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Foreword







Dear Reader,

Some marriages look perfect from the outside — until the wife catches her husband in the most forbidden position imaginable: dressed in stockings and heels, legs spread wide, desperately begging the neighbor’s massive Black cock to ruin his tight little white pussy.

What happens next isn’t anger. It’s awakening.

This story is raw, filthy, and completely unapologetic. It contains heavy themes of reluctant-to-willing sissy transformation, chastity, extreme verbal humiliation, creampie cleanup, forced bi, hotwife empowerment, and intense BBC domination.

If you crave the moment a vanilla wife discovers her husband’s secret sissy cravings and decides to take full control — while making him watch and serve — then you’re in the right place.

Turn the page… and enjoy the weekend.

— Joseph Robert


Chapter 1: The Discovery

Lyn gripped the steering wheel tighter as she turned into Max’s driveway just after ten at night. Jon had texted he’d be “helping with the truck” again and would be late, but something in her gut had twisted enough that she decided to check. The garage door was halfway open, spilling warm light onto the concrete. She killed the engine, slipped out quietly, and crept toward the side window, heart thudding with mild worry.

What she saw through the glass punched the air from her lungs in the first two seconds.

A smooth, pale body lay spread wide on an old workbench covered with a blanket, legs hooked high and trembling around the hips of a tall, powerfully built Black man. The man—Max—was driving forward in long, steady strokes, his thick, dark cock disappearing inch after glistening inch into the smaller figure beneath him. The “woman” moaned like she was starving for it, voice breathy and broken.

“Fuck… please… give it to me deeper, Max. I need that big Black cock stretching my little white pussy…”

Lyn’s thighs clenched involuntarily. The voice was unmistakably Jon’s.

She stared, frozen, as the scene sharpened. Jon—her 53-year-old husband—was completely smooth from the neck down, wearing sheer black stockings that clung to his slim legs and delicate heels that dangled from his feet with every thrust. A tiny pink micro chastity cage glinted between his spread thighs, his pathetic four-inch dick locked tight and leaking a clear string onto his own smooth belly. His face was flushed, lips parted, eyes half-lidded in humiliated bliss as Max’s heavy balls slapped rhythmically against his ass.

Lyn’s nipples stiffened against her bra. Heat flooded her core so fast her knees nearly buckled. This couldn’t be real. Her quiet, vanilla husband was on his back getting fucked deep by their neighbor’s massive Black cock, moaning like he needed it more than air.

Max growled low, voice thick with command. “That’s it, sissy. Take every inch like the cock-hungry little slut you are. Your tight white hole grips me so fucking good.”

Jon whimpered, hips rocking up to meet each thrust, chasing the sensation. “Yes… God, yes… ruin my pussy… I’m your slut…”

Lyn’s hand moved before her brain caught up. She pressed her palm hard against the front of her jeans, rubbing the seam roughly against her suddenly swollen clit. Her breath came in shallow pants as she watched her own husband get fucked missionary-style—legs up, face contorted in pure submission, tiny caged dick bouncing uselessly with every powerful stroke.

Inside Jon’s mind, shame burned white-hot even as pleasure coiled tighter. She can’t ever know… fuck, it feels too good… his cock is so much thicker than mine… stretching me open… making me leak like a girl…

Lyn’s fingers worked faster inside her unzipped jeans, slipping under soaked panties to circle her slick folds. She had never been this wet in her life. The contrast was obscene—Jon’s pale, soft body pinned under Max’s dark, muscular frame, that enormous Black shaft plunging in and out of what used to be her husband’s ass, now clearly being treated like an eager pussy. Every wet slap echoed in the garage. Jon’s small hands clutched at Max’s shoulders, manicured nails digging in as he moaned louder.

“Harder… please, Max… fuck your sissy harder…”

Lyn bit her lip to keep from moaning aloud. Her middle finger slid inside herself, pumping in time with Max’s thrusts. Her large, heavy breasts heaved under her shirt as arousal spiked higher than anything she’d felt in their twenty-five years of marriage. Vanilla sex with Jon had always been quick, polite, and disappointing. This? This was raw, filthy, and making her drip down her own thighs.

Max shifted, angling deeper, and Jon cried out sharply, body arching. His tiny locked cock twitched violently inside the pink cage, spurting a weak but steady stream of cum across his smooth stomach without a single touch. Jon’s eyes rolled back, mouth open in a silent scream of overwhelming pleasure as his hips jerked and rocked like a woman lost in orgasm.

Oh fuck… I’m cumming… can’t stop… it’s hitting so deep… turning me into such a whore…

Lyn’s own climax crashed over her without warning. She shoved two fingers deep, grinding her palm against her clit as her walls fluttered and clenched hard. A hot gush soaked her hand while she watched her sissy husband milk every drop from that superior Black cock. Her vision whited out for a long second, legs shaking against the side of the house.

When she came down, panting quietly, Max was still buried balls-deep, lazily grinding as Jon whimpered and twitched beneath him. Jon’s face turned slightly toward the window—and for one terrifying, electric moment Lyn thought he might see her.

But his eyes were glassy, lost in the aftershocks of his hands-free release.

Lyn pulled her soaked fingers free, zipped up with trembling hands, and backed away toward her car on unsteady legs. Her mind raced the entire drive home, replaying every moan, every thrust, every desperate plea from her husband’s mouth. By the time she pulled into their own driveway, her panties were ruined again and a dark, hungry curiosity had taken root deep inside her.

She walked inside, poured herself a glass of wine, and sat on the couch to wait.

Jon was going to have a lot of explaining to do when he finally got home.

And for the first time in years, Lyn couldn’t wait to hear every filthy detail.


Chapter 2: The Confrontation

Lyn sat on the living room couch with her second glass of wine, legs crossed tightly, the damp ache between her thighs still pulsing from what she had witnessed. The image refused to leave her: Jon on his back, sheer stockings stretched over his slim calves, that ridiculous pink cage bouncing while he begged their neighbor for deeper strokes. Her nipples remained tight against her blouse, and every time she shifted, fresh slickness reminded her how violently her body had reacted. She had always thought her libido was simply low. Tonight proved something far more dangerous had been sleeping inside her.

