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Foreword

Dear Reader,

Some marriages hide secrets in lace and locked steel. This is the story of one such marriage — where a wife’s long-buried hunger meets her husband’s deepest, most private desires.

What begins as a private moment of feminization and chastity quickly spirals into raw, uninhibited pleasure when a dominant Black bull steps through their door. Jon’s journey from reluctant sissy cuckold to eager servant is as intense as Lyn’s awakening to the kind of satisfaction only a much larger, much stronger man can give.

This novella pulls no punches. It is explicit, emotional, and designed to leave you breathless. If you crave the perfect blend of humiliation, service, creampie cleanup, and a thick, powerful BBC claiming a curvy hotwife right in front of her locked-up husband, then turn the page.

Welcome to Lyn and Jon’s new life.

Enjoy the ride.

— Joseph Robert


Chapter 1

Jon knelt on the bedroom carpet in the soft glow of the bedside lamp, his heart hammering against his ribs. The cheeky black panties stretched tight over the hard plastic of his chastity cage, the delicate lace trim riding high on his smooth hips, while sheer black stockings clung to his slender legs and the matching garter belt pinched gently at his waist. His mouth was full—lips stretched wide around the thick silicone strap-on that Lyn had buckled around her own hips moments earlier. She stood above him, one hand tangled in his thinning hair, guiding him with steady pressure as he bobbed forward, taking another inch down his throat with wet, eager sounds.

“Look at you,” Lyn murmured, her voice low and husky, a tone he had rarely heard in their twenty-eight years of marriage. At fifty, her body had softened into lush, inviting curves—wide hips, a generous belly, and those magnificent heavy breasts swaying gently with each shallow thrust she gave into his willing mouth. Her large natural tits, pale and freckled, bounced with the motion, nipples stiff and dark. “My little sissy husband, so hungry for something big. You’ve always known your tiny thing could never satisfy me, haven’t you?”

Jon’s mind spun in a dizzying loop of shame and secret thrill. God, she caught me again. I thought I had more time before she got home. These panties… the stockings… I couldn’t help it. His locked cock twitched uselessly inside the tight pink cage, barely making a dent against the fabric, a pathetic four-inch reminder of why they had started playing with chastity and strap-ons years ago. He had never been able to fill her the way she needed, and deep down he had always ached to see her properly stretched and used. The mild kink they shared—her pegging him on those tipsy nights, dressing him in her sluttiest panties—had only fed that hidden hunger. Now her eyes burned with something new, something raw.

Lyn pulled the slick dildo from his lips with a soft pop, a thin string of saliva connecting them for a moment before it broke. She pushed him back onto the bed, his stockinged legs spreading automatically. “You want me to be happy, don’t you, baby?” she whispered, climbing between his thighs and pressing the warm tip against his lubed entrance. With one smooth push she sank half the length inside him, drawing a helpless whimper from Jon’s throat. The fullness made his cage strain, pre-cum already smearing the inside of the plastic. She rocked slowly, her heavy breasts brushing his chest as she leaned down. “I’ve been holding back for so long. But tonight… tonight I’m done pretending.”

She fucked him with deliberate, deep strokes, her breath quickening as her own arousal built from the power she held over him. Jon’s thoughts raced wildly. She looks so beautiful like this—taking what she wants. I’m so small compared to even this toy. She deserves more. She deserves a real man who can actually make her scream. Humiliation burned hot in his cheeks, yet his body betrayed him, hips lifting to meet each thrust as the garter straps tugged against his skin.

Lyn suddenly stilled, the strap-on buried deep, and cupped his face with both hands. Her innocent-looking face—soft brown eyes framed by waves of dark brunette hair—flushed with fresh heat. Inside her mind, a long-buried need surged forward. All these years I told myself it was enough. But feeling him like this, knowing how badly he wants to be my little girl… I need to be fucked properly. I need to feel full in a way Jon never could. She kissed him hard, tasting herself on his tongue, then pulled out and stood.

