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Nothing was like it used to be anymore. Ashley did whatever she liked, and Mark submitted entirely as a cuckold. Sometimes she brought men home, and Mark watched as his beautiful wife got plowed by strangers in their bed right, where he slept next to Ashley. Mark cherished the moments when he saw Ashley's face contorted in pleasure as a BBC stretched her tight holes. He didn't even always change the sheets but smelled the musky sweat off the bulls while his wife slept peacefully, satisfied by fat cocks.

Sometimes Ashley went for long weekends in another city and met new men there. Usually, multiple men. She had embraced the hotwife lifestyle wholeheartedly and couldn't get enough. Every weekend she needed a new cock. A new thick, long, juicy cock that filled her completely and made her forget about her whimpy husband. This was one of those weekends.

Mark's phone played a jingle signaling a received message from his wife. Without him noticing, he had been conditioned to get hard every time he heard the jingle, as he knew it would be sexy. Mark rushed to his phone and opened the screen lock while his dick pressed against the cold metal of his cock cage. It was a photo of Ashley. She wore the sluttiest little miniskirt and a lacy white bra that pushed her tits out so much that any man would want to ravage her.

Mark stared at the screen, panting like a puppy, and read the message. I will meet Malik this evening... I've understood that he is pretty BIG! Mark felt his knees weaken and his cock ache inside the cage. He knew he had to wait until Ashley returned from the trip. She had made it very clear that Mark was not allowed to cum before she gave permission. Not that it mattered; the high-class cock cage kept Mark's tiny dick tightly secured and prevented him from ejaculating without permission. 

Mark didn't object to anything Ashley said anymore. Waiting made it so much hotter for him. He loved to be teased and denied. He loved to share his wife with other men as he had learned that he could never please his wife properly, especially after she had been stretched by big black cocks so many times. 

But sometimes, he couldn't contain himself, especially when Ashley was out. The burning ache drove his mind weak, and he couldn't help but do anything to stimulate himself. After seeing Ashley's message, Mark ran like a maniac to their bedroom and began to rummage through her wardrobe. Soon his hands found a pair of lacy red panties which he pulled over his head and started furiously stimulating his nipples while huffing the feminine scent his wife might have left. Mark's other hand rubbed his erect, sensitive nipples, and his other hand cupped the cage, trying to get even the smallest contact with his frustrated cock.

No matter how much he rubbed, the cage did not allow him to get any contact. He merely felt the heat from the rapid rubbing radiate toward the skin of his penis. Instead of it giving pleasure, it just frustrated him more. The only satisfaction he received was from the vigorous rubbing of his nipples. But no amount of nipple stimulation was going to satisfy him. As long as his cock was locked, