. She guided Jon’s head down without a word. He pressed his mouth to her immediately, tongue sweeping in thorough, devoted strokes to collect every warm drop. The flavor—rich, intimate, layered with their combined pleasure—made his thoughts blur into overwhelmed acceptance. After he finished with her, Lyn turned his face toward Max’s glistening length. Jon cleaned him just as carefully, lips and tongue working until the dark shaft shone.

Lyn pulled Jon up between them afterward, kissing him softly while Max’s hand rested approvingly on his shoulder. “You’re getting so good at this, baby. I think my quiet little husband has been hiding a very eager sissy all these years.” Her fingers gave the chastity cage a playful tap. “And tomorrow at the pool, we’re going to see just how deep that eagerness goes.”

Jon lay there between them, body buzzing with exhaustion and fresh, confusing want. The ship rocked gently beneath them, but inside his mind the storm had only begun to build. Every act of service pulled him further into this new role, and with three more days at sea, he could already feel himself surrendering more completely with every passing hour.


Chapter 4: Pool Deck Risk & Repeated Claiming

The adults-only pool deck shimmered under the midday Caribbean sun, turquoise water sparkling like scattered diamonds while laughter and clinking glasses drifted across the open space. Lyn reclined on a wide lounger in nothing but a tiny red bikini bottom, her large natural breasts bare and glistening with coconut-scented oil that made her pale skin glow. Max lounged beside her, his muscular dark frame drawing appreciative glances from nearby passengers, one powerful arm draped casually over her thigh. Jon hovered nearby in loose board shorts that concealed the black lace panties and the unrelenting pink cage, a tray of tropical drinks balanced in his hands like a nervous waiter.

She told me to fetch drinks every twenty minutes and keep my eyes down. Now she’s lying topless next to him while strangers walk by, and all I can do is stand here pretending I’m just the helpful husband. My little locked dick has been dripping nonstop since we stepped out here. Jon’s thoughts churned with fresh waves of heat as he set the drinks on the small table, his gaze flicking involuntarily to the stark contrast of Lyn’s soft white curves pressed close to Max’s solid, sun-warmed muscle.

Lyn stretched luxuriously, arching her back so her full breasts caught the light, nipples tightening in the warm breeze. She caught Jon’s eye and gave him a slow, knowing smile. I used to cover up even in our own backyard, embarrassed by how little spark I felt. But after three days of Max’s hands and Jon’s eager tongue cleaning up after us, I feel powerful. Desired. And the way Jon’s cage strains every time he serves… it’s unlocking something greedy in me that won’t be put back in the box. She reached out, trailing her fingers along Max’s thigh until they brushed the impressive bulge outlined in his swim trunks. “Baby, why don’t you check on that shaded cabana we reserved? Make sure it’s ready for us.”

Jon nodded quickly, cheeks burning as he hurried the few steps to the private cabana draped with gauzy white curtains that fluttered in the breeze. Inside, thick cushions covered the floor and a low daybed waited. He straightened the pillows with shaking hands, heart pounding at the knowledge of what was coming. Anyone walking past the pool can see the curtains move. If they look closely, they might catch glimpses of my wife with another man while I’m right there helping. The thought sent another helpless throb through his trapped nub, the plastic warm and slick against his skin.

Lyn and Max slipped into the cabana moments later. She pushed Max down onto the daybed and peeled his trunks off, freeing his heavy, dark cock that rose thick and ready in the filtered sunlight. Without hesitation she straddled his lap facing Jon, sinking down onto him in one smooth, deliberate motion. A quiet gasp escaped her as he filled her completely, the stretch pulling a deep, satisfied hum from her throat. Jon was motioned forward immediately. “Hold my breasts for him, sweetheart. Keep them steady while he fucks me.”

Jon knelt beside the daybed, cupping Lyn’s heavy, oil-slick breasts from behind, feeling their soft weight bounce and shift with every roll of her hips. His thumbs brushed the tight peaks as Max thrust upward in long, powerful strokes that made wet, intimate sounds fill the small space. Her tits feel so warm and heavy in my hands while another man drives into her. I can see every inch disappearing inside, how her body opens and welcomes him in ways I never could. Jon’s mind flooded with vivid, conflicting images—jealousy twisting tight, yet the secret thrill of his sissy role making his cage leak steadily.