“Get up and fix your makeup,” she ordered, voice firm but trembling with excitement. “Max is coming over in an hour. My friend Lori has been seeing one of his buddies—a tall, muscular Black man with a cock that makes her walk funny for days. I told her about us… about you. Max wants to meet my sissy husband who’s going to watch and help however I say.”

Jon’s stomach flipped. His mouth went dry even as fresh arousal flooded his veins. Max. A real bull. Black. Dominant. The word alone sent a shameful pulse through his caged nub. He stood on shaky stockinged legs, adjusting the panties that barely contained his locked shame, and nodded. “Yes… ma’am.”

Lyn smiled, a mix of tenderness and wicked hunger crossing her features. She stepped close, her naked body pressing against his feminized form, those incredible breasts warm against his chest. “Good girl. Tonight you’re going to see me get everything I’ve been missing. And you’re going to love every second of it, aren’t you?”

Jon could only swallow hard, his mind a storm of jealousy, fear, and helpless, throbbing excitement as he imagined the powerful Black stranger about to walk through their door and claim his wife right in front of him.

Lyn reached down and gave his cage a gentle, teasing squeeze through the lace. “Now go put on that pretty pink lipstick I like. We’re just getting started.”


Chapter 2

The doorbell rang at exactly eight o’clock, a single sharp note that sliced through the quiet house like a blade. Jon stood frozen in the hallway, his reflection in the full-length mirror showing a man who no longer looked like one. The cheeky black panties still hugged his caged nub, the sheer stockings whispering against each other with every nervous shift of his weight, and the garter belt sat snug around his narrow hips. A fresh coat of glossy pink lipstick made his lips shine under the overhead light. His heart pounded so hard he could feel it in his throat.

Lyn walked past him wearing nothing but a short silk robe that barely reached the tops of her thighs. At fifty she moved with a new confidence, her thick brunette waves cascading over one shoulder, those heavy, natural breasts shifting freely beneath the thin fabric. She glanced back at him, eyes bright with a mixture of nerves and unmistakable hunger. “Remember, you serve tonight. Whatever I ask. Open the door for our guest, sissy.”

Jon’s legs felt like water as he turned the knob. The man who stepped inside was everything the rumors had promised and more. Max towered at least six-four, broad shoulders filling the doorway, dark skin gleaming under the porch light. His tight black t-shirt stretched across a powerfully muscled chest, and the front of his jeans already showed an unmistakable heavy bulge. At thirty-two he carried the easy dominance of a man who knew exactly what he wanted and usually got it.

“Well, damn,” Max said, voice deep and smooth as he looked Jon up and down. A slow grin spread across his face. “You must be the little locked-up husband Lori told me about. Cute outfit. Turn around for me.”

Heat flooded Jon’s face, a dizzying wave of humiliation that somehow sent another helpless twitch through his plastic prison. He’s huge. So much taller, so much stronger. And he’s looking at me like I’m the entertainment. Jon obeyed, spinning slowly, the stockings making soft rasps against his skin. Max chuckled low in his throat and stepped past him, eyes locking onto Lyn.

She let the robe slip from her shoulders, pooling at her feet. Her pale, curvaceous body stood completely bare—soft belly, wide hips, and those magnificent large breasts with their pale pink nipples already tight. “I’ve been waiting for this,” she said, voice catching slightly. Inside, her thoughts raced with electric need. He’s even bigger than I imagined. Jon could never make me feel like this just by walking into a room. I need to know what a real cock feels like.

Max didn’t waste time with small talk. He pulled Lyn against him, one large hand cupping the generous swell of her ass while the other tangled in her hair. Their first kiss was deep and hungry, her soft white body molding against his hard dark frame. Jon watched from two feet away, every detail burning into his brain—the contrast of her pale skin against Max’s rich brown tone, the way her heavy breasts flattened against his chest. His caged cock strained painfully, leaking steadily now.

“On your knees, both of you,” Max ordered, already unbuckling his belt.

