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Chapter 1: The Quiet Cracks

The bedroom lamp cast a soft amber glow over the rumpled sheets. David lay on his back, chest rising and falling in shallow breaths, while Laura propped herself on one elbow beside him. Twenty-three years of marriage had etched familiar patterns into their nights: a quick kiss goodnight, maybe a hand resting on a hip, the quiet acknowledgment that passion had settled into something comfortable, predictable. Tonight felt no different at first.

David had tried. He always tried. His fingers had traced the familiar curves of her body, lingering on the swell of her thick thighs, the heavy warmth of her large, natural breasts that still defied gravity in ways that made his pulse quicken even after all these years. She had responded with soft sighs, arching into his touch, her brunette hair spilling across the pillow like dark silk. But when he finally slid between her legs, the moment of entry came too soon, too small, too fleeting.

He pushed in gently, feeling the familiar lack of resistance, the way her warmth enveloped him without much stretch or fullness. Five inches hard, maybe four and a half on a good night, but never enough to make her gasp the way she used to in their early years. He moved with careful thrusts, hoping rhythm would compensate for size, but within a minute the familiar tightness built in his groin. He tried to hold back, clenching every muscle, but it was useless. A few weak spurts, a shudder, and it was over. He collapsed against her, breathing hard, shame already creeping in like fog.

Laura stroked his back in slow circles; the same comforting gesture she had used hundreds of times. “It’s okay, honey,” she murmured, voice gentle. “We had a nice time.”

David rolled off her, pulling the sheet up to his waist. He stared at the ceiling, the old insecurity gnawing harder tonight. At fifty, his body had softened around the edges: five-foot-seven, slim but no longer toned, a slight paunch from desk work and too many quiet evenings. His cock, now shrinking back to its soft, almost invisible state, felt like the ultimate betrayal. He had seen the way porn stars filled screens, the way women in videos arched and screamed from penetration alone. He knew Laura deserved more. She had never said it, but he felt it every time they finished and she reached for her vibrator afterward, quietly, almost apologetically.

Laura turned onto her side, facing him. Her breasts shifted heavily with the movement, nipples still dark and prominent from earlier attention. She studied his face in the dim light. “You seem… distant tonight. More than usual.”

David forced a small smile. “Just tired. Work stuff.”

She didn’t buy it. Her hand slid under the sheet, resting lightly on his thigh, inches from where his deflated cock lay limp against his leg. “David. Talk to me. We’ve been together too long for secrets.”

He swallowed. The phone on his nightstand buzzed once, a notification he had forgotten to silence. Panic flickered through him. He reached for it too quickly.

Laura’s eyes narrowed. “What’s that?”

“Nothing. Just email.”

She sat up, the sheet falling to her waist, exposing the full, voluptuous sweep of her body. Thick curves, soft belly, hips that had widened beautifully over the years. She leaned over him and plucked the phone from his hand before he could lock it.

The screen was still open to the browser. A video thumbnail stared back: a pale, smaller husband kneeling while a tall Black man with a massive, thick cock claimed his wife from behind. The title read something explicit about “sissy cleanup” and “BBC breeding.” David’s secret stash, the one he buried in private tabs and incognito mode, had been left carelessly exposed.

Laura’s breath caught. She scrolled slowly, thumb flicking through the history: more of the same. Interracial cuckold scenes, sissy training videos, chastity cage tutorials, captions mocking tiny white cocks next to huge Black ones. Her cheeks flushed, but not with anger. Something else sparked in her eyes, curiosity mixed with a long-buried hunger.

She set the phone down carefully. “This is what you’ve been watching.”

David’s face burned. He couldn’t meet her gaze. “I’m sorry. It’s just fantasy. Stupid stuff. I delete it after.”

“Don’t lie to me.” Her voice was calm, almost soft. “How long?”

“A while. Years, maybe. I never acted on it. I never would.”

Laura shifted closer, her heavy breasts brushing his arm. She placed a hand on his chest, fingers splaying wide. “Do you think about me in these videos? Me with someone… bigger?”

He nodded, barely a movement. Shame and arousal twisted together in his gut.

She exhaled slowly. “I’ve felt it too, you know. The frustration. Not that I don’t love you. I do. But twenty-three years, David. And every time we try, it’s… over so fast. You barely fill me. I pretend it’s enough because I love you, but god, sometimes I ache for more. For someone who can stretch me, make me come just from being inside.”

Her words hit like punches, each one landing deeper. Yet his cock twitched under the sheet, betraying him.

Laura noticed. Her hand drifted lower, cupping his soft, small package through the fabric. She squeezed gently, almost clinically. “Look at this little thing. So eager, even now. Leaking already just from hearing the truth.”

David whimpered, hips shifting involuntarily.

She leaned in, lips brushing his ear. “Maybe it’s time we both got what we need. Starting with locking that useless little thing away so it stops pretending it can satisfy me.”

Her breath was warm against his skin. She nipped his earlobe lightly, then pulled back to look into his eyes. Desire, dominance, and something fiercely loving flickered there all at once.

“Tomorrow,” she whispered, “we start changing things. For both of us.”

David’s heart pounded. Fear, excitement, surrender. He nodded, unable to speak.

Laura smiled, a slow, wicked curve of her lips. She turned off the lamp, plunging the room into darkness, but the quiet cracks in their marriage had finally split wide open.


Chapter 2: The First Lock

The next morning sunlight filtered through the half-closed blinds, painting thin golden stripes across the kitchen table. David sat at his usual spot, coffee untouched, stomach knotted with a mix of dread and something hotter, deeper. He had barely slept. Every time he closed his eyes, he replayed Laura’s whisper from the night before: locking that useless little thing away. The words had looped in his head until dawn.

Laura moved around the kitchen with calm purpose. She wore a simple black tank top that clung to her thick curves and stretched tight across her large, heavy breasts, the outline of her nipples visible when she reached for a mug. Her brunette hair was pulled into a loose ponytail, strands escaping to frame her face. She looked rested, almost radiant, as if a weight had lifted overnight.

A small, padded envelope sat unopened beside David’s coffee. Laura picked it up, turned it over in her hands, then slid it across the table to him.

“Go ahead,” she said. “Open it.”

