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Foreword

This novella dives deep into themes of complete submission, irreversible transformation, and the raw erotic charge of unequal power within a consensual relationship. It is written exclusively for adult readers and features explicit depictions of chastity play, progressive feminization, small penis humiliation, hotwife dominance, and intense interracial cuckolding. All characters are consenting fictional adults over 18, and the narrative celebrates fantasy exploration.

If these elements excite you, welcome to Tim and Vanessa's world. If they don't, this story may not be the right fit.

Thank you for reading.

Joseph Robert North Pole, Alaska February 2026


Chapter 1: The Inadequate Husband

The living room lamp cast a soft amber glow across the worn leather couch where Tim sat, legs crossed at the ankles like he always did when he tried to look relaxed. At fifty-three he still moved with the careful economy of a man who had never quite filled out his frame. Five feet six inches tall, one hundred fifty-five pounds on a good day after a big meal. His button-down shirt hung loosely at the shoulders; sleeves rolled to the elbows. He sipped the last of his decaf and watched Vanessa move through the kitchen doorway.

She was forty-eight and still turned heads without seeming to try. Thick brunette hair fell in loose waves past her shoulders. Her body carried the generous softness of middle age in all the right places, hips and thighs that swayed with quiet confidence when she walked barefoot across the hardwood. Tonight, she wore black yoga pants that clung to every curve and a deep-plum V-neck top that dipped low enough to show the heavy, natural sag of her large breasts. They shifted gently with each step; the kind of movement that had always made Tim’s throat tighten even after twenty-six years of marriage.

She set two empty wineglasses in the sink, turned, and leaned one hip against the counter. “You’re quiet tonight.”

Tim offered a small smile. “Just tired. Long week.”

Vanessa tilted her head, studying him. Her dark eyes held something new, something patient and appraising. She crossed the room and sank onto the couch beside him, close enough that her thigh pressed warmly against his. The scent of her vanilla body lotion drifted over.

“Tim.” Her voice was soft, almost gentle. “When was the last time I came?”

The question landed like a stone dropped into still water. His face heated instantly. He opened his mouth, closed it again.

She didn’t wait for an answer. “I don’t even remember. Do you?”

He looked down at his hands. The wedding band felt suddenly tight. “I… I thought last month. That Saturday after the barbecue.”

Vanessa gave a quiet laugh, not cruel, just honest. “You rubbed me for maybe three minutes, then climbed on top. You finished in under thirty seconds. I faked it so you wouldn’t feel bad.”

Tim flinched. The words weren’t new, exactly. He had always known he finished too fast, that he never quite reached the places she needed. But hearing her say it out loud, calm and matter of fact, made his stomach twist.

“I’m sorry,” he whispered.

She reached over and laid her hand on his knee. Her fingers were warm through the khaki fabric. “I’m not angry. I’m just… tired of pretending.”

He swallowed. “What do you want me to do?”

Vanessa shifted closer until her breasts brushed his arm. The contact sent a helpless jolt straight to his groin. He felt himself stir, the familiar small swell that never grew much beyond four inches even at full attention.

“I want to feel full,” she said simply. “I want to feel stretched. I want to come so hard that my legs shake, and I want it more than once a week. Or once a month. Or whenever you happen to last long enough.”

Tim’s breathing grew shallow. Shame and something darker, hotter, coiled together in his chest.

She slid her hand higher, resting it lightly over the modest bulge in his pants. “This…” She gave the smallest squeeze. “This has never been enough for me. You know that don’t you?”

He nodded; eyes fixed on her fingers.

“Look at me.”

He lifted his gaze. Her expression was steady, almost tender.

“I still love you,” she said. “That hasn’t changed. But I’m done lying to both of us about sex. I’ve been reading things online. Watching videos. Talking in places where women like me admit what they really want.”

Tim’s heart thudded. “What do you want?”

Vanessa’s lips curved. “I want a man who can fuck me properly. A big man. A strong man. A black man.”

The words hung between them. Tim felt the air leave his lungs.

She kept her hand where it was, thumb tracing a slow circle over the outline of his small erection. “I’ve already started looking. His name is Marcus. He’s thirty-nine. Six-four. Built like he spends half his life in the gym. And yes, he’s hung. Very hung.”

Tim’s cock twitched under her palm despite the humiliation burning through him. Or maybe because of it.

“I haven’t met him yet,” she continued. “But we’ve been texting. A lot. He knows I’m married. He knows my husband has a little dick and can’t satisfy me. He thinks it’s hot.”

Tim made a small, choked sound.

Vanessa leaned in until her lips brushed his ear. “I’m going to fuck him, Tim. Soon. And when I do, you’re going to wait here. Dressed the way I tell you. Locked the way I tell you. And when I come home you’re going to kiss my feet and thank me for finally getting what I deserve.”

She pulled back just enough to meet his eyes. “Do you understand?”

His voice cracked on the single word. “Yes.”

“Good boy.” She patted his cheek, then stood. The motion made her heavy breasts sway inside the low-cut top. “I’m going to bed. You can sleep on the couch tonight. Think about what I said.”

She walked toward the hallway, paused at the threshold, and looked back over her shoulder.

“Oh, and Tim?”

He looked up, dazed.

“When I lock you tomorrow,” she said, “it’s going to be permanent. Until I decide otherwise.”

Then she disappeared down the hall, leaving him alone with the lamp, the empty wineglasses, and the insistent, humiliating throb between his legs that refused to go away.


Chapter 2: The Chastity Decision

Tim woke to the smell of coffee and the soft clink of a spoon against ceramic. Sunlight sliced through the half-open blinds, striping the living-room couch where he had spent the night. His back ached from the awkward angle, but that discomfort felt minor compared to the dull, persistent throb between his legs. He had barely slept. Every time he closed his eyes, Vanessa’s words replayed: the calm certainty in her voice when she said she was going to fuck another man, the way her fingers had circled the small bulge in his pants, the promise that locking him would be permanent.

He sat up slowly, rubbing his face. The house was quiet except for the low hum of the refrigerator and the occasional creak of floorboards overhead. Vanessa was already moving around upstairs.

Tim padded to the kitchen in his boxers and an old T-shirt. His bare feet felt cold against the tile. He poured himself a mug of coffee, black, and stood at the counter staring into the dark liquid as though it might offer answers.

Footsteps descended the stairs. Vanessa appeared in the doorway wearing a simple gray robe that tied loosely at the waist. The fabric parted just enough to show the inner curves of her heavy breasts, still bare underneath. Her hair was tousled from sleep, lips unpainted, yet she looked more commanding than she ever had in lingerie. She carried a small black velvet pouch in one hand.

“Morning,” she said.

“Morning.” His voice came out rough.

She crossed to him, set the pouch on the counter between them, and leaned back against the opposite cabinets. The robe slipped open another inch. Tim’s eyes flicked down before he could stop himself.

“Eyes up here,” she said gently.

He obeyed.

“I ordered this last week,” she told him. “After I decided I wasn’t going to keep pretending anymore. It arrived yesterday while you were at work.”

She opened the drawstring and tipped the contents onto the granite. A small pink plastic chastity cage tumbled out, followed by a tiny brass padlock and two keys on a thin silver chain. The cage looked impossibly small, even for him. The ring that would go around his balls was narrow, the tube curved and barely three inches long.

Tim stared at it. His stomach flipped.

“It’s sized for you,” Vanessa said. “I measured while you were asleep a few nights ago. You were soft, of course. Even then it barely filled my hand.”

He felt heat crawl up his neck.

She picked up the cage, turning it in the light. “Pink because I like the way it looks against your skin. And because it’s humiliating. You’ll feel it every second you’re wearing it.”