Lyn dropped instantly, eyes wide with anticipation. Jon hesitated only a second before sinking down beside her, the carpet rough against his stockinged knees. Max shoved his jeans and boxers down in one motion. His cock sprang free—long, thick, and heavy, easily twice Jon’s size even soft, the dark shaft swaying with a weight that made Jon’s mouth water against his will.

Lyn wrapped both hands around the base, marveling at how much was still left uncovered. “Jesus… it’s beautiful,” she breathed. She leaned in and dragged her tongue slowly up the entire underside, savoring the warm, velvety skin. Jon watched her lips part, then stretch wide as she took the thick head into her mouth. Her cheeks hollowed, and she began to bob with eager, wet sounds, eyes lifting to meet Jon’s. The look she gave him was pure fire—part apology, part triumph. This is what I’ve needed. Feel how heavy it is on my tongue. I’m sorry, baby, but I can’t go back after this.

Max groaned appreciatively and placed a hand on the back of her head, guiding her deeper. “That’s it, baby. Show your sissy husband how a real woman sucks cock.” He glanced down at Jon. “You too, pretty boy. Get over here and help your wife.”

Jon’s mind screamed in conflicted chaos. This is really happening. My wife is worshipping a Black man’s dick right in our living room while I’m dressed like her slutty little toy. Shame burned through him, yet his hand drifted between his own legs, fingers rubbing uselessly over the hard plastic cage through the lace panties. He shuffled closer on his knees until his face was inches from the action. The musky, masculine scent filled his nose.

Lyn pulled off with a slick pop and turned to Jon, saliva glistening on her chin. “Kiss it with me,” she whispered, voice thick with lust. Together they licked and kissed along the thick shaft—her soft pink tongue on one side, his painted lips on the other. Their mouths met at the swollen head, tongues swirling together around it in messy, shared worship. Max’s cock grew even harder under their combined attention, veins pulsing faintly beneath the smooth dark skin.

Lyn took him deep again, pushing until her throat tightened and her eyes watered. She gagged softly but kept going, bobbing faster, one hand cupping his heavy balls while the other stroked what she couldn’t fit. Jon licked wherever her mouth wasn’t—along the shaft, over the balls, even dipping lower when Max shifted. Every few seconds Lyn would pull off and feed the slick head to Jon, forcing him to open wide and take as much as he could manage. The taste was salty, earthy, overwhelming.

“Look at that,” Max rumbled, voice laced with amusement. “Your little sissy husband is a natural. Keep going, both of you. Get me nice and ready for that tight married pussy.”

Jon’s thoughts fractured into pure sensation and emotion. I’m sucking another man’s cock while my wife watches. And she loves it. I can see it in her eyes—she’s soaking wet already. Humiliation twisted tight in his gut, but so did a dark, secret thrill that made his locked nub throb nonstop. He wanted to hate it. He wanted to stop. Instead he sucked harder, hollowing his cheeks just like Lyn had taught him during their strap-on sessions.

After long minutes of wet, eager oral, Lyn stood on shaky legs, breasts heaving. She pulled Jon up with her and led both men toward the couch. “I need it now,” she said, voice trembling with raw need. “Jon, sit there and hold my legs open for him. Watch everything.”

Jon obeyed, perching on the edge of the couch as Lyn straddled Max’s lap facing away from him—so Jon had a perfect view. She reached down, lined up the thick dark head with her slick entrance, and slowly sank down. A long, broken moan escaped her lips as inch after inch disappeared inside her. Her pale pussy lips stretched beautifully around the invading shaft, the sight so intimate and obscene that Jon couldn’t look away.

“Oh my God…” Lyn gasped, head falling back. Inside her mind the last traces of hesitation burned away in white-hot pleasure. He’s so much bigger. He’s hitting places Jon never even reached. I feel completely full for the first time in my life.

Max gripped her hips and began to thrust upward, slow and powerful. Jon held her soft thighs wide apart, fingers digging into her flesh, his face only inches from where their bodies joined. Every wet slide, every deep stroke, every moan from his wife carved itself into his memory. His own caged cock leaked steadily, the front of the panties dark with it.