Lyn rode harder, her thick brunette hair swaying across her back, breath coming in short, urgent bursts. “Feel how deep he gets, Jon? Every thrust hits spots you’ve never touched.” Her voice carried a husky edge of discovery as pleasure built inside her. Max’s hands gripped her waist, dark fingers sinking into pale flesh, guiding her movements while the cabana curtains fluttered dangerously with each rock of the daybed. Distant voices floated from the pool—someone calling for sunscreen, another ordering another round—heightening the razor-edge risk.

Jon leaned in closer as ordered, tongue tracing along the join of their bodies, licking the slickness that coated Max’s shaft on every withdrawal and brushing soft kisses across Lyn’s mound. The combined taste—sun-warmed skin, her sweet arousal, the deeper masculine note—made his thoughts fracture into pure overwhelmed need. I’m licking them right here where anyone could peek through the gap in the curtains. My tongue is part of their pleasure now, and the shame of it feels better than any orgasm I’ve had in years.

Lyn’s pace grew frantic, her inner muscles fluttering around the thick length as climax approached. She gripped Jon’s shoulder for balance, nails digging in lightly while her body tensed. The orgasm crashed over her in rolling surges, her thighs quivering, a low, throaty moan escaping despite her efforts to stay quiet. Max followed with a deep groan, holding her down as he released inside her, pulsing warmth that Jon could almost sense through his proximity.

When Lyn finally lifted herself, the evidence began to slip free in slow, creamy trails. She guided Jon’s head between her thighs without a word. He pressed his mouth there eagerly, tongue sweeping in gentle, thorough patterns to gather every drop, savoring the warm, intimate blend while his locked nub pulsed with denied excitement. After cleaning her completely, Lyn turned his face toward Max. Jon took the heavy, glistening shaft into his mouth once more, lips working carefully along the length until it shone clean and fresh in the filtered light.

They repeated the claiming twice more in the cabana—Lyn on her back with legs held high by Jon, then bent forward over the daybed while Jon knelt beneath, licking wherever he could reach. Each time Jon supported, licked, and cleaned, his mind sinking deeper into the role. I’m not just watching anymore. I’m part of it—holding, tasting, serving. And every time she comes because of him, I feel myself slipping further into this sissy space I tried to hide for so long.

By the time the sun began to dip and they finally emerged, Lyn’s skin glowed with fresh satisfaction, her step lighter, her smile wider. She linked arms with Max while Jon followed a respectful distance behind, tray empty, cage aching, thoughts a whirlwind of surrender.

Three days ago I was sneaking into the laundry room to lock myself up in secret. Now my wife is glowing from another man’s cock, and I’m the one who cleans them both afterward. And the terrifying part? I don’t want the cruise to end.

Lyn glanced back at him, eyes sparkling with promise. “Rest up tonight, baby. Tomorrow is our last full day at sea, and I have plans for a storm-worthy finale.”

Jon swallowed hard, the taste of them still lingering on his tongue, already anticipating whatever new depths of service and humiliation awaited.


Chapter 5: Final Night Storm & Total Surrender

The tropical storm rocked the ship with deep, rolling waves that made the cabin creak and sway like a living thing. Rain lashed the windows in heavy sheets while thunder rumbled somewhere far out at sea, but inside the dimly lit room the only real storm was the one building between the three bodies tangled on the oversized bed. Lyn lay on her back in the center, completely naked, her thick curves glowing with a light sheen of sweat as Max knelt between her spread thighs. His tall, muscular frame hovered over her, dark skin contrasting sharply with her pale softness while he fed his heavy cock into her inch by slow inch.

Jon knelt beside them on the mattress, still wearing only the black lace panties and the pink chastity cage that had become his constant companion all week. His small hands rested on Lyn’s inner thighs, holding them wide and steady exactly as instructed. The ship is pitching and rolling outside, but the real motion is right here—my wife opening up for him again while I keep her legs apart like a good little helper. Every thrust makes her breasts bounce, and all I can do is watch and feel my tiny locked dick try to swell against plastic that won’t let it. His thoughts spun in frantic, dizzy circles, shame and raw excitement twisting together until he couldn’t tell where one ended and the other began.

