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Foreword

To every husband who’s ever felt that dark, delicious twist in his gut when he imagines his wife desired by someone bigger, stronger, better equipped. To every wife who’s ever wondered what it would feel like to finally be taken the way she secretly craves. This story is for the couples brave enough to unlock those doors and the ones who discover they never want them closed again.

Thank you for reading.

Joseph Robert


Chapter 1: The Slip

Lyn stood in the kitchen doorway, bare feet cool against the tile, watching Jon fumble with his phone on the coffee table. He’d left it face-up, screen still glowing from whatever he’d been scrolling through before he bolted to the bathroom. Twenty-three years of marriage had taught her his rhythms: the quick, guilty swipe when she walked in, the way his shoulders hunched just a fraction when he thought she might notice. Tonight, though, he hadn’t swiped fast enough.

She crossed the room before the screen timed out. The browser tab was still open. Not porn in the usual sense. Not the soft-focus stuff he sometimes watched when he thought she was asleep. This was rawer. Thicker. A video thumbnail showed a pale, thick-thighed woman on her knees, mouth stretched around something dark and impossibly wide, while a caption in bold red letters read: “First time cleaning her BBC bull’s load.” Below it, a subreddit feed scrolled endlessly: chastity cages locked tight around shriveled pink nubs, sissy husbands in lace panties licking thick white ropes from swollen pussies, titles like “Wife’s First Creampie Cleanup – Hubby Films It All.”

Her breath caught. Not disgust. Something hotter, lower. A slow, unfamiliar coil tightened just behind her pubic bone.

Jon came out of the bathroom toweling his hands, saw her standing there with his phone in her palm, and froze. The color drained from his face so fast she almost felt sorry for him.

“Lyn, I—”

She lifted one finger. Not angry. Not yet. Just… curious. The same curiosity that had her thumb hovering over the play button a second ago.

“You left it unlocked,” she said quietly. “You never leave it unlocked.”

He swallowed. His Adam’s apple bobbed like he was trying to choke down a golf ball. “It’s… it’s nothing. Just stupid shit. Delete it. I’ll delete everything.”

She tilted her head. The screen had dimmed but not locked. She tapped it awake again. Another thumbnail: a caged cock leaking through metal bars while a woman in thigh-highs straddled a much larger man, her head thrown back in what looked like real, bone-deep pleasure. Lyn felt the coil twist tighter. Her nipples tightened against the thin cotton of her sleep shirt.

“Doesn’t look like nothing,” she said.

Jon’s eyes darted to the floor, then back to her face, then away again. “It’s fantasy. That’s all. Doesn’t mean anything.”

She scrolled slowly. Image after image. Captions that made her cheeks flush: “Pathetic little dick stays locked while real men breed her,” “Sissy hubby swallows every drop.” She stopped on one that showed a man – small, soft, caged – kneeling between thick dark thighs, tongue buried in a freshly-fucked pussy that glistened with more than just her own wetness.

Jon made a small, strangled sound.

Lyn looked up at him. Really looked. His pajama pants tented just enough to show the pitiful twitch of his cock trying to rise. Four inches, maybe less when it was hard. She’d always told him size didn’t matter. She’d meant it, mostly. But seeing him like this – flushed, ashamed, hard anyway – something shifted inside her chest.

“You really want this?” she asked. Her voice came out softer than she expected. Almost gentle.

He couldn’t meet her eyes. “I don’t know.”

“Liar.”

She set the phone down carefully, screen still glowing. Then she stepped closer. Close enough that he could smell her shampoo, the faint vanilla of her skin. Close enough that she could see the pulse hammering in his throat.

“Tell me the truth, Jon.” She reached out, brushed her fingertips along the front of his pants. He jerked like she’d burned him. “Do you get off thinking about me with someone else? Someone bigger. Someone who actually fills me up?”

His mouth opened. Closed. Opened again. “Yes.”

The word hung between them.

Lyn felt the heat bloom between her own thighs. Not because of the fantasy itself – not exactly. Because of him. Because of the way his voice cracked on that single syllable. Because of the helpless twitch under her fingers.

She leaned in until her lips brushed his ear.

“Then maybe,” she whispered, “we should talk about it.”

Jon’s knees almost buckled.

She pulled back just enough to watch his face – the shame, the hunger, the flicker of something desperate and grateful all at once. Then she turned toward the hallway, hips swaying the way they hadn’t in years.

“Bed,” she said over her shoulder. “Now.”

He followed her like a man walking to his own execution. Or his salvation.

She didn’t look back to see if he was still hard. She already knew.


Chapter 2: Testing the Waters

The bedroom door clicked shut behind them, softer than it should have. Lyn didn’t turn on the overhead light. Just the bedside lamp, warm amber spilling across the quilt and catching the faint sheen of sweat already prickling along Jon’s neck. He stood in the middle of the room like he’d forgotten how to move, hands loose at his sides, pajama pants still tented from downstairs. That small, stubborn ridge under the cotton looked almost comical now.

She sat on the edge of the mattress, legs crossed, the thin sleep shirt riding high enough to show the soft curve where thigh met hip. No bra. Her breasts shifted with each breath, heavy and full, nipples dark against the fabric. She watched him watch them.

“Sit,” she said.

Jon dropped onto the armchair across from her, knees splayed, elbows on thighs like he was bracing for a punch. His eyes kept flicking to her face, then away, then back again. Searching for anger. Finding something else instead.

Lyn leaned forward just enough to let the shirt gap open. “Tell me what you like about it.”

He swallowed. “Lyn, we don’t have to—”

“I’m asking.” Her voice stayed low, steady. “Not telling you to stop. Not judging. I just want to hear it. From your mouth.”

The silence stretched. Then he spoke, barely above a whisper. “The size difference. How… how she looks stretched. Filled. Like she’s never been that full before.” His fingers flexed against his knees. “And him taking her. Owning her right there while the husband just… watches. Or helps. Cleans up after.”

Lyn felt the words land low in her belly, a slow warm bloom. Not shock. Recognition. She uncrossed her legs, let them part slightly. The cotton of her panties clung where she was already damp.

“And the cage?” she asked.

Jon’s breath hitched. “Makes it real. No pretending. He can’t even get hard properly. Just leaks. While she gets fucked the way she deserves.”

She studied him. The flush creeping up his throat. The way his hips shifted, trying to ease the pressure against nothing. “Show me.”

He blinked. “What?”

“Show me how hard you are thinking about it.”

Jon hesitated, then hooked his thumbs in the waistband and pushed the pants down just enough. His cock sprang free, rigid, flushed dark at the tip. Four inches, maybe four and a half on a good day. It bobbed once, a clear bead of pre-cum welling at the slit.

Lyn tilted her head. “Cute.”

The word hit him like a slap. His cock jerked. Another bead welled up, slid down the underside in a slow, shining trail.

She smiled, small and knowing. “That’s what you want to hear, isn’t it? That it’s cute. Pathetic. Useless for fucking me the way those men would.”

He made a small, broken sound in his throat.

Lyn slid one hand between her thighs, pressed the heel of her palm against her mound through the panties. She didn’t rub. Just held the pressure there, letting him see the way her fingers framed the damp cotton.