“Touch yourself while you watch, sissy,” Lyn panted between thrusts. “But don’t you dare cum.”

Jon’s fingers rubbed frantically over the hard plastic, the denial only heightening every sensation. He was lost—humiliated, jealous, and more aroused than he had ever been in his life—watching his innocent-looking wife ride a dominant Black bull right in front of him, her heavy breasts bouncing wildly with each powerful upward thrust.

The night had only just begun.


Chapter 3

Lyn’s breath came in short, ragged bursts as she lifted herself off Max’s lap, her inner thighs already glistening. The thick, dark shaft slid free with a wet sound, glistening from her arousal, still rock-hard and pointing upward like a challenge. She turned, eyes heavy-lidded with need, and looked straight at Jon. “On the floor, between his legs. Hold my thighs open while he fucks me properly. I want you to see everything up close.”

Jon slid off the couch without a word, his stockinged knees hitting the carpet again. The garter straps pulled tight against his skin as he positioned himself exactly where she wanted. From this angle he could see every detail—her swollen, flushed folds, the way her pale skin contrasted so sharply with Max’s deep brown tone. His caged nub pulsed painfully inside the plastic, pressing uselessly against the lace panties. She’s really going to let him inside her again, right here in front of me. I’m supposed to be her husband, yet I’m dressed like this, holding her open like a good little helper.

Max stood, towering over both of them, and effortlessly lifted Lyn. He turned her around and laid her on her back across the wide ottoman, her thick body spilling softly over the edges. Those magnificent large breasts settled heavily to each side, nipples tight and begging for attention. Max hooked her knees over his elbows and leaned in, lining himself up once more. With one smooth, deliberate push he sank halfway inside her. Lyn’s back arched, a deep, throaty moan rolling from her lips.

“Fuck… yes,” she gasped, her hands clutching at Max’s muscular arms. Inside her thoughts, every boundary dissolved. This is what I’ve been starving for. Jon’s little thing never reached this deep. I can feel him opening me up, reshaping me. Her hips rolled instinctively, trying to take more.

Jon’s trembling hands gripped the soft flesh of her inner thighs, spreading her wider. He was so close he could smell their combined scent—her sweet musk mixed with Max’s richer, masculine aroma. Max began to move, long, powerful strokes that made Lyn’s entire body jiggle with each impact. Her heavy breasts bounced in wide, hypnotic circles. Jon couldn’t tear his eyes away from the sight of that thick dark cock disappearing into his wife’s body, then sliding out shiny and slick.

“Closer, sissy,” Max commanded, voice low and steady. “Get your mouth on my balls while I stretch your wife.”

Jon leaned in without hesitation, the humiliation burning like fire in his chest yet feeding the twisted excitement that kept his cage leaking. He pressed his painted lips to the heavy, smooth sac, kissing and licking with reverent care. The weight of them on his tongue felt foreign and intoxicating. Every time Max pulled back, Jon’s tongue followed, lapping along the underside of the shaft where it met Lyn’s stretched entrance. The taste was intense, salty, alive.

Lyn’s fingers tangled in Jon’s hair, pulling him even tighter against them. “That’s my good girl,” she panted, her voice breaking on every deep thrust. “Lick him while he fucks me. Feel how much better he is.” Her mind spun with fresh discovery. My sweet, locked-up husband is actually helping another man claim me. And I love it. I need more of this—more of him inside me, more of Jon’s eager little tongue.

Max picked up speed, his hips driving forward with controlled power. The ottoman creaked under them. Lyn’s moans grew louder, turning into sharp cries of pleasure each time he bottomed out. Jon kept licking and sucking the bull’s balls, his face pressed right against the action, feeling the rhythmic slap of Max’s body against Lyn’s soft thighs. His own locked cock throbbed in desperate denial, the plastic cage slick with his constant leakage.

“Switch,” Max growled suddenly. He pulled out, leaving Lyn whimpering at the emptiness, and flipped her onto her hands and knees on the ottoman. Her generous ass lifted high, back arched deeply. “Hold her hips steady for me, pretty boy.”