David’s fingers trembled slightly as he tore the flap. Inside was a small pink plastic chastity device, the kind designed for the smallest sizes: a tight nub cage with ventilation holes, a curved ring base, and a tiny brass padlock. A set of keys dangled from a thin chain. Next to it lay a tube of lubricant and a folded instruction card.

He stared at the contents, pulse thudding in his ears.

Laura leaned against the counter, arms crossed under her breasts, lifting them slightly. “I ordered it yesterday afternoon, express shipping. The smallest size they make. Thought it would be perfect for you.”

David swallowed. “You… you really meant it.”

“Every word.” She walked around the table, stood behind his chair, and rested her hands on his shoulders. Her breasts brushed the back of his head as she leaned down. “Last night you admitted it, David. Your little cock can’t satisfy me anymore. It never really could, not the way I need. So, we’re going to stop pretending. From now on, that tiny thing stays locked. No more pretending it’s enough. No more quick, disappointing finishes. Just denial, until I decide otherwise.”

He felt himself stir under the table, a pathetic twitch against his boxers. The shame only made it worse.

Laura’s hand slid down his chest, over his stomach, and cupped him through the fabric. She squeezed gently, feeling the small, soft bulge. “Already getting excited. Look at that. Leaking just thinking about being caged for me.”

David whimpered.

“Upstairs,” she said. “Now. Bedroom. Clothes off.”

He obeyed without a word. In the bedroom, he stripped quickly, folding his shirt and pants on the chair out of habit. Naked, he stood in the center of the room, arms at his sides. At five-foot-seven, slim and soft at fifty, he felt small, exposed. His cock hung limp between his legs, barely three inches soft, the head peeking shyly from the foreskin.

Laura entered a moment later, still dressed, carrying the envelope. She set it on the dresser and circled him slowly, appraising. Her fingers trailed over his shoulders, down his back, across his flat ass. She stopped in front of him, lifted his chin so he had to meet her eyes.

“Shave first,” she said. “Everything below the neck. Smooth. I want you completely bare.”

She handed him a fresh razor and shaving cream from the bathroom. David retreated to the shower, lathered, and carefully removed every trace of hair: chest, underarms, legs, pubic mound, balls, even the faint trail down his crack. The skin felt hypersensitive when he finished, pink and vulnerable. He dried off, wrapped a towel around his waist, and returned.

Laura waited on the edge of the bed. She had stripped down to her bra and panties, black lace that barely contained her thick thighs and the generous swell of her breasts. The key chain now hung between her cleavage, glinting against her skin.

“Drop the towel,” she ordered.

He did. His freshly shaved cock twitched upward, hardening to its full under-five inches. The head glistened with a bead of pre-cum.

Laura smiled. “So small. And so eager.” She patted the bed beside her. “Lie back. Legs apart.”

David complied, heart hammering. She knelt between his thighs, squeezed a dollop of lube onto her fingers, and coated the cage components. The cold plastic touched his skin first: the ring sliding behind his balls, snug against his body. She worked carefully, tugging his small sac through, then guiding his shrinking shaft into the narrow tube. The fit was tight, almost painful at first. His erection wilted under the confinement, retreating until only the tip pressed against the end of the cage.

She clicked the lock shut. The sound was sharp, final.

Laura dangled the key in front of his face, then slipped the chain over her head so it rested in the deep valley between her breasts. “There. Locked. Safe. Mine.”

David stared down at himself. The pink plastic encased him completely, reducing his manhood to a ridiculous little nub. He couldn’t even get fully hard anymore; the cage prevented it. A dull ache of arousal throbbed behind the bars.

Laura straddled his waist, not quite sitting on him, just hovering. She leaned forward so her heavy breasts brushed his chest, nipples dragging across his skin. “Feel that? How full and soft I am? How much I need to be stretched, filled properly?”

She rocked gently, grinding her lace-covered pussy against the hard plastic of the cage. The friction teased him mercilessly; he could feel her heat, her wetness soaking through, but no direct contact. His trapped cock strained uselessly.

“Imagine a real man,” she whispered. “Thick. Long. Over nine inches, veiny, heavy. Sliding into me, stretching me wide, hitting places you’ve never reached. Making me come so hard I scream.”

David moaned, hips bucking up instinctively. The cage rattled against her.

She pressed down harder, smothering the plastic nub between her thighs. “This is all you get now. Teased. Denied. While I take what I need from someone who can actually give it to me.”

She slid higher, positioning herself over his face. “But first, you can taste how wet the idea makes me.”

Laura lowered herself onto his mouth. He licked eagerly, tongue pressing against the damp lace, then slipping beneath when she tugged the panties aside. Her folds were swollen, slick with arousal. He lapped at her clit, sucked gently, desperate to please. She rode his face slowly, grinding, her thick thighs clamping around his ears. Her breasts swayed above him, massive and pendulous.

When she came, it was sudden and powerful: a shuddering cry, hips jerking, flooding his mouth with her release. She held him there until the aftershocks faded, then lifted off, cheeks flushed.

“Good boy,” she panted. She reached down, stroked the cage once, feeling it throb helplessly. A clear drop of pre-cum had oozed through the slit at the tip. She smeared it across his lower belly with her thumb. “Leaking already. Pathetic. Perfect.”

Laura stood, adjusted her panties, and looked down at him. “Get used to it, Sissy Davey. This is your new normal.”

She left him there on the bed, caged, aching, tasting her on his lips, the key swaying between her breasts as she walked out. The quiet cracks from last night had become a wide, irreversible chasm.


Chapter 3: Sissy Training Begins

Saturday morning arrived with a crisp chill seeping through the bedroom windows. David woke to the soft clink of hangers and the rustle of fabric. Laura stood at the foot of the bed, already dressed in tight yoga pants that hugged her thick thighs and a cropped hoodie that left a strip of soft belly exposed. Between her breasts, the key to his chastity cage dangled on its thin chain, catching the light every time she moved.

She held up her phone, screen glowing. “I spent last night shopping. Your new wardrobe is on the way, but some things we can start with right now.”

David sat up slowly. The pink cage felt heavier than it had yesterday, a constant, nagging reminder between his legs. Overnight the ache of denial had settled into a dull throb; every time he shifted in his sleep, the plastic pressed against sensitive skin, keeping him on edge without relief.