“Keep talking,” she said.

Jon’s voice cracked. “I want… I want to see you take a real cock. Thick. Dark. Veiny. Stretching you open until you can’t think straight. Making you cum so hard your legs shake. And me… me locked up. Watching. Maybe licking his balls while he’s inside you. Maybe cleaning you after. Tasting him on you.”

Her breath came shorter now. She hooked a finger in the side of her panties, tugged them aside. The air hit her slick folds and she shivered. Two fingers parted her lips, showing him the glossy pink inside, the way her clit peeked out swollen and eager.

Jon’s cock wept steadily now, pre-cum dripping in slow strings to the carpet.

Lyn dipped one finger inside herself, slow, deliberate. Pulled it out shining. “You’d like that? Licking another man’s cum out of your wife’s pussy?”

“Yes.” The word tore out of him.

She brought the finger to her lips, tasted herself. Then leaned forward and held it out toward him. “Come here.”

He crawled. Actually crawled the few feet between them, knees scuffing the rug. When he was close enough she pressed the wet finger against his lips. He opened without hesitation, sucked it clean, tongue curling around her knuckle.

Lyn’s other hand slid into his hair, tightened. “Good boy.”

She pulled her finger free, pushed him back gently until he sat on his heels. Then she stood, stepped out of her panties, let them drop. Naked from the waist down, sleep shirt barely covering the tops of her thighs.

She sat again, spread her legs wide this time. “Watch.”

Jon’s eyes locked between her thighs as she slid two fingers deep, fucked herself slowly. The wet sounds filled the room. Her breathing turned ragged. She didn’t rush. Let him see every inch disappear, every withdrawal glisten.

“You don’t get to touch,” she said. “Not tonight. Not until we fix that little problem of yours.”

She nodded toward his dripping cock.

“I’m going to order something. A cage. Metal. Small. The kind that keeps you soft and useless. You’ll wear it. For me.”

Jon whimpered. His hips jerked forward into empty air.

“And when it arrives,” she continued, fingers curling inside herself, thumb circling her clit, “you’re going to kneel while I lock it on. You’re going to thank me. And then you’re going to stay locked while I find out exactly how good a real man feels.”

Her head tipped back. A low moan spilled out as her thighs trembled. She came quietly, body clenching around her fingers, juices slicking her palm. When the aftershocks faded she pulled her hand free, reached down, and smeared the wetness across Jon’s lips.

He licked without being told.

Lyn cupped his cheek, thumb brushing the corner of his mouth. “Bed. Lights out. No touching. No cumming. Just think about what’s coming.”

She stood, walked to the bathroom without looking back.

Jon stayed on his knees a long moment, cock throbbing uselessly, tasting her on his tongue.

He didn’t move until the bathroom light flicked off and the mattress dipped under her weight.

Then he crawled into bed beside her, aching, leaking, already ruined.


Chapter 3: The Lock

The package arrived on a Tuesday afternoon, discreet brown box, no logos, no return address. Lyn signed for it herself, the delivery guy barely glancing up from his scanner. She carried it inside like it weighed nothing, set it on the kitchen island, and waited.

Jon came home at six-thirty, tie already loosened, shoulders carrying the weight of another day pretending everything was normal. He saw the box first, then her leaning against the counter in nothing but a black silk robe, loosely tied, the deep V showing the inner curves of her breasts. Her hair was still damp from the shower. The scent of her citrus body wash mixed with something warmer underneath, something that made the kitchen feel smaller.

“You didn’t open it,” he said. Voice rough. Like he’d been holding his breath since lunch.

“I wanted you here when I did.” She slid a finger under the tape, peeled it back slow. “Strip.”

He didn’t argue. Jacket, shirt, belt, pants, boxers. Everything pooled at his feet until he stood naked in the middle of the kitchen, cock already half-hard, bobbing with each heartbeat. Four inches of eager, useless flesh. Lyn watched it twitch as she lifted the small black box from inside the shipping carton. Metal cage, curved bars, tiny padlock. The kind made for men who weren’t meant to fuck anymore.

She set it on the island, opened the velvet pouch. The cage gleamed under the pendant light, cold and clinical. Next to it, the key on a thin silver chain.

“Kneel.”

Jon dropped to his knees without hesitation. The tile was hard against his shins. He looked up at her, eyes glassy, lips parted. She stepped closer, robe parting enough that he could see the shadowed cleft between her thighs, the faint dark triangle of hair she hadn’t bothered to trim in weeks.

Lyn crouched in front of him, thighs spread, robe falling open completely. Her breasts hung heavy, nipples tight from the cool air and something else. She reached for his cock, fingers cool against the heated skin. He sucked in a breath as she handled him, not stroking, just lifting, weighing, inspecting.

“So small when it’s soft,” she murmured. “Even smaller when we lock it.”

She worked the ring first, sliding it over his balls, then around the base of his shaft. The metal was frigid. His cock jerked, trying to swell, but she pinched the head lightly, forcing it to behave. Then the cage itself. She fitted the curved tube over his shrinking length, the bars pressing in, confining. Each click of the mechanism sounded louder than it should have in the quiet kitchen.

When only the lock remained, she paused. Held the open padlock between thumb and forefinger, dangling it in front of his face.

“Ask me.”

Jon’s voice came out cracked. “Please… lock me up.”

“For who?”

“For you.”

She leaned in, lips brushing his ear. “Say it all.”

“Please lock my useless little cock in the cage. So I can’t fuck you. So I can only watch. So I leak for you while real men fill you.”

Lyn’s breath hitched. She felt the pulse between her own thighs quicken, a slow, heavy throb. She clicked the lock shut.

The sound echoed off the cabinets.

She threaded the chain around her neck, let the key settle between her breasts, cool metal nestling in the warm valley of cleavage. Then she stood, robe slipping off one shoulder, and looked down at him.

“Stand.”

He rose on shaky legs. The cage hung between his thighs, a strange, heavy weight pulling everything downward. Already a bead of pre-cum formed at the tip, trapped behind the bars, glistening.

Lyn reached out, traced one finger along the metal slit. He shuddered.

“Bedroom,” she said. “Now.”

They didn’t speak on the stairs. In the bedroom she shed the robe completely, let it puddle on the floor. Naked, skin flushed, she climbed onto the bed, lay back against the pillows, legs parted. The key dangled between her breasts like a taunt.

“Lie beside me.”

Jon crawled onto the mattress, careful not to touch her without permission. He lay on his side, facing her, the cage brushing the sheet with every shallow breath.

She turned toward him, pressed her body along his length. Her thigh slid over his hip, trapping the cage between them. Soft skin against cold metal. She felt him twitch inside the bars, felt the useless flex of muscle trying to harden.

“No touching yourself,” she whispered. “Ever again. Not unless I say. And I won’t say tonight.”

Her hand drifted down, cupped the cage, gave it a gentle squeeze. He groaned, hips bucking once before he caught himself.

Lyn kissed the corner of his mouth, soft, almost tender. Then she rolled onto her back, spread her legs wider, and slipped her own hand between her thighs.

“Watch me,” she said.

