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Dedication

TO: r/cuck_tales_from_wife my favorite subredit page with the absolute best members on the planet. They all enjoy the same kinks as I, and I do appreciate that so much!

AND… the quiet husbands who ache in silence,

and the wives who learn to love the sound of their surrender.

Foreword

Dear Reader,

This novella explores the raw, consensual edges of power exchange, denial, and transformation within a long-term marriage. What begins as a husband's vulnerable confession spirals into a Female-Led dynamic where chastity, sissy lingerie, small penis humiliation, and cuckolding become the new rhythm of their lives.

The story is set firmly in the humid heart of Atlanta, Georgia, where southern heat mirrors the slow burn of submission and dominance. Lyn starts shy, uncertain, then blooms into confident control. Jon remains stoic in his frustration, his arousal and embarrassment expressed through pleading words and trembling obedience, never tears.

Every act is consensual. Boundaries are clear, even as they are pushed. This is fantasy crafted for those who crave the psychological intensity of tease, denial, locked denial, and the exquisite humiliation of watching one's wife awakened by a bigger, better man.

If male chastity, hotwife/cuckold surrender, and sissy training speak to your deepest desires, welcome.

Turn the page.

Your cage is waiting.

-Joseph Robert-

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

February 2026

Book Description

After twenty-three years of quiet marriage in Atlanta's upscale Buckhead neighborhood, Jon finally confesses his deepest secret to his curvaceous wife Lyn: a lifelong craving to wear women's sexy lingerie beneath his everyday clothes. What he expects is tolerance. What he receives is transformation.

Lyn begins shy, curious, tentative. But as she locks his embarrassingly small cock in a pink chastity cage, dresses him in lace panties and stockings, and teases him to the edge of sanity without release, something awakens inside her. Confidence. Hunger. Control.

Soon she discovers Max, a tall, thickly hung point-of-sale technician who services her boutique every quarter. The first hotel encounter shatters Jon's world. The second brings him to his knees in lingerie, watching Max stretch and fill his wife while Jon's caged clitty throbs uselessly.

Now every three months becomes ritual: Jon prepared in his prettiest sissy outfit, serving drinks, fluffing if ordered, witnessing every deep thrust, then cleaning the thick creampie with his tongue. Sloppy seconds follow—brief, magical, devastating—only for the cage to snap shut again before he can catch his breath.

A slow-burn tale of escalating denial, small penis shame, verbal humiliation, and complete sissy cuckold surrender.

Lyn rules now.

Jon just lives in her empire.

Heat Level: Explicit / High
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For adult readers only. 18+
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Chapter 1: The Letter

The late-summer heat clung to everything in Buckhead like a second skin. Jon had the air conditioning cranked to sixty-eight, but it barely touched the humidity that seeped through the windows of their two-story colonial. He sat at the kitchen island for twenty minutes, pen hovering over the cream stationery Lyn liked best, the kind with her initials embossed in faint gold at the top. The words had lived in his head for decades; getting them onto paper felt like carving them out of his own chest.

He wrote slowly, deliberately, because if he rushed he knew he would stumble, cross things out, lose the thread. When he finished, he read it once through, folded it in thirds with careful creases, and sealed it inside a plain white envelope. No address, just her name in his neat block letters: Lyn.

He carried it upstairs like it weighed ten pounds.

Their bedroom smelled faintly of her perfume, something warm and spicy she wore to work, and the lavender candles she lit on weekends. The bed was made, hospital corners the way she preferred. Jon placed the envelope dead center on her pillow, right where her head would rest later. Then he left the room quickly, as if lingering might make him snatch it back.

Downstairs he poured a bourbon, neat, and stood at the living-room window watching the neighbor's sprinkler arc across the lawn. The ice clinked against the glass every time his hand shook. He was fifty-three, still solid from three gym sessions a week, still the guy people called when something needed fixing. But right now he felt like a teenager waiting for judgment.

Lyn came home just after seven. She had taught the last yoga class of the day at the studio in Midtown, and the faint sheen of sweat still clung to her skin. Black leggings hugged her thick thighs and rounded hips; the matching sports bra strained across her very large, natural breasts, the deep cleavage visible even from the doorway. Her brunette waves were pulled into a loose ponytail, a few strands escaping to frame her flushed face.

She kicked off her sneakers by the door, padded into the kitchen, and opened the fridge for a bottle of water. Only then did she notice the quiet. Jon hadn't come to greet her the way he usually did.

"Jon?" she called softly.

"Upstairs," he answered from the living room, voice steady but low.

She drank half the water in one long pull, wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, and climbed the stairs.

The envelope waited on her pillow like an accusation. Lyn paused in the doorway, towel draped over her shoulder, studying it. She knew his handwriting. She knew the weight of silence like this one.

She sat on the edge of the bed, legs crossed, and slid her thumb under the flap. The paper made a small tearing sound. She unfolded it slowly.

Jon had written three full pages.

She read without moving, without blinking, her breathing shallow at first, then deeper as the words sank in.

After twenty-three years she knew him better than anyone: the way he took his coffee black, the stubborn set of his jaw when something frustrated him, the quiet strength he carried like armor. She also knew the things he never said out loud, the small silences that had always lived between them.

This was not one of those small silences.

The letter spoke of a curiosity that had been with him since before his teens, something he had buried under layers of shame and duty. Women's sexy undergarments. Panties, stockings, a fishnet top sometimes, worn under his regular clothes for a day or two. Nothing permanent, nothing public. No makeup, no wigs, no padding. Just the private thrill of lace against skin, the secret vulnerability of it.

He promised it changed nothing about who he was to the world, or to her. He was still the man who fixed the deck railing last spring, who drove through thunderstorms to pick her up when her car broke down, who held her when the world felt too heavy. This was only a hidden piece, something he had carried alone for too long and now wanted to share because she was his safe place.

At the bottom, a postscript in smaller script.

One more weird and not at all a necessity or need, just a weird kink I would also like to ask if it is too weird for you. Here it goes… Would it be too off putting for you to wear my panties for a couple hours then give them to me to go put them on?… not to be gross, but no matter what happen in them except backside stuff?

Lyn let the pages rest on her lap. Her chest rose and fell. She felt heat in her cheeks, not entirely embarrassment, not entirely shock. Something else flickered there, small but real: curiosity.

She folded the letter carefully, set it on the nightstand, and stood.

Jon was still at the window when she came back downstairs. He hadn't moved. The bourbon glass was empty now.

She walked up behind him, close enough that he could feel the warmth of her body, smell the clean sweat and faint coconut of her lotion. She didn't touch him yet.

"I read it," she said quietly.

He nodded once, eyes fixed on the darkening street.

"Twice."

Another nod.

Lyn stepped around to face him. Up close he could see the faint flush on her neck, the way her lips parted slightly as though searching for the right words.

"It's a lot," she admitted. Her voice trembled just a fraction, the last trace of shyness before something steadier took hold. "But it's you. All of it is you."

Jon's throat worked. "If it's too much, we never have to—"

She lifted a hand, pressed two fingers gently to his lips. "I didn't say it was too much. I said it's a lot." She paused, studying his face. "I need time to think about it. Really think. But I'm not running from this. I'm not judging you."

He exhaled, shoulders dropping a fraction.