Lyn’s breath came in short, needy gasps as Max sank fully inside her, the thick length stretching her in that perfect, overwhelming way she had craved more with every passing day. This is our last night at sea and I feel more alive than I have in twenty-five years. Jon’s secret lace and cage unlocked something greedy in me, and now I can’t imagine going back to quiet, polite nights. I need this depth, this power, this contrast. She reached up, pulling Max down into a deep kiss while her hips rolled up to meet his steady rhythm. The wet slide of their bodies grew louder, mixing with the howl of wind outside.

“Hold her tighter, sissy,” Max murmured against Lyn’s mouth, voice low and commanding even over the storm. Jon obeyed instantly, pressing her soft thighs wider, his face close enough to feel the heat radiating from where they joined. He leaned in without being told, tongue tracing gentle patterns along her mound and the base of Max’s shaft on every withdrawal, tasting the slick mix of her arousal and the masculine warmth that coated him. The flavor had become intimately familiar over the cruise—rich, salty-sweet, layered with their combined pleasure—and it made Jon’s cage leak steadily onto the lace.

Lyn broke the kiss with a soft moan, turning her head to look at her husband. “You’re doing so well, baby. Lick us just like that while he fucks me deeper.” Her voice carried a new confidence, the once-vanilla wife now openly directing her sissy husband’s service. Jon’s mind flooded with overwhelming surrender. She used to barely want sex once a month. Now she’s telling me exactly how to tongue her while another man fills her, and the worst part is how much I love hearing it. He pressed his mouth closer, lips and tongue working eagerly around the moving shaft and her swollen folds, occasionally brushing the heavy sack that swung with each thrust.

Max shifted positions, turning Lyn onto her side so she faced Jon. He entered her again from behind, one strong arm hooked under her knee to keep her open while he drove in with long, powerful strokes. Jon stayed right there, face inches away, licking and kissing wherever he could reach—along the underside of Max’s cock, across Lyn’s sensitive clit, even pressing soft open-mouthed kisses to the spot where their bodies connected. The storm made the bed rock in time with their movements, adding an unpredictable rhythm that had Lyn gasping and clutching the sheets.

“Tell him how it feels,” Max urged, voice rough with building pleasure. Lyn’s eyes locked on Jon’s, glassy and bright. “So full… every inch of him reaches places you never could, baby. And knowing you’re right here tasting us makes it even better.” Her words sent a fresh wave of humiliated heat through Jon. He could feel her thigh trembling under his hand as another climax built inside her. When it broke, Lyn cried out sharply, her body shaking through long, rolling waves that clenched and fluttered around Max’s thickness. Jon kept licking through it all, drawing out her pleasure until she was panting and limp against the pillows.

Max followed moments later, burying himself deep and releasing with a low groan that vibrated through all three of them. Jon waited patiently until Max slowly withdrew, then pressed his mouth to Lyn’s well-used entrance without hesitation. His tongue swept in gentle, devoted strokes, gathering every warm drop of their combined release while the ship continued to pitch beneath them. The taste flooded his senses once more, intimate and overwhelming, sealing his role deeper with every swallow. After cleaning her thoroughly, Lyn guided his head to Max. Jon took the heavy, softening length between his lips, sucking and licking with careful reverence until it glistened clean in the low cabin light.

They didn’t stop there. Over the next hours the storm became their soundtrack as Lyn demanded more—riding Max reverse while Jon knelt behind her, tongue working between them; then on all fours with Jon holding her hips steady from below, mouth open to catch every drip. Each round ended the same way: Jon’s eager cleanup, first of his wife’s dripping folds, then of Max’s spent cock. His thoughts had quieted into a hazy, addictive loop. I started this cruise sneaking around to dress up and lock myself. Now I’m openly serving them both, tasting their pleasure after every round, and I don’t want it to end. The shame has turned into something I need.

As the storm finally began to ease toward dawn, Lyn pulled Jon up between them on the bed. She kissed him slowly, sharing the lingering taste on his tongue, while Max’s large hand rested possessively on Jon’s lace-covered hip. “You’ve been such a good sissy for me this week,” Lyn whispered against his lips. “I never knew how much I needed this… or how perfectly you fit into it.” Her fingers gave the chastity cage one last teasing squeeze. “When we get home, this stays on. And we’re finding more opportunities for you to serve. Maybe even invite Max for a visit.”