She touched herself slowly. Fingers gliding through slick folds, circling her clit, dipping inside. The wet sounds were obscene in the quiet room. Jon’s breathing turned ragged beside her. The cage rattled faintly with every helpless twitch.

She came with a low, drawn-out moan, body arching, thighs clamping around her hand. When the tremors faded she pulled her fingers free, slick and shining, and brought them to his lips.

He sucked them clean without being asked.

Lyn rolled toward him again, draped one heavy breast across his chest, nipple grazing his skin. She tucked her face into the crook of his neck, breathed him in.

“Sleep,” she murmured. “Tomorrow we start finding out what you’ve been missing.”

Jon lay there in the dark, caged cock throbbing uselessly against her thigh, the key warm between her breasts pressing into his side.

He didn’t sleep for a long time.


Chapter 4: First Taste

Lyn woke before the alarm, the faint gray light slipping through the blinds, painting stripes across Jon’s bare back. He slept on his side facing away from her, knees drawn up, the cage a dark shadow between his thighs. She could hear the shallow, uneven rhythm of his breathing even in sleep – like his body hadn’t quite settled into the new weight pulling at him all night. She reached out, trailed a fingertip along the cool metal bars. He twitched, a small, involuntary jerk, but didn’t wake.

She slipped from the bed, robe forgotten on the floor, and padded naked to the living room. The house felt different this morning. Quieter. Charged. Like the air itself remembered last night’s lock clicking shut.

She poured coffee, black, strong enough to bite, and carried the mug to the couch. Phone in hand. She opened the app she’d downloaded two nights ago – the one with the sleek black interface and the tagline “No strings. Just heat.” She’d told herself it was research. Curiosity. Now, scrolling through profiles, it felt less like research and more like shopping.

Tall men. Broad shoulders. Thick arms. Dark skin that looked smooth under studio lights. Profiles heavy on stats: nine inches, ten, “BBC verified,” “bull looking for married white wives.” She paused on one. Marcus. Thirty-two. Six-four. The photo showed him shirtless on a beach somewhere warm, abs carved, cock outlined thick against swim trunks, no attempt to hide it. His bio was short: “Respectful but dominant. Love turning curious wives into addicts. Discretion guaranteed. Bonus points if hubby watches.”

Her thumb hovered. Then tapped Message.

Hey. Saw your profile. Married 23 years. Husband’s… interested in watching me explore.

She hit send before the second-guessing could catch up.

The reply came faster than she expected.

Marcus: Morning gorgeous. 23 years? Bet he’s dying to see what a real man can do for you. Send a pic. Let me see what I’m working with.

She hesitated only long enough to sip her coffee. Then she stood, angled the phone in the hallway mirror, robe open just enough to show the full swell of her breasts, the soft curve of her belly, the dark triangle between her thighs. No face. Just body. She sent it.

Marcus: Fuck. Thick in all the right places. Those tits look like they need a proper mouth on them. And that pussy… already wet thinking about it?

She felt the heat bloom low again, a slow, heavy pulse. She typed back.

Maybe. Tell me what you’d do with it.

His next message came with a voice note. She plugged in earbuds, sat back on the couch, legs parting almost without thought.

His voice was deep, smooth, edged with gravel. “First I’d spread those thick thighs wide. Kiss my way up slow. Taste how sweet you get when you’re nervous. Then I’d slide two fingers in, curl them, find that spot that makes your hips buck. Make you drip all over my hand before I even take my cock out. When I do… I’d rub the head along your slit, let you feel how thick it is, how much it’s gonna stretch you. Then I’d push in slow. Inch by inch. Until you’re gasping, nails in my back, begging for more.”

Lyn’s free hand drifted between her legs. She was slick already, fingers gliding easy. She pressed play again, let his voice fill her ears while she circled her clit slow, teasing herself the way she’d teased Jon last night.

Footsteps on the stairs. Jon appeared in the doorway, still naked, cage swinging heavy between his legs, eyes bleary but sharpening the second he saw her – legs spread, phone in one hand, fingers buried in her pussy.

“Morning,” she said, voice thick. She didn’t stop touching herself.

He froze. Stared. The cage twitched visibly, a fresh bead of pre-cum already forming at the tip.

Lyn crooked a finger. “Come closer. Listen.”

She held out one earbud. He knelt between her knees, took it, pressed it to his ear. She hit play again. Marcus’s voice rolled out, low and filthy, describing how he’d fuck her from behind, hands gripping her hips, making her tits bounce with every thrust.

Jon’s breathing turned ragged. He watched her fingers slide in and out, the wet shine coating them, the way her clit swelled under her thumb. His own cock strained uselessly against the bars, veins standing out, pre-cum dripping in slow, steady strings to the floor.

Lyn pulled the earbud free, set the phone aside. “He sent voice notes. Want to hear the rest?”

Jon nodded, mute.

She played the next one on speaker this time. Marcus’s laugh rolled through the room, dark and knowing. “Bet your husband’s leaking just thinking about it. Tell him to stay locked while I stretch you open. Tell him to thank me later when he’s licking my cum out of you.”

Jon whimpered. A small, broken sound.

Lyn reached down, cupped the cage, rubbed her thumb over the metal slit where his tip pressed. He bucked once, hips jerking forward.

“Not yet,” she whispered. “Not until I say.”

She kept touching herself while the voice note played on. Her breathing matched the rhythm of Marcus’s words. When she came it was quiet, intense – thighs clamping around her hand, a low moan spilling out as her body pulsed.

Jon’s eyes never left her pussy. The cage rattled with every helpless twitch.

Lyn caught her breath, then picked up the phone again. Typed.

I’m in. Drinks this weekend? My husband can wait at home. Or watch from the corner. Your call.

She hit send.

Marcus’s reply buzzed almost immediately.

Marcus: Saturday. 8 pm. That rooftop bar downtown. Wear something tight. Let me see those curves in person. And tell your little locked hubby to stay hard thinking about what’s coming.

Lyn looked down at Jon, still kneeling, face flushed, cage dripping.

She stroked his cheek with the back of her knuckles. “You heard him. Stay hard for me all week.”

Jon’s only answer was a shaky exhale.

She stood, thighs slick, and walked past him toward the stairs.

Behind her, she heard the soft, wet drip of his pre-cum hitting the hardwood.


Chapter 5: The Date

Saturday night came in slow, humid waves. Lyn stood in front of the full-length mirror in their bedroom, turning side to side, the black dress clinging like wet silk to every generous curve. Low-cut enough to show the deep valley between her breasts, short enough that the hem rode high on her thick thighs when she moved. No panties underneath. She’d decided that an hour ago, after shaving smooth, after rubbing scented oil into her skin until it gleamed. The key to Jon’s cage still hung between her breasts on its thin chain, cool against the warm swell of flesh.

Jon sat on the edge of the bed in his boxers, knees bouncing, eyes glued to her reflection. The cage had been on for five days now. He hadn’t cum once. Every leak, every twitch, every desperate throb stayed trapped inside the metal. His balls looked heavier, drawn up tight against the bars, skin flushed dark from constant low-grade ache.

She caught his gaze in the mirror. “You like?”

His voice came out hoarse. “You look… fuck, Lyn. You look like you’re going to get fucked tonight.”