Jon moved quickly, kneeling beside them and gripping Lyn’s wide hips with both hands. He watched in stunned silence as Max mounted her from behind, guiding his thick length back inside in one long glide. Lyn pushed back to meet him, a guttural sound escaping her throat. From this angle Jon had an even more intimate view—the way her pale cheeks rippled with every impact, the shiny dark shaft sliding in and out, her juices coating him generously.

Max reached forward and grabbed a handful of Lyn’s dark hair, pulling her head back gently but firmly. “Tell your husband how it feels,” he ordered.

“So deep,” Lyn moaned, eyes half-closed in bliss. “He’s so much thicker… hitting every spot I never knew I had. Jon, baby, I’m sorry but I can’t stop. I need this.” Her internal voice sang with pure relief. This is real pleasure. This is what a woman’s body was made for. My little sissy can never give me this, and that’s okay—he gets to watch and serve instead.

Jon’s mind was a whirlwind of conflicting storms. She’s never made sounds like this with me. Never looked this lost in ecstasy. I should feel devastated, but all I feel is this sick, aching thrill. His fingers dug into her soft hips, helping Max drive even deeper. He leaned in again, tongue darting out to lick wherever he could reach—along the joining point, over Max’s tightening balls, even brushing Lyn’s clit when the angle allowed.

The rhythm built relentlessly. Max fucked her harder, the wet sounds of their bodies meeting filling the room. Lyn’s heavy breasts swung beneath her, brushing the ottoman with every thrust. Her cries grew sharper, more desperate, until her whole body tensed.

“I’m—oh God—I’m coming,” she cried out, voice cracking. Her thighs shook violently in Jon’s grip as the orgasm crashed through her. Max kept driving through it, drawing it out until she was nearly sobbing with pleasure.

Only when her tremors began to fade did Max slow, pulling free with a heavy, glistening shaft. He tapped the wet head against Jon’s cheek. “Clean her up, sissy. Use that pretty mouth.”

Jon didn’t even think. He dove forward, pressing his lips to his wife’s freshly fucked pussy. The taste flooded his senses—her familiar sweetness mixed with the distinct, heady flavor of Max. He licked and sucked eagerly, swallowing every drop while Lyn moaned softly above him, still catching her breath. His cage strained harder than ever, the denial only amplifying the humiliating rush.

Max watched with a satisfied smirk, slowly stroking himself. “Good girl. Now get me ready for round two. We’re nowhere near finished with your wife tonight.”

Jon turned, lips still shiny, and opened his mouth to take the bull back inside. As he began to suck with renewed devotion, Lyn’s hand stroked his hair gently.

“My perfect little sissy,” she whispered, voice thick with satisfaction and fresh hunger. “We’re just warming up.”


Chapter 4

Lyn lay sprawled across the ottoman, chest heaving, her pale skin flushed a deep rose from the aftershocks still rippling through her. Max stood over her like a conqueror, his heavy cock still rigid and shining from her body. Jon remained on his knees between them, lips tingling, the mingled taste of his wife and the bull coating his tongue. The pink lipstick had smeared, leaving faint glossy streaks across his chin and cheeks. His chastity cage felt tighter than ever, the constant pressure a cruel, delicious torment that made every heartbeat echo in his denied nub.

“Bedroom,” Max decided, voice calm and commanding. He scooped Lyn up as if she weighed nothing, her thick curves draping over his muscular arms. Jon scrambled after them on stockinged feet, the garter belt snapping lightly against his thighs with each hurried step. In the bedroom Max laid Lyn on her back in the center of their king-sized bed, then pointed at the floor beside it. “Stay right there and watch how a real man takes care of what’s his now.”

Jon knelt obediently, hands resting on his lace-covered thighs. From this low angle he had the perfect view as Max climbed onto the bed and positioned himself between Lyn’s spread legs. She reached for him eagerly, pulling him down into a deep kiss while her free hand guided his thick length back to her entrance. With one steady push Max slid inside her again, drawing a long, luxurious sigh from her throat.