Laura set the phone down and crooked a finger. “Bathroom. Now.”

He followed her, naked except for the cage. She had laid out supplies on the counter: a pink razor, floral-scented shaving gel, a small bottle of baby oil, tweezers, and a makeup bag that looked suspiciously full.

“Finish what you started yesterday,” she said. “Face, neck, arms. I want every inch smooth. Then we’ll dress you properly.”

David shaved again under her watchful eye, the razor gliding over already-bare skin until nothing remained but pink, vulnerable flesh. When he finished, Laura inspected him like a sculptor appraising clay. She nodded once, satisfied, then opened the makeup bag.

“Sit,” she ordered, pointing to the closed toilet lid.

He obeyed. Laura straddled his lap facing him, her weight settling just above the cage, close enough that he could feel her heat through the thin fabric of her pants. She tilted his chin up with one finger.

“First lesson: foundation.” She dabbed a light concealer over his cheeks, blending it carefully. “You have such soft features already. A little help, and you’ll look adorable.”

Next came powder, then blush, a soft rose that made his cheeks flush even more. She outlined his eyes with dark liner, thickened his lashes with mascara, and finished with a glossy pink lipstick that matched the cage perfectly.

“Look at yourself,” she said, turning him toward the mirror.

David stared. The face looking back was still his, but softer, prettier, unmistakably feminized. His lips looked fuller, wet, inviting. Combined with the smooth, hairless body below, he felt exposed in a way that went beyond nakedness.

Laura smiled at his reflection. “Much better. Now stand up.”

She led him back to the bedroom. On the bed lay several packages she must have retrieved from the front porch while he showered: discreet brown boxes from online lingerie shops. She tore one open first.

“These are yours now.” She held up a pair of sheer black lace panties, the kind with a tiny bow at the front. “Put them on.”

David stepped into them. The fabric whispered against his smooth skin, cupping the cage snugly. The lace stretched over his hips, accentuating how narrow they were compared to hers.

Next came thigh-high stockings, black with a delicate lace band at the top. Laura helped roll them up his legs, smoothing them carefully so no wrinkles formed. Then a matching black bra, padded slightly to give the illusion of small breasts. She fastened it in back, adjusted the straps, and stepped back to admire.

“Almost there.” From another box she pulled a short blonde wig, shoulder-length with soft waves. She fitted it over his head, tucked stray hairs, and fluffed the strands. Finally, a pair of simple black heels, three inches, nothing extreme but enough to force a sway into his walk.

She circled him again, slower this time. “Turn.”

He did, feeling ridiculous and strangely aroused. The heels clicked on the hardwood. The stockings tugged slightly with each step. The bra straps pressed into his shoulders. Between his legs, the caged nub strained against the lace.

Laura stopped in front of him, close enough that her breasts brushed his padded chest. She reached down and cupped the front of his panties, squeezing the hard plastic beneath.

“Feel how tiny you are in there? How useless?” Her voice dropped lower. “Now look at me.”

She stepped back and lifted her hoodie over her head, letting it drop. Then she unhooked her bra. Her large, natural breasts spilled free, heavy and round, nipples dark and already stiff in the cool air. She cupped them, lifting slightly, letting them settle.

“See the difference?” she asked. “These are real. Full. Heavy. Made to be worshipped, squeezed, sucked. Your little padded cups are just pretend.”

David’s mouth went dry. He stared, aching.

Laura closed the distance again. She took his hand and placed it on one breast. “Feel how soft? How warm?”

He squeezed gently. The weight filled his palm, overflowing his fingers. His cock throbbed painfully inside the cage.

“Now compare.” She guided his other hand down to the front of his panties, pressing his palm against the small, rigid bulge of plastic. “This is all you have. A locked little clitty that can’t even get hard anymore. Pathetic next to what I deserve.”

She released him and walked to her phone. A few taps later, she turned the screen toward him. A photo filled the display: a close-up of a thick, dark cock, easily over nine inches, veiny and heavy, resting against a muscled thigh. The caption beneath read simply: Andre.

“This is him,” Laura said. “Andre. We’ve been chatting since yesterday. He knows all about you, Sissy Davey. He knows how small you are, how you’ve been locked for less than twenty-four hours, how desperate you’re getting already.”

David’s knees weakened. Pre-cum leaked steadily now, soaking the lace at the tip of the cage.

Laura set the phone down and pushed him gently onto the bed. She climbed over him, straddling his waist again, grinding slowly against the caged nub. The friction was maddening, never enough.

“Imagine him,” she whispered. “Thick. Long. Stretching me open while you watch in your pretty panties and makeup. Imagine how wet I’ll get, how loud I’ll moan when he bottoms out inside me. Places you’ve never touched.”

She rocked harder, breasts swaying above his face. David whimpered, hips jerking up uselessly.

“Try to come,” she teased. “Go on. Rub against me like the desperate sissy you are.”

He tried. He bucked, ground, strained against the plastic prison. Pleasure built, sharp and frustrating, hovering just out of reach. Then it crested in a weak, ruined dribble: a few pathetic spurts of clear fluid forced through the slit of the cage, soaking into the lace without any real release. The orgasm left him more aching than before.

Laura laughed softly, a sound both cruel and affectionate. She lifted off him, inspected the wet spot on his panties.

“Look at that mess. Ruined and still locked.” She dipped two fingers into the damp fabric, scooped up the dribble, and brought them to his painted lips. “Clean up, Sissy Davey. Taste what little you can manage.”

He opened his mouth. She pushed her fingers inside. Salty, bitter, humiliating. He sucked obediently.

Laura withdrew her fingers, wiped them on his cheek, then leaned down to kiss him softly on the forehead.

“Good girl,” she murmured. “Training has only just begun. Tonight, you sleep in panties and stockings. Tomorrow, we go deeper.”

She left him there on the bed, dressed like a doll, makeup smudged from sweat and tears of frustration, the photo of Andre still glowing on her phone beside him. The cage throbbed in time with his heartbeat, a promise of more denial to come.