Tim swallowed. “You’re really doing this.”

“I am.” She stepped closer until the open robe brushed his chest. “And you’re going to let me. Because deep down you know this is what we both need. You’ve spent years trying to be something you’re not. A real man in bed. A stud. It’s exhausting for both of us.”

She reached down and cupped him through the thin cotton of his boxers. He was already half-hard from the sight of her, from the quiet authority in her voice. Her fingers closed around the modest length.

“Four inches on a good day,” she murmured. “Sometimes less. It twitches so eagerly, doesn’t it? Like it’s begging for attention it can never earn.”

Tim made a small, helpless sound.

Vanessa released him and picked up the cage again. “Take off your boxers.”

He hesitated.

“Now, Tim.”

His hands moved almost on their own. He pushed the waistband down, stepped out of them. His cock stood at a pathetic half-mast, thin and flushed. The head barely cleared the foreskin.

Vanessa knelt without ceremony. She lifted his balls gently, slid the ring behind them, then fitted the tube over his shrinking shaft. The cold plastic made him gasp. She worked quickly, efficiently, pressing his flesh into the confined space until the head sat flush against the slotted tip. The lock clicked through the hasp with a sound that seemed to echo in the quiet kitchen.

She stood, slipped the chain over her head, and let the two keys nestle between her breasts. The silver glinted against her skin.

“There,” she said. “Locked.”

Tim looked down at himself. The pink cage sat snug against his groin, a bright, ridiculous contrast to the dark hair still dusting his thighs. He felt exposed, ridiculous, and strangely lighter.

“How does it feel?” she asked.

“Tight,” he whispered. “Strange.”

“Good strange?”

He nodded slowly.

Vanessa smiled. “That’s my good boy.” She cupped his face with both hands and kissed him, soft and lingering. When she pulled back her eyes were bright. “This is only the beginning. No more touching yourself without permission. No more pretending you can satisfy me with that little thing. From now on your pleasure comes from mine.”

She stepped back, retied her robe, and picked up her coffee mug. “I have a date Friday night. Marcus wants to meet at that new lounge downtown. I’ll be gone most of the evening.”

Tim’s breath caught.

“When I get home,” she continued, “you’ll be waiting. Dressed exactly the way I tell you. On your knees. And you’ll thank me for every detail I share about how he fucked me.”

She sipped her coffee, watching him over the rim.

“Any questions?”

He shook his head, throat too tight to speak.

Vanessa set the mug down and brushed past him toward the stairs. At the doorway she paused.

“One more thing,” she said. “Tonight, after dinner, you’re shaving everything below the neck. Smooth. Every inch. I want you soft and pretty when the time comes.”

Then she was gone, leaving him standing naked in the kitchen with the small pink cage locked between his legs and the memory of that final, decisive click still ringing in his ears.


Chapter 3: First Steps into Femininity

Tim stood in the master bathroom that evening, staring at his reflection in the fogged mirror. Steam still clung to the glass from the long, hot shower Vanessa had supervised. She had watched the entire time, perched on the closed toilet lid, legs crossed, robe open to the waist. Her heavy breasts rested naturally against her ribs, nipples dark and prominent in the warm air. She had handed him the razor, the shaving cream, the small handheld mirror, and issued quiet, precise instructions.

Everywhere below the neck. Smooth. No missed spots.

He had obeyed. Chest, arms, legs, underarms, pubic hair, even the faint trail that ran from navel to groin. The pink chastity cage gleamed wetly between his freshly bare thighs, looking even more obscene now that nothing hid it. His skin felt raw, sensitive, strangely newborn. When he finally stepped out and toweled off, the cool air made him shiver.

Vanessa rose, took the towel from his hands, and dropped it on the floor. She circled him slowly, inspecting. Her fingers trailed over his smooth chest, down his flat stomach, across the tops of his thighs. She cupped his locked cock and balls, lifting them gently.

“Much better,” she murmured. “You look so delicate now. Almost pretty.”

Tim’s face burned. He kept his eyes on the tile.

She took his hand and led him into the bedroom. The overhead light was off; only the two bedside lamps glowed softly. On the bed lay an outfit she had selected earlier: one of her own pairs of black lace panties, a matching soft-cup bra from years ago that she had outgrown, and a simple knee-length satin slip in pale rose.

“Put these on,” she said.

He hesitated only a second before stepping into the panties. The lace felt foreign against his newly smooth skin, clinging to his hips, cupping the small pink cage in a way that made every movement a reminder of his denial. The fabric stretched taut over his narrow ass. Next came the bra. Vanessa helped him fasten it in back, adjusting the straps until the empty cups sat flat against his chest. She stepped back to admire the effect.

“Arms up,” she told him.

He lifted them. She slipped the satin slip over his head. It whispered down his body, cool and slippery, the hem brushing just above his knees. The thin straps rested lightly on his shoulders. Without the padding of breasts to fill it, the slip draped loosely, but the lace beneath peeked through in teasing flashes.

Vanessa circled him again, then stopped in front. “Walk for me.”

Tim took a few awkward steps across the carpet.

“Smaller steps,” she corrected. “Heels together, then apart. Roll your hips a little. Pretend you’re balancing something delicate on your head.”

He tried again. The satin shifted against his skin with every movement. The cage tugged gently with each sway. After a dozen passes she nodded approval.

“Better. Now sit.”

He lowered himself onto the edge of the bed, knees together, hands folded in his lap the way she had once shown their teenage daughter during etiquette lessons years ago.

Vanessa sat beside him. “From now on, when we’re alone in the house, you address me as Goddess. Understand?”

“Yes… Goddess.”

The word felt strange on his tongue, thick with shame and something electric.

“Good boy.” She reached over and stroked his cheek. “You’re going to learn so many things. How to kneel properly. How to curtsey when I enter a room. How to serve without being told. But tonight, we start simple.”

She stood and walked to her dresser, returning with a small velvet jewelry box. Inside lay a thin silver anklet with a tiny heart charm engraved with the word “owned.” She knelt and fastened it around his right ankle. The metal felt cool against his bare skin.

“This stays on,” she said. “Even when you’re dressed as Tim for work. A secret reminder under your socks.”

He nodded mutely.

Vanessa rose and retrieved her phone from the nightstand. She opened an app, tapped a few times, then held the screen toward him. A timer began counting down from thirty minutes.

“While this runs,” she told him, “you’re going to kneel at my feet and listen. No touching the cage. No asking questions. Just listen and feel.”

She sat on the edge of the bed; legs parted slightly under the open robe. Tim slid off the mattress and knelt between her thighs, the satin pooling around his knees. The position forced his caged cock forward, pressing against the lace. He could already feel the first faint leak of precum soaking into the fabric.

Vanessa began to speak in a low, steady voice.

“I texted Marcus again today. He sent me a picture. Thick, veiny, dark. Easily twice your size even soft. He asked if my little husband was locked yet. I told him yes. He laughed, said he loves breaking in new cucks. Said he’s going to make me scream so loud the neighbors will know exactly what’s happening.”

Tim’s breathing grew ragged. The cage felt tighter with every word.

“He wants to know what you look like,” she continued. “I told him you’re smooth now. Dressed in my panties and bra. Kneeling while I tell you how much better he’s going to fuck me. He said he can’t wait to see you fluff him. To watch you guide that big black cock into your wife’s pussy.”

A small whimper escaped Tim’s throat.

Vanessa reached down and tilted his chin up. “Look at me.”

His eyes met hers. They were dark, gleaming with arousal.

“You’re leaking already,” she observed. “Such a needy little thing. That’s good. That’s exactly how a sissy should feel. Denied. Desperate. Grateful.”

The timer chimed softly.

Vanessa smiled. “Time’s up for tonight.”

She helped him to his feet, smoothed the slip down over his hips, then kissed his forehead.

“Tomorrow we add stockings,” she said. “And maybe a little makeup. But for now, you sleep in the guest room. In the panties and slip. No touching. Dream about Friday.”

She turned off the lamps one by one, leaving only moonlight filtering through the curtains.

As Tim padded down the hallway, the satin whispered against his smooth thighs, the anklet chimed faintly with each step, and the small pink cage throbbed uselessly between his legs, a constant, humiliating promise of everything still to come.


Chapter 4: Meeting Marcus

Friday arrived like a slow, inevitable tide. Tim spent the day in a haze of anticipation and dread, every glance at the clock tightening the pink cage between his legs. Work passed in fragments; he barely registered meetings or emails. By five he was home, heart hammering as he followed the instructions Vanessa had texted him that morning.

Shower. Shave again if needed. No deodorant, just the vanilla lotion she liked. Then dress exactly as laid out on the guest bed: one of her older black lace thong panties (the ones with the thin strip that disappeared between his cheeks), a matching push-up bra padded with soft silicone inserts she had bought online just for this, sheer black thigh-high stockings with lace tops, and a short charcoal satin robe that barely reached mid-thigh. No shoes yet. Makeup would come later, she said. For now, the robe stayed open, so the lingerie showed.

He stood in front of the full-length mirror in the hallway, staring at the stranger reflected back. The stockings made his smooth legs look longer, more delicate. The padded bra created small, convincing swells under the satin. The thong framed the bright pink cage perfectly, the tiny lock glinting whenever he shifted. His cock strained uselessly inside its prison, a faint wet spot already darkening the lace where precum had leaked through.

At six-thirty Vanessa emerged from the master bedroom. She wore a deep emerald dress that hugged her thick curves, the neckline plunging low enough to show generous cleavage and the silver chain with the chastity keys resting between her large, naturally saggy breasts. Her brunette hair fell in loose waves, lips painted a rich red. She looked powerful, sexual, untouchable.

She inspected him without speaking at first, walking a slow circle. Her fingers trailed over the lace tops of his stockings, tugged lightly at the thong strap riding up his ass, then cupped the padded cups of the bra.

“Almost perfect,” she murmured. “Kneel.”

Tim dropped to his knees on the hallway rug. The satin robe parted, exposing more lace and skin.

Vanessa stepped closer until the hem of her dress brushed his face. She lifted one foot onto his shoulder, the pointed toe of her black heel pressing gently against his collarbone.

“I’m leaving in ten minutes,” she said. “Marcus is picking me up. We’re having drinks, then dinner, then… whatever comes after. I might not be home until very late.”

Tim’s breathing came shallow and quick.

“You will wait right here,” she continued. “On your knees. Robe open. Hands behind your back. No touching the cage. No sitting. No lying down. If you get tired, you may rest your forehead against the floor, but the position stays. When I come home, I expect to find you exactly like this. Leaking. Desperate. Ready to hear every detail.”

She lowered her foot and tilted his chin up with one finger.

“Repeat it back to me.”

“I’ll wait here on my knees,” he whispered. “Robe open. Hands behind my back. No touching. Ready to hear everything.”

“Good boy.” She leaned down and kissed his forehead, then his lips, soft and lingering. Her tongue brushed his for just a moment before she pulled away. “I’ll text you when I’m on my way back. Maybe a photo or two if you’re lucky.”

She gathered her clutch, checked her reflection one last time, and walked to the front door. The click of her heels echoed down the hall. The door opened and closed. The house fell silent except for the low hum of the refrigerator and Tim’s own ragged breathing.

He stayed kneeling.

Minutes stretched into hours.

At eight-forty his phone buzzed on the entry table beside him. He didn’t dare reach for it, but he could see the screen light up.

A photo from Vanessa: her hand resting on a muscular black thigh under a restaurant table, the emerald dress hiked just high enough to show the lace edge of her stocking. Caption: He’s already hard for me. Thinking about you waiting like a good little sissy.

Another buzz at nine-fifteen: a close-up of her red lips wrapped around the thick head of a dark cock, barely fitting. No caption needed.

Ten-thirty: a mirror selfie in what looked like a hotel bathroom. Dress pulled down to her waist, large breasts spilling free, one dark hand cupping the underside while the other held the phone. Her nipples were hard, flushed. Caption: He’s stretching me soon. You’re going to taste him on me when I get home.

Tim’s cage ached. Precum dripped steadily now, soaking the thong and trickling down his smooth inner thighs. His knees burned against the rug, and his shoulders trembled from holding position, but he didn’t move. Couldn’t. Wouldn’t.

The front door finally opened at one-seventeen a.m.

Vanessa stepped inside alone. Her dress was wrinkled, hair mussed, lipstick smudged. She carried the faint scent of cologne, sweat, and sex. Her eyes found him immediately, still kneeling exactly where she left him, robe wide open, stockings laddered in one place from hours of strain, face flushed and damp with sweat.

She closed the door softly and walked to him. Her heels clicked once, twice, then stopped. She lifted one foot and placed it on his shoulder again, this time pressing harder.

“Look at you,” she said, voice low and satisfied. “Still here. Still leaking. Still mine.”

Tim whimpered.

She reached down, gathered a bead of precum from his thigh with one finger, and brought it to his lips.

“Open.”

He parted them. She slid her finger inside. He tasted salt, himself, the faint trace of her arousal still clinging to her skin.

“Clean it,” she ordered.

He sucked gently, tongue swirling.

Vanessa withdrew her finger and stepped back. She unzipped the side of her dress and let it fall to the floor. Underneath she wore only the black lace thong and stockings, no bra. Her heavy breasts swayed free, marked with faint red fingerprints and the faint imprint of teeth along one curve.

She hooked a finger under the chain between her breasts and lifted the chastity keys.

“Kiss my feet,” she said. “Thank me for finally getting fucked the way I deserve.”

Tim bent forward. His lips pressed to the top of her right foot, then the left. The leather still warm from the night.

“Thank you, Goddess,” he whispered against her skin. “Thank you for letting Marcus fuck you. Thank you for coming home to me.”

Vanessa smiled down at him, slow and predatory.

“Bedroom,” she said. “Crawl.”

He dropped to all fours. The satin robe dragged behind him like a fallen flag as he followed her swaying hips down the hall, the anklet chiming faintly with each movement, the cage swinging helplessly beneath him.

The night was far from over.


Chapter 5: The First Cuckold Viewing

The following Saturday evening arrived with a crisp autumn chill that seeped through the windows of the house. Tim had spent the afternoon preparing exactly as Vanessa instructed. The guest bedroom had been transformed into a small staging area: fresh sheets on the marital bed, candles lit on the nightstands, a bottle of chilled white wine open on the dresser beside two glasses. A small folding chair waited in the far corner, angled toward the foot of the bed so nothing would be hidden from view.

Tim himself was dressed in the outfit Vanessa had chosen and laid out that morning. A black satin French maid dress, short enough that the hem barely skimmed the tops of his sheer black thigh-high stockings. The bodice laced tightly in back, pushing the silicone breast forms upward to create modest, feminine curves. A white lace apron tied around his waist, frilled cap pinned to his neatly combed hair, and subtle makeup: light foundation, mascara, pale pink lipstick. The pink chastity cage remained locked beneath the black lace thong, already slick with anticipation.

He stood in the hallway mirror one last time, smoothing the skirt with trembling hands. The anklet chimed softly against his ankle. His smooth legs looked slender and vulnerable in the stockings. He barely recognized the figure staring back.

The doorbell rang at precisely seven.

Vanessa answered it wearing a simple black silk slip dress that clung to her thick curves. The fabric was thin enough to show the outline of her heavy, naturally saggy breasts beneath, nipples already stiff against the material. No bra, no panties. Her brunette hair was pinned up loosely, a few strands framing her face. She looked relaxed, confident, predatory.

Marcus stepped inside. Six-foot-four, broad-shouldered, skin a deep rich brown. He wore dark jeans and a fitted black T-shirt that stretched across his chest and biceps. His presence filled the entryway. He smiled down at Vanessa, bent to kiss her deeply, one large hand sliding possessively around her waist to cup the curve of her ass.

His eyes flicked to Tim standing quietly a few feet away.

“So, this is the little husband,” Marcus said, voice low and amused.

Vanessa turned, gesturing. “Tim, come say hello properly.”

Tim stepped forward on unsteady heels he had practiced walking in all week. He stopped in front of Marcus, lowered his eyes, and offered a small curtsey, his skirt flaring slightly.

“Good evening, Sir,” he said softly.

Marcus chuckled. “Polite. I like that.” He reached out, lifted Tim’s chin with two fingers. “Look at me when you speak, sissy.”

Tim raised his gaze. Marcus’s eyes were dark, assessing, amused.

“You locked up nice and tight like your wife told me?”

“Yes, Sir.”

Marcus glanced at Vanessa. “Show me.”

Vanessa stepped behind Tim, lifted the short skirt of the maid dress, and tugged the thong aside. The pink cage gleamed under the hallway light, small and useless against the flat plane of Tim’s smooth groin.

Marcus laughed quietly. “Damn. That’s tiny. No wonder she needed a real man.”

He released Tim’s chin. “Go pour us some wine, sissy. Then take your seat. You watch tonight. No talking unless spoken to. No touching that little cage.”

“Yes, Sir.”

Tim hurried to the bedroom, heels clicking on the hardwood. He poured two glasses of wine with shaking hands, carried them back on a small tray. Marcus and Vanessa were already kissing again in the living room, her back pressed to the wall, his hand inside the slip dress kneading one heavy breast.

Tim set the tray on the coffee table, then retreated to the bedroom corner. He sat on the folding chair, knees together, hands folded in his lap, skirt smoothed down as best he could. The position left the cage pressing insistently against the lace thong.

Vanessa led Marcus into the bedroom by the hand. They ignored Tim completely at first. She pushed Marcus down onto the edge of the bed, knelt between his spread thighs, and began unbuckling his belt. The sound of the zipper was loud in the quiet room.

Marcus glanced over at Tim. “Eyes on us, sissy. Don’t look away.”

Tim nodded mutely.

Vanessa freed Marcus’s cock. It sprang out thick and heavy, dark shaft veined, head already glistening. Easily nine inches, maybe more, far thicker than anything Tim had ever seen up close. Vanessa wrapped both hands around it, stroking slowly, then leaned in to take the head into her mouth.

Tim watched, breath shallow. The cage throbbed painfully. Precum leaked steadily, soaking through the thong and trickling down his inner thigh.

Vanessa worked him deeper, cheeks hollowing, one hand cupping his heavy balls. Marcus groaned, fingers threading into her hair. After several long minutes she pulled off with a wet pop, lips swollen, saliva stringing from her mouth to his shaft.

She stood, slipped the black silk dress over her head, and let it fall. Naked except for the chastity key chain between her breasts. Her large, saggy breasts swayed as she climbed onto the bed, straddling Marcus. She guided his thick cock to her entrance, rubbed the head along her slick folds, then sank down slowly.

Both of them groaned.

Tim stared as inch after inch disappeared inside her. Vanessa’s head fell back, mouth open in a silent cry of pleasure. Her hips rolled, taking him deeper until her ass rested against his thighs.

“Fuck,” she gasped. “So full. So much better.”

Marcus gripped her hips, began thrusting upward. The bed creaked rhythmically. Vanessa’s heavy breasts bounced with each stroke, nipples hard, skin flushed. She rode him harder, faster, moans growing louder.

Tim’s hands clenched in his lap. The cage felt like it would burst. He could see everything: the way her pussy stretched around the dark shaft, the slick shine coating it on every upstroke, the way Marcus’s balls slapped against her with each thrust.

Vanessa looked over at Tim suddenly, eyes glassy with lust.

“Tell him, sissy,” she panted. “Tell Marcus how grateful you are.”

Tim’s voice cracked. “Thank you, Sir. Thank you for fucking my wife. Thank you for giving her what I never could.”

Marcus grinned, never breaking rhythm. “Good girl. Keep watching.”

Vanessa came first. Her body stiffened, thighs trembling, a sharp cry tearing from her throat. Marcus followed moments later, burying himself deep and pulsing inside her. Tim watched the thick shaft throb, watched Vanessa grind down to take every drop.

They stayed locked together for a long minute, breathing hard. Then Vanessa lifted off slowly. Marcus’s cock slipped free, glistening, a thick pearl of cum leaking from her swollen pussy.

She crooked a finger at Tim.

“Crawl over here.”

Tim slid off the chair onto his hands and knees. The maid dress rode up, exposing the soaked thong and cage. He crawled to the foot of the bed.

Vanessa spread her thighs wider. Cum dripped slowly down her inner thigh.

“Clean me,” she ordered. “With your mouth. Every drop.”

Tim leaned in. The scent of sex overwhelmed him: her arousal, Marcus’s musk. He pressed his lips to her folds, tongue darting out to lap at the warm, salty mix. Vanessa sighed, fingers in his hair, guiding him deeper.

Marcus watched, stroking his softening cock lazily.

“That’s it, sissy,” he murmured. “Get used to the taste. You’ll be doing a lot more of this.”

Tim licked and sucked until Vanessa was clean, until she shivered through a small aftershock. When she finally pushed him away, his face was slick, lips swollen, the taste of them both coating his tongue.

Vanessa smiled down at him, satisfied.

“Good boy,” she said. “Now thank Marcus properly.”

Tim looked up at the large man still lounging on the bed.

“Thank you, Sir,” he whispered. “For satisfying my Goddess. For letting me watch.”

Marcus nodded once. “You’re welcome, little girl. We’ll be doing this again. Soon.”

Vanessa patted Tim’s cheek. “Go wait in the guest room. We’re not finished yet.”

Tim crawled backward, then rose and left the bedroom on unsteady legs. Behind him the bed creaked again as Vanessa climbed back onto Marcus.

The door clicked shut.

Tim knelt on the guest-room floor in the dark, maid dress disheveled, cage aching, the taste of his new reality still vivid on his tongue.


Chapter 6: Sissy Service Training

The weeks that followed blurred into a rhythm of submission and service. Marcus began coming over two, sometimes three evenings a week. Vanessa set the schedule with the same calm authority she once used to plan grocery lists. Tim learned quickly that his role was no longer optional; it was essential.

Each visit started the same way. Tim prepared the house in the late afternoon while Vanessa was still at work. He vacuumed, dusted, changed the sheets on the marital bed to fresh Egyptian cotton. He chilled a bottle of her favorite Pinot Grigio, arranged fresh towels in the master bathroom, lit the sandalwood candles Marcus preferred. Then he dressed.