The front door clicked open a little after eleven. Jon stepped inside, trying to look casual, but his posture was stiff and his cheeks still carried a faint flush. He smelled faintly of soap and something muskier he had clearly tried to wash away. When he saw Lyn sitting there fully dressed and waiting, his eyes widened.

“Hey… you’re up late,” he said, voice too high. “The truck work ran longer than I thought.”

Lyn took a slow sip of wine, her gaze steady. “Did it? Because I drove over to Max’s to bring you a coffee. I saw everything, Jon.”

Jon froze mid-step, color draining from his face. His mouth opened, closed, then opened again without sound.

“I watched you on that workbench,” she continued, voice calm but edged with something new—something heated. “Legs wrapped around him like a whore. Stockings. Heels. That tiny pink cage locked on your little dick. You were moaning for his big Black cock to ruin your pussy. Begging him to fuck you harder.”

Jon’s knees nearly buckled. He grabbed the back of the armchair for support, face burning crimson. Inside his head, panic exploded. Oh God, she saw… she saw me taking it… saw me cum hands-free like a girl… she knows I’ve been dressing up…

“I… it’s not—” he stammered.

“Save it,” Lyn cut in, setting her glass down. She stood and walked closer, her thick hips swaying with a confidence she hadn’t felt in years. “I heard you. ‘Please, Max, give it to me deeper. Ruin my little white pussy.’ You sounded so desperate. So fucking eager.”

Jon’s breath hitched. Shame flooded him, yet beneath it a treacherous spark of arousal flickered back to life. His caged dick tried to swell uselessly against the tight pink plastic still hidden under his clothes.

Lyn stopped right in front of him, close enough that he could smell her arousal mixed with the wine. “Strip. Now. I want to see it.”

His hands shook as he obeyed, peeling off his shirt, then his pants. When he hesitated at his underwear, Lyn arched an eyebrow. He pushed them down. The tiny pink micro chastity cage came into view, his smooth balls tight beneath it, the short shaft of his four-inch cock trapped and glistening with residual excitement. Faint red marks from the earlier pounding still showed around his shaved entrance.

Lyn’s eyes widened, then darkened with fresh hunger. She reached down and flicked the cage lightly with one fingernail, making Jon gasp. “How long have you been wearing this for him?”

Jon swallowed hard. “A… a year. It started with blackmail. He caught me cross-dressing in private one night when I was borrowing his tools. Said he’d tell you and the whole neighborhood unless I… serviced him. At first it was just oral. Then… more.”

Lyn tilted her head, listening. Her hand absently brushed over her own breast, thumb circling the stiff peak through her blouse. “Blackmail. For a whole year.”

Jon nodded miserably, eyes on the floor. “But… after the first few times… after he made me cum the way he does… it stopped being just blackmail. I started going over even when he didn’t text. I’d beg him some nights. I couldn’t help it. His cock… it hits something inside me that nothing else ever has.”

The confession hung heavy in the air. Lyn felt another rush of wetness soak her already ruined panties. Something primal clicked deeper in her chest. Her quiet, small-dicked husband had secretly turned himself into a eager BBC slut behind her back—and instead of rage, all she felt was a burning need to see more. To feel what that massive dark cock could do to a woman’s body.

She stepped even closer, voice dropping low. “So you’re not being forced anymore. You’ve been sneaking over there willingly, dressing like a little sissy, and letting our neighbor fuck your ass raw because it makes you cum harder than I ever could.”

Jon’s breath shuddered out. “Yes… I’m sorry. I’m so fucking sorry, Lyn.”

She studied him for a long moment, then surprised them both by reaching down and cupping his locked cage in her palm. Jon whimpered at the contact. “Don’t be sorry yet,” she murmured, a new edge of excitement coloring her tone. “Show me everything you wear for him. Right now.”

Jon hesitated only a second before moving to the hidden box in the back of their closet. He returned with the delicate items: sheer black stockings, the strappy heels, a soft lace bralette that barely covered his flat chest, and a small bottle of lube. He stood there naked except for the cage while Lyn examined each piece, her breathing growing heavier.

“Put them on,” she ordered softly.

His cheeks flamed as he rolled the stockings up his smooth legs, clipped the heels on, and slipped into the lace bralette. When he stood before her fully dressed in the feminine scraps, Lyn’s gaze raked over him hungrily. The contrast of his small, caged body in delicate lingerie sent another pulse straight to her core.

“Look at you,” she whispered, stepping close enough that her large breasts brushed his chest. “My own husband, turned into such a pretty little sissy for Black cock. And you’ve been hiding it from me.”

Jon’s mind spun wildly. She’s not yelling… she’s looking at me like she wants to devour me… this is so humiliating… and it’s making me leak again…

Lyn’s hand slid down and gave the cage another teasing flick. “Tomorrow you’re going to call Max. You’re going to tell him I know everything. And you’re going to beg him to come over this weekend so I can see for myself what that big cock of his feels like.”

Jon’s eyes flew wide. “Lyn… please…”

She leaned in, lips brushing his ear. “You’ve had your fun behind my back for a year. Now it’s my turn to see why you’ve been acting like such a desperate bitch in heat. Call him, sissy. Or I’ll do it myself.”

Jon stood there trembling in stockings and heels, tiny caged dick straining uselessly, while his wife’s eyes burned with a hunger he had never seen in twenty-five years of marriage. The reluctant part of him screamed in shame.

The secret sissy part of him was already aching for what was coming next.


Chapter 3: The Setup

Lyn stood inches from her trembling husband, her full breasts rising and falling with each quick breath. The sight of Jon dressed in those delicate black stockings, strappy heels, and the soft lace bralette sent fresh waves of heat rolling through her belly. His tiny pink cage looked even more ridiculous now, the short shaft straining uselessly against the plastic while a thin bead of clear fluid already glistened at the tip. She had never felt this kind of power—or this kind of raw, aching need—before.

“Pick up your phone,” she said, voice low and steady, though her pulse raced. “Call Max right now. Put it on speaker.”

Jon’s hands shook as he reached for his cell on the coffee table. He looked ridiculous and vulnerable standing there in feminine lingerie, his slim five-foot-six frame dwarfed by the heels. Inside his head, humiliation crashed against a dark, secret thrill. She’s really making me do this… she saw me begging for it… and now she wants him here… in our house…

He found Max’s contact and hit call, then switched to speaker. The line rang twice before the deep, confident voice answered.