Lyn let her hand fall, then reached up and brushed a thumb along his jaw. "Tonight, let's just be us. No big talk yet. But tomorrow… maybe we talk more."

She leaned in and kissed him, soft at first, then deeper, her full breasts pressing against his chest through the thin sports bra. When she pulled back, her eyes held his.

"I'm going to shower," she said. "Join me when you're ready."

Jon watched her walk away, leggings clinging to every curve, hips swaying with the easy grace of a woman who had spent the day teaching bodies to bend and breathe. He stayed at the window a moment longer, heart hammering, the taste of her still on his lips.

Upstairs the water started running.

He set the empty glass in the sink, turned off the lights, and followed her.

Tomorrow they would talk. Tomorrow the conversation would begin.

But tonight, at least for a few more hours, everything was still the same.

And everything was already changing.
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Chapter 2: Her First Taste of Power

The next Saturday morning dawned sticky and golden over Buckhead. Sunlight sliced through the plantation shutters in long, lazy bars across the bedroom floor. Jon woke before the alarm, heart already thudding with a mix of dread and anticipation that had kept him half-awake most of the night. The letter had been out in the open for five days now, and they had circled it carefully: quiet dinners, longer kisses, her hand lingering on his thigh under the table, but no direct words about the confession. Until last night.

Over a glass of pinot on the patio, Lyn had looked at him across the wrought-iron table and said simply, "Tomorrow. We order what you want to try. Together."

Now the house was quiet except for the low hum of the ceiling fan and the distant bark of a neighbor's dog. Jon lay on his back, staring at the crown molding, small cock already stirring under the sheet at the thought of what "together" might mean.

Lyn stirred beside him, stretching like a cat. She wore the black silk chemise from earlier in the week, the one that clung to her thick curves and left the undersides of her heavy breasts exposed when she moved. The fabric had ridden up in the night; one creamy thigh draped over the sheet, the other leg bent so the hem barely covered the soft mound between her legs. She rolled toward him, brunette waves spilling across the pillow, and propped herself on an elbow.

"Morning," she murmured, voice still husky from sleep.

"Morning." Jon's throat felt tight.

She studied his face for a long moment, then reached out and traced a single fingertip down the center of his chest, slow and deliberate. "You still want this?"

He nodded once, swallowing hard. "More than anything."

Lyn's lips curved, not quite a smile, something softer and more curious. "Then let's see what it looks like on you."

She slipped out of bed, padded barefoot to the dresser, and opened her laptop. Jon watched the sway of her hips under the short chemise, the way the silk shifted against her full ass with every step. She sat cross-legged on the bed, the laptop balanced on her thighs, and pulled up a discreet lingerie site she must have bookmarked sometime in the last few days.

They scrolled in silence at first. Jon pointed to a pair of black lace bikini panties, high-cut legs, sheer enough to show skin beneath. Lyn added them to the cart without comment. Next came sheer black thigh-high stockings with wide lace tops. Then a fishnet crop top, sleeveless, ending just below the ribs, designed to leave the midriff bare.

She paused over a set of red satin panties with a tiny bow at the front. "These?"

Jon's cock twitched visibly under the sheet. "Yeah. Those."

She added them, then glanced at him sideways. "Anything else?"

He hesitated. "Maybe... something with garters? For the stockings."

Lyn's breath caught, just a tiny hitch. She found a black garter belt, simple but elegant, four straps dangling. Into the cart it went.

"Enough for now," she said, voice a little lower. She hit checkout, selected overnight shipping, and closed the laptop. "They'll be here tomorrow afternoon."

The rest of Saturday passed in a strange, charged normalcy: grocery run, yard work, lunch on the screened porch. But every time Lyn bent to pick something up or crossed her legs in her tight yoga pants, Jon felt the weight of tomorrow pressing against his ribs.

Sunday afternoon the discreet brown package arrived via courier. Lyn signed for it in the foyer wearing a fitted white tank top and high-waisted black leggings that molded to every curve of her thick thighs and ass. Her breasts strained the thin cotton, nipples faintly visible through the fabric when she moved.

She carried the box upstairs without a word. Jon followed.

In the bedroom she set it on the bed and sliced the tape with a nail file from her nightstand. Tissue paper rustled. She lifted out the black lace panties first, holding them up between two fingers like something delicate and dangerous.

"Strip," she said quietly.

Jon obeyed. Shirt, jeans, boxers. He stood naked in the afternoon light, small cock already half-hard, hanging heavy between his legs. At four inches soft it looked almost boyish next to his otherwise solid frame.

Lyn stepped closer, close enough that he could smell her shampoo and the faint warmth of her skin. She held the panties open at waist level. "Step in."

He lifted one foot, then the other. She drew them up his legs slowly, letting the lace whisper against his calves, his thighs. When she reached his hips she tugged them higher, settling the fabric over his cock and balls. The lace stretched taut, the front panel sheer enough to show the outline of his shaft pressing against it. The high-cut legs framed his ass, the back riding up slightly between his cheeks.

Lyn stepped back and looked.

Her pupils dilated. She bit her lower lip for half a second, then released it. "Turn around."

Jon pivoted slowly. He felt exposed, ridiculous, and unbearably aroused. The lace cupped him snugly, every movement shifting the fabric against sensitive skin.

"Face me again."

He did.

She reached out, traced the waistband with one fingertip, then dipped lower, brushing the bulge through the lace. Jon sucked in a breath.

"You look..." She searched for the word, voice soft but gaining strength. "Vulnerable. Like something I could break if I wanted to."

His cock jerked inside the panties. "Lyn..."

She pressed her palm flat against him, cupping the small, lace-covered erection. "Does this make your little thing feel even smaller?"

The words landed like a spark on dry grass. Jon's face burned. "Yes."

"Good." She squeezed gently, just enough to make him gasp. "Because you are small. Compared to what I deserve, what I've always deserved, you're tiny."

She had never said anything like that before. The shyness that had colored her voice for days was receding, replaced by something steadier, hungrier.

Lyn released him and reached back into the box. She pulled out the fishnet crop top next, black diamond weave, stretchy enough to hug without constricting. "Arms up."

Jon lifted them. She slid the top over his head, tugged it down until it ended just below his nipples, leaving his stomach bare. The net left wide gaps, showing skin in geometric patches.

She stepped back again, eyes roaming. "Now the stockings."

She sat on the edge of the bed, patted the space beside her. Jon sat. Lyn rolled one sheer black thigh-high carefully, gathering the fabric, then lifted his foot and eased it over his toes, up his calf, past his knee. The lace top settled high on his thigh, gripping without pinching. She repeated the process on the other leg, fingers lingering on the sensitive skin behind his knee.

When both stockings were in place she stood, pulled him up with her. "Walk for me."

Jon took a few steps across the carpet. The stockings whispered with every movement, the lace tops tugging lightly. The panties shifted, rubbing against his leaking tip. The fishnet top scratched faintly against his nipples with each breath.

Lyn watched, arms crossed under her heavy breasts, pushing them higher. "You look like mine," she said, almost to herself. "Like something I own now."

Jon stopped in front of her, trembling slightly. "Do I... please you?"