The outfits grew more elaborate with each session. Vanessa had ordered several online, discreet packages arriving in plain brown boxes. Tonight’s selection lay waiting on the guest bed: a sheer black babydoll nightie with lace trim, matching crotchless panties that framed the pink chastity cage perfectly, garter belt, sheer black stockings, and four-inch patent heels he had practiced walking in until his calves no longer cramped. A short blonde wig sat on the dresser beside a small makeup kit. Vanessa had taught him the basics: foundation, blush, eyeliner, mascara, glossy pink lipstick. He applied it carefully now, hands steadier than they had been the first time.

When the doorbell rang at seven-thirty, Tim was already kneeling in the foyer, hands behind his back, head bowed. The nightie clung to his smooth skin; the heels forced his ass upward in a subtle arch. The cage leaked steadily beneath the open crotch of the panties.

Vanessa opened the door. She wore a simple red satin robe that ended mid-thigh, loosely tied so it gaped open with every movement. Marcus stepped inside, kissed her deeply, then looked down at Tim.

“Evening, sissy,” he said.

“Good evening, Sir,” Tim replied softly.

Marcus reached down, patted Tim’s cheek like one might pet a favored dog. “Up. Let’s get started.”

Tim rose carefully on the heels and led them to the bedroom. He poured two glasses of wine, handed them over with a small curtsey, then knelt beside the bed while they sipped and talked. Their conversation was casual at first: work, the weather, a new restaurant downtown. Tim listened in silence, eyes lowered, the taste of anticipation thick in his mouth.

After the first glass, Vanessa set hers aside. “Sissy, prepare him.”

Tim crawled forward between Marcus’s spread thighs. Marcus unzipped without ceremony. His thick cock sprang free, already half-hard. Tim leaned in, lips parting. He had done this enough times now that the motion felt almost automatic. He licked along the underside, slow and reverent, then took the head into his mouth. His tongue swirled, coaxing it thicker, longer. Marcus groaned low in his throat, one hand resting lightly on the back of Tim’s wig.

“That’s it,” Marcus murmured. “Get it nice and wet for your wife.”

Tim worked diligently, cheeks hollowing, saliva coating the dark shaft until it glistened. When Marcus was fully erect, thick veins pulsing, Vanessa tugged Tim back by the collar of the nightie.

“Enough,” she said. “Now watch how a real man fucks me.”

She untied the robe and let it fall. Naked, she climbed onto the bed, positioned herself on all fours facing Tim. Marcus moved behind her, gripped her hips, and slid inside in one long, smooth stroke. Vanessa gasped, head dropping forward, heavy breasts swaying beneath her.

Tim knelt at the side of the bed, inches away. He could see everything: the way her pussy stretched around the thick black shaft, the slick shine on every withdrawal, the way her ass jiggled with each deep thrust. Marcus set a steady rhythm, powerful and unhurried. Vanessa moaned louder with every stroke, fingers clutching the sheets.

“Look at him,” she panted to Marcus. “He’s dripping like a faucet. Loves watching his Goddess get properly fucked.”

Marcus glanced over, grinned. “He’s learning his place. Good girl.”

Tim’s cage throbbed uselessly. Precum dripped in steady strings onto the carpet between his knees. He didn’t dare touch it; the last time he had leaked without permission, Vanessa had added three extra days to his lockup.

Marcus sped up. The slap of skin on skin filled the room. Vanessa came hard, body shaking, a sharp cry tearing from her throat. Marcus didn’t slow. He fucked her through the aftershocks until he buried himself deep and groaned, pulsing inside her.

When he finally pulled out, a thick trickle of cum followed, sliding down her thigh. Vanessa rolled onto her back, and her legs spread wide.

“Clean-up time, sissy,” she ordered.

Tim crawled between her thighs without hesitation. He pressed his mouth to her swollen folds, tongue lapping at the warm, salty mix of their release. He sucked gently, drawing every drop into his mouth, swallowing as she sighed above him. Marcus watched, stroking his softening cock lazily.

“Good boy,” Vanessa murmured, fingers stroking Tim’s wig. “Such a thorough little cleaner.”

When she was satisfied, she pushed him back gently. “Now thank Marcus.”

Tim looked up at the larger man. “Thank you, Sir, for satisfying my Goddess. Thank you for letting me serve.”

Marcus nodded. “You’re getting better at it. Next time, you’ll fluff me twice. And maybe hold her legs open while I fuck her.”

“Yes, Sir.”

Vanessa sat up, kissed Marcus once more, then turned to Tim. “Go draw us a bath. You’ll wash us both after. Then you can sleep on the cot at the foot of the bed. No touching that cage, no matter how much it aches.”

Tim rose on trembling heels and moved to the bathroom. Behind him, he heard the low murmur of their voices, the soft laughter, the rustle of sheets as they settled in together.

He turned on the taps, added the lavender oil Vanessa liked, and waited for them to join him. The nightie clung damply to his skin from sweat and precum. The heels pinched, but he no longer minded. The discomfort had become part of the ritual, part of his place.

When they finally entered the bathroom, Vanessa first, then Marcus and Tim knelt beside the tub and began the careful work of washing them. Soapy hands gliding over her heavy breasts, down Marcus’s muscled chest and thighs, careful around the thick cock that had just claimed his wife again.

They soaked together while Tim knelt on the tile, drying them afterward with warm towels, helping Vanessa into a fresh robe, Marcus into loose lounge pants.

Later, in the bedroom, Tim curled on the narrow cot at the foot of the bed. The mattress was thin, the blanket scratchy, but he didn’t complain. Above him, Vanessa and Marcus murmured softly, bodies entwined. The occasional soft moan drifted down as they touched each other lazily.

Tim closed his eyes, the taste of them still on his tongue, the cage a constant heavy reminder between his legs. Sleep came slowly, laced with dreams of service, of kneeling, of the next visit, the next task, the next deepening surrender.

He no longer fought it. He craved it.


Chapter 7: Full Surrender Night

The air in the bedroom felt thicker that Friday evening, charged with something final. Vanessa had texted Tim at noon with only three words: Tonight is the night. No further explanation needed. He spent the afternoon in quiet preparation, every task carried out with the precision she had drilled into him over the past weeks.

He bathed twice, shaved every inch below the neck until his skin glowed pink and sensitive. The makeup was heavier tonight: smoky eyeshadow, thick mascara, glossy crimson lipstick that made his mouth look swollen and eager. He pinned the long blonde wig carefully, letting the waves fall past his shoulders. The outfit waited on the bed like a uniform of surrender: a sheer white babydoll trimmed in pink lace, matching open-crotch panties, white thigh-high stockings with wide satin bows at the tops, and strappy white stilettos with four-and-a-half-inch heels. Around his neck she had added a thin black choker with a small silver heart engraved “Property of Goddess V.” The pink chastity cage, freshly cleaned and gleaming, sat snug between his smooth thighs.

When Marcus arrived at eight, Tim was already kneeling in the center of the bedroom floor, hands clasped behind his back, eyes lowered. The babydoll clung to his body, the open crotch leaving the cage fully exposed. Vanessa greeted Marcus at the door in a black lace teddy that barely contained her heavy breasts, the crotch snapped open for easy access. She led him in by the hand, kissed him once deeply, then turned to Tim.

“Look at our little sissy,” she said to Marcus. “All dressed up and leaking already. He’s been practicing his lines all week.”

Marcus circled Tim slowly, boots heavy on the hardwood. He stopped in front, reached down, and lifted Tim’s chin with one finger.

“You ready to beg tonight, girl?” Marcus asked.

Tim’s voice came out small, trembling. “Yes, Sir.”

Vanessa smiled. “Then let’s begin.”

She guided Tim to kneel beside the bed while she and Marcus undressed each other with slow, deliberate touches. Marcus’s thick cock sprang free first, already hardening. Vanessa stroked it lazily, then pushed Marcus onto his back on the mattress. She straddled his thighs, rubbing herself along his length without taking him inside yet.

Tim watched from the floor, heels digging into his ass, cage throbbing with every heartbeat.

Vanessa looked down at him. “Come closer, sissy. Kneel right here.” She patted the edge of the mattress beside Marcus’s hip.

Tim crawled forward, positioned himself so his face was inches from where their bodies met. The scent of arousal filled his nose.

“Now beg,” Vanessa commanded. “Beg Marcus to fuck me harder than you ever could. Beg him to stretch me, fill me, make me scream. Use your pretty voice.”

Tim swallowed. His lips parted, lipstick gleaming. “Please, Sir,” he whispered. “Please fuck my Goddess. Please stretch her tight pussy with your big black cock. She needs it so bad. She deserves to be fucked properly. Harder than I ever could. Deeper. Make her come again and again. Please, Sir, ruin her for little cocks forever.”

Marcus grinned. “Louder, sissy. Let the whole house hear you.”

Tim raised his voice, cheeks burning beneath the makeup. “Please fuck my wife, Sir! Pound her with that huge cock! Make her scream your name! Fill her up until she’s dripping! I’m just a locked-up sissy who can’t satisfy her. She belongs to you!”

Vanessa moaned at the words, grinding harder against Marcus. “Good girl,” she panted. “Now hold my ass open while he takes me.”

Tim reached up with both hands, fingers trembling, and spread her cheeks wider. Vanessa lifted slightly, positioned the thick head at her entrance, then sank down in one long, slow motion. Marcus groaned. Vanessa’s head fell back, heavy breasts bouncing as she bottomed out.

“Fuck,” she gasped. “So deep.”

Marcus began thrusting upward, powerful strokes that made the bedframe rattle. Tim kept his hands in place, holding her open, feeling the heat of their bodies, the slick slide of Marcus inside her. Vanessa rode him faster, moans turning to sharp cries.

“Harder,” she demanded. “Harder, Marcus!”

Tim echoed her without thinking. “Harder, Sir! Fuck her harder! Please!”

Marcus gripped her hips, slammed up into her with bruising force. Vanessa came first, body convulsing, a long wail tearing from her throat. Marcus didn’t stop. He fucked her through the orgasm, then flipped her onto her back, hooked her legs over his shoulders, and drove in deep again.

Tim stayed kneeling beside them, hands now clutching the sheets, face inches from the action. He could see every detail: the way her pussy gripped the thick shaft, the creamy ring forming at the base, the way her large breasts jiggled with each thrust.

Marcus looked down at Tim. “You want to see me breed her, sissy?”

“Yes, Sir,” Tim breathed. “Please come inside her. Mark her. Make her yours.”

Marcus growled, thrusts growing erratic. Vanessa wrapped her legs around him, heels digging into his back. “Do it,” she urged. “Fill me up.”

With a final deep thrust Marcus buried himself and came, pulsing hard inside her. Vanessa shuddered through another climax, nails raking his shoulders.

They stayed locked together for long moments, breathing ragged. Then Marcus pulled out slowly. A thick stream of cum followed, pooling on the sheets beneath her.

Vanessa spread her thighs wider, looked at Tim. “Your turn, sissy. Full clean-up. Every drop. While we watch.”

Tim leaned in without hesitation. His tongue lapped at the messy folds, tasting the thick, warm mix of their release. He sucked gently, drawing it into his mouth, swallowing as more leaked out. Vanessa sighed above him, fingers stroking his wig.

“That’s it,” she murmured. “Clean your Goddess. Taste how much better he is.”

Marcus propped himself on one elbow, watching with lazy satisfaction. “Look at her go. Natural-born cleaner.”

Tim worked thoroughly, tongue delving deeper, lips sealed around her until she was glistening clean. When he finally pulled back, his face was slick, lipstick smeared, eyes glassy.

Vanessa cupped his cheek. “Such a good sissy. Now thank him.”

Tim turned to Marcus. “Thank you, Sir, for breeding my Goddess. Thank you for letting me clean up after you.”

Marcus nodded. “You earned it tonight.”

Vanessa sat up, pulled Tim onto the bed beside her. She kissed him deeply, tasting herself and Marcus on his tongue. Then she guided his head to her breast, let him suckle one nipple while her hand rested possessively on the back of his neck.

Marcus stretched out on the other side, one arm around Vanessa’s waist.

“Sleep here tonight,” she told Tim. “Between us. No cot. You’ve earned a place at our feet, but tonight you stay close.”

Tim curled against her side, head on her shoulder, one leg draped over hers. Marcus’s heavy arm settled across both of them. The cage pressed uselessly against Vanessa’s thigh, still denied, still aching.

As the candles burned low, Vanessa whispered into Tim’s ear.

“This is permanent now, sissy. No going back. You belong to us.”

Tim closed his eyes, the taste of surrender thick on his tongue, and for the first time he felt only peace.


Chapter 8: Deepening the Dynamic

The calendar pages turned with quiet inevitability. Six weeks after that first full surrender night, the house no longer felt like Tim’s home in any conventional sense. It had become a temple of service, every corner shaped by Vanessa’s will and Marcus’s presence. Tim moved through the days in a soft haze of routine and craving, the pink cage a constant weight between his legs, the anklet a faint chime with every step.

Mornings began the same way. Vanessa woke first, stretched languidly in the king bed while Marcus slept beside her, one heavy arm draped across her waist. Tim knelt at the foot of the mattress on a thin cushion she had bought specifically for him, waiting until her eyes opened. When they did, she crooked a finger. He crawled up the bed, careful not to disturb Marcus, and pressed soft kisses along her inner thighs until she parted them. He licked her awake slowly, tongue tracing familiar paths, cleaning away the remnants of the previous night’s play. She sighed, fingers threading through his growing-out hair, guiding him until a small, sleepy orgasm rippled through her. Only then did she murmur, “Good morning, sissy,” and send him to start coffee.

Shopping trips became regular outings. Vanessa took him to the mall on quiet weekday afternoons, dressed in loose jeans and a hoodie to pass as Tim in public, but always with the cage locked beneath and the anklet hidden under thick socks. She led him into lingerie stores, boutiques that catered to plus sizes and specialty fetish wear. Saleswomen learned quickly not to address him directly; Vanessa handled every transaction while Tim stood silently beside her, eyes down, holding the bags.

One Tuesday she bought him three new outfits: a red satin corset with garters, a baby-pink maid uniform complete with petticoat and white lace cap, and a sheer black chemise with matching fingerless gloves. In the dressing room she made him try each on behind the curtain while she watched from the bench outside. “Turn,” she would say. “Bend over. Show me how it rides up.” He obeyed, cheeks burning, the mirror reflecting a figure that grew more feminine with every passing week. The corset cinched his waist until he could barely breathe, forcing shallow, delicate breaths that made his padded chest rise and fall prettily.

Back home she introduced the daily teasing ritual. Every evening at seven, regardless of whether Marcus was coming over, Tim knelt in the living room wearing whatever lingerie she had chosen that day. Vanessa sat on the couch in a silk robe; legs crossed and unlocked the cage just long enough to edge him. Her fingers were slow, expert, stroking the small shaft until it strained at its full four inches, precum beading at the tip. She never let him come. The moment his hips began to buck, she stopped, wiped her hand on his thigh, and clicked the lock back into place.

“Count the days,” she would whisper. “Today makes eighty-three. Maybe next month I’ll think about a ruined one.”

Marcus stayed overnight more often now. Three, four nights a week he slept in the marital bed, Vanessa curled against his broad chest. Tim’s cot had been replaced with a narrow daybed pushed against the wall at the foot of theirs, close enough to hear every sigh, every wet sound, every low command Marcus gave in the dark. Some nights Vanessa rode him slowly while Tim watched from the shadows, forbidden to touch himself. Other nights Marcus pulled Tim onto the bed to fluff him again, or to hold Vanessa’s legs wide while Marcus took her from behind. Tim learned to anticipate the rhythm, to know exactly when to lean in and lick the underside of Marcus’s shaft as it slid in and out, adding his tongue to the slick friction.

One rainy Thursday Marcus arrived early. Vanessa was still in the shower. Tim, dressed in the pink maid uniform with the petticoat flaring around his hips, greeted him at the door with a deep curtsey.

Marcus stepped inside, shook rain from his coat, and looked Tim over. “You’re filling that dress out nicer every week, girl.”

“Thank you, Sir.”

Marcus reached under the petticoat, cupped the cage through the satin panties. “Still dripping for us?”

“Always, Sir.”

Marcus smiled. “Go tell your Goddess I’m here. Then bring us both a drink. We’re going to play a little game tonight.”

Vanessa emerged from the bathroom wrapped in a towel, hair damp and curling at the ends. She kissed Marcus hello, then turned to Tim. “What game?”

Marcus pulled a small velvet pouch from his pocket. Inside were three dice: one red, one black, one white. “Red for position. Black for toy. White for permission level. Sissy rolls first.”

Tim knelt between them on the rug while they sat on the couch. His hands shook as he tossed the dice onto the coffee table.

Red landed on six: on all fours, ass presented. Black landed on four: small vibrating plug. White landed on two: no release, no removal until morning.

Vanessa laughed softly. “Perfect.”

She retrieved the plug from the drawer, slicked it with lube, and worked it slowly into Tim while Marcus watched. The stretch burned sweetly; Tim whimpered into the carpet, petticoat hiked up around his waist. Once seated, Vanessa flicked the remote. Low vibrations hummed through him, constant but never enough.

“Stay like that,” she ordered. “While we fuck.”

They moved to the bedroom. Tim crawled after them on hands and knees, plug buzzing, and the cage swinging uselessly. He positioned himself at the foot of the bed, ass high, face down, watching upside-down as Marcus took Vanessa missionary style, slow and deep. Her moans filled the room. The vibrations kept Tim on a knife’s edge, body trembling, no relief possible.

When they finished, Marcus pulled out and let the last pulses drip onto Vanessa’s stomach. She crooked a finger. Tim crawled up, licked the warm streaks clean while they both stroked his hair like a favored pet.

Later, after they showered together and climbed back into bed, Tim curled on his daybed, plug still humming faintly on the lowest setting. Vanessa reached down once before sleep, patted his cheek.

“You’re doing so well, sissy,” she whispered. “This is your life now. Serving. Watching. Aching. And loving every second.”

Tim closed his eyes. The vibrations pulsed through him like a heartbeat. He no longer questioned it. He simply existed in it, grateful, owned, complete.


Chapter 9: The Cuckold Party

The living room had been rearranged for the occasion. The coffee table pushed against the wall, extra floor lamps brought in to bathe the space in warm, amber light. A wide leather ottoman sat in the center like an altar. Extra cushions scattered on the rug for kneeling. Vanessa had chosen the setup carefully: open sightlines from every angle, no place to hide.

Tim had spent the afternoon preparing under her supervision. He wore the outfit she deemed perfect for the night: a glossy black latex maid dress with a built-in corset that cinched his waist to an almost feminine curve, the hem so short it barely covered the tops of his sheer black fishnet stockings. The dress zipped up the back with a small padlock she clicked shut herself. Beneath it, crotchless latex panties framed the pink chastity cage, now decorated with a tiny silver bell that chimed softly with every movement. His makeup was dramatic: winged eyeliner, false lashes, deep red lips glossed to a wet shine. The long blonde wig cascaded in perfect waves. Around his neck, a wide leather collar with a chrome O-ring and a small, engraved plate that read “Vanessa’s Sissy Cuck.”

He knelt beside the front door at eight sharp, hands behind his back, eyes down, bell tinkling faintly as his breathing quickened.

The doorbell rang three times in quick succession.

Vanessa answered in a crimson satin corset dress that pushed her large breasts high, the skirt slit to the hip on both sides. No panties. The chastity keys dangled between her heavy, naturally saggy cleavage on their familiar silver chain. She opened the door wide.

Marcus entered first, followed by two men Tim had never seen. Both black, both tall and built like athletes. The first, leaner with close-cropped hair and a gold chain, smiled slow and easy. The second, broader across the shoulders, carried a small duffel bag and gave a low whistle when he saw Tim kneeling.

“Damn,” the lean one said. “She wasn’t kidding about the sissy maid.”

Vanessa closed the door behind them. “Gentlemen, this is my little cuckold. Tim, greet our guests properly.”

Tim rose to his knees, crawled forward one step at a time, then bent to kiss the toe of each man’s shoe in turn. “Thank you for coming, Sirs. Thank you for using my Goddess tonight.”

Marcus chuckled, ruffled Tim’s wig. “Polite as always. Let’s get comfortable.”

They moved to the living room. Vanessa directed Tim to serve drinks: whiskey neat for Marcus, bourbon for the lean one (Darius), cognac for the broad one (Jamal). He carried the tray with careful steps, heels clicking, bell chiming, skirt riding up to expose the caged cock and fishnet-clad ass. Each man took his glass with a casual grope: a hand on his thigh, a squeeze of his padded chest, a tug on the collar.

Once everyone had a drink, Vanessa settled onto the ottoman, legs crossed. “Sissy, entertainment position.”

Tim dropped to all fours in the center of the room, back arched, ass presented, face turned toward the group. The latex clung tight, gleaming under the lamps.

Vanessa addressed the men. “Rules are simple. Anything goes tonight except permanent marks. He’s here to serve, watch, and clean. No touching himself. No speaking unless spoken to. And when we’re done, he cleans every drop from me and from you if you want it.”

Darius grinned. “I like the sound of that.”

Jamal set his glass down. “Let’s see what the little maid can do first.”

Vanessa snapped her fingers. “Fluff time, sissy.”

Tim crawled to Marcus first. He unzipped him with practiced ease, took the thick cock into his mouth, and worked it to full hardness with slow, worshipful strokes of his tongue. Marcus groaned approval. Then to Darius, then Jamal. One by one he knelt between spread thighs, latex dress hiked up, bell jingling, lips stretching around each man until all three stood rigid and glistening.

Vanessa watched from the ottoman, fingers idly circling her own nipples through the satin. “Good girl. Now watch.”

The men took turns with her. Marcus went first, bending her over the ottoman, skirt flipped up, sliding into her from behind in long, powerful strokes. Vanessa moaned loud enough to fill the house. Tim knelt inches away, eyes wide, cage straining as he watched her heavy breasts swing with each thrust.

Darius followed, sitting on the ottoman so Vanessa could straddle him reverse cowgirl. She rode him hard, ass bouncing, head thrown back. Jamal stepped in front, fed her his cock while she ground down on Darius. Tim stayed frozen in place, bell tinkling with every small involuntary twitch of his hips.

When Marcus came inside her again, pulling out to let the thick load drip down her thighs, Vanessa crooked a finger at Tim. “Clean me while they recover.”

Tim dove between her legs, tongue lapping at the messy folds, swallowing the warm mix of cum as the men watched and stroked themselves back to hardness. Vanessa came on his face, thighs clamping around his head, praising him in breathy gasps. “Such a good cleaner. My perfect little sissy.”