“Yeah, sissy? Missed me already? You just left an hour ago.”

Jon’s face burned crimson. Lyn’s eyes sparkled with wicked interest as she watched him struggle.

“Max… it’s… it’s Jon,” he stammered. “My wife… Lyn… she knows. She saw us tonight. Through the garage window.”

A low chuckle rumbled through the speaker, rich and amused. “Did she now? And what exactly did your hot little wife see?”

Jon swallowed hard, voice cracking. “She saw me… on my back. In the stockings and heels. Taking your cock. Begging you to fuck me deeper.”

Lyn’s thighs pressed together at the memory. She stepped closer, one hand resting possessively on Jon’s lace-covered chest, feeling his heart hammer beneath her palm.

Max’s tone shifted, turning darker and more commanding. “Well, well. So the vanilla wife finally caught her sissy husband getting his white pussy wrecked. How wet did that make you, Lyn? You still listening?”

Lyn leaned toward the phone, her breath warm against Jon’s ear. “I’m right here, Max. And yes… I couldn’t stop touching myself while I watched him moan like a desperate little slut for you.”

Another deep laugh. “Fuck, that’s hot. So what do you want, sweetheart? You want me to stop using your husband’s tight hole?”

“No,” Lyn answered without hesitation, surprising even herself with how quickly the word left her lips. Something deep inside her had awakened, a hungry curiosity that had been starved for decades. “I want to see that cock for myself. The one that turned my husband into such an eager bitch. I want you to come over this weekend. Stay the whole time. I want to feel what a real man can do while Jon watches… and serves.”

Jon’s mind reeled. She’s inviting him here… she wants him to fuck her… and she’s making me set it up… this is so humiliating… why is my cage leaking so much?

Max didn’t miss a beat. “Smart woman. Here’s how it’s going to work. Your sissy husband stays locked. He dresses however you tell him—stockings, heels, that pretty little bralette, whatever makes his tiny dick look even more pathetic. He fluffs me when I say. He cleans up every load I pump into you. And if I want to bend him over and remind him who owns that white pussy, you’re going to hold his legs open and watch. Understood?”

Lyn’s nipples tightened painfully against her blouse. She could already picture it—her pale, thick body spread beneath Max’s dark, muscular frame while Jon knelt nearby in lingerie, eyes wide with shame and helpless excitement. “Yes,” she breathed. “He’ll do whatever you want. He’s been sneaking over to beg for it anyway. Now he’ll do it right here where I can see.”

Jon whimpered softly, shifting in the heels. His locked cock gave another futile twitch, another clear drop sliding down the plastic.

Max’s voice dropped lower. “Good. Tell your sissy to beg me himself. Right now.”

Lyn nodded at Jon, her hand sliding down to give the cage a firm squeeze. Jon gasped, then spoke into the phone, voice small and trembling.

“Please, Max… come over this weekend. Lyn wants to watch you use me… and she wants to feel your cock herself. I’ll fluff you. I’ll clean you both. I’ll hold her legs open while you stretch her. Just… please bring that big Black cock over here.”

Max let the plea hang for a few delicious seconds. “That’s better. I’ll be there Friday night. Make sure the sissy is smooth, locked, and dressed like the proper little bitch he is. And Lyn… wear something that shows off those heavy tits I’ve been hearing about. I want to see how a real woman reacts when she finally gets properly fucked.”

The line went dead.

Lyn stared at the phone for a long moment, chest heaving. Then she turned to Jon, eyes bright with a mix of disbelief and growing excitement. For years she had accepted their boring, low-libido sex life. One glimpse of her husband getting pounded by superior cock had flipped a switch she never knew existed. Now she could feel her body awakening—her pussy already slick again, her large natural breasts feeling heavier, more sensitive.

“You heard him,” she said, voice husky. “Go shower and make sure you’re completely smooth everywhere. I want you looking perfect for when he arrives. And Jon?”

He looked up at her, cheeks still flaming, stockings whispering as he shifted.

“This weekend you’re not my husband anymore. You’re our sissy. My locked little slut who’s going to watch a real man take what he never could.”

Jon’s breath shuddered out. Inside, conflicting waves crashed together—burning shame at being exposed, crushing jealousy at the thought of Max claiming Lyn, and a deep, secret thrill that made his caged dick strain harder than ever. He nodded meekly, already imagining the weekend ahead.

Lyn watched him totter toward the bathroom in the heels, ass swaying slightly in the stockings. A slow, satisfied smile curved her lips.

For the first time in her life, she felt truly alive. And she couldn’t wait to see just how far this new hunger would take them.


Chapter 4: Max Arrives – First Taste

Friday evening arrived thick with tension. Lyn had spent the afternoon in a fever of anticipation, her body humming with an energy she hadn’t felt in decades. She chose a simple but revealing black wrap dress that hugged her thick curves and plunged low enough to show the generous swell of her large natural breasts. Beneath it she wore nothing but a pair of sheer black panties already damp with expectation. Jon, on the other hand, had been ordered into full sissy presentation: sheer black stockings rolled smoothly up his slim legs, the delicate strappy heels making him totter slightly, and the soft lace bralette that barely covered his flat chest. His tiny pink micro chastity cage sat prominently on display, the short shaft already glistening with anxious leaks.

When the doorbell rang at seven sharp, Jon’s stomach dropped. Lyn gave him a firm nod. “Answer it, sissy.”

Jon opened the door on unsteady heels. Max filled the frame—six-foot-four of solid muscle, dark skin gleaming under the porch light, wearing a tight black t-shirt that stretched across his broad chest and jeans that did nothing to hide the heavy bulge running down one thigh. His confident grin widened as he took in the sight of Jon dressed like a delicate little plaything.

“Well, fuck,” Max rumbled, stepping inside and closing the door behind him. “Look at you, all prettied up for company. Your wife really dressed her sissy husband nice.”

Jon’s face burned. He couldn’t meet Max’s eyes. He’s here… in our house… Lyn is going to see everything up close…

Max’s gaze shifted past him to where Lyn stood in the living room, her thick body on full display. His eyes darkened with clear approval as they traced the deep valley between her breasts. “Damn, Lyn. Those tits look even better in person. You ready to find out why your husband’s been sneaking over to get his white pussy wrecked?”