She stepped close again, breasts brushing his chest through her tank top. One hand slid down to cup him through the lace once more, thumb circling the wet spot forming at the tip. "You please me like this. Small. Dressed up. Aching."

She leaned in, lips grazing his ear. "I think I like you desperate, Jon. I think I want to see how much more desperate I can make you."

His knees nearly buckled. "Please..."

"Not yet." She pulled back, eyes bright with new certainty. "Tonight you keep everything on. Under your clothes tomorrow, too. All day at work. And when you get home..." She trailed a finger down his sternum, over the fishnet. "We'll see what else I want to do with my pretty little sissy."

She turned away, hips swaying as she walked to the closet to change for dinner. Jon stood frozen in the center of the room, cock throbbing uselessly inside black lace, stockings clinging to his legs, fishnet scratching his skin.

The shame burned hot in his chest.

The arousal burned hotter.

And somewhere beneath both, a quiet, terrifying certainty took root: Lyn was no longer just curious.

She was waking up.

And she liked the taste of control.
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Chapter 3: The Cage Arrives

The small brown package arrived on a Tuesday afternoon, tucked between a stack of catalogs and a utility bill. Jon spotted the discreet return address label, heart kicking hard against his ribs the moment he saw it. He carried the box inside like it might explode, set it on the kitchen island, and stared at it while the ceiling fan spun lazy circles overhead.

Lyn had texted him from the boutique an hour earlier:

Package came yet? Don’t open without me. I want to see your face when we do this.

He hadn’t touched it since. Instead he paced the living room, still wearing the black lace panties from the weekend under his khakis, the fabric a constant, humiliating reminder against his skin. Every step rubbed the lace along his small cock, keeping him half-hard and frustrated. The fishnet crop top was folded in his dresser drawer now, but he could still feel the ghost of its scratch against his nipples.

Lyn came home at six-fifteen, heels clicking on the hardwood foyer. She wore a charcoal pencil skirt that hugged her thick hips and ass, a cream silk blouse unbuttoned just enough to show the deep valley of her cleavage. Her very large natural breasts shifted heavily with each step, straining the thin fabric. She dropped her purse on the entry table, kicked off her four-inch black pumps, and padded barefoot into the kitchen.

She saw the box immediately.

Her eyes flicked to Jon. A small, knowing smile curved her lips. The shyness that had lingered in her voice for the first week was almost gone now; what remained was something calmer, more certain.

“Been staring at it all day?” she asked.

Jon nodded, throat dry. “Didn’t open it.”

“Good boy.” She stepped closer, hips swaying, and ran one manicured nail along the tape seam. “I ordered the pink one. Smallest size they make. Thought it would look pretty on you.”

She picked up the box and headed upstairs without another word. Jon followed, pulse loud in his ears.

In the bedroom she set the package on the comforter and sliced the tape with a letter opener from her nightstand. Bubble wrap crackled. She lifted out a small velvet pouch, then a clear plastic case. Inside the case sat the chastity device: pale pink polycarbonate, curved tube barely long enough for his four-inch erection, ring sized to fit snug around the base of his balls. A tiny brass padlock gleamed beside it, key already threaded on a thin silver chain.

Lyn held the cage up to the light, turning it slowly. “It’s smaller than I pictured. Perfect.”

Jon stood frozen near the door, hands clenched at his sides.

She set the device down and turned to him. “Strip. Everything but the panties.”

He obeyed quickly: shirt over his head, khakis kicked off, socks peeled away. He stood in just the black lace bikinis, small cock tenting the front panel, a dark wet spot already forming where pre-cum had soaked through.

Lyn stepped close, breasts brushing his chest through her blouse. She hooked a finger in the waistband of the panties and tugged them down just far enough to free his cock and balls. The lace caught briefly on his shaft before sliding to his thighs.

“Hands behind your back,” she said quietly.

Jon clasped them at the small of his back.

She knelt slowly, knees sinking into the carpet, face level with his groin. Her breath ghosted over his sensitive skin as she lifted the plastic ring first. Cool against his heated flesh, she worked it carefully behind his balls, then forward, settling it snug at the base of his cock and scrotum. The ring pressed his balls forward slightly, making them bulge, vulnerable.

Next came the tube. She aligned it with his semi-hard shaft, easing the head into the narrow opening. Jon hissed through his teeth as the plastic compressed him, forcing his small length to shrink and fold inside the curved confines. The fit was tight, unyielding. When the tube seated fully against the ring, she clicked the two pieces together.

The padlock went through the hasp last.

She paused, key dangling from her fingers. “Look at me.”

Jon met her eyes. They were dark, pupils wide, lips parted.

“This is what you asked for,” she said softly. “Once this locks, your little thing belongs to me. No touching. No stroking. No cumming unless I decide you’ve earned it. You understand?”

“Yes,” he rasped.

“Say it.”

“My cock belongs to you. I won’t touch it. I’ll only cum when you allow it.”

Lyn’s smile was slow, almost tender. She slipped the key around her neck, letting the silver chain settle between her heavy breasts. Then she pushed the padlock closed.

Click.

The sound echoed in the quiet room like a door sealing shut.

She stood, brushing imaginary lint from her skirt. “There. Locked.”

Jon stared down at the pink cage now trapping his cock. It looked obscene, ridiculous, humiliating. His balls ached already from the pressure, the denial immediate and absolute.

Lyn cupped his chin, tilted his face up. “How does it feel?”

“Frustrating,” he admitted. “Tight. Helpless.”

“Good.” She leaned in, lips brushing his ear. “Because that’s how I want you. Helpless. Aching. Thinking about me every time it throbs.”

She stepped back, unbuttoned her blouse slowly, letting it fall open to reveal a black lace bra that barely contained her breasts. The key glinted against her skin.

“Tonight,” she said, voice dropping lower, “you’re going to make me feel good. On your knees. Tongue only. No touching yourself. No begging to be let out. Not yet.”

Jon’s knees hit the carpet almost before she finished speaking.

Lyn unzipped her skirt, let it pool at her feet. Black lace thong underneath, already damp at the crotch. She stepped out of the skirt, hooked her thumbs in the thong, and slid it down her thick thighs. The fabric clung briefly to her swollen lips before coming free.

She sat on the edge of the bed, legs spread wide, pussy glistening in the lamplight. “Come here.”

Jon crawled forward between her thighs. The cage bumped against his inner leg with every movement, a constant reminder.

Lyn threaded her fingers through his hair, guiding him closer. “Start slow. Worship me. Show me how grateful you are that I locked you up.”

He leaned in, tongue flicking tentatively along her outer lips. She tasted sweet and musky, arousal already thick on her skin. Jon groaned against her, the vibration making her hips twitch.

“That’s it,” she murmured. “Deeper.”

He pressed his tongue inside, lapping at her walls, circling her clit with careful strokes. Lyn’s breathing grew heavier, thighs trembling around his ears. She rocked against his face, smearing her wetness across his chin, his nose.

“Look at you,” she panted. “On your knees in panties and stockings, little pink cage between your legs, tongue buried in your wife’s pussy. This is what you wanted, isn’t it? To be used while you’re denied.”

Jon moaned in agreement, tongue working faster. The cage throbbed painfully, trapped erection straining against unyielding plastic.