Chapter 4: Meeting the Bull

Sunday afternoon sunlight slanted through the living room curtains, turning the carpet gold. David stood in the center of the room, heels clicking softly as he shifted his weight. The blonde wig framed his made-up face; the black lace panties hugged the pink chastity cage; stockings whispered with every small movement. Over it all Laura had added a short black satin maid dress she’d ordered overnight, complete with white lace trim and a tiny apron. The hem barely reached mid-thigh. Beneath it, no panties covered his ass; the dress flared just enough to tease exposure with every bend.

Laura circled him once, adjusting the apron strings so they cinched his waist tighter. Her own outfit was simple but devastating: a deep red wrap dress that clung to her thick curves, the neckline plunging low enough to show the inner swell of her heavy breasts. The key to his cage still hung between them, resting against soft skin.

“You look perfect,” she said, voice warm with approval. “My pretty little sissy maid, ready to serve.”

David’s cheeks burned beneath the blush. The cage throbbed steadily now, a constant low ache that had only deepened since the ruined dribble the day before. Every glance at Laura’s body reminded him how denied he was.

She checked her phone. “Andre will be here in twenty minutes. Coffee first, then drinks at the hotel bar down the street. I want you to have the house spotless by the time I get back.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” he whispered. The word slipped out naturally now.

Laura cupped his chin, tilting his face up. “Good girl. While I’m gone, you’ll stay dressed exactly like this. No touching the cage, no changing. If you get too worked up, you can edge yourself against a pillow, but you will not come. Understand?”

He nodded, throat tight.

She leaned in and kissed him lightly on the lips, careful not to smudge his gloss. “I’ll text you updates. Be a good sissy and wait.”

Laura grabbed her purse, slipped on low heels, and left. The front door clicked shut behind her.

Silence settled over the house. David stood frozen for a long moment, then forced himself to move. He started in the kitchen, wiping counters, loading the dishwasher, scrubbing the sink until it gleamed. The heels made every step deliberate; the short skirt rode up with each reach or bend, exposing the smooth curve of his ass and the pink cage dangling between his thighs. The sensation of being so vulnerably dressed in their own home made his trapped cock leak steadily, a slow drip that soaked the front of his panties.

Half an hour later his phone buzzed on the counter. A photo from Laura: her sitting across a small café table from a tall Black man in a fitted charcoal shirt. Andre. Broad shoulders, close-cropped hair, easy smile. His hand rested casually on the table near hers. The caption read: He’s even bigger in person. Already hard thinking about what’s under those pants.

David’s knees weakened. He gripped the counter, breathing shallow.

Another buzz. This time a selfie: Laura leaning forward, cleavage spilling toward the camera, Andre’s face in the background looking directly at the lens. Her message: Told him all about my locked little sissy husband waiting at home in a maid dress. He laughed. Said he can’t wait to stretch me while you clean up after.

David whimpered aloud. He sank to his knees on the kitchen floor, skirt pooling around him, and pressed the heel of his palm against the cage. The pressure only made it worse. He rocked gently, humping air, desperate for any friction that would never be enough.

The phone buzzed again. A short video clip this time. Laura’s hand on Andre’s thigh under the table, sliding upward slowly. The camera angled just enough to catch the thick outline straining against his slacks. Her whispered voiceover: Feel how much bigger he is than you, Sissy Davey? This is what I need tonight.

David’s vision blurred with frustrated tears. He crawled to the living room, still in heels, and curled up on the couch with a throw pillow between his thighs. He ground against it slowly, the satin fabric teasing the cage without mercy. The motion-built pressure, but release stayed maddeningly out of reach.

Another message arrived: We’re leaving the café. Heading to the hotel bar. He just kissed my neck in the parking lot. I’m so wet already.

Then a photo: Laura’s legs crossed in the passenger seat of a black SUV, dress hiked high enough to show the tops of her thighs. Andre’s large hand rested possessively on her knee, fingers inching higher. Caption: Almost there. Wish you could watch.

David moaned into the pillow, hips jerking faster. The cage rattled against the cushion. Pre-cum soaked through the lace and dampened the satin.

Minutes stretched into agony. Then the phone lit up with a voice note. He tapped play, volume low.

Laura’s voice, breathy and thick: “We’re in the car now. Andre’s fingers are inside me. God, he’s so thick. Two fingers and I’m already stretching. Listen.”

A soft, wet sound filled the speaker, followed by her low moan. Then Andre’s deep rumble in the background: “That’s it, baby. So tight for me. Your little husband’s tiny dick could never do this.”

The clip ended abruptly.

David collapsed forward, face buried in the pillow, body shaking. He humped helplessly, chasing a peak that refused to arrive. The cage kept him locked at the edge, leaking but denied.

Another photo arrived: Laura’s hand wrapped around the thick base of Andre’s cock through his open fly. Even soft it looked enormous, dark and veiny, dwarfing her fingers. Her message: Just a preview. The real show starts soon. Be good and keep the house ready for when I come home dripping.

David stared at the image until his eyes watered. He set the phone down carefully, stood on trembling legs, and resumed cleaning. Every movement reminded him of his role: sissy maid, locked and waiting, while his wife prepared to be taken by a man who could actually satisfy her.

Outside, the sun dipped lower. Inside, the house sparkled, silent except for the soft click of heels and the occasional stifled whimper from the small, feminized figure moving through the rooms.

Laura would be home soon.

And she would not be alone in her satisfaction.


Chapter 5: The First Night – Watching

The doorbell rang at exactly eight o’clock. David froze in the hallway, feather duster still in hand, heart slamming against his ribs. The short black satin maid dress clung to his smooth body; the blonde wig framed his made-up face; the heels forced a slight arch in his back that pushed his padded chest forward. Beneath the flared skirt, the pink chastity cage felt impossibly heavy after days of unrelenting denial.

Laura’s voice floated from the living room, calm and warm. “Answer the door, Sissy Davey. Greet our guest properly.”

David swallowed, set the duster on the side table, and walked to the door on trembling legs. He opened it slowly.

Andre stood on the porch, tall and broad-shouldered, easily six-three, charcoal shirt stretched across a muscular chest, dark jeans hugging powerful thighs. His skin was deep brown, his smile easy but edged with quiet command. He looked down at David, taking in the wig, the makeup, the maid dress, the visible outline of the small cage beneath the thin satin.