Lyn’s breath caught, but she held his stare, a flush creeping up her neck. “I am. I want to see the cock that turned my husband into such an eager little bitch.”

Max chuckled and crooked a finger at Jon. “On your knees, sissy. Time to fluff me for your wife.”

Jon sank down immediately, the stockings whispering against the carpet. His hands trembled as he reached for Max’s belt, unzipping the jeans and tugging them down along with the boxer briefs. The thick, heavy Black cock sprang free, already half-hard and swaying heavily between Max’s powerful thighs. Eleven-plus inches of dark, veined meat, girthy enough that Jon’s fingers barely met when he wrapped both hands around the base. The broad head flared wide, a bead of precum already forming at the slit.

Lyn stepped closer, eyes wide, lips parted. She had never seen anything like it— so much thicker and longer than Jon’s pathetic four inches, the dark skin contrasting sharply against Jon’s pale hands. Heat pooled low in her belly as she watched her husband lean forward.

Jon’s mind spun with humiliation. It’s even bigger up close… in our living room… Lyn is staring right at it… But his mouth watered anyway. He parted his lips and took the fat head inside, tongue swirling around the crown as he began to suck with practiced eagerness. Wet, sloppy sounds filled the room as he bobbed his head, taking more of the thick shaft with each pass, cheeks hollowing while his tiny caged dick twitched helplessly in its prison.

Max groaned appreciatively, one large hand resting on the back of Jon’s head. “That’s it. Show your wife how well you worship superior cock. Get me nice and wet for her.”

Lyn lowered herself onto the couch, dress riding up her thick thighs as she spread her legs slightly. One hand drifted between them, rubbing slow circles over her panties while she watched. The sight of her small, feminized husband on his knees servicing that massive Black cock sent jolts of pure arousal through her. Her nipples tightened into hard peaks, and she could feel herself growing wetter by the second. This is what he’s been craving… this is what I’ve been missing… God, it’s so much bigger than Jon…

Jon worked diligently, saliva coating the dark shaft as he slid his lips up and down, occasionally pulling off to lap at the heavy balls beneath, sucking one then the other into his mouth while his hands stroked the glistening length. His own locked cock leaked steadily, the pink cage bouncing with every movement of his head. Shame and secret thrill warred inside him—Lyn was watching him suck cock like a whore, and instead of disgust she looked hungry.

Max’s cock swelled fully in Jon’s mouth, reaching its full impressive length and girth. He pulled Jon off with a wet pop, strings of saliva connecting the sissy’s lips to the shiny head. “Enough fluffing. Come here, Lyn. Let’s give your sissy husband a real show.”

Lyn stood, letting the wrap dress fall open and slide to the floor. Her thick, pale body was revealed—full hips, soft belly, and those beautiful large natural breasts swaying heavily with each step. Max pulled her close, one big hand cupping a heavy breast, thumb brushing the stiff nipple. Lyn gasped at the contact, her body responding instantly.

Jon remained on his knees, watching from inches away as Max kissed Lyn deeply, tongue claiming her mouth while his hands roamed her curves. Then Max guided her back to the couch, spreading her legs wide. Jon’s heart hammered as he was motioned forward.

“Hold her legs open for me, sissy,” Max ordered. “Watch up close how a real man eats your wife’s pussy.”

Jon obeyed, hands shaking as he gripped Lyn’s soft thighs and pulled them apart. Her pussy was already swollen and glistening, lips puffy with need. Max dropped to his knees between her legs, burying his face in her wetness. The wet sounds of his tongue lapping and sucking filled the room as Lyn moaned loudly, head falling back.

“Oh… fuck… that feels so good…” she breathed, one hand tangling in Max’s short hair while the other reached down to stroke Jon’s cheek. “Look at him, baby. This is what I’ve needed.”

Jon’s mind raced with conflicted arousal. He’s tasting her… making her moan like I never could… and I’m holding her open for him… my tiny locked dick is dripping so much…

Max ate her with confident skill, tongue flicking her clit before plunging inside, then sucking her swollen lips. Lyn’s hips bucked, her large breasts jiggling with each gasp. Within minutes she was crying out, thighs trembling in Jon’s grip as the first powerful orgasm ripped through her. Her juices coated Max’s chin as she came hard, body shuddering.

When Max finally pulled back, his thick cock stood rigid and glistening. He stood, stroking the massive length slowly. “Your turn to watch, sissy. Keep holding her legs. I’m going to give your wife the fucking she deserves.”

Lyn’s eyes locked on that dark, heavy cock as Max positioned the broad head at her entrance. Jon knelt right beside them, forced to watch every inch as Max began to push forward, stretching Lyn’s tight pussy open around his girth. Her lips parted in a long, throaty moan as he sank deeper, pale skin yielding to dark.

The contrast was breathtaking—her soft white body welcoming the thick Black shaft that had claimed her husband so many times before.

Jon could only stare, leaking helplessly in his cage, as the weekend of total surrender truly began.


Chapter 5: Lyn’s First Ride

Max stood between Lyn’s spread thighs, his massive dark cock glistening with Jon’s saliva and her own slick arousal. The broad, flared head pressed firmly against her swollen entrance, parting her puffy lips as he rocked his hips in slow, teasing circles. Jon knelt right beside them on the carpet, still dressed in sheer black stockings and heels, his small hands gripping Lyn’s soft, pale thighs and holding them wide open exactly as ordered. His tiny pink cage dangled heavily between his legs, the short shaft slick with continuous leaks that dripped onto the floor.

Lyn stared down the length of her body, chest heaving. Her large natural breasts rose and fell with every shallow breath, nipples stiff and aching. She had never felt so exposed, so wanted. Max’s muscular frame towered over her thick figure, the stark contrast of his dark skin against her pale curves making her pulse race even faster. “Do it,” she whispered, voice thick with need. “Let me feel what my husband’s been getting.”

Max grinned, one big hand stroking his thick length as he nudged forward. The wide head stretched her open, sinking in with a slow, deliberate push. Lyn’s mouth fell open in a long, breathy moan as inch after heavy inch disappeared inside her. The stretch was intense—far beyond anything Jon’s small cock had ever given her. Her walls yielded reluctantly at first, then eagerly embraced the thick invasion, every ridge and vein dragging along sensitive nerves.