The night stretched on. They passed her between them like a prize: Jamal on his back while she rode him, Darius taking her mouth, Marcus using her ass for the first time while Tim held her cheeks open and licked where they joined. Each man finished inside her at least once. Each time, Tim crawled in to clean, face slick, lipstick smeared, collar damp with sweat and spit.

Near midnight, Vanessa had them line up on the couch. She knelt before them, took each cock in turn, then guided Tim to do the same. “Show them how grateful you are.”

Tim sucked each man clean after their final release, swallowing what remained, thanking them between gulps. When the last drop was gone, Vanessa pulled him to the center of the room.

“Time for your reward,” she said.

She unlocked the cage for the first time in months. His small cock sprang free, painfully hard, leaking steadily. The men watched, amused.

Vanessa stroked him once, twice, slow and firm. “Come for us, sissy. Right here on the floor. While they laugh at how pathetic it is.”

Tim’s hips bucked. It took only seconds. A weak spurt landed on the rug, then another, then nothing but dribbles. The men chuckled. Marcus clapped slowly.

Vanessa wiped her hand on his latex skirt. “Ruined. Just like always.”

She relocked the cage immediately, the click loud in the quiet room.

The guests dressed, kissed Vanessa goodbye, slapped Tim’s ass on their way out. “Good party,” Darius said. “We’ll be back.”

When the door closed, Vanessa turned to Tim. He knelt in the center of the room, latex dress wrinkled and stained, face flushed and messy, bell still faintly chiming.

She cupped his chin. “You were perfect tonight. Every man here left satisfied because of you.”

Tim looked up at her, eyes shining. “Thank you, Goddess.”

She helped him to his feet, led him to the bathroom. “Shower, then bed. You sleep at our feet tonight. No cot. You’ve earned the privilege.”

Tim followed her down the hall, heels clicking, bell tinkling, the taste of four men still thick on his tongue. The house smelled of sex and satisfaction.

For the first time, the cage felt less like punishment and more like belonging.


Chapter 10: Eternal Sissy Cuckold

Six months had passed since the night of the cuckold party, six months that felt both endless and instantaneous. The house had changed in subtle ways. Tim’s clothes no longer hung in the master closet; they had been moved to a small wardrobe in the guest room, now his permanent bedroom. The marital bed belonged to Vanessa and Marcus alone most nights. Tim’s daybed remained at the foot, a narrow reminder of his place, though he rarely slept on it anymore. More often he curled at the bottom of the king mattress on a soft sheepskin rug Vanessa had bought, head resting near her feet, one hand lightly touching her ankle while she and Marcus drifted into sleep after their lovemaking.

The pink chastity cage had become as familiar as his own skin. Vanessa unlocked it only for hygiene and the occasional ruined edging session, never for full release. The last time he had come properly was the night of the party, and even that weak spurt had felt like an afterthought, a footnote to the real pleasure happening around him. He no longer begged for it. The ache had transformed into something deeper, a constant hum of devotion that filled the empty spaces where frustration once lived.

Tim woke before dawn most mornings. He slipped from the rug, careful not to disturb the sleeping couple, and moved through the quiet house in his night attire: a simple white silk chemise that fell to mid-thigh, matching panties that framed the cage, and sheer stockings he slept in because Vanessa liked the way they felt against her legs when he knelt to serve breakfast in bed. He brewed coffee, sliced fresh fruit, warmed croissants in the oven. By the time sunlight filtered through the kitchen blinds, the tray was ready: two mugs, cream and sugar arranged neatly, a small vase with a single rose from the garden.

He carried it upstairs on bare feet, the silk whispering against his smooth thighs. At the bedroom door he knelt, balanced the tray on one palm, and knocked softly twice.

Vanessa stirred first. She stretched, heavy breasts shifting beneath the thin sheet, then smiled sleepily at him. “Come in, sissy.”

Tim rose, padded to the bedside, and set the tray on the nightstand. Marcus opened one eye, grinned lazily, and reached out to pat Tim’s cheek. “Morning, girl.”

“Good morning, Sir. Good morning, Goddess.”

Vanessa sat up against the headboard, sheet pooling at her waist. Her large, naturally saggy breasts rested against her ribs, nipples already tightening in the cool morning air. She crooked a finger. Tim knelt on the mattress edge, leaned in, and began his morning ritual: soft kisses along her inner thighs, tongue tracing upward until she parted her legs wider. He licked her gently awake, tasting the faint remnants of Marcus from the night before, cleaning her with slow, reverent strokes until she sighed and came in a small, shuddering wave.

Marcus watched, stroking himself idly beneath the sheet. When Vanessa relaxed back against the pillows, she patted the space beside her. “Up here, sissy. Between us.”

Tim climbed onto the bed, settled on his knees between their legs. Vanessa reached over, cupped his caged cock through the silk panties, gave it a gentle squeeze. “Still so eager. Still so small. Still mine.”

“Yes, Goddess.”

Marcus sat up, pulled Vanessa into his lap so she straddled him facing forward. She guided his thick cock inside her with a soft moan, sinking down slowly until she bottomed out. Tim watched from inches away, hands resting lightly on her thighs, feeling the heat of their joined bodies.

Vanessa began to ride slow rolls of her hips. Marcus’s hands cupped her heavy breasts, thumbs circling the nipples. Tim leaned in without being told, tongue flicking out to lap at where they connected, adding wet warmth to every upstroke and downstroke. Vanessa’s breathing grew ragged. She reached down, fingers threading into Tim’s hair, holding him in place.

“Look at him,” she murmured to Marcus. “Our perfect little cleaner. Our devoted sissy.”

Marcus groaned, thrusting upward. “He’s exactly where he belongs.”

Tim kept licking, tasting them both, the familiar salty-sweet mix that had become his morning sacrament. Vanessa came again, thighs trembling around Marcus’s waist. Marcus followed moments later, burying deep and pulsing inside her.

When they stilled, Vanessa lifted off slowly. Cum trickled down her inner thigh. She looked down at Tim, eyes soft with something close to tenderness.

“Clean me, sissy. Then thank us.”

Tim pressed his mouth to her folds, lapping carefully, swallowing every drop. When she was clean he pulled back, lips shiny, and looked up at them both.

“Thank you, Goddess,” he whispered. “Thank you for letting me serve you. Thank you for giving me this life.”

He turned to Marcus. “Thank you, Sir, for satisfying my Goddess every day. Thank you for allowing me to watch, to clean, to belong.”

Marcus reached down, ruffled Tim’s hair. “You’re welcome, girl. You’ve come a long way.”

Vanessa slid off Marcus’s lap, lay back against the pillows, and patted her feet. Tim crawled down the bed, settled at the bottom, and pressed soft kisses to the tops of her feet, then the arches, then each toe. She sighed contentedly, toes curling against his lips.

“This is forever now,” she said quietly. “No more pretending. No more husband. Just my sissy cuckold. My devoted girl. My property.”

Tim rested his cheek against her ankle, feeling the steady pulse beneath her skin. The cage pressed lightly against the mattress, a dull, familiar ache. He closed his eyes.

“I love you, Goddess,” he murmured against her foot. “I love my place. Thank you for everything.”

Vanessa smiled down at him, then looked at Marcus. They shared a quiet, satisfied glance.

Marcus leaned over, kissed her temple. “Our perfect little family.”

Tim stayed there, curled at their feet, silk chemise pooled around him, the faint chime of his anklet the only sound besides their breathing. Outside, the world moved on. Inside, time had stopped in the best possible way.

He no longer dreamed of anything else. This was home. This was him. This was eternal.
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