Andre’s deep chuckle rumbled low. “So, this is the little sissy husband. Cute outfit.”

David’s face burned. “W-welcome, Sir,” he managed, voice small and high. He stepped aside; eyes fixed on the floor.

Andre entered, brushing past close enough that David caught the faint scent of cologne and clean skin. Laura appeared from the living room, red dress hugging every thick curve, heavy breasts swaying slightly with each step. She smiled up at Andre, rose on her toes, and kissed him softly on the mouth. The kiss lingered, deepening for a heartbeat before she pulled back.

“Drinks?” she asked, voice husky.

Andre nodded. “Whiskey, neat.”

Laura turned to David. “You heard him, Sissy. Two glasses. And bring the bottle.”

David hurried to the kitchen, heels clicking frantically. He poured with shaking hands, ice clinking against glass, then carried the tray back to the living room. Andre had settled on the couch, legs spread wide. Laura sat close beside him, one hand resting lightly on his thigh.

David set the tray on the coffee table, then stepped back, hands clasped in front of him like a proper maid.

Andre took his glass, sipped a drink, his eyes never leaving David. “Turn around. Let me see the full view.”

David obeyed, pivoting slowly. The skirt flared, flashing smooth thighs and the pink cage peeking beneath.

Andre whistled low. “Damn. Locked up tight. How long’s it been, little man?”

“Four days, Sir,” David whispered.

Laura laughed softly. “And leaking like a faucet the whole time. Show him, Davey.”

David lifted the hem of the dress with trembling fingers, exposing the soaked lace panties stretched over the rigid pink plastic. A dark wet spot spread across the front; clear pre-cum glistened at the tip of the cage.

Andre leaned forward, elbows on knees. “Look at that tiny thing. Barely fills the cage. No wonder she needs a real man.”

Laura’s hand slid higher on Andre’s thigh, fingers tracing the growing bulge in his jeans. “He’s been so good, though. Cleaning, waiting, edging without release. Haven’t you, Sissy?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” David murmured.

Andre set his glass down. “Come here.”

David stepped closer until he stood between Andre’s spread knees. Up close, the contrast was stark: Andre’s broad frame dwarfed him completely. David felt small, fragile, utterly outmatched.

Andre reached out, cupped the front of David’s panties, and squeezed the cage firmly. David gasped, hips jerking forward involuntarily.

“Pathetic,” Andre said, almost gently. “This is what she’s been married to for twenty-three years? This little locked clitty?”

Laura stood, pressed herself against Andre’s side, and ran her fingers through David’s wig. “He’s sweet. Loving. But yes. He’s never been enough inside me. Not once.”

Andre released the cage and leaned back. “Sit there.” He pointed to the armchair across from the couch, close enough to touch. “Watch. And don’t make a sound unless we tell you.”

David sank into the chair, legs pressed together, hands gripping the armrests.

Laura straddled Andre’s lap facing him, red dress riding up her thick thighs. She kissed him deeply, tongue sliding against his, hands roaming over his shoulders, chest, down to his belt. Andre’s large hands gripped her ass, kneading the soft flesh, pulling her tighter against the thick ridge in his jeans.

Laura broke the kiss, glanced at David. “Look how hard he gets for me already. Feel it, Sissy.”

David’s eyes locked on the bulge. It was enormous, straining the denim, far thicker and longer than anything he had ever managed.

Laura slid down to her knees between Andre’s legs. She unbuckled his belt, popped the button, drew the zipper down slowly. Andre lifted his hips; she tugged the jeans and boxers lower. His cock sprang free, heavy and thick, already half-hard and growing. Over nine inches, veiny shaft dark and ridged, fat head glistening. The sheer size made David’s stomach twist with awe and humiliation.

Laura wrapped both hands around the base; her fingers didn’t meet. She stroked slowly, eyes flicking to David. “See this? This is what a real cock looks like. Thick enough to stretch me. Long enough to hit every spot you’ve never reached.”

She leaned forward, lips parting, and took the head into her mouth. Andre groaned low, hand resting on the back of her head. Laura sucked slowly, tongue swirling, cheeks hollowing. She took more, inch by inch, until half his length disappeared between her lips. Saliva glistened on the shaft when she pulled back.

David whimpered softly. The cage throbbed painfully; pre-cum dripped steadily onto the carpet between his heels.

Laura stood, peeled the red dress over her head, and let it drop. She wore only black lace panties now, the fabric dark with wetness between her thighs. Her large breasts hung heavy and full, nipples stiff. She climbed back onto Andre’s lap, grinding her soaked panties against his bare cock.

“Take them off me,” she told David.

David rose on unsteady legs, stepped forward. He hooked his fingers in the waistband of her panties and slid them down her thick legs. The scent of her arousal hit him hard: musky, sweet, overwhelming. Her pussy was swollen, lips puffy and slick.

Laura kicked the panties aside, then positioned herself over Andre’s cock. She reached down, guided the thick head to her entrance, and sank slowly.

Both of them groaned as he stretched her. Inch by inch she took him, hips rolling, until her ass rested against his thighs. She sat still for a moment, breathing hard, adjusting to the fullness.

“God, yes,” she gasped. “So deep. So thick. Feel that, Sissy? That’s what I’ve been missing.”

Andre gripped her hips and began to thrust upward, slow and powerful. Laura rode him, breasts bouncing heavily, head thrown back. Moans spilled from her lips, louder and freer than David had ever heard.

David sat frozen, inches away, watching every detail: the way her pussy gripped Andre’s shaft, the slick sheen coating him with each withdrawal, the way her clit rubbed against his pubic bone on every downstroke. Laura’s hand reached out, grabbed David’s, squeezed hard as another orgasm built.

She came suddenly, body shuddering, a sharp cry tearing from her throat. Her pussy clenched visibly around Andre’s cock; clear fluid squirted in short bursts, soaking his lap and the couch.

Andre didn’t stop. He flipped her onto her back on the cushions, hooked her legs over his shoulders, and drove in deep. The wet slap of skin on skin filled the room. Laura clawed at his back, begging for more, harder, deeper.