“Oh… my God…” she gasped, head tilting back against the couch cushions. It’s so much… so thick… filling me completely… this is what I’ve been missing for years…

Jon’s mind spun in a whirlwind of jealousy and forbidden excitement. He’s inside her… stretching my wife… that same cock that’s been wrecking my ass… she’s taking it so easily… and I’m holding her legs like a good little sissy…

Max sank deeper, feeding more of his length into Lyn’s tight heat until nearly three-quarters of the thick shaft was buried. He paused there, letting her adjust, hips making tiny circling motions that ground the base against her clit. Lyn’s thighs trembled in Jon’s grip, her inner muscles fluttering and squeezing around the invading cock.

“Fuck… you’re tight,” Max growled appreciatively. “Even after all these years with that little locked dick, your pussy still grips like it’s starving.”

He began to move then—long, smooth strokes that dragged almost all the way out before sliding back in, each thrust going a little deeper. Wet, rhythmic sounds filled the living room as Lyn’s arousal coated his dark shaft. Her large breasts bounced heavily with every impact, the soft flesh rippling. She reached up, cupping them herself, pinching her nipples as moans spilled freely from her lips.

Jon watched every detail from inches away. The way Lyn’s pale pussy lips stretched thin around the thick Black cock. The way her juices glistened on Max’s skin each time he withdrew. The way her belly tightened and her toes curled inside imaginary shoes. His own caged dick throbbed painfully, leaking steadily while he remained denied any real touch.

Max picked up speed, one hand gripping Lyn’s wide hip for leverage while the other reached down to rub firm circles over her swollen clit. “That’s it, baby. Take this big Black cock. Your sissy husband never made you sound like this, did he?”

“No… never…” Lyn moaned, eyes half-lidded as pleasure built rapidly. She looked down at Jon, her voice turning husky with new dominance. “Look at him, Max. He’s dripping in his little cage just from watching you fuck me. Such a pathetic little sissy.”

Jon whimpered, face burning with shame, but his hips gave a tiny involuntary rock, rubbing the cage against nothing. The humiliation only sharpened the twisted arousal flooding his system.

Max shifted positions, pulling out briefly with a wet sound. He guided Lyn to turn over, positioning her on her knees on the couch so her thick ass faced him. Jon was ordered to stay close, still holding one of her legs up and out to the side so nothing was hidden. Max lined up again and thrust back inside in one smooth motion, burying himself to the hilt this time. Lyn cried out sharply, the new angle letting him hit even deeper.

He fucked her harder now—steady, powerful drives that made her full breasts swing beneath her and her soft ass ripple with every collision. Lyn pushed back to meet him, chasing the building pressure. Her moans grew louder, more desperate, turning into sharp cries as Max reached around to strum her clit again.

Inside her mind, years of quiet dissatisfaction shattered. This is what sex is supposed to feel like… so full… hitting every spot… I’m going to cum so hard…

The first orgasm hit her like a wave. Lyn’s entire body tensed, walls clamping down around Max’s thick cock as pleasure exploded through her core. She buried her face in the couch cushion, crying out loudly while her thighs shook violently in Jon’s grip. Max didn’t slow down, fucking her straight through it, drawing the climax out until she was gasping and trembling.

When she came down, Max pulled out and flipped her onto her back once more. He climbed between her legs, hooking her knees over his elbows and folding her thick body nearly in half. The position left her completely open, pussy exposed and dripping. Jon was right there, forced to watch the thick shaft spear back into her soaked entrance.

Max drove in deep and fast, the wet slap of skin on skin echoing. Lyn’s large breasts bounced wildly with each thrust, her face flushed and beautiful in its pleasure. She reached down between them, fingers rubbing her clit furiously as another climax built quickly.

“Cum for me again,” Max demanded, voice rough. “Show your sissy husband how a real woman cums on superior cock.”

Lyn’s second orgasm crashed over her even harder. Her back arched, a raw cry tearing from her throat as her pussy fluttered and pulsed around the thick invading shaft. Fresh wetness gushed around Max’s cock, coating his balls and dripping down to soak the couch. Her toes curled, legs trembling uncontrollably while wave after wave rolled through her body.

Jon could only stare, mesmerized and aching. His own locked cock gave a sudden violent twitch. Without any direct stimulation, a powerful hands-free sissygasm ripped through him. His hips rocked forward instinctively, chasing the intense sensation as strong spurts of cum erupted from his caged dick, splattering across the carpet in heavy pulses. His mouth fell open in a silent, feminine whimper, eyes rolling slightly as the mind-altering release left him weak and panting. Oh fuck… cumming just from watching… like a bitch… can’t stop…

Max noticed and laughed low. “Look at that. Your sissy just came in his cage without even touching it. Pathetic.”

He kept fucking Lyn through her aftershocks, slower now, savoring the way her body clung to him. Finally, with a deep groan, Max buried himself to the root and unloaded. Pulse after heavy pulse flooded Lyn’s depths, filling her completely. When he eventually pulled out, a thick trickle of his release began to leak from her stretched entrance.

Lyn lay there panting, body glowing with sweat, a satisfied smile on her lips. She looked down at Jon, still kneeling and trembling from his own release.

“Clean me up, sissy,” she ordered softly, voice laced with new authority. “Use your mouth. Taste what a real man just left inside me.”

Jon leaned forward without hesitation, tongue extending to lap at the warm, creamy mixture dripping from his wife’s well-fucked pussy. The salty-bitter taste mixed with her familiar sweetness flooded his mouth as he licked eagerly, humiliated and helplessly aroused all over again.

Lyn stroked his hair gently, eyes half-closed in bliss. For the first time in her life, she felt completely satisfied—and she already knew one weekend would never be enough.


Chapter 6: Sissy Service and Double Use

Jon’s tongue continued its devoted work between Lyn’s swollen, puffy folds, lapping up the last warm traces of Max’s thick load from deep inside her well-fucked pussy. He swallowed every salty drop, cheeks flushed and glistening, his face pressed tightly against her as he made sure not a single bit was wasted. Only when her entrance was shiny and clean with nothing but his own saliva did he finally pull back, breathing hard.

“Time to put your sissy to work properly,” Max said, voice deep and commanding. He snapped his fingers at Jon, who was still kneeling in his sheer black stockings and heels, face flushed from his recent hands-free sissygasm and cleaning Lyn’s used pussy. “Crawl over here and clean my cock, sissy.”