Jon’s thoughts tumbled over one another in a fevered rush. She’s opening so easily for him now. That used to be my place—between her legs—but I never made her sound like that. Never made her body melt the way it is right now. He rubbed the front of his panties with trembling fingers, feeling the hard plastic shift uselessly. The sight of Max’s dark, powerful body moving against his wife’s soft white curves sent fresh waves of humiliation and arousal crashing through him.

Max set a slower, deeper rhythm this time, grinding in circles rather than pounding. Lyn’s heavy breasts rolled with each motion, her nipples brushing Max’s chest. She wrapped her legs around his waist, heels digging into the small of his back as if trying to pull him even deeper. “Harder,” she whispered against his mouth. “I want to feel every inch.”

Max obliged, shifting to longer, more deliberate strokes that made the bed frame creak softly. Lyn’s moans grew richer, lower, turning into breathy pleas. Jon leaned closer without being told, drawn by the magnetic pull of their joined bodies. When Max pulled back far enough, Jon darted in and licked along the exposed shaft, tasting them both again. Then he moved higher, sucking gently on Lyn’s clit while Max continued thrusting. The dual sensation made Lyn cry out sharply, her fingers tightening in the sheets.

“That’s my good sissy,” she panted, looking down at him with glazed eyes. Inside, her last fragments of guilt had burned away hours ago. He’s helping me feel this good. My sweet feminized husband is licking another man’s cock while it fucks me. I never want this to end.

Max suddenly pulled out and flipped Lyn onto her side. He spooned behind her, lifting her top leg high. “Hold her leg up for me, pretty boy.”

Jon crawled onto the bed and gripped Lyn’s soft thigh, pulling it toward her chest so Max had full access. The new angle let Jon see everything in intimate detail—the way her pussy clung to the thick dark shaft as it sank back inside, the gentle jiggle of her ass and belly with every thrust. He couldn’t resist leaning in again, tongue flicking over Max’s balls and the stretched skin where they connected.

The pace quickened. Max drove into her with smooth, powerful rolls of his hips, one hand reaching around to tease her clit. Lyn’s voice rose, breaking into sharp gasps. Jon kept licking wherever he could reach, his face pressed close enough to feel the heat radiating from their bodies. His own cage leaked steadily, the front of the black panties now soaked through.

“Switch positions again,” Max said after several minutes. He pulled Lyn on top of him, guiding her to straddle his waist facing Jon. “Ride me while your husband watches from the front.”

Lyn lowered herself onto Max’s cock with a satisfied groan, taking him to the hilt in one smooth motion. She began to move, rolling her hips in deep, sensual circles. Her heavy breasts swayed hypnotically in front of Jon’s face. Max’s hands gripped her ass, spreading her cheeks so Jon could see the thick shaft sliding in and out.

“Lean forward, baby,” Max told her. “Let your sissy clean whatever he can reach.”

Lyn braced her hands on Max’s chest and leaned toward Jon, her breasts hanging full and pendulous. Jon immediately took one nipple into his mouth, sucking gently while his tongue swirled around the stiff peak. Below, he could see and hear everything—the wet glide of Max’s cock, the way Lyn’s body rippled with each downward thrust. He reached down with one hand and rubbed his cage frantically, the denial pushing him closer to an edge he couldn’t cross.

Lyn’s breathing grew ragged. She rode faster, breasts bouncing against Jon’s face. “I’m getting close again,” she warned, voice husky. “Don’t stop, Max—fill me up.”

Max thrust up to meet her, the bed rocking beneath them. Jon kept sucking her nipple, switching to the other breast when she shifted. His free hand cupped Max’s balls, massaging them gently as they tightened. The bull groaned deeply, hips snapping upward one final time as he buried himself completely.

Lyn cried out, her second orgasm ripping through her in long, rolling waves. Her body shook, inner muscles fluttering visibly around the thick shaft. Max held her down, pulsing inside her as he released. Jon watched it all from inches away, mesmerized by the sight of his wife coming undone on another man’s cock.