Lyn’s grip tightened in his hair. “You’ll never fuck me again unless I unlock you first. And even then…” She gasped as his tongue found the perfect rhythm. “Even then it’ll be after someone else has had me. After I’m stretched and full and dripping.”

The words hit him like a slap. His hips jerked involuntarily, cage rattling. He whimpered against her folds.

Lyn’s back arched, breasts heaving. “Yes, baby. That’s the truth now. Your tiny locked clitty doesn’t get to cum inside me until I’ve been properly satisfied. Until I’ve had what you can’t give me.”

She ground harder against his mouth, clit swelling under his tongue. Her thighs clamped around his head as the orgasm built.

“Don’t stop,” she commanded. “Make me cum on your face while you stay denied.”

Jon obeyed, tongue relentless, nose pressed to her mound. Lyn cried out, body shuddering, flooding his mouth with fresh arousal. He drank it down, swallowing every drop, hips bucking uselessly against nothing.

When the spasms faded she released his hair, legs falling open. Jon stayed between her thighs, panting, face slick, cage aching worse than ever.

Lyn looked down at him, eyes heavy-lidded with satisfaction. She reached for the key on its chain, let it dangle just out of reach.

“Not tonight,” she said softly. “Maybe not for a long time.”

She stroked his cheek with her thumb, smearing her own wetness across his skin. “But you were perfect. My good little locked boy.”

Jon closed his eyes, trembling, the taste of her still on his tongue, the cage a cold, constant weight between his legs.

The power had shifted.

And Lyn was only beginning to enjoy it.
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Chapter 4: Tease and Swap

Saturday morning arrived with the kind of thick, humid stillness that made Atlanta feel like it was holding its breath. Sunlight poured through the kitchen windows in heavy gold slabs, warming the granite countertops and glinting off the coffee maker. Jon had been up since six, restless, the pink chastity cage a constant, dull throb between his legs. Two full days locked now, and already the denial felt like a second heartbeat. He moved carefully when he walked, every step reminding him how small and trapped he was.

Lyn slept in until almost nine. When she finally came downstairs she wore nothing but an oversized silk sleep shirt, deep burgundy, the hem skimming the tops of her thick thighs. The thin fabric did little to hide the heavy sway of her large natural breasts as she moved; nipples pressed visibly against the silk when she stretched her arms overhead. Her brunette hair was tousled from sleep, falling in loose waves around her shoulders.

She padded barefoot to the coffee pot, poured herself a mug, and leaned against the counter, studying Jon over the rim.

“You’re wearing them today,” she said. It wasn’t a question.

Jon nodded. Under his loose gray sweatpants and plain white tee he had on the pink satin panties she had picked from the second order, the ones with the tiny bow at the front. The fabric was soft, slippery, maddening against his caged cock. Every time he shifted, the satin slid over the plastic bars, teasing without relief.

Lyn sipped her coffee slowly. “Good. I want you to feel them all day. Every time you sit, stand, walk. Think about how pretty they look hugging your little locked clitty.”

Heat crept up Jon’s neck. He busied himself rinsing his own mug, but Lyn wasn’t done.

“Come here.”

He crossed the kitchen. She set her coffee down, reached out, and slipped her hand under the waistband of his sweatpants. Cool fingers found the satin, traced the bow, then cupped the cage through the thin fabric. Jon sucked in a breath.

“Already leaking,” she murmured, thumb brushing the wet spot that had formed at the tip of the tube. “Poor thing. So desperate after just two days.”

She squeezed gently, making the cage shift against his balls. Jon’s hips twitched forward involuntarily.

Lyn withdrew her hand, licked the tip of her thumb where a bead of his pre-cum had transferred. “Tastes like frustration. I like it.”

She turned away, hips swaying under the silk shirt, and headed for the living room. “Follow me.”

Jon obeyed, cock straining uselessly inside the cage.

She curled up on the sectional sofa, legs tucked under her, sleep shirt riding high enough to show the bare curve of her ass and the shadowed cleft between her thighs. She patted the cushion beside her.

“Sit.”

Jon sat, the satin panties sliding against the cage with the movement. Lyn reached for the remote, turned on some mindless home-renovation show, then leaned back and spread her legs slightly, letting the shirt fall open further.

For the next two hours they watched in near silence. Lyn’s hand rested casually on his thigh, fingers occasionally drifting higher to trace the outline of the cage through his sweatpants. Every touch made Jon’s breathing hitch. She never acknowledged it, just kept her eyes on the screen, sipping coffee, occasionally stretching so her breasts shifted heavily under the silk.

Around noon she stood, stretched again, and looked down at him. “I’m going upstairs to change. You stay here. Don’t touch anything.”

Jon nodded, throat tight.

She disappeared up the stairs. Jon sat frozen, cage throbbing, mind spinning with the image of her bare pussy under that shirt, the casual way she had teased him without mercy.

Twenty minutes later she returned wearing tight black yoga pants and a cropped white tank top that left her midriff bare and barely contained her breasts. The pants clung to every curve of her thick thighs and ass, the seam disappearing between her cheeks. She had pulled her hair into a high ponytail, looking effortlessly commanding.

She walked to the sofa, stood in front of him, and hooked her thumbs in the waistband of her yoga pants.

“I wore your favorite pair today,” she said quietly. “The pink satin ones you had on yesterday. The ones that still smell like your pre-cum from when you edged in them last night.”

Jon’s mouth went dry.

Lyn peeled the yoga pants down slowly, inch by inch, revealing the pink satin underneath. The fabric was stretched tight across her mound, a visible damp spot darkening the crotch. She stepped out of the pants, kicked them aside, and stood there in just the cropped tank and his panties.

She hooked a finger under the waistband at her hip, tugged it away from her skin, then let it snap back. “I’ve been wearing them since I woke up. All morning. Walking around the house, making coffee, bending over to load the dishwasher. Getting wetter every time I thought about you locked downstairs, knowing I had your pretty panties on my pussy.”

She stepped closer, straddling his lap without sitting, thighs bracketing his hips. The heat of her radiated through the satin.

Jon stared up at her, trembling. “Lyn…”

“Shh.” She reached down, peeled the pink panties down her legs slowly. The crotch clung wetly to her swollen lips before coming free. She held them up in front of his face, the damp fabric glistening.

“Smell.”

Jon inhaled. The scent hit him like a drug: her arousal, musky and sweet, mixed with the faint trace of his own earlier desperation from when he’d worn them.

“Open your mouth.”

He parted his lips. Lyn pressed the wet crotch against his tongue, letting him taste her through the satin. Jon groaned low in his throat, hips jerking up, cage bumping uselessly against her thigh.

She pulled the panties away, then stepped back. “Now take yours off.”

Jon lifted his hips, shoved the sweatpants and the black lace panties down his thighs. The pink cage bobbed free, shiny with pre-cum, balls tight and aching.

Lyn took the damp pink panties she had just worn and held them open. “Step in.”

Jon lifted one foot, then the other. She drew them up his legs, settling the wet crotch directly over his cage. The fabric clung immediately, warm and slick against the plastic, her juices soaking into the satin that now trapped his denied cock.

“Feel that?” she whispered, pressing her palm flat against the wet bulge. “That’s how wet I get thinking about more than just you. About someone bigger. Someone who can actually fill me. Stretch me. Make me cum the way your tiny locked clitty never will.”