When Andre finally came, it was with a low growl. He buried himself to the hilt, hips jerking, pumping thick ropes deep inside her. Laura’s eyes rolled back; another smaller climax rippled through her as she felt him fill her.

They stayed locked together for long moments, breathing hard. Then Andre pulled out slowly. A thick stream of cum followed, white and creamy, dripping from Laura’s stretched, reddened pussy onto the cushion.

Laura looked at David, eyes glassy with satisfaction. “Clean me up, Sissy. Use your mouth. Every drop.”

David slid to his knees between her spread thighs. The scent was overpowering: her arousal mixed with Andre’s thick seed. He leaned in, tongue tentative at first, then bolder. He lapped at the creamy mess, tasting the salty bitterness, the familiar tang of her beneath it. Laura sighed, fingers threading through his wig, holding him in place.

Andre watched, cock still semi-hard and glistening. “Good girl,” he rumbled. “Clean your wife properly while I get ready for round two.”

David kept licking, swallowing, humiliated and aching, the cage leaking helplessly between his legs. The night had only just begun.


Chapter 6: Cleanup & Total Surrender

Laura’s thighs trembled around David’s ears as he knelt between them on the living room floor. Her pussy hovered inches from his painted lips, swollen and glistening, still flushed deep pink from Andre’s thick cock. A slow, heavy trickle of white cum oozed from her stretched entrance, thick ropes clinging to her inner folds before dripping onto the cushion beneath her.

She reached down, fingers threading through the blonde wig, and guided his head forward. “Clean me properly, Sissy Davey. Every last drop. Don’t miss any.”

David leaned in. The scent hit him first: musky arousal, the sharp tang of her juices, overlaid with the salty, bitter flood of Andre’s release. His tongue darted out tentatively, lapping at the creamy mess where it pooled at her entrance. The taste exploded across his palate, warm and viscous, coating his mouth in a way that made his caged cock throb painfully against the pink plastic bars.

Laura sighed, hips tilting to give him better access. “That’s it. Suck it out of me. Taste what a real man leaves behind.”

He pressed deeper, tongue sliding along her slick folds, scooping up the thick seed and swallowing it down. Each gulp felt like surrender, like acceptance of his new place. Andre’s cum was copious, far more than David had ever produced; it kept coming, dripping steadily as Laura’s muscles clenched and released in lazy aftershocks. David worked methodically, lips sealing around her clit for a moment to draw out more, then plunging lower to lap at the creamy trail running down toward her ass.

Andre watched from the couch, legs spread, his massive cock resting heavy against his thigh, still semi-hard and slick with their combined fluids. He stroked himself lazily, eyes fixed on the scene. “Look at him go. Hungry little cleanup slut. Bet he’s never tasted anything this good.”

Laura moaned softly, fingers tightening in David’s hair. “He hasn’t. This is the first real load he’s ever cleaned. Isn’t it, baby?”

David could only hum agreement against her pussy, the vibration making her shiver. He kept licking, sucking, swallowing until the flow slowed to a faint trickle. When he finally pulled back, lips shiny and chin wet, Laura inspected him with a satisfied smile.

“Good girl,” she murmured. She shifted, spreading her legs wider. “Now Andre. He needs cleaning too.”

David’s stomach flipped. He looked up at Andre, who crooked a finger in silent command.

“Come here, Sissy.”

David crawled forward on hands and knees, heels awkward against the carpet, maid dress riding up to expose his smooth ass and the dripping cage. He stopped between Andre’s powerful thighs. Up close, the cock looked even more intimidating: thick veins pulsing along the dark shaft, the fat head still flushed and glossy, smeared with Laura’s cream and Andre’s own spend.

Andre gripped the base and lifted it toward David’s mouth. “Open.”

David parted his gloss-smeared lips. Andre guided the head inside, resting it on his tongue. The taste was stronger here: salt, musk, the faint sweetness of Laura’s arousal clinging to the skin. David closed his mouth around the tip, sucking gently, tongue swirling to clean every ridge and groove.

Andre groaned low. “That’s right. Suck it clean. Get every bit of your wife’s pussy off my dick.”

David bobbed slowly, taking more of the thick length until it pressed against the back of his throat. He gagged softly but kept going, cheeks hollowing, saliva mixing with the remnants. Andre’s hand rested on the back of his head, not forcing, just guiding the rhythm. The cock hardened again under his attention, swelling thicker, longer, filling his mouth until his jaw ached.

Laura slid off the couch and knelt beside them. She cupped David’s cheek, thumb brushing away a tear that had escaped beneath his mascara. “You’re doing so well, Sissy. Look how hard he’s getting again because of your pretty mouth.”

Andre pulled out with a wet pop, strings of saliva connecting David’s lips to the glistening head. He stroked himself once, twice, then tapped the shaft against David’s cheek. “Thank me.”

David’s voice came out hoarse, small. “Thank you, Sir, for cleaning my wife so well. For giving her what I never could.”

Andre chuckled. “Good answer.”

Laura helped David to his feet, then pulled him into a gentle embrace. Her naked breasts pressed against his padded chest; her skin was hot, flushed, scented with sex. She kissed him deeply, tasting Andre and herself on his tongue without hesitation.

“I love you,” she whispered against his lips. “More than ever. This is us now. You locked and pretty, me satisfied and full. No more pretending.”

David nodded, tears streaking his makeup. The cage ached fiercely, but the humiliation had shifted into something almost peaceful, like coming home to a truth he had always known.

Andre stood, towering over both of them. He wrapped an arm around Laura’s waist, pulling her against his side, then reached out and ruffled David’s wig affectionately. “Cuddle time. Couch is big enough for three.”

They moved together. Laura stretched out in the center, Andre on one side, David curling small against her other flank. She draped an arm over David’s shoulders, fingers playing idly with the lace trim of his maid dress. Andre’s large hand rested possessively on her thick thigh, thumb stroking lazy circles.

David nestled his head against Laura’s heavy breast, listening to her heartbeat slow. Below, his caged nub leaked steadily onto the cushion, ignored but constant. He felt small, safe, owned.

Laura kissed the top of his head. “Sleep here tonight, Sissy. Right between us. Tomorrow, we go deeper. Andre’s staying over.”