Jon’s mind reeled with fresh humiliation, but his body obeyed instantly. He shuffled forward on hands and knees, the delicate heels clicking awkwardly against the floor. Up close, Max’s thick shaft looked even more imposing—dark, veined, and still semi-hard, coated in a shiny mix of Lyn’s juices and his own release. Jon parted his lips and took the broad head into his mouth, tongue swirling carefully around the sensitive crown, tasting the salty blend. He sucked gently, cheeks hollowing as he worked his way down the length, cleaning every inch with long, devoted strokes of his tongue.

Lyn watched from the couch, one hand lazily circling a stiff nipple. Seeing her husband on all fours servicing the same cock that had just ruined her sent another spark of heat straight to her core. He looks so natural like this… so eager with that big Black cock in his mouth… I never knew how much I’d love watching him submit.

Max rested a heavy hand on the back of Jon’s head, guiding him deeper until the tip bumped the back of his throat. “That’s it, bitch. Suck it clean. Show your wife what a good little fluffer you are.”

Jon gagged softly but kept going, saliva dripping from the corners of his mouth as he bobbed. His tiny locked cock gave another weak twitch inside the pink cage, already trying to stir again despite the recent release.

After several long minutes, Max pulled Jon off with a wet pop, strings of saliva still connecting the sissy’s lips to the now glistening shaft. “Good boy. Now get behind your wife and spread that thick ass for me.”

Jon crawled back to Lyn, who had already moved onto her hands and knees on the couch, presenting her soft, pale ass. He reached up with both hands and pulled her cheeks apart, exposing her slick, slightly puffy entrance. Max stepped in behind her, lined up his freshly cleaned, rock-hard cock, and sank into her with one long, smooth thrust.

Lyn moaned deeply, head dropping forward as she was filled again. “Yes… fuck, that feels so good…”

Max set a steady, powerful pace, his hips slapping rhythmically against her full ass while Jon held her open, forced to watch every thick inch slide in and out from mere inches away. The wet sounds of their fucking filled the room, mixed with Lyn’s growing moans and the occasional soft whimper from Jon as his own caged dick continued to leak onto the carpet.

While Max drove into her, he looked down at Jon. “Start licking my balls, sissy. Keep them nice and wet while I fuck your wife.”

Jon leaned in immediately, tongue extending to lap at the heavy, swinging balls. He sucked one gently into his mouth, then the other, bathing them thoroughly as Max continued pounding Lyn from behind. The position left Jon’s face trapped between his wife’s ass and the bull’s sack, completely immersed in the filthy act.

Lyn glanced back, eyes heavy with lust. “God… you’re really doing it. Licking his balls while he stretches me open. Your pathetic little locked dick is dripping everywhere again.”

The humiliating words sent another jolt through Jon. His hips gave a tiny, involuntary rock, rubbing the cage against nothing as arousal built once more.

Max kept thrusting into Lyn for several more minutes, then suddenly pulled out, his thick cock shiny and throbbing. He gripped Jon’s slim hips and pulled the sissy into position right beside Lyn on the couch.

“Ass up, bitch. Face still in her pussy.”

Jon quickly pressed his mouth back between Lyn’s thighs while lifting his ass high. Max knelt behind him, lined up, and pushed forward, sliding his thick cock into Jon’s smooth, eager hole in one firm, deep motion.

Jon moaned loudly into Lyn’s folds as he was finally filled again. The deep stretch made his eyes flutter. Almost immediately his hips began rocking back, fucking himself onto the thick shaft with desperate, feminine movements. Max’s powerful thrusts drove Jon’s face harder against Lyn’s pussy with every stroke.

“That’s it,” Max growled. “Ride it like the horny little sissy you are.”

The intense pressure against Jon’s prostate built fast. Within moments another powerful sissygasm crashed over him. His whole body tensed, hips jerking wildly as he pushed back harder and faster, chasing every sensation like a bitch in heat. Strong spurts of cum erupted from his caged dick, splattering the floor beneath him while high, breathy whines escaped around his tongue still working on Lyn. He rocked and ground back frantically, begging incoherently with his body for more, deeper, harder, lost completely in the mind-altering waves of pleasure.

Lyn watched the display with dark fascination, fingers rubbing her clit as she edged closer herself. “Fuck… he’s cumming so hard just from getting fucked… look at him go.”

Max kept pounding Jon through the shaking release, then pulled out and moved back to Lyn. He slid into her soaked pussy once more, fucking her hard while Jon remained on all fours, panting and trembling from his intense orgasm, a fresh puddle of his own cum beneath him.

The three of them stayed locked in that filthy chain for long minutes — Max driving deep into Lyn, her moans growing louder as she rode the pleasure, and Jon licking wherever he was directed: her clit, Max’s balls, or the base of the cock sliding in and out of her.

Eventually Max groaned deeply and unloaded inside Lyn again, filling her with another heavy load. When he pulled out, a thick trickle immediately began leaking from her stretched entrance.

“Clean us both up, sissy,” Max ordered. “Every drop.”

Jon dove in eagerly, tongue alternating between his wife’s cum-filled pussy and Max’s spent, glistening cock, swallowing everything they gave him while his own locked dick continued to dribble helplessly.

Lyn stroked his hair, voice soft but commanding. “Such a good little sissy. This is exactly where you belong now.”

Max chuckled low. “We’re just getting started. Bedroom. Both of you. I want her riding my face while you ride my cock next.”

Jon’s heart raced with a toxic mix of shame, jealousy, and helpless craving as he followed them down the hall in his stockings and heels, already aching for whatever came next.


Chapter 7: Public Risk and Deeper Submission

The bedroom door clicked shut behind them, but Max wasn’t satisfied with staying hidden inside the house. He stood at the foot of the bed, tall and commanding, his thick cock still heavy between his muscular thighs. Lyn lay sprawled across the sheets, her thick pale body glowing with sweat, large breasts rising and falling as she caught her breath. Jon knelt on the floor in his sheer black stockings and heels, face shiny from cleanup duty, his tiny pink cage slick with fresh leaks.

“We’re taking this outside,” Max announced, voice low and firm. “Backyard. The fence is high, but the neighbors might still hear or catch a glimpse if they look hard enough. I want your sissy dressed just like this—stockings, heels, nothing else. And you, Lyn, in that short silk robe with nothing underneath.”