She smiled, small and sharp. “That’s the plan.”

She slipped into strappy heels, the kind that made her calves flex and her ass lift just right. Then she crossed to him, bent at the waist so her breasts nearly spilled from the dress, and cupped his chin.

“Rules tonight,” she said softly. “You stay home. No touching the cage. No jerking off even if you could. You wait right here, hard and leaking, thinking about what Marcus is doing to me. When I get back, you’re going to smell him on me. Taste him. Understand?”

Jon nodded. His cock strained against the bars, a fresh bead of pre-cum already welling at the slit.

She kissed him once, quick and deep, letting him taste the gloss on her lips. Then she straightened, grabbed her clutch, and walked out without another word.

The rooftop bar downtown hummed with low music and laughter, city lights glittering below like scattered diamonds. Marcus waited at a high-top table near the edge, tall enough that he stood when she approached, eyes raking over her slow and deliberate. He wore a dark button-down, sleeves rolled to show corded forearms, the top two buttons open to reveal smooth black skin stretched over muscle.

“Damn,” he said, voice rolling low. “Even better in person.”

He pulled her into a hug that lingered, one big hand splaying across the small of her back, pressing her hips against his. She felt the thick ridge of him through his slacks, already half-hard. Her nipples tightened against the thin fabric of her dress.

They ordered drinks. Whiskey for him, gin for her. Conversation started easy – work, travel, the city – but the undercurrent ran hot and fast. His knee brushed hers under the table. Stayed there. His fingers grazed her thigh when he laughed at something she said. She didn’t pull away.

An hour in, he leaned close, lips near her ear. “Your husband know you’re not wearing anything under that dress?”

She shivered. “He knows.”

“Good.” Marcus’s hand slid higher, fingertips tracing the hem, then dipping just beneath to find bare skin. “Because I’ve been hard since you walked in. Thinking about bending you over somewhere quiet and sliding into that wet pussy while he waits at home like a good boy.”

Lyn’s breath caught. She parted her thighs a fraction. His fingers found her slick folds, stroked once, slow, then pressed inside. Two thick digits, curling, stretching her open right there at the table, hidden by the high-top and the dim light.

She bit her lip to keep from moaning. Her hips rocked once, chasing the pressure.

Marcus pulled his fingers free, brought them to his mouth, sucked them clean while holding her gaze. “Sweet. Let’s get out of here.”

They didn’t make it far. The parking garage next door, his SUV in the shadowed corner level. He pressed her against the passenger door, hiked her dress to her waist, and dropped to his knees on the concrete. His mouth found her clit first – hot, wet suction that made her knees buckle. Then his tongue speared inside her, thick and insistent, lapping at the fresh gush of wetness.

She gripped his head, thighs trembling, and came fast and hard against his face, a choked cry swallowed by the night air.

He stood, unzipped, pulled out a cock that looked obscene in the dim garage light: long, thick, veined, the head already glossy. He rubbed it along her slit, coating himself in her slickness.

“Condom?” she managed.

He shook his head. “You want me raw?”

She nodded. “Yes.”

He pushed in slow. The stretch burned sweet, her walls fluttering around the invasion. Inch after thick inch until he bottomed out, balls pressed tight against her ass. She gasped, nails digging into his shoulders.

He fucked her steady at first, then harder, the SUV rocking with each thrust. Her breasts bounced free of the dress, nipples grazing his shirt. He sucked one into his mouth, teeth grazing, while his hips snapped forward, driving deep.

When he came it was sudden, a low growl in his throat as he flooded her. Hot spurts painting her insides, thick and endless. She clenched around him, milking every drop, her own second orgasm crashing through her on the heels of his.

He stayed buried a long moment, softening slowly inside her. Then pulled out with a wet sound, cum already leaking down her inner thighs.

He kissed her once, deep and possessive. “Tell your husband I said thanks for sharing.”

She drove home with the windows down, thighs sticky, pussy still pulsing with aftershocks. The key swung between her breasts like a pendulum counting down.

Jon was waiting in the living room when she walked in, still in his boxers, cage visibly straining, a dark wet spot spreading across the front. His eyes locked on her disheveled hair, the smudged lipstick, the way her dress clung where sweat and cum had dampened it.

She kicked off her heels, crossed to him, and straddled his lap on the couch without a word. Her dress rode up. She pressed her soaked pussy against the cold metal of his cage, grinding slow, letting him feel the slick heat, the thick residue of another man leaking out of her.

“Smell me,” she whispered.

He buried his face between her breasts first, inhaling the faint musk of sweat and sex. Then lower, nose trailing down her belly until he reached the mess between her thighs. He breathed deep, ragged, the scent of Marcus’s cum mixed with her own arousal filling his lungs.

Lyn threaded her fingers in his hair, pulled him closer. “Taste.”

He licked. Tentative at first, then hungry. Tongue delving into her swollen folds, lapping up the thick, salty mix of cum and her juices. She rocked against his mouth, smearing it across his lips, his chin.

“Good boy,” she murmured, voice thick with leftover pleasure. “Clean your wife up. Every drop.”

Jon groaned into her pussy, the cage rattling as his trapped cock throbbed uselessly. She came again on his tongue, thighs clamping around his head, flooding his mouth with what was left of Marcus.

When she finally lifted off, his face glistened. She cupped his cheek, thumb brushing cum across his lower lip.

“Bed,” she said. “You’re sleeping with that taste in your mouth tonight.”

She walked upstairs ahead of him, hips swaying, leaving a faint trail of wetness on the hardwood.

Jon followed, aching, owned, and harder than he’d ever been in his life.


Chapter 6: Full Submission

The doorbell rang at eight sharp on a humid Friday evening. Lyn answered it barefoot, wearing only a sheer black slip that clung to her curves like smoke, the hem barely skimming the tops of her thighs. No bra, no panties. The key to Jon’s cage rested between her breasts, glinting under the hallway light. She’d spent the afternoon prepping: waxed smooth, skin oiled until it gleamed, pussy already slick with anticipation. The house smelled faintly of her citrus lotion and the sharp musk of her own arousal.

Marcus filled the doorway, taller than she remembered, broad shoulders stretching the dark T-shirt, jeans snug around thick thighs. He looked her over slow, eyes dark and appreciative, then stepped inside without waiting for an invitation. The door clicked shut behind him.

Jon waited in the living room, naked except for the cage. He knelt on the rug near the couch, hands clasped behind his back, head bowed. The metal between his legs looked heavier than ever after six days of denial, balls swollen and dark, a steady drip of pre-cum pooling on the hardwood beneath him.

Marcus glanced at him once, smirked, then turned back to Lyn. “He’s trained already.”

She smiled, small and wicked. “He’s learning.”

Marcus pulled her close, one big hand cupping the back of her neck, the other sliding down to grip her ass through the thin fabric. He kissed her deep, tongue claiming her mouth while his fingers dug in, lifting the slip until cool air hit her bare skin. She moaned into his kiss, hips pressing forward, feeling the hard ridge of him against her belly.

Jon watched from the floor, breath shallow, cage rattling faintly with every helpless twitch.

Lyn broke the kiss, lips swollen, and looked down at her husband. “Drinks, baby. Serve us.”

Jon rose on unsteady legs, moved to the kitchen like he was sleepwalking. Ice clinked in glasses. Whiskey poured. He carried the tumblers back on a small tray, eyes fixed on the floor. Marcus took his without a word. Lyn accepted hers, then reached out and trailed her fingers along Jon’s caged cock as he passed. A fresh bead welled up immediately.

“Good boy,” she murmured.

They moved to the couch. Marcus sat in the middle, legs spread wide. Lyn straddled his lap, slip riding up to bunch at her waist. She ground down slow, feeling the thick length of him press against her slick folds through his jeans. Marcus groaned low in his throat, hands roaming her body, squeezing her heavy breasts until her nipples peaked hard against the sheer fabric.

Jon knelt again, this time in the corner chair, angled so he could see everything. His hands stayed behind his back. The cage throbbed visibly, pre-cum dripping in slow, steady strings.

Lyn leaned in, whispered something filthy in Marcus’s ear. He laughed, dark and rough. Then he lifted her off his lap, stood, and stripped. Shirt first, revealing carved abs and broad chest. Jeans next. His cock sprang free, thick and veined, already leaking at the tip. Longer than Jon’s forearm, darker than midnight, the head glossy and flared.

Lyn dropped to her knees without being told. She took him in her mouth slow, lips stretching wide, tongue swirling around the head. Marcus groaned, fingers threading into her hair, guiding her deeper. She gagged softly once, then relaxed her throat, taking more until her nose brushed his pubic bone.

Jon’s breathing turned ragged. He watched her cheeks hollow, watched saliva slick down the shaft, watched her hand cup Marcus’s heavy balls and massage them gently.

Marcus pulled her off with a wet pop. “Bedroom. Now.”

They moved upstairs in a tangle of limbs and heat. Lyn shed the slip on the stairs. Marcus kicked off his shoes. Jon followed, silent, aching.

On their bed, Lyn lay back, legs spread wide. Marcus knelt between them, rubbed the fat head of his cock along her slit, coating himself in her wetness. She arched, hips lifting, begging without words.

He pushed in slow. The stretch made her gasp, walls fluttering around the invasion. Inch after thick inch until he bottomed out, balls pressed tight against her ass. Lyn’s head fell back, a long, low moan spilling out. Louder than Jon had ever heard from her in twenty-three years.

Marcus started thrusting, deep and deliberate, each stroke dragging along every sensitive ridge inside her. Her breasts bounced with the rhythm, nipples tight and dark. She clawed at his back, nails leaving red trails. “Harder,” she gasped. “Fuck me like he never could.”

Jon sat in the armchair in the corner, hands gripping the arms so hard his knuckles whitened. The cage rattled with every desperate flex of his trapped cock. Pre-cum dripped steadily now, pooling between his thighs.

Marcus picked up speed, hips snapping forward, bed creaking under them. Lyn’s moans turned to sharp cries, thighs trembling. She came first, hard and sudden, pussy clamping down around him like a fist. Marcus growled, thrusts turning erratic, then buried himself deep and unloaded. Thick, hot spurts flooded her, painting her walls, overflowing until it leaked out around his shaft in creamy ropes.

He stayed inside her a long moment, softening slowly, letting her feel every pulse. Then he pulled out with a wet suck, cum gushing from her swollen pussy, thick and white against her pink folds.

Lyn looked over at Jon. Her voice came out husky, wrecked. “Come here, baby.”

Jon crawled across the floor, knees scraping carpet. He reached the bed, rose on his knees between her spread thighs. The scent hit him first: sex, sweat, Marcus’s musk heavy and salty. Cum dripped down her inner thighs in slow trails.

Lyn threaded her fingers in his hair, pulled his face down. “Clean me up.”

Jon buried his tongue inside her without hesitation. The taste exploded across his palate: her sweet musk mixed with Marcus’s thick, bitter load. He lapped greedily, tongue delving deep, scooping out rope after rope of cum. It coated his lips, his chin, dripped down his neck. Lyn rocked against his mouth, grinding her clit on his nose, using his face like a toy.

Marcus watched from the side of the bed, stroking his spent cock back to half-mast, smirking. “Look at him go. Hungry little cleanup boy.”

Lyn came again on Jon’s tongue, thighs clamping around his head, flooding his mouth with fresh wetness and the last of Marcus’s load. When the tremors faded she released him, pushed him back gently.

His face glistened, lips swollen, chin dripping. The cage between his legs looked ready to burst, veins bulging against the bars, pre-cum streaming in a thin, constant line.

Lyn reached down, rubbed the cage once, hard, like she was polishing a swollen clit. Jon bucked, a strangled groan tearing from his throat.

“Not tonight,” she whispered. “But soon. When you’ve earned it.”

Marcus chuckled low. “He’s earned something tonight. Let him thank me properly.”

Lyn looked at Jon. Then at Marcus’s cock, still slick with her juices and his own cum.

Jon didn’t wait for the order. He leaned forward, took the head into his mouth, sucked it clean with slow, reverent strokes of his tongue. Marcus groaned, hand resting lightly on the back of Jon’s head.

Lyn watched, fingers idly circling her clit, a satisfied smile curving her lips.

When Jon finally pulled off, lips shiny, Marcus zipped up and kissed Lyn once more, deep and claiming.

“Next time,” he said, “I’m staying longer.”

He left without another word.

Lyn looked down at Jon, still kneeling, face a mess of cum and her own arousal.

She cupped his cheek. “Bed. You sleep with that taste in your mouth tonight.”

Jon crawled up beside her, body shaking, cage throbbing uselessly.

She pulled him close, draped one leg over his hip, the key warm against his chest


Chapter 7: The New Routine

Weeks blurred into a humid, sweat-slick rhythm. Lyn’s phone buzzed more often now, notifications lighting up the screen at odd hours: Marcus on Monday, Derrick on Wednesday, a new name – Tyler – sliding into her messages by Friday. Each one carried the same promise: thick cock, deep strokes, the kind of orgasm that left her thighs trembling for hours. She answered them all, voice low and teasing when Jon was in the room, fingers already drifting between her legs as she typed.

Jon’s cage stayed locked. No key in sight except when it swung between her breasts during the day, or rested warm against her skin at night. His balls had grown heavier, darker, constantly drawn up tight against the bars. Pre-cum leaked in thin, steady trails now, a permanent wet spot darkening the front of whatever he wore around the house. He didn’t ask for release anymore. Asking felt pointless.

Monday night Marcus came back. Lyn met him at the door in nothing but thigh-high stockings and the key necklace. She led him straight upstairs without a word to Jon, who waited naked in the hallway, kneeling, head bowed. The bedroom door stayed cracked open just enough. Jon could hear everything: the wet slap of skin, Lyn’s sharp gasps turning to throaty moans, Marcus’s low growls as he pinned her wrists above her head and drove deep. When the bedframe stopped rattling and Lyn cried out her release, Jon crawled to the doorway on command.

Marcus pulled out slow, cock glistening, still half-hard. Cum poured from Lyn’s swollen pussy in thick white ropes, pooling on the sheets. She crooked a finger at Jon.

“Fluff him for round two, baby.”

Jon moved between Marcus’s legs without hesitation. The scent hit first – her juices mixed with Marcus’s musk, salty and thick. He took the head into his mouth, tongue swirling to clean every trace of her off the veined shaft. Marcus groaned, fingers tangling in Jon’s hair, guiding him deeper until the tip nudged the back of his throat. Jon gagged softly, eyes watering, but kept sucking, hollowing his cheeks, tasting them both.

Lyn watched from the bed, legs still spread, fingers idly circling her clit. “Good boy. Get him nice and hard again so he can fill me up twice.”

Marcus swelled fully in Jon’s mouth. When he was rigid and dripping, he pushed Jon back gently and climbed over Lyn again. This time he fucked her slower, deliberate, letting Jon kneel at the foot of the bed and watch every inch disappear inside her. When Marcus came the second time, flooding her deeper than before, the overflow spilled out in a slow, creamy tide.

Lyn pulled Jon’s face between her thighs. “Clean.”

He lapped at her like a man starved. Tongue scooping thick globs of cum, swallowing it down, the bitter-salt taste coating his tongue and throat. Lyn ground against his mouth, clit swollen and sensitive, until she came again, thighs clamping tight, fresh wetness mixing with the mess he was already swallowing.

Wednesday brought Derrick. Leaner than Marcus, darker skin, cock curved upward in a way that made Lyn gasp the first time he bottomed out. Jon served drinks again, naked, cage swinging. This time Lyn made him kneel beside the bed while Derrick took her from behind, hands gripping her hips, ass rippling with each thrust. When Derrick pulled out to cum across her lower back in thick stripes, she ordered Jon to lick it off her skin first, then drop lower to clean the dripping creampie still leaking from her pussy.

By Friday the routine had teeth. Lyn came home from a late “errand” – Tyler in his truck in the parking garage again – pussy already stretched and leaking. She walked in, kicked off her heels, and sat on the couch with her legs wide. Jon knelt between them without being told.

“Foot,” she said.

He lowered his head. She pressed the arch of her foot against the cage, rubbing slow, firm circles over the metal bars where his trapped cock strained. The pressure was maddening – not enough to stroke, just enough to tease the sensitive underside through the slit. Jon’s hips jerked forward involuntarily. A low, broken whimper escaped his throat.

Lyn kept rubbing, watching his face contort. “Tell me how bad you need it.”

“So bad,” he rasped. “Please… Lyn…”

She pressed harder, foot rocking the cage like she was polishing a fat little clit. His balls drew up tight, veins bulging against the bars. Pre-cum poured out in a sudden gush.

Lyn leaned forward, voice soft and cruel. “Cum for me, baby. Right now. While I’m still full of him.”

Jon’s body seized. A strangled cry tore from his chest as he came – hands-free, locked, ruined. Thick spurts jetted uselessly inside the cage, dribbling out through the slit in weak, pulsing ropes that coated her foot and the floor. His whole body shook, tears leaking from the corners of his eyes, shame and relief crashing together so hard he nearly collapsed.

Lyn lifted her foot, smeared the mess across his lips. “Thank me.”

“Thank you,” he whispered, voice wrecked.

She cupped his cheek, thumb brushing away a tear. “You’re so good at this. My perfect little cleanup boy.”

She stood, thighs still slick, and walked upstairs to shower. Jon stayed on his knees, cage dripping the last of his ruined orgasm, tasting salt and shame and the faint trace of Tyler still lingering on her skin.

The routine had settled in deep now. And it was only getting thicker.


Chapter 8: Public Edge

The hotel bar downtown pulsed with low bass and the clink of ice in heavy glasses. Lyn arrived alone, as planned. She wore a deep red dress that hugged her like a second skin, the neckline plunging low enough to show the inner swell of her breasts, the hem high enough that every step flashed the lace tops of her thigh-highs. No panties again. The key to Jon’s cage dangled between her breasts, catching the dim amber light every time she moved. She felt eyes on her the second she walked in – appreciative, hungry glances from men who didn’t know her story but sensed the heat rolling off her in waves.

Jon waited upstairs in room 1408. Tied to the armchair in the corner, wrists bound behind the backrest with soft black rope, ankles secured to the legs. Naked except for the cage, which had been on uninterrupted for nearly three weeks now. His balls hung heavy, skin stretched tight, a constant slow drip of pre-cum pooling on the carpet beneath him. Lyn had edged him mercilessly that afternoon – rubbing the cage with oiled fingers until he sobbed, then stopping cold, leaving him throbbing and denied. “Save it for later,” she’d whispered, kissing the tip of his nose before she left.

Downstairs, she spotted them almost immediately. Two men at the far end of the bar. Derrick – lean, dark, curved cock she already knew too well – and a new one, Ramon, broader, tattooed forearms, the kind of quiet confidence that made her thighs clench on sight. They’d been chatting her up online for days. Tonight she’d invited them both.

She slid onto the stool between them. Derrick’s hand found her knee first, sliding up under the hem without preamble. Ramon watched, sipping his drink, eyes locked on the way her nipples pressed against the thin fabric.

“Both of you?” she asked, voice low, teasing.

Derrick grinned. “Thought we’d give your little locked husband a real show.”

Ramon leaned in, breath warm against her ear. “He gonna watch us stretch that thick pussy until it’s gaping?”

Lyn shivered. “He’s upstairs. Tied. Waiting.”

They didn’t waste time on small talk after that. Drinks finished fast. Elevator ride silent except for the soft ding of floors passing and the sound of her breathing turning shallow. When the doors opened on fourteen, she led them down the hall, hips swaying, key swinging like a metronome between her breasts.

The door clicked open. Jon’s head snapped up the second they entered. Eyes wide, pupils blown, cage straining so hard the bars looked ready to bend. Pre-cum dripped in a thin, unbroken line from the slit.

Lyn didn’t speak. She walked straight to him, bent at the waist, and kissed him once – slow, deep, letting him taste the whiskey still on her tongue. Then she straightened, turned to the men.

“Strip him out of that chair later if he’s good,” she said. “For now, he watches.”

They didn’t argue. Clothes hit the floor in a careless pile. Derrick’s curved cock sprang free first, already leaking. Ramon’s was thicker, heavier, veins standing out like cords. Lyn dropped to her knees between them, taking one in each hand, stroking slow while her mouth moved from one to the other. She sucked Derrick deep, then switched to Ramon, lips stretching wide, saliva slicking down both shafts.

Jon’s breathing turned ragged. The chair creaked as he strained against the ropes.

Lyn stood, peeled the dress off in one smooth motion. Naked except for the thigh-highs and the key necklace. She backed toward the bed, lay down, legs spread wide. “Come take what you want.”

Derrick moved first, sliding between her thighs, rubbing the curved head along her slit before pushing in slow. The angle hit deep, dragging along her front wall until she gasped. Ramon knelt beside her head, fed her his thick cock while Derrick fucked her steady, building rhythm.

They switched after her first orgasm – Ramon taking her from behind, hands gripping her hips, ass rippling with each thrust while Derrick knelt in front, letting her suck him clean of her juices. When Ramon came it was sudden, a low growl as he buried himself deep and flooded her, thick spurts painting her walls until it leaked out around his shaft in creamy trails.

Derrick didn’t wait. He flipped her onto her back, hooked her legs over his shoulders, and drove in hard. The stretch burned sweet after Ramon’s thickness. She clawed at his back, crying out as he pounded her into the mattress. When he came he ground deep, hips stuttering, pumping rope after rope inside her until it overflowed, dripping down her ass to the sheets.

Lyn lay there panting, pussy wrecked and leaking, cum pooling beneath her. She looked over at Jon. His face was flushed, tears streaking his cheeks, cage dripping steadily.

“Bring him over,” she told the men.

They untied him. Jon stumbled forward on weak legs. Lyn sat up on the edge of the bed, spread her thighs. Cum leaked in thick streams down her inner thighs.

“Clean me. Both loads.”

Jon dropped to his knees. The scent hit him hard – two men’s musk mixed with her sweet arousal, heavy and overwhelming. He buried his face between her legs, tongue delving deep, scooping out the mixed creampies in greedy laps. Derrick and Ramon watched, stroking themselves back to hardness, smirking.

Lyn threaded her fingers in Jon’s hair, ground against his mouth. “Every drop, baby. Don’t miss any.”

He swallowed it all, the bitter-salt flood coating his tongue, throat working as he gulped it down. When she was as clean as he could get, she pulled him up, kissed him deep – tasting them on his lips.

Then she looked at the men. “He’s earned a reward.”

She pushed Jon onto his back on the floor. Straddled his face, lowering her still-dripping pussy onto his mouth again. While he licked, she reached down, gripped the cage, rubbed it hard and fast – thumb pressing the slit, fingers rolling his swollen balls through the bars.

Jon bucked beneath her. A muffled groan vibrated against her clit. His body seized, muscles locking as he came – hands-free, locked, ruined again – spurts jetting uselessly inside the cage, dribbling out in weak pulses that coated her palm.

She kept grinding, chasing her own orgasm on his tongue, until she flooded his mouth one last time.

When she lifted off, Jon’s face was a wreck – cum, tears, her juices smeared across his cheeks and chin.

Derrick and Ramon stepped closer, cocks hard again.

“Clean them too,” Lyn said softly.

Jon obeyed, sucking each man clean while Lyn watched, fingers idly circling her clit.

The night stretched on. They took her twice more – once each, filling her again, making Jon clean every creampie while they laughed low and stroked themselves.

By the time they left, Jon was shaking, cage dripping the last of his own ruined release, face sticky with layers of cum and her arousal.

Lyn untied the last of the ropes, pulled him into bed beside her. She draped her body over his, key warm against his chest, lips brushing his ear.

“Next time,” she whispered, “we’re bringing three.”

Jon shuddered beneath her.

Sleep came slow, thick with the scent of sex and surrender.


Chapter 9: Breaking Point

Three weeks had passed since the hotel night. Three weeks of locked steel, of waking up hard and staying that way, of tasting strangers on Lyn’s skin every few days. The cage no longer felt like an accessory; it had become part of him, a constant, aching weight that throbbed in time with his pulse. His balls hung lower now, swollen and tender, skin stretched thin and dark. Pre-cum leaked in slow, endless drips, leaving faint sticky trails on his inner thighs whenever he moved.

Lyn had stopped counting the men. Marcus returned twice. Derrick three times. Ramon brought a friend once. Tyler fucked her in the guest bathroom during a “quick visit” while Jon waited downstairs with drinks. Each time she came home slick and stretched, pulled him to his knees, and fed him the thick evidence of her pleasure. He cleaned her without being asked now, tongue working deep, swallowing every bitter rope until his stomach churned and his cock strained uselessly against the bars.

Tonight she came home alone.

The front door opened just after midnight. Jon was already on his knees in the living room, naked, hands behind his back, cage dripping onto the hardwood. He’d spent the evening edging himself the only way he could: pressing the metal against the arm of the couch, rocking slow, chasing pressure that never quite arrived. His thighs trembled. His breathing sounded ragged even to his own ears.

Lyn stepped inside wearing the same red dress from the hotel, now wrinkled and clinging where sweat and cum had dried in patches. Her hair was mussed, lipstick gone, mascara faintly smudged under one eye. She looked wrecked in the best way, skin flushed, lips swollen, the scent of sex rolling off her in thick waves.

She didn’t speak at first. Just kicked off her heels, crossed to him, and straddled his lap on the floor. The dress rode up. Her pussy pressed hot and slick against the cold bars of his cage. He could feel the mess still leaking from her, warm and sticky, coating the metal, dripping down his trapped shaft.

“Two tonight,” she said quietly. “Ramon and a friend of his. They took turns. Filled me so deep I lost count of how many loads.”

Jon’s hips jerked once, involuntary. The cage rattled.

She cupped his face, thumbs brushing the hollows under his eyes. “You’re shaking.”

He nodded. Couldn’t speak. The words were stuck somewhere behind the lump in his throat.

Lyn rocked slow against him, smearing the creampie across the bars, letting him feel how open she still was, how soft and swollen her lips had become. “Beg me.”

The plea tore out of him raw. “Please, Lyn. Please. I can’t… I can’t take it anymore. It hurts. All the time. I need… I need to cum. Just once. Please.”

She studied him. No mockery in her eyes. Something softer, almost tender, flickered there before she masked it with a slow smile.

She reached down, fingers wrapping around the cage. She rubbed hard, deliberate, thumb pressing the slit where his tip strained, fingers rolling his swollen balls through the bars. The pressure built fast, merciless. Jon’s head fell back, a low whine spilling from his lips.

“Not yet,” she whispered. “Not until I say.”

She kept rubbing, slow circles, then faster, flicking the underside of the cage like she was teasing a clit. His hips bucked, muscles locking. Tears leaked from the corners of his eyes, streaking down his cheeks.

“Please,” he sobbed. “Lyn… I’m begging you.”

She leaned in, lips brushing his ear. “You’ve been so good. Cleaning me every time. Swallowing every drop. Watching them fuck me like I deserve. You make me feel so powerful, baby. So wanted. So filthy.”

Her hand never stopped moving. The friction built to a white-hot edge. Jon’s whole body trembled, thighs quivering, breath coming in short, desperate gasps.

She pressed harder, rolling the cage between her palm and his pubic bone. “Cum for me now. While I’m still dripping with them. Show me how much you love being my locked little husband.”

The command snapped something inside him.

Jon came with a broken cry, body convulsing, cock pulsing uselessly inside the steel. Thick spurts jetted against the bars, dribbling out in weak, ruined ropes that coated her hand and his thighs. The orgasm rolled through him in painful waves, relief and shame crashing together so hard he nearly blacked out. Tears streamed freely now, mixing with the mess on his face.

Lyn kept rubbing through it, milking every last shudder, until he slumped against her, gasping, wrecked.

She lifted her hand, smeared the cum across his lips. He licked without thinking, tasting his own release mixed with the faint salt of whoever had been inside her last.

She kissed him then, slow and deep, tasting everything on his tongue. When she pulled back her eyes were soft, almost gentle.

“You’re mine,” she said quietly. “No matter how many men fuck me, no matter how full they leave me, you’re the one I come home to. The one who cleans me. The one who makes this feel right.”

Jon nodded, throat too tight to speak.

She helped him to his feet, legs unsteady. Led him upstairs to their bed. She stripped the dress off, climbed in naked, pulled him close. The key rested warm against his chest as she draped her leg over his hip, pussy still leaking against his thigh.

“Sleep,” she murmured, lips brushing his temple. “Tomorrow we talk about the party. Three of them. Maybe more.”

Jon shuddered once more, cock twitching weakly in its prison.

He fell asleep with her scent on his skin, her taste in his mouth, and the dull, endless ache already building again.


Chapter 10: Owned

The living room glowed under low candlelight, shadows licking the walls like eager tongues. Lyn had chosen black lace lingerie that strained across her heavy breasts and clung to the generous curve of her hips, the key to Jon’s cage still nestled warm between her cleavage. She opened the door for each arrival with the same slow, welcoming smile: Marcus first, broad and commanding; Derrick next, lean and curved; Ramon last, thick and tattooed, his presence filling the entry like smoke.

Jon knelt in the center of the rug, fully sissified tonight. Cheap blonde wig slightly askew, cheeks rouged, lips painted a glossy pink that already smeared at the corners. Black lace panties stretched tight over the chastity cage, garter belt and sheer stockings hugging his legs, heels forcing his posture into something fragile and exposed. The cage had been locked on for nearly two months straight. His balls hung low, swollen, skin taut and dark, pre-cum leaking in a thin, constant thread that darkened the lace front and dripped to the floor beneath him.

Lyn greeted each man with a deep, claiming kiss, letting their hands roam freely: squeezing her ass, pinching her nipples through lace, slipping fingers between her thighs to find her already slick. Then she led them to the sectional couch, sat between Marcus and Derrick while Ramon stood behind her, palms heavy on her shoulders.

“Drinks,” she said, voice velvet-soft. “Jon, serve.”

He rose on trembling heels, tray shaking in his manicured hands, poured whiskey neat for each bull. When he bent to hand Ramon the glass, Ramon reached out, gripped the lace-covered cage, gave it a rough tug. Jon whimpered, knees buckling slightly, a fresh bead of pre-cum soaking through the fabric.

“Pretty little thing,” Ramon muttered. “Keep that useless clit locked tight while we ruin your wife.”

The evening started slow, almost teasing. Lyn knelt on the rug between them, taking cocks in turn: Marcus thick and straight down her throat, Derrick’s curved length sliding along her tongue, Ramon feeding her slow, deliberate strokes that stretched her lips wide. Saliva slicked her chin, dripped onto her breasts. Jon watched from the corner on his knees, hands clasped behind his back, cage throbbing in painful rhythm, the lace front soaked dark.

Upstairs it turned feral.

On their bed Lyn sprawled, lingerie shoved aside, legs wide. Marcus entered her first, raw and deep, stretching her open until her back arched, nails raking the sheets. He fucked her steady, building to hard snaps that made her breasts bounce wildly. When he came he buried himself to the hilt, flooding her with thick, hot spurts that overflowed almost instantly, creamy ropes leaking down her ass.

Derrick took her next, flipping her onto all fours, curved cock dragging along her front wall with every thrust. She cried out sharp and broken, ass rippling. He unloaded deep, pumping more cum inside until it bubbled out with each withdrawal.

Ramon went last of the opening round, laying her on her side, lifting one thick thigh high so Jon could see every veined inch disappear into her swollen, dripping pussy. He fucked her slow and brutal, making her moan turn to sobs of pleasure. When he came it was with a guttural growl, hips grinding as he filled her again, overflow spilling in slow trails down her skin.

Lyn looked over at Jon through heavy-lidded eyes. “Come clean me, sissy.”

He crawled forward, wig crooked, makeup streaked from silent tears. The men watched, stroking themselves back to hardness.

Jon buried his face between her thighs. Three distinct loads mixed with her musk: thick, salty, overwhelming. He lapped greedily, tongue scooping deep, swallowing rope after rope until his stomach felt heavy. Lyn ground against his mouth, clit throbbing, chasing another peak while the men laughed low.

She came hard, thighs clamping his head, flooding his mouth with fresh wetness laced with their cum.

When she lifted off, his face glistened, lips swollen, pink lipstick smeared across his cheeks and chin.

Derrick shifted impatiently on the bed, cock rigid again, veins standing out. “I’m not waiting another round for that pussy.”

Lyn smiled, lazy and wicked. “Then use his mouth. He’s been practicing.”

Derrick didn’t hesitate. He grabbed Jon by the wig, pulled him forward between his spread thighs. “Open up, sissy.”

Jon’s lips parted automatically. Derrick fed him the curved length slow at first, then deeper, hitting the back of his throat. Jon gagged softly, eyes watering, but didn’t pull away. The taste exploded: salt, musk, faint traces of Lyn still clinging to the shaft. His own cage throbbed harder, pre-cum pouring through the lace in a sudden gush. The humiliation burned hot in his gut, twisting with something darker, hungrier. He sucked harder, hollowing his cheeks, tongue swirling around the head, taking more with each bob.

Derrick groaned, fingers tightening in the wig. “Fuck, he’s eager. Look at him go.”

Jon moaned around the cock, vibrations humming through Derrick’s shaft. His hips rocked forward uselessly, cage rattling, the pressure building low and relentless. The act itself – on his knees, painted lips stretched, throat working to please another man while his wife watched – sent a shameful jolt straight to his trapped cock. He found himself sucking sloppier, wetter, saliva dripping down his chin, pooling on the sheets.

Derrick’s hips snapped forward once, twice. “Gonna cum down your throat, sissy.”

Jon didn’t flinch. He took it deep, throat fluttering as Derrick unloaded: thick, hot pulses coating his tongue, sliding down in heavy gulps. He swallowed every drop, the bitter flood filling his mouth until it leaked from the corners of his painted lips.

Derrick pulled out with a wet pop, smeared the last bead across Jon’s cheek. “Good girl.”

Jon stayed on his knees, breathing ragged, cage dripping steadily, body trembling from the arousal that hadn’t quite crested. The taste lingered, coating his tongue, making his head spin.

Lyn cupped his chin, thumb brushing cum across his lower lip. “Beautiful.”

The men took her again after that, passing her between them, filling her over and over. Jon cleaned every creampie, tongue buried deep, swallowing until his belly felt full and warm. Each time they finished, she ground on his face, pushing more into his mouth while he licked her clean.

Hours later the men left, sated, promising to return soon.

Lyn helped Jon to bed, stripped the ruined lingerie away, pulled him close. She draped her body over his, breasts pressed to his chest, key warm against his skin, pussy still leaking against his thigh.

“You were perfect,” she whispered, lips brushing his ear. “My locked little sissy husband. My perfect cleanup boy. I’m keeping you like this forever.”

Jon shuddered, cock twitching weakly in its prison.

She kissed his temple. “Next weekend, we’re doubling the guest list.”

The room smelled of sex and surrender. Jon fell asleep with the taste of cum on his tongue, the cage a permanent weight, and the promise of more ringing in his ears.
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