When the tremors finally eased, Max lifted Lyn off him. A thick trickle of his release immediately began to seep from her well-used pussy. “Clean your wife, sissy. Every drop.”

Jon dove between her thighs without hesitation. He pressed his mouth to her folds and licked slowly, savoring the warm, salty-sweet mixture that flowed onto his tongue. Lyn sighed contentedly, stroking his hair as he worked. He didn’t stop until she was clean and glistening only with his saliva.

Max lay back against the pillows, still half-hard and shining. “Now me.”

Jon turned obediently and took the bull’s cock into his mouth again, sucking gently to clean every trace of their combined pleasure. The taste was stronger now, more potent. He bobbed slowly, eyes watering slightly but never breaking rhythm. Max’s hand rested lightly on the back of his head, guiding but not forcing.

Lyn watched them with a soft, satisfied smile, her body limp and glowing. “Look at you two,” she murmured. “My perfect little team. But we’re not done yet. Not even close.”

Jon pulled off with a soft gasp, lips swollen and shiny, and looked up at both of them. His mind was a haze of surrender. I’m really doing this. Cleaning another man after he’s filled my wife. And I don’t want it to stop. The humiliation had twisted into something deeper, something addictive. He was exactly where he belonged—dressed in lace, locked away, serving.

Max gave a low chuckle and pulled Lyn closer. “Rest up, baby. Your sissy and I are going to get me ready for the grand finale.”

Jon leaned in once more, mouth open and willing, ready for whatever came next.


Chapter 5

The bedroom air hung heavy with the scent of sex and sweat, a thick, intimate fog that wrapped around Jon like a second skin. He knelt at the edge of the bed, stockinged thighs pressed together, the garter belt digging faint red lines into his hips from hours of constant movement. His pink lipstick was long gone, replaced by a glossy sheen of saliva and cum that made his lips look swollen and used. The black cheeky panties clung damply to his chastity cage, the plastic now slick inside and out from endless leaking. Every breath he took carried the mingled flavors still coating his tongue.

Lyn lay on her back in the center of the rumpled sheets, legs lazily spread, her thick, curvaceous body glowing with a fine sheen of perspiration. Those beautiful large natural breasts rose and fell with each steady breath, the pale mounds marked faintly with the imprints of Max’s fingers. Her dark brunette hair fanned across the pillow in wild waves, and her eyes—once so innocent—now held a deep, satisfied gleam that made Jon’s stomach twist with fresh jealousy and aching pride.

Max stretched out beside her like he owned the room, one muscular arm draped possessively across her soft belly. His dark skin looked almost black against her whiteness in the low lamplight. Even soft, his cock rested heavy against his thigh, thick and impressive. He glanced down at Jon with that calm, confident smile. “You’ve been a very good girl tonight. Time to finish what you started earlier. Come here and take care of me properly while your wife watches.”

Jon’s heart slammed against his ribs. This was the moment he had both dreaded and secretly craved since the doorbell first rang. He wants me to finish him. With my mouth. While Lyn sees everything. The humiliation burned hotter than ever, yet his caged nub gave another desperate throb, pressing painfully against its unyielding prison. He crawled onto the bed between Max’s spread legs, the stockings sliding smoothly over the sheets.

Lyn propped herself up on one elbow, her heavy breasts shifting with the motion. She reached out and stroked Jon’s hair with surprising tenderness. “Do it for me, baby. Show Max how well I’ve trained my little sissy. I want to see you make him come.”

Jon nodded silently, his mind a storm of conflicting emotions—shame at being reduced to this, excitement at pleasing them both, and a strange, warm sense of belonging. He lowered his head and took Max’s cock into his mouth once more. It was still warm and slightly salty from everything that had happened. He started slow, using his tongue to trace every ridge and contour, feeling it gradually thicken and lengthen against his lips.

Max let out a low, appreciative hum and rested a hand lightly on the back of Jon’s head. “That’s it. Nice and deep. You’ve gotten better at this already.”