Lyn’s eyes widened, a thrill of nervous excitement shooting through her. The idea of being exposed, even with only a small risk, made her pussy clench. She glanced at Jon, who looked mortified but already breathing faster. “You heard him, sissy. Let’s go.”

They slipped out the back door into the cool night air. The backyard was mostly private, tall wooden fence on three sides, but the fourth side faced a dimly lit alley and the neighbor’s upper windows were visible in the distance. A single motion-sensor light on the garage cast a soft glow over the patio. Max positioned a sturdy outdoor lounge chair under that light, right in the open.

“Sit on the edge of the chair, Lyn. Legs spread wide.” Max pointed. “Jon, kneel between her legs facing me. You’re going to hold her open and keep your mouth busy while I fuck her.”

Jon’s stomach twisted with shame as he obeyed, the cool air brushing his stockinged legs and exposed caged dick. Anyone glancing over the fence or from a window might see the silhouette of a feminized figure in heels on his knees. His face burned as he spread Lyn’s soft thighs, exposing her still-swollen pussy to the night.

Max stepped between them, stroking his thick cock back to full hardness. He pushed into Lyn in one long, deliberate slide, burying himself deep. Lyn gasped sharply, the outdoor setting making every sensation feel more intense. Her large breasts spilled out of the loosely tied robe as Max began thrusting with slow, powerful strokes.

“Keep licking her clit while I fuck her,” Max ordered Jon. “And don’t you dare stop, no matter who might be watching.”

Jon leaned in, tongue flicking over Lyn’s sensitive nub as Max’s thick shaft slid in and out just inches from his face. The wet, rhythmic sounds seemed impossibly loud in the quiet backyard. Lyn moaned openly, one hand gripping Jon’s hair, the other clutching the chair as pleasure built quickly under the risky exposure.

Inside Jon’s head, panic and twisted arousal warred. We’re outside… someone could see me dressed like this… see me licking while he fucks my wife… my little locked dick is dripping so much from the shame…

Max picked up speed, hips snapping forward harder, making Lyn’s full breasts bounce heavily. “That’s it. Let them hear how much you love real cock, baby. Your sissy husband is right there holding you open like a good little bitch.”

Lyn’s moans grew louder, less inhibited. The danger of being caught heightened everything. She looked down at Jon, voice breathy. “You love this, don’t you? Kneeling out here in your stockings while a real man fucks me.”

Jon whimpered against her clit but nodded frantically, tongue never stopping. His own caged cock swung beneath him, leaking steadily onto the concrete.

After several minutes, Max pulled out and switched positions. He sat on the lounge chair and pulled Lyn onto his lap facing away from him, her back to his chest. “Ride me, Lyn. Jon, get on your knees in front and lick where we’re joined. And keep that ass up high.”

Lyn lowered herself onto the thick cock with a deep groan, her pale thick body sinking down until she was fully impaled. She began rolling her hips, riding with increasing confidence while Jon knelt directly in front, face pressed close to watch the dark shaft stretch her. His tongue lapped at her clit and the base of Max’s cock, tasting their combined wetness with every bounce.

The position left Jon’s ass raised and exposed toward the fence. Anyone looking from the alley or neighboring windows would see a slim figure in black stockings and heels, face buried between a woman’s thighs while she rode a muscular Black man.

Max reached around to squeeze Lyn’s large breasts, pinching her nipples as she rode faster. “Look at your sissy out here, ass up like he’s begging to be seen. Such a pathetic little exhibitionist whore.”

The words pushed Jon closer to the edge. His hips rocked subtly, rubbing the cage against nothing as humiliation burned hotter. Lyn’s moans turned into sharp cries, her thick thighs flexing as she chased another climax under the open sky.

Suddenly the motion-sensor light flicked off, plunging them into deeper shadow for a moment before it clicked back on—someone or something had triggered it from the alley side. Lyn froze mid-ride, heart pounding, but the thrill only made her wetter. She resumed bouncing harder, whispering, “They might have seen us…”

That risk sent Jon spiraling. His body tensed, and another powerful sissygasm ripped through him without warning. He pressed his face tighter against Lyn’s pussy and Max’s cock, hips jerking erratically as he fucked back against empty air like a desperate bitch in heat. Strong spurts of cum pulsed from his locked dick onto the patio stones while high, feminine whimpers escaped his lips. He rocked and ground desperately, lost in overwhelming pleasure, completely exposed in the backyard light.

Lyn came seconds later, crying out loudly as her walls clenched around Max’s thick shaft, her juices flooding over Jon’s tongue. Max followed with a deep groan, gripping Lyn’s hips and pumping another heavy load deep inside her.

They stayed locked together for a long moment, breathing hard in the cool night air. When Max finally lifted Lyn off, a thick stream of his release began dripping from her stretched pussy onto Jon’s upturned face.

“Clean her right here, sissy,” Max ordered. “And don’t wipe your own mess off the ground. Leave it as proof of what a horny little slut you are tonight.”

Jon obeyed, tongue eagerly lapping at the warm cum leaking from Lyn while his own spent load cooled on the concrete beneath him. The risk of discovery still hummed in the air, making every lick feel filthy and thrilling.

Lyn stroked his hair, voice husky. “You did so well out here, baby. I think you’re ready for even more.”

Max smiled darkly. “One more round inside, then we push the limits further tomorrow. But for now, back in the house—both of you. I want Lyn riding my face while this sissy finally gets to feel me in his pussy again, nice and slow so he can savor every inch while he leaks for us.”

Jon rose unsteadily on his heels, stockings slightly laddered from the rough patio, face shiny and body trembling with aftershocks. As they slipped back inside, the backyard light clicked off behind them, leaving only the memory of the risky exposure and the deep, addictive pull of his new submissive role.

The night was far from over.


Chapter 8: Weekend Climax and New Normal

The three of them returned to the bedroom, the air thick with the scent of sex and the lingering chill from the backyard. Max stretched out on his back across the king-sized bed, his muscular dark body dominating the space, thick cock already stirring back to full hardness against his thigh. Lyn shed the silk robe completely, her thick pale curves glowing under the low lamp light, large natural breasts swaying heavily as she climbed onto the bed. Jon followed last, still dressed in his sheer black stockings and strappy heels, the delicate fabric whispering with every shaky step. His tiny pink micro chastity cage glistened with fresh leaks, his slim frame trembling from the aftershocks of the risky outdoor session.