Jon whimpered, hips rocking forward into her hand. The satin slid over the cage, teasing every sensitive inch without mercy.

Lyn leaned down, breasts brushing his chest through her cropped top, lips at his ear. “Edge yourself for me. Right now. Through my panties. No coming. Just edge. Show me how badly you want to please your wife.”

Jon wrapped his hand around the wet satin-covered cage, stroking slowly. The friction was exquisite torture: her arousal lubricating the motion, the plastic unyielding beneath. He built quickly, breath coming in short gasps, then stopped just before the edge, trembling.

“Again,” she commanded.

He stroked faster this time, hips bucking, the wet fabric squelching faintly. Stopped again, groaning in frustration.

Lyn watched, eyes dark with satisfaction. “One more. Get right to the brink. Then stop.”

Jon obeyed, hand flying, body shaking. The cage throbbed violently. He yanked his hand away at the last second, a strangled whine escaping his throat.

Lyn cupped his face, thumbs brushing his cheeks. “Good boy. Look at you. Panties soaked with my pussy, cage dripping, desperate and obedient. This is what I want from now on.”

She straightened, stepped back, and picked up her discarded yoga pants. “Keep those on the rest of the day. Sleep in them tonight. Tomorrow we’ll see how much more I can make you ache.”

She turned toward the stairs, hips swaying in the tight cropped top and bare ass. At the bottom step she paused, glanced back over her shoulder.

“And Jon?”

He looked up, panting, hand still hovering near the wet satin.

“Three more days until Max’s next quarterly visit. Think about how wet I’ll be wearing your panties while I text him. Think about how much I’ll need when he finally gets here.”

She climbed the stairs, leaving him on the sofa, trembling, soaked in her scent, locked and denied.

The tease had only just begun.

And Lyn was savoring every second of his surrender.

Locked in Her Panties: A Southern Sissy Cuckold Awakening


Chapter 5: The Quarterly Visit

The Midtown boutique smelled of expensive candles and fresh linen: white jasmine, bergamot, a hint of cedar. Lyn had managed the place for eight years, turning it from a struggling gift shop into one of Atlanta’s go-to spots for curated home goods and designer accessories. The point-of-sale system kept everything humming, inventory accurate, sales tracked in real time. Every three months the regional rep came to audit the hardware, push software updates, and run staff training. Routine. Professional. Boring.

Until this quarter.

Lyn knew his name from the emails: Max Donovan, Senior Field Technician, Southeast Region. Thirty-two. Six-two according to his LinkedIn photo. Dark hair cropped short, broad shoulders filling out the company polo in a way that suggested gym time. She had never paid much attention to the photos before. Today she noticed.

He arrived at ten sharp on a Thursday, carrying a slim black laptop case and wearing navy slacks and a fitted gray polo with the company logo embroidered over the left chest. The fabric stretched across his pecs and clung to his biceps when he shook her hand.

“Lyn, good to see you again,” he said, voice low and steady, easy smile showing straight white teeth.

“Max. Right on time.” She returned the handshake, aware of how small her hand felt in his. “Training room’s set up in the back. Staff’s ready whenever you are.”

He nodded, eyes flicking briefly down her body before returning to her face. She wore a fitted charcoal blazer over a cream silk camisole, the neckline low enough to hint at deep cleavage without crossing into unprofessional. Black pencil skirt hugged her thick hips and thighs, ending just above the knee. Four-inch black patent heels gave her calves definition and added a subtle sway to her walk.

They moved to the small training alcove behind the stockroom. Three employees gathered around the demo terminal. Max set up quickly, fingers flying over keys, explaining the new inventory dashboard with calm authority. Lyn stood at the side, arms crossed under her breasts, pushing them higher. She caught him glancing once, twice, the look quick but unmistakable.

During the hands-on portion he moved behind her to point at the screen. His chest brushed her shoulder; the heat of him pressed close. When he leaned in to click through a menu, his hips aligned with hers for a heartbeat. The substantial bulge in his slacks grazed the curve of her ass, heavy and unmistakable through the thin wool blend.

Lyn didn’t flinch. She pressed back just enough, a subtle roll of her hips, feeling the weight shift against her. Max didn’t pull away. His voice stayed even as he continued explaining cycle counts, but his free hand rested lightly on the back of her chair, thumb brushing the fabric near her shoulder.

The session wrapped in forty-five minutes. Staff dispersed to the floor. Max stayed behind to “double-check the backend sync,” he said.

Lyn closed the alcove door halfway, the boutique’s ambient music muffling the sound.

“Everything look good on your end?” she asked, leaning against the demo counter, skirt riding up slightly as she crossed one ankle over the other.

Max closed his laptop slowly. “System’s solid. You’re running smooth.” He stepped closer, voice dropping. “But I think we could talk upgrades. Private ones.”

Lyn tilted her head, ponytail swaying. “Such as?”

He looked at her mouth, then lower, lingering on the swell of her breasts straining the camisole. “The kind that happen after hours. Maybe over drinks. Or dinner. Somewhere quieter than Midtown.”

Her pulse kicked up. She felt the familiar shyness flicker, then recede under a warmer, bolder current. She had spent weeks locking Jon, teasing him, tasting control. Now something else stirred: the need to be taken, filled, claimed in ways her husband never could.

“I manage this place,” she said quietly. “I decide what upgrades we need.”

Max smiled, slow and knowing. “Then decide.”

She reached into her blazer pocket, pulled out a business card she had written on earlier: her personal cell number and a single line beneath it.

Four Seasons. Friday 7 pm. Suite 1408. Don’t be late.

She pressed it into his palm, fingers lingering against his.

Max read it, pocketed the card. “Friday it is.”

He leaned in, close enough that she smelled his cologne: clean wood, citrus, a hint of musk. His lips brushed her ear. “Wear something that shows off those tits. I want to see them bounce when I fuck you.”

Lyn’s breath caught. Heat flooded between her thighs, panties suddenly damp.

Max stepped back, adjusted the growing bulge in his slacks without shame, and picked up his laptop case.

“See you Friday, Lyn.”

He walked out, leaving her leaning against the counter, heart hammering, nipples stiff against silk.

The rest of the day passed in a haze. She smiled at customers, rang up sales, answered questions about throw pillows and scented diffusers. But every time she shifted behind the register, the seam of her pencil skirt pressed against her swollen lips, reminding her of Max’s words.

That evening she drove home to Buckhead in silence, windows down, humid air whipping through the car. Jon was waiting in the kitchen when she walked in, still in his work clothes, the faint outline of lace panties visible under his slacks when he moved.

She dropped her purse on the island, kicked off her heels, and looked at him.

“Max came today,” she said simply.

Jon’s stomach dropped. He nodded once, voice rough. “The quarterly visit.”

“Yes.” Lyn stepped closer, breasts rising with each breath. “He stood very close while he showed me the new software. Brushed against me. I felt how big he is. Thick. Heavy.”

Jon swallowed, cage throbbing painfully. “And?”

“And I gave him my number.” She reached up, unbuttoned the top two buttons of her camisole, letting more cleavage spill free. “We’re meeting Friday. At the Four Seasons. He’s going to fuck me, Jon. Properly. Deep. The way you can’t.”

Jon’s hands clenched at his sides. Arousal and humiliation twisted together in his gut. “Will you… tell me about it?”

Lyn cupped his chin, tilting his face up. “Every detail. While you’re locked and dressed in your prettiest panties, waiting at home. You’ll edge through the lace while I text you updates. Pictures, maybe. Of what a real cock does to your wife.”

She leaned in, lips brushing his. “And when I come home Sunday morning, sore and satisfied, you’ll clean me. Tongue only. Taste how much better he is.”

Jon whimpered softly, hips jerking forward. The cage rattled against his thigh.

Lyn smiled, fully confident now, the last traces of hesitation burned away.

“Go upstairs,” she ordered. “Put on the fishnet top and stockings. Wait for me on the bed. On your knees.”

Jon obeyed, legs unsteady.

Lyn watched him climb the stairs, then picked up her phone. She opened a new message to Max.

Can’t stop thinking about Friday. Wear something easy to take off. I want to feel every inch.

She hit send, nipples tightening under silk, pussy clenching at the thought of what was coming.

Three days.

Three days until Max.

Three days until everything changed again.

And Lyn was already counting the hours.


Chapter 6: Crossing the Line

Friday evening arrived with the kind of sultry Atlanta heat that made the city lights shimmer through a haze of humidity. Lyn had left the house at five, telling Jon she had a late client meeting and might stay downtown for drinks afterward. She kissed him lightly on the cheek before she left, her perfume lingering like a promise, then disappeared into the garage in a sleek black pencil skirt suit that hugged every thick curve.

Jon stood in the foyer long after the garage door closed, heart hammering. He knew exactly where she was going. Suite 1408 at the Four Seasons. Max.

He climbed the stairs slowly, each step shifting the black lace panties she had ordered him to wear under his jeans. The cage pressed against his small cock with every movement, a dull, insistent ache that had become his constant companion over the past weeks. Lyn had texted him once on her drive:

Be a good boy tonight. Edge only. No cumming. Send proof when I ask.

In the bedroom he stripped down to the panties and the fishnet crop top she had laid out on the bed that morning. The net scratched faintly against his nipples as he pulled it on. He added the sheer black thigh-high stockings, rolling them up his legs with trembling hands until the lace tops gripped high on his thighs. Then he knelt on the carpet at the foot of the bed, facing the full-length mirror, and waited.

The first text came at 7:12 p.m.

Just arrived. He's already at the bar. Wearing dark slacks. Bulge is obscene even sitting down. Thinking about how thick he'll feel stretching me.

Jon stared at the screen, breath shallow. His caged cock throbbed painfully against the lace. He wrapped a hand around the bars through the fabric, stroking slowly, building the edge without mercy. The wet spot at the front of the panties grew darker.

Another text at 7:38.

He's buying drinks. Hand on my thigh under the table. So big his fingers almost wrap around. Told him my husband's locked at home waiting. He laughed. Said he likes breaking in hotwives.

Jon whimpered, hips rocking forward into his palm. He stopped just before the brink, trembling, then started again. The humiliation burned hot in his chest, arousal sharper than ever.

At 8:22 the next message arrived with a photo attachment: Lyn's hand resting casually on Max's thigh in the dim bar light, the outline of his massive cock clearly visible straining against navy fabric. Nine and a half inches, thick as her wrist, the head pressing toward his hip.

Heading to the suite now. He's hard for me already. Stay edged, sissy. I'll send more when I can.

Jon groaned aloud, hand flying faster over the lace-covered cage. He edged three more times in quick succession, each one leaving him shaking, pre-cum soaking through the black fabric in thick strings.

The texts slowed after that.

9:04 p.m.

In the suite. He's kissing my neck. Hands all over my tits. Told him to rip the blouse if he wants. He did. Buttons everywhere.

Jon imagined it: Lyn's cream silk camisole torn open, heavy breasts spilling free, nipples stiff under Max's mouth.

9:31 p.m.

On my knees now. His cock is huge. Can't fit it all in my mouth. Jaw aching. Tastes clean and salty. He's fisting my hair, calling me a good hotwife. Your wife is sucking a real man's cock, Jon.

A new photo: Lyn's lips stretched wide around the thick head, saliva shining on her chin, eyes looking up at the camera with dark hunger.

Jon edged again, hips bucking, a strangled whine escaping his throat. He stopped at the last second, body trembling violently.

10:17 p.m.

He's inside me. Finally. So thick it hurts at first, then it's perfect. Stretching me wide. Fucking me slow and deep on the bed. My legs over his shoulders. Breasts bouncing every thrust. Told him to go harder. He did. I'm moaning like I never do for you.

No photo this time. Just words that cut deeper.

Jon stroked through the soaked lace, edging so close he could feel the pulse in his trapped balls. He yanked his hand away, panting, forehead pressed to the carpet.

11:03 p.m.

He's close. Growling in my ear. Asking where he should cum. I told him inside. Deep. Fill your hotwife's pussy. He's thrusting harder now. God, Jon, he's so much bigger. Hitting places you never reach.

Jon whimpered, rocking on his knees, cage leaking steadily.

11:19 p.m.

He just came. Buried to the hilt. Pumping thick ropes inside me. I came with him, clenching around every inch. So full. So satisfied. Your wife's pussy is dripping his load right now.

A final photo: Lyn's legs spread on white hotel sheets, thick white cum leaking from her swollen, reddened lips, glistening on her inner thighs.

Jon stared at the image, hand frozen on the cage. He edged one last time, slower, savoring the agony. When he stopped, tears of frustration pricked his eyes but never fell. He stayed dry-eyed, trembling, obedient.

The last text came at 11:47 p.m.

Coming home tomorrow morning. Be waiting on your knees in the foyer. In your prettiest lingerie. You're going to clean every drop he left in me. Tongue only. Then maybe, if you've been perfect, I'll unlock you for sloppy seconds. Quick ones. Then right back in the cage.

Sleep if you can, sissy. Dream about how much better my pussy will feel after a real man has used it.

Jon crawled to the bed, collapsed face-down, still in fishnet and stockings and soaked panties. The cage pressed painfully against the mattress. He didn't touch himself again.

He lay there in the dark, body aching, mind spinning with images of his wife stretched and filled, moaning for another man.

The line had been crossed.

Lyn had crossed it willingly, eagerly.

And Jon, locked and denied and dressed like her pretty little toy, had never felt more owned.

He closed his eyes, the taste of humiliation thick on his tongue, and waited for morning.

For her return.

For the next step into deeper surrender.


Chapter 7: The Witness

Three months passed in a slow, aching rhythm. Jon lived under Lyn’s new rules with quiet, trembling obedience. The pink cage stayed locked almost constantly, removed only for brief hygienic cleaning under her supervision or for the rare, humiliating “ruined” edging sessions where she would stroke him through lace until he dribbled uselessly onto her fingers, then wipe him clean and snap the lock back on before he could harden fully again. Panties became mandatory: satin bikinis during the week, lace thongs on weekends, fishnet tops hidden under his shirts when he went to the office. Stockings on date nights with her, even if the date was just dinner at home followed by him kneeling between her thighs while she scrolled through texts from Max.

Lyn had grown into her dominance like a second skin. The shy hesitation that once colored her voice was gone, replaced by calm, teasing certainty. She spoke of Max casually now, the way one might mention a favorite restaurant: “He’s coming next week. I want you extra pretty.” She would cup Jon’s caged cock through whatever delicate fabric she had chosen for him that day and murmur, “Think how wet I’ll be when he gets here. Think how much better my pussy will feel after he stretches it again.”

The night before Max’s arrival she laid out Jon’s outfit on the bed: black garter belt, sheer thigh-high stockings with wide lace tops, a sheer black fishnet crop top that ended just below his nipples, and the tiniest pair of pink satin panties she owned, barely more than a pouch and thin straps. No other clothing. Just lingerie.

“Wear it all day tomorrow,” she told him, running a fingertip along the edge of the garter belt. “Under your work clothes until five. Then come straight home, strip to this, and kneel in the living room. Door unlocked. I’ll text when we’re on our way.”

Jon nodded, throat tight. “Yes, ma’am.”

She smiled, leaned down, and kissed him softly on the forehead. “Good boy. You’re going to watch everything. Every thrust. Every moan. And you’re going to stay locked the whole time.”

The next day dragged. Jon sat through meetings feeling the garter straps tug against his thighs, the satin pouch rubbing his cage with every shift in his chair. By the time he pulled into the driveway at five-thirty, his panties were soaked with pre-cum and his balls ached from constant low-level arousal.

He stripped in the foyer, folded his clothes neatly on the entry table, and knelt on the plush rug in the living room. The fishnet top scratched his nipples with every breath. The stockings whispered against each other as he adjusted his posture. The pink panties stretched tight over the pink cage, the wet fabric clinging obscenely.

At 6:42 the front door opened.

Lyn stepped in first, radiant in a tight red dress that clung to her thick curves like liquid. The neckline plunged low, her large natural breasts nearly spilling out, nipples stiff against the thin fabric. Four-inch black stilettos clicked on the hardwood. Her brunette hair was loose and tousled, lips painted deep crimson.

Behind her came Max.

He wore dark jeans and a fitted black button-down, sleeves rolled to his elbows, showing corded forearms. The bulge in his jeans was already prominent, thick and heavy even at rest. He looked down at Jon kneeling in lingerie and smirked, slow and confident.

“This the little guy?” Max asked, voice low and amused.

Lyn stepped forward, hips swaying, and ran her fingers through Jon’s hair. “My sissy cuckold. He’s been locked and edged for weeks thinking about tonight. Haven’t you, baby?”

Jon swallowed, voice small. “Yes, ma’am.”

Max chuckled. “Cute outfit. Looks good on him.”

Lyn smiled, eyes bright with possession. “He dresses to please me now. Come on. Living room’s too small for what I want.”

She led them upstairs to the master bedroom. The king bed was freshly made, white sheets crisp. Lyn kicked off her heels, unzipped the red dress slowly, and let it pool at her feet. Black lace bra and thong underneath, garter belt clipped to sheer stockings. She unhooked the bra, heavy breasts spilling free, nipples dark and erect.

Max stripped efficiently: shirt, jeans, boxers. His cock sprang out, nine and a half inches of thick, veined flesh, already hard and glistening at the tip. Heavy balls hung low beneath.

Lyn glanced at Jon. “Kneel there.” She pointed to the foot of the bed. “Watch close. Don’t touch yourself.”

Jon crawled to the spot, knees sinking into the carpet, cage throbbing painfully.

Lyn climbed onto the bed on all fours, ass toward Jon, facing him over her shoulder. Max moved behind her, hands gripping her thick hips. He rubbed the thick head along her slit, coating himself in her wetness.

“Look at him, Jon,” Lyn said, voice husky. “Watch how a real man fucks your wife.”

Max pushed in slowly. Lyn gasped, back arching, breasts swaying heavily as the thick shaft stretched her open. Inch by inch he sank deeper until his hips met her ass. She moaned long and low, the sound raw and shameless.

“So thick,” she breathed. “So deep. God, yes.”

Max started thrusting, slow at first, letting her adjust, then harder. The wet slap of skin filled the room. Lyn’s breasts bounced with every stroke, nipples brushing the sheets. She locked eyes with Jon.

“See how he fills me? See how my pussy grips him? Your pathetic little locked clitty could never do this. Never stretch me. Never make me moan like this.”

Jon whimpered, hips jerking forward uselessly. The cage rattled against his thigh.

Max gripped her hips tighter, pounding deeper. “Tell him,” he growled.

Lyn’s voice cracked with pleasure. “He’s so much bigger, Jon. So much better. He’s ruining me for your tiny thing. I’m going to cum all over his cock while you watch.”

Her body tensed, thighs trembling. Max didn’t slow. He drove harder, balls slapping against her clit. Lyn cried out, back bowing, pussy clenching visibly around his shaft as orgasm tore through her.

Max groaned, buried himself to the hilt, and came. Thick ropes pulsed deep inside her, flooding her depths. Lyn shuddered again, milking him with rhythmic contractions until he was spent.

He pulled out slowly. A thick stream of cum followed, leaking from her swollen, gaping lips, dripping down her inner thighs in creamy white strands.

Lyn collapsed onto her stomach, panting, then rolled onto her back and spread her legs wide toward Jon.

“Look at the mess he made,” she said softly. “Your turn to clean, sissy.”

Jon crawled forward between her thighs. The scent hit him first: sex, salt, her arousal, Max’s load. He leaned in, tongue tentative at first, lapping the creamy mixture from her folds. The taste was bitter, musky, humiliating. His cage throbbed violently.

“Good boy,” Lyn purred, fingers in his hair. “Get every drop. Taste how a real man marks his hotwife.”

Max watched from the side, stroking his softening cock lazily. “Clean her good. She’s going to need it fresh for round two later.”

Jon licked deeper, tongue probing inside, swallowing the thick load. Lyn moaned softly, hips rocking against his face.

When she was mostly clean she pushed him back gently. “Enough for now.”

She sat up, breasts heaving, and reached for the small key on its chain around her neck.

“Tomorrow morning,” she told Jon, dangling the key. “After Max leaves. You’ll get sloppy seconds. Quick. Then right back in the cage. But tonight…” She smiled, slow and cruel. “Tonight you stay locked and watch him take me again.”

Jon’s breath hitched. He nodded, trembling.

Lyn pulled Max down beside her, already reaching for his cock. “Get comfortable on the floor, sissy. You’ve got a long night ahead.”

Jon sank back onto his heels, lingerie clinging to sweat-damp skin, cage aching, eyes fixed on his wife and her bull.

The witness had become the servant.

And Lyn’s empire was only growing.


Chapter 8: Cleanup and Deeper Rules

The bedroom air hung heavy with the musk of sex long after Max left. Lyn walked him to the front door in nothing but her black garter belt and sheer stockings, thick thighs still glistening with sweat and traces of his cum. She pressed against him in the foyer, heavy breasts flattening to his chest as she kissed him slow and deep, one hand sliding down to give his softening cock a final possessive squeeze through his jeans.

“Three months,” Max murmured against her lips, voice rough from exertion. “Don’t make me wait too long for round two.”

Lyn smiled, lips swollen and red. “You know where to find me. And next time, bring that thick cock ready to go again the second you walk in.”

He chuckled low, gave her ass a firm smack that made her gasp, then stepped out into the humid Atlanta night. The door clicked shut behind him.

Silence settled like a blanket. Jon remained kneeling at the foot of the bed where Lyn had left him, fishnet crop top clinging to his sweat-damp chest, pink satin panties soaked through with his own pre-cum, cage throbbing painfully against the thin fabric. His small cock had strained uselessly the entire night, every thrust Max gave Lyn echoing in his ears, every moan she made twisting the knife of humiliation deeper.

Lyn returned barefoot, hips swaying with lazy satisfaction. Cum still leaked slowly from her swollen pussy, thick white trails marking the insides of her thighs. Her large natural breasts rose and fell with each breath, nipples dark and stiff from the cool air and lingering arousal. She stopped in front of Jon, legs slightly parted so he could see the creamy evidence of Max’s claim up close.

“Stand up,” she said quietly.

Jon rose on unsteady legs, stockings whispering against each other.

She studied him for a long moment, eyes dark with post-orgasm glow and fresh hunger. “You watched everything. Every inch of him stretching me. Every time I came on his cock while you stayed locked and useless. You saw how much I needed it. How much better it felt.”

“Yes, ma’am,” Jon whispered, voice hoarse from hours of silent pleading.

Lyn reached down, fingers brushing the locked pink bars through the wet satin. “I’m going to let you have me now. Sloppy seconds. One chance to feel what a real man just finished using. But this is a reward, not freedom. Understand?”

Jon nodded, heart slamming against his ribs. He hadn’t been inside her in months. The thought alone made his cage twitch violently.

She took his hand and led him to the bed. The sheets were rumpled, still warm, scented with sweat and sex. Lyn lay back on the pillows, knees drawn up and spread wide. Her thick thighs framed the ruined picture between them: pussy puffy and reddened, lips gaping slightly from Max’s girth, a steady trickle of thick white cum oozing out, pooling on the sheet beneath her ass.

“Take the panties off,” she ordered. “Then kneel here.”

Jon peeled the damp satin down his thighs, the fabric clinging wetly to his cage before coming free. His small cock bobbed rigid inside the pink plastic, purple head straining against the bars, leaking clear fluid in long strings.

Lyn dangled the small key from its silver chain, letting it catch the lamplight. “Beg for it.”

“Please, Lyn,” Jon rasped, frustration knotting his gut. “Unlock me. Let me feel you. Just this once. Please.”

She leaned forward, breasts swaying heavily, and fitted the key into the lock. The click echoed sharp in the quiet room. The plastic cage fell away, his small cock springing free, hard and aching after weeks of confinement. It twitched in the open air, barely four inches but rigid with desperate need.

“Climb on,” Lyn commanded, settling back. “Slide in slow. Feel every inch of what he did to me.”

Jon mounted her carefully, positioning himself between her spread thighs. The tip of his cock nudged her entrance. He pushed forward.

No resistance. None at all.

Her pussy enveloped him like liquid heat, walls slick and yielding, stretched wide by Max’s massive thickness. The excess cum lubricated everything, turning his entry into a smooth, obscene glide. Every swollen fold, every ridge inside her gripped him differently now, more sensitively, more perfectly, as though her body had been remade, molded for something far larger than him. The warmth of Max’s load coated his shaft immediately, hot and viscous, mixing with her arousal in lewd squelches with each tentative thrust.

It was magical. Devastating.

He had never felt anything so good in twenty-three years of marriage. The looseness, the wetness, the way she felt utterly claimed and open, it all amplified his smallness, making his cock seem even tinier, even more inadequate. But god, the pleasure. Pure, overwhelming sensation that made his vision blur.

Lyn watched his face, lips parted. “Tell me what it feels like, baby.”

“Like heaven,” Jon groaned, hips moving on instinct despite his effort to hold back. “So wet. So open. So used. God, Lyn, it’s never felt this amazing. You’re so much more for me now.”

She smiled slowly, cruel and tender at once. “Because it’s been properly fucked. Because a real cock opened me up first. You’re just stirring what he left behind. Sliding in his mess like the little cuck you are.”

The words hit like a whip. Jon’s rhythm faltered, pleasure spiking dangerously fast. He tried to slow down, to savor it, to prove he could last longer than this, but the combination of denial, humiliation, and the slick, cum-filled heat was too much. His balls tightened, the buildup from weeks in the cage surging forward uncontrollably.

“I’m not gonna last,” he begged, voice cracking with embarrassment. “Please, it’s too good. Too perfect like this.”

Lyn locked her thick legs around his waist, pulling him deeper despite his small size. “Go ahead. Add to it. Mix your pathetic little load with his. Show me how quickly you finish in a pussy that’s already been satisfied.”

Two more thrusts. That was all it took.

Jon’s body seized. A strangled groan tore from his chest as he came hard, hips jerking erratically, small cock pulsing weakly inside her. Thin spurts joined the thick cream already flooding her depths, his orgasm a quick, shuddering rush that emptied him in seconds, adding a faint creampie to Max’s dominant one. The release rolled through him in shattering waves, leaving him trembling, spent, utterly drained.

He collapsed onto her chest, panting, every nerve singing with aftershocks. For a fleeting moment he stayed buried inside her, basking in the wet warmth, the intimacy twisted into something profound and humiliating.

Lyn stroked his hair almost gently. “There we go. All done so fast.”

After barely a minute she pushed at his shoulders firmly. “Out now.”

Jon withdrew slowly, his softening cock slipping free with a wet pop. A fresh gush of their combined cum followed, thick white strands spilling from her swollen lips onto the sheets. His spent member hung limp between his legs, glistening with the evidence of his quick surrender, red and sensitive from the cage’s long confinement.

Lyn sat up without a word, reaching for the discarded cage and key on the nightstand. Before he could even catch his breath, she scooped up his softening cock, cool fingers deftly sliding the ring back into place around the base. The tube followed, trapping his exhausted length inside the unyielding pink plastic. She clicked the padlock shut with finality, the sound slicing through the haze of his post-orgasm glow.

Jon stared down at the bars now encasing him again, the freedom already a memory. “Lyn… already?”

“Always,” she said firmly, standing to slip into a black silk robe that barely contained her curves. “You don’t get to stay unlocked just because you came. That was your reward for being a good watcher, a quick taste of what you’ll never provide on your own. Your little clitty goes right back where it belongs, denied and desperate.”

She leaned down, kissed his forehead, her breath still carrying the faint musk of sex. “Clean me properly now. Tongue only. Get every drop of both our loads. Then we’ll talk about what you wear for Max’s next visit.”

Jon nodded, already sliding to his knees between her thighs again, the fresh lock a cold weight against his skin. The taste of their combined release hit his tongue, salty and bitter and humiliatingly intimate, his arousal flickering back to life despite the ache.

As he lapped obediently, Lyn ran fingers through his hair, voice soft but unyielding.

“Three more months, sissy. Think how much more desperate you’ll be by then. How much better my pussy will feel after he’s had it again.”

Jon whimpered against her folds, frustration coiling tight in his gut, the magical high of her used warmth already fading into the familiar throb of denial.

She was right.

He would be.

And she would love every trembling, pleading second of it.

-Joseph Robert-
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