Jon’s heart raced with a mix of terror and thrilling acceptance. My vanilla wife is gone. In her place is a woman who knows exactly what she wants—and what I am. And I’m already addicted to being exactly that for her.

The ship steadied as the storm passed, but inside the cabin the new dynamic had only just begun. Lyn smiled softly in the dim light, already dreaming of future nights where her sissy husband would watch, serve, and clean while she chased the kind of pleasure she could no longer live without.




About the Author

Joseph Robert lives in the quiet wonder of North Pole, Alaska, where long winter nights provide the perfect backdrop for writing scorching hot tales of forbidden desire and marital transformation.

When he’s not crafting steamy KDP novellas that explore the delicious tension between secret sissy fantasies and awakened hotwife passions, Joseph enjoys quiet evenings with a good book, strong coffee, and dreaming up new ways to push boundaries on the page.

He specializes in interracial cuckold and sissy husband stories filled with raw emotion, intense physical contrast, and the sweet sting of humiliating surrender.

Thank you for reading. If you enjoyed Locked at Sea, please consider leaving an honest review on Amazon—it helps independent authors like me keep the stories coming.

More hot reads coming soon…

Stay naughty,

Joseph Robert

North Pole

Also, by Joseph Robert https://www.amazon.com/Joseph-Robert/e/B0GMDSH1JW

Pink Lock, Black Cock: Her Sissy Husband’s Total Surrender https://a.co/d/06PitXIL

A Wife's Secret Craving and Her Husband's Hidden Thrill https://a.co/d/0bykJCQ8

Locked Sissy Cuckold for My Wife’s BBC Bull: A Mature Couple’s Total Surrender

https://a.co/d/035UEe92

Caged and Locked Beside the Gulf: Sissy Cuckold Surrender: A Steamy FLR Journey of Tease, Denial, and Alpha Domination https://a.co/d/0fS7IWfX

Caged in Houston: A Sissy Cuckold Awakening https://a.co/d/0cIKRE9C

Caught and Owned: My Wife’s BBC Bulls Turn Me into Her Desperate Femboy Sissy Cuck

https://a.co/d/00RyzdFq

Black-Owned Keyholder: Lyn's Double BBC Awakening https://a.co/d/0ex7Pwwu

Tropical Sub Locked and Owned in Paradise: Hotwife Dominance, Chastity Denial, and Irresistible Submission in Paradise https://a.co/d/0eOgXuDv

Unlocked Desires: My Shy Wife's First Big Cock Awakening https://a.co/d/06ICWovW

Spontaneous Sands: A Wife’s First Stray https://a.co/d/0h2UrsoF

Anniversary Awakening: A Cuckold's First Taste of Shared Ecstasy https://a.co/d/01b088zu

Unexpected Stranger: A Hotwife's First Big Cock Awakening https://a.co/d/02bIvsAI

A Game of Trust and Triumph, A Cuckold Hubby and The Hotwife story https://a.co/d/0fw0f3Su

Cuckold Hubby and The Hotwife Adventures https://a.co/d/0f0KO74k

Neighbor's Son: My Wife's Secret Holiday Temptation https://a.co/d/0hk6c4tg

A Wife's Secret Craving and Her Husband's Hidden Thrill https://a.co/d/0hBWiNxm

Watching Lyn, A Cuckold Hubby and The Hotwife Story https://a.co/d/0eDFlFiI

Locked in Her Panties: A Southern Sissy Cuckold Awakening https://a.co/d/014upvVB

Caged in the Georgia Pines: A Wife’s Ruthless Awakening to Chastity, Cuckold Control, and Sissy Submission https://a.co/d/0bHmAeLp

Caged Husband, Stolen Wife, Secret Sissy fantasy: A Southern FLR Novella of Chastity, Hotwife Surrender, and Sissy Submission https://a.co/d/0cfTUlSv

Cypress Veil Estate A Hotwife's Awakening by a Sissy Discovery: An Erotic Novella of Femdom, Cuckoldry, and Sissy Submission https://a.co/d/0gCVoMq6

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

[image: ]

cover.jpeg
And ie BBC Bull Who C'i#"" Wi

J

S

EPH ROBE






OEBPS/image_rsrcFC.jpg