Andre’s deep voice rumbled through the quiet room. “And next time, maybe we’ll see how well that little mouth handles more than just cleanup.”

David shivered, arousal and surrender twisting together in his gut. He closed his eyes, surrounded by their warmth, the taste of them still on his tongue.

The night settled over them like a blanket. For the first time in twenty-three years, everything felt exactly right.


Chapter 7: The New Routine

One week had passed since that first night on the living room couch. Seven days of locked denial of satin and lace against smooth skin, of waiting while Laura lived the life she had always quietly craved. David woke each morning to the faint metallic click of the pink chastity cage shifting as he rolled over. The ache had become constant now, a deep, throbbing need that never quite faded, only sharpened with every teasing touch or glimpse of Laura’s body.

He no longer slept in their bed. Laura had moved a narrow cot into the guest room, dressing it with soft pink sheets and a single pillow. A small hook on the wall held his growing collection of lingerie: panties in every shade of pastel, stockings rolled neatly, bras that still padded his flat chest into gentle curves. Every evening, he dressed himself under her supervision, applying makeup with increasing skill, slipping into whatever outfit she chose for the night. Tonight, it was a sheer black babydoll nightie that ended just below his ass, the hem trimmed in delicate lace. No panties underneath; she liked him exposed, the cage dangling freely between his smooth thighs.

Laura stood in the doorway of the guest room, watching him finish the last swipe of glossy pink lipstick. She wore a simple silk robe, loosely tied, the deep V revealing the heavy swell of her breasts and the shadowed valley between them. The key still hung there on its chain, a constant reminder.

“You look beautiful, Sissy Davey,” she said softly. “Ready for your evening duties?”

“Yes, Ma’am.” His voice had taken on a higher, softer lilt over the week, almost without him noticing.

She crooked a finger. He followed her downstairs to the living room. Andre had become a regular presence now, arriving most evenings after work, sometimes staying the night, sometimes just long enough to take what he wanted and leave David trembling in the aftermath. Tonight, he was already there, sprawled on the couch in jeans and a fitted black t-shirt, scrolling his phone. He looked up when they entered, eyes lingering on David’s feminized form.

“Evening, little maid,” Andre rumbled. “House looks good. You been busy all day?”

David nodded. “Yes, Sir. Everything’s clean. Dinner’s in the warmer if you’re hungry.”

Andre set his phone aside. “Later. First, I want to see how well my favorite sissy greets me.”

David stepped forward without being told. He sank to his knees between Andre’s spread legs, hands resting lightly on powerful thighs. Andre unzipped his jeans, drew out his thick cock, already half-hard. David leaned in, lips parting, and took the head into his mouth. He sucked slowly, tongue swirling, tasting the faint salt of skin and the lingering trace of Laura from earlier that afternoon.

Laura settled beside Andre, robe falling open to expose one full breast. She cupped it idly, thumb brushing the stiff nipple, while she watched her husband work. “He’s gotten so much better at this. Watch how deep he can take you now.”

Andre groaned as David relaxed his throat, sliding further down the shaft. The thick length filled his mouth completely, stretching his lips wide. He bobbed steadily, saliva coating the veiny skin, cheeks hollowing with each pull. Andre’s hand rested on the back of his wig, guiding him without forcing.

Laura leaned over, kissed Andre deeply, then whispered against his ear. “I want to ride you tonight. Right here. While he holds my hand and tells me how pretty I look getting properly fucked.”

Andre’s cock twitched in David’s mouth. “Sounds perfect.”

They rearranged smoothly. Andre stretched out on the couch, jeans shoved to his ankles. Laura straddled him, robe slipping off her shoulders to pool around her waist. She reached down, guided the thick head to her entrance, and sank slowly. A long, satisfied moan escaped her as she took him inch by inch, hips rolling until she bottomed out.

David knelt beside them, close enough to feel the heat radiating from their bodies. Laura reached out, laced her fingers through his, squeezing tight. Her other hand braced on Andre’s chest for leverage as she began to ride.

“Look at her, Sissy,” Andre said, voice rough. “See how full she is? How her pussy grips me like it never gripped you?”

David stared, transfixed. Laura’s thick thighs flexed with each rise and fall; her heavy breasts bounced heavily, nipples dark and hard. Wet sounds filled the room every time she slammed down, taking Andre to the hilt.

“You look so beautiful, Ma’am,” David whispered, voice trembling. “So sexy. So full. I love watching you get what you need.”

Laura’s eyes fluttered half-closed, pleasure washing over her features. “Tell me more, baby. Tell me how much better he is.”

“He’s so much bigger,” David said, squeezing her hand. “So thick. You’re glowing. Coming harder than you ever did with me. Your pussy looks stretched, happy. I’m so glad he’s here for you.”

Laura’s rhythm quickened. She ground down hard, clit rubbing against Andre’s pubic bone. A sharp cry tore from her throat as the first orgasm hit, body shuddering, thighs clamping tight around Andre’s hips. David held her hand through it, feeling every tremor.

Andre gripped her ass, thrusting upward to meet her. “Again,” he growled. “Come again on this big dick.”

She did. Twice more in quick succession, each climax louder, wetter. David watched every detail: the way her folds clung to Andre’s shaft on the upstroke, the creamy ring forming at the base, the flush spreading across her chest.

When Andre finally came, he buried himself deep and held her there, pumping thick spurts inside her. Laura collapsed forward onto his chest, panting, still holding David’s hand.

After a long moment she lifted her head, kissed Andre softly, then turned to David. “Clean me, Sissy. Gently this time. I’m sensitive.”

David moved between her legs as she lifted off Andre. Cum leaked immediately, thick and white, dripping down her thighs. He leaned in, tongue soft and careful, lapping at the messy folds, swallowing the warm flood. Laura sighed, stroking his wig.

“Good girl,” she murmured. “Such a perfect little cleanup sissy.”

Andre watched, cock softening against his thigh. “He’s earned a reward tonight. Let him sleep in the guest room with the door open so he can hear us if we go again.”

Laura smiled down at David. “You’d like that, wouldn’t you? Listening while I get fucked again?”

David nodded, lips still pressed to her pussy. “Yes, Ma’am. Please.”