Lyn’s free hand drifted between her own thighs, lazily circling her clit as she watched. “Look at him, Max. My husband sucking another man’s cock like it’s the most natural thing in the world. He’s been practicing on my strap-on for months, but nothing compares to the real thing, does it, sweetie?”

Jon responded by taking more of the thickening shaft, relaxing his throat the way Lyn had taught him during their private nights. The weight on his tongue felt different now—alive, pulsing, growing steadily harder with each bob of his head. He used one hand to gently massage the heavy balls beneath, rolling them carefully while his lips slid up and down the lengthening pole. Wet, rhythmic sounds filled the quiet room, broken only by Max’s deepening breaths and Lyn’s soft sighs of approval.

Inside Jon’s head the thoughts swirled faster. I’m really doing this. Finishing a dominant Black bull with my mouth while my wife fingers herself to the sight. My tiny locked dick will never feel what she just felt, and somehow that makes this even hotter. The denial amplified everything until his whole body hummed with frustrated need.

Max’s fingers tightened slightly in Jon’s hair, guiding the pace. “Faster now. Use that tongue more on the head when you pull back.”

Jon obeyed instantly, swirling his tongue around the swollen tip on every upstroke before plunging down again. He hollowed his cheeks, creating tight, suctioning pressure that made Max groan deeply. Lyn leaned closer, her breath warm against Jon’s ear. “You’re doing so well. I’m so proud of my little locked-up girl. Keep going—just like that.”

The bull’s cock was fully hard again, stretching Jon’s jaw wide. He pushed deeper, fighting the gag reflex until his nose pressed against Max’s firm lower belly. Tears pricked at the corners of his eyes, but he held there for several heartbeats before pulling back to gasp for air, strings of saliva connecting his lips to the glistening shaft. Then he dove down once more, faster, more eager, driven by the desperate need to prove himself.

Lyn’s fingers moved quicker between her legs, her heavy breasts jiggling with the motion. “He’s close, baby. I can tell. When he comes, you swallow every single drop. Don’t spill any.”

Max’s hips began to lift in short, controlled thrusts, meeting Jon’s mouth. His breathing grew rougher, muscles tensing across his powerful frame. “Fuck… here it comes.”

Jon felt the first powerful surge against his tongue. He sealed his lips tightly and sucked harder, swallowing frantically as pulse after pulse flooded his mouth. The taste was rich and intense, completely different from anything he had cleaned earlier. He kept working through it, milking every last bit with gentle suction until Max finally relaxed with a long, satisfied exhale.

Only when the last twitch faded did Jon pull off slowly, licking his lips clean. He looked up at both of them, face flushed, eyes glassy with overwhelmed emotion.

Lyn smiled down at him, radiating a mix of affection and raw satisfaction. “Good girl. Now come clean me one more time while I tell you how perfect this night was.”

She guided Jon between her thighs again. He pressed his mouth to her still-sensitive folds and began to lick with slow, thorough strokes, gathering every remaining trace of Max’s release. The flavor mixed with her own familiar sweetness in a way that made his head spin. While he worked, Lyn stroked his hair and spoke softly.

“I was so nervous at first, wondering if I could really do this. But feeling him inside me… the way he filled every empty space I didn’t even know existed… I can’t go back to how we were. I need this. I need real cock. And you, my sweet sissy husband, get to be part of it every time. You get to dress up, stay locked, serve us both, and taste how happy I am.”

Jon moaned softly against her, the words sinking deep into his soul. His caged nub gave one final, futile throb as the reality settled over him. He was no longer just her husband. He was her sissy cuckold—dressed in lace, denied and dripping, forever destined to watch, serve, and clean while dominant Black bulls like Max gave his wife the pleasure he never could.

Max watched them with quiet amusement, already stirring again. “We’re doing this again next weekend. Lori’s bull wants to meet you both too.”

Lyn laughed softly, a sound full of new confidence and joy. “Hear that, baby? Your hotwife life is just beginning.”

Jon lifted his head, lips shiny and swollen, and whispered the only truth left in his racing mind.

“Yes, ma’am.”



The End
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