Max crooked a finger at Lyn. “Come here, baby. Straddle my face. I want that well-fucked pussy on my tongue while your sissy rides my cock.”

Lyn’s eyes darkened with hunger. She swung one thick leg over Max’s head and lowered herself slowly, her swollen, cum-slick folds pressing against his mouth. Max’s strong hands gripped her wide hips, pulling her down firmly as his tongue immediately delved deep, lapping and sucking with confident skill. Lyn moaned loudly, head falling back, her large breasts thrusting forward as she began to grind against his face.

Jon was motioned forward. “Mount up, sissy. Face your wife. I want you to look her in the eyes while you take every inch.”

Jon climbed onto the bed on unsteady heels, straddling Max’s hips. He reached back with one hand, guiding the broad, thick head of Max’s cock to his smooth, eager entrance. The stretch was familiar yet overwhelming every time. He sank down slowly, inch after heavy inch filling him until his ass rested fully against Max’s muscular thighs. A broken whimper escaped his lips as the deep pressure hit that sensitive spot inside.

Lyn looked straight at him, eyes glassy with pleasure while Max’s tongue worked between her folds. “Ride him, baby. Show me how much you need that big Black cock in your little white pussy.”

Jon began to move, hips rolling in slow, deep circles at first, then lifting and dropping with increasing desperation. The position let him feel every ridge and vein as he impaled himself, his tiny locked cock bouncing uselessly against his smooth belly. Max’s hands stayed on Lyn’s hips but his powerful thrusts upward met Jon’s downward motions, driving deeper with every stroke.

Inside Jon’s mind, everything dissolved into raw sensation and overwhelming submission. He’s so deep… stretching me wide while Lyn watches… I’m riding him like a desperate slut right in front of her… my cage is leaking so much… I can’t stop…

Lyn’s moans grew louder as Max sucked hungrily on her clit, occasionally thrusting his tongue inside her. She reached forward, cupping Jon’s face with both hands, forcing him to keep eye contact. “You look so pretty like this, sissy. Taking real cock while I ride his face. This is our life now.”

The words pushed Jon harder. His hips began rocking faster, fucking himself onto Max’s thick shaft with frantic, feminine movements. He chased the building pressure like a woman in heat, ass bouncing, stockings stretched tight over his slim legs. Max groaned beneath Lyn, the vibrations sending extra sparks through her core.

Lyn came first, grinding down hard on Max’s face as a powerful orgasm ripped through her. Her thick thighs trembled around his head, juices coating his mouth and chin while she cried out sharply, large breasts heaving. She kept riding through the waves, drawing it out as long as possible.

Max didn’t let up. He thrust up harder into Jon, hands now gripping the sissy’s narrow waist to control the rhythm. “Your turn, bitch. Cum on my cock while your wife watches.”

Jon’s movements turned erratic, hips snapping back desperately, chasing that mind-altering peak. The intense prostate stimulation built rapidly until another shattering sissygasm exploded through him. His whole body seized, back arching as strong, forceful spurts of cum erupted from his locked cage, painting Max’s dark abs and his own smooth stomach in heavy pulses. High, breathy whines poured from his mouth as he rocked and ground frantically, fucking himself harder and deeper like a bitch in heat, begging with his body for more even as the overwhelming pleasure made his vision blur.

Lyn watched every second, eyes wide with dark delight. “That’s my good little sissy… cum like a girl for him… look at you go.”

Max kept thrusting up through Jon’s shaking release, then suddenly flipped their positions with effortless strength. He moved Lyn onto her back beside them and pulled Jon down onto all fours between her spread legs. “Clean your wife while I finish in your pussy.”

Jon buried his face between Lyn’s thighs, tongue lapping eagerly at her still-sensitive folds as Max knelt behind him and drove back in deep. The new angle let Max pound with long, powerful strokes, his heavy balls slapping against Jon’s with every thrust. Jon moaned into Lyn’s pussy, the vibrations making her gasp and clutch his hair.

Max fucked him relentlessly, building toward his own climax. “This is what you both are now. My hotwife and her locked sissy slut. Every weekend. Every time I want.”

Lyn’s fingers tightened in Jon’s hair as another smaller orgasm rolled through her from the combined sensations. “Yes… he belongs to you now. We both do.”

With a deep, guttural groan, Max buried himself to the hilt in Jon’s ass and unloaded. Pulse after heavy pulse flooded deep inside the sissy, filling him completely. Jon whimpered helplessly, another weak hands-free spurt leaking from his cage as he felt the warm rush.

When Max finally pulled out, a thick trickle of cum immediately began leaking from Jon’s used hole. Lyn pulled her husband up gently, guiding his mouth first to Max’s spent cock for thorough cleaning, then back between her own thighs to lick up any remaining mess.

They collapsed together on the bed afterward, bodies tangled and exhausted. Lyn stroked Jon’s hair while Max lounged against the headboard, completely satisfied.

“This is our new normal,” Lyn said softly, voice full of quiet authority. She looked at Jon with a mix of love and dominance. “You stay locked. You stay smooth and dressed pretty for us. You serve Max whenever he wants—fluffing, cleaning, taking his cock. And I get to enjoy a real man as often as I like. No more vanilla, no more hiding.”

Jon nodded weakly, face still flushed, body buzzing with the afterglow of multiple sissygasms. Inside, the last fragments of his old reluctant self melted away, replaced by helpless, addictive acceptance. This is what I am now… her sissy husband… his eager little bitch… and I need it… I need them both…

Max smiled, running a hand possessively over Lyn’s thick thigh. “Good. I’ll be back next weekend. And the one after that. Keep that cage on tight, sissy. Your wife deserves to be properly fucked, and you deserve to watch and serve.”

Lyn kissed Jon’s forehead tenderly, then leaned over to kiss Max deeply. “Thank you for turning my husband into the perfect little sissy… and for waking me up.”

The weekend ended with the three of them drifting off tangled together—Lyn between the two men, her hand resting possessively on Jon’s locked cage, a satisfied smile on her lips.

Their marriage had been completely transformed. And none of them wanted to go back.

The End
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