She pulled him up, kissed him deeply, tasting Andre on his tongue. “Then that’s what you get. Now go make the bed fresh. We’ll be up soon.”

David rose on shaky legs, nightie clinging to his damp skin, cage leaking steadily. He climbed the stairs, heels clicking softly, already imagining the sounds that would drift through the open door later: Laura’s moans, Andre’s deep grunts, the wet slap of bodies claiming what was now rightfully theirs.

The routine had settled in completely. And David, locked and pretty and devoted, had never felt more at peace.


Chapter 8: Forever Changed

The master bedroom smelled of sex and warm skin when David slipped inside just after midnight. The door had been left cracked open as promised, a thin ribbon of hallway light spilling across the carpet. He had spent the last hour in the guest room cot, nightie hiked to his waist, hand pressed uselessly against the pink chastity cage while he listened to every sound drifting down the hall: Laura’s rising moans, the rhythmic slap of flesh against flesh, Andre’s low growls of encouragement. Each noise had twisted the ache in his trapped cock tighter, until he could no longer stay still.

Now he stood just inside the doorway, heels silent on the thick rug. The bedside lamps glowed low, casting soft amber across the tangled sheets. Laura lay on her back in the center of the king bed, legs spread wide, thick thighs still trembling from whatever climax had just rolled through her. Her brunette hair fanned across the pillow, damp at the temples. Her large breasts rose and fell with heavy breaths, nipples dark and swollen. Andre knelt between her legs, broad back to the door, still buried deep inside her. His hips rolled in slow, deliberate circles, drawing soft whimpers from Laura’s throat.

She noticed David first. Her eyes fluttered open, glassy with pleasure, and she smiled lazily. “Come closer, Sissy Davey. Don’t just watch from the shadows.”

David stepped forward on unsteady legs. The sheer black babydoll nightie clung to his smooth skin, damp in places from hours of leaking pre-cum. The cage dangled between his thighs, slick and throbbing.

Andre glanced over his shoulder, then pulled out slowly. His thick cock glistened, coated in Laura’s cream and fresh spurts of his own release. A thick rope of cum followed, stretching from the fat head to her stretched entrance before snapping and dripping onto the sheet. Laura’s pussy gaped slightly, red and puffy, overflowing with white.

“Fluff him for me,” Laura said, voice husky. “Get him hard again so he can fill me one more time before we sleep.”

David sank to his knees at the edge of the bed. Andre shifted to sit back on his heels, cock jutting forward, heavy and slick. David leaned in without hesitation now, lips parting to take the head into his mouth. The taste was overwhelming: Laura’s sweetness mixed with Andre’s thick salt, still warm from being inside her. He sucked gently at first, tongue swirling around the ridge, then deeper, relaxing his throat to take more of the veiny length. Andre groaned, hand resting lightly on the back of David’s wig.

“That’s it,” Andre murmured. “Clean her off me. Get me ready to breed her again.”

David worked steadily, bobbing, cheeks hollowing, saliva mixing with the mess until the shaft shone clean and hard once more. When Andre finally pulled free, the cock stood rigid, thicker than before, veins pulsing.

Laura patted the bed beside her. “Up here, Sissy. Hold my hand. Watch him take me.”

David climbed onto the mattress, settling on his side next to her. Laura laced her fingers through his, squeezing tight. Andre moved between her legs again, guiding the thick head back to her entrance. He pushed in slowly this time, letting her feel every inch stretching her open. Laura’s back arched, a long moan spilling from her lips.

“Tell me how beautiful I look,” she gasped, eyes locked on David’s.

“You’re stunning, Ma’am,” David whispered. “Your breasts bouncing, thighs shaking. Your pussy stretched so wide around him. You look like you’re finally getting everything you deserve. Happy. Loved. Full.”

Andre began thrusting, deep and steady. The wet sounds filled the room again, louder now, more urgent. Laura’s free hand clutched the sheets; her body rocked with each powerful stroke. She came twice in quick succession, cries sharp and unrestrained, pussy clenching visibly around Andre’s shaft.

When Andre neared his peak, he leaned down, kissed Laura deeply, then looked at David. “Where do you want it this time, little sissy? Inside her, or on her tits so you can lick it off?”

Laura answered for him. “Inside. Breed me deep. Let him clean it out after.”

Andre growled low, hips snapping harder. He buried himself to the hilt and held there, cock pulsing as he unloaded thick ropes deep inside her. Laura shuddered through another small climax, milking him with rhythmic squeezes.

They stayed locked together for long moments, breathing hard. Then Andre eased out. Cum poured from Laura’s well-fucked pussy in a slow, creamy flood, pooling on the sheet beneath her.

She tugged David’s hand. “Clean me, baby. Gently. Then we sleep.”

David moved between her legs, face inches from the messy aftermath. He lapped carefully, tongue soft against her sensitive folds, swallowing the warm, thick mixture of their combined release. Laura sighed, stroking his hair, hips lifting slightly to give him better access.

When he finished, lips and chin slick, she pulled him up beside her. Andre stretched out on her other side, arm draped possessively over her waist. Laura turned to face David, cupping his cheek, thumb brushing away a stray tear that had mixed with his smudged makeup.

“I love you more than ever,” she whispered. “This tiny caged clitty belongs to me now. And my pussy belongs to BBC. We’re not going back.”

David nodded, throat tight with emotion. “I know, Ma’am. I don’t want to go back.”

She kissed him tenderly, tasting everything on his tongue without flinching. Then she settled back against Andre’s chest, pulling David close so his head rested on her soft breast. Andre reached over, ruffling David’s wig with rough affection.

“Next month Andre wants to bring a friend,” Laura murmured sleepily. “And we’re talking about breeding dates. Real ones. No condoms. You’ll be right there, holding my hand, watching me get filled properly.”

David shivered, the cage throbbing at the thought. “Yes, Ma’am.”

Laura smiled into the dim light. “Sleep now, Sissy Davey. Tomorrow we start planning for another big black cock for me and you to share.”

The room fell quiet except for their slowing breaths. David closed his eyes, surrounded by their warmth, the faint scent of sex lingering on his skin, the steady throb of denial between his legs. For the first time in twenty-three years, everything felt permanent, perfect, and utterly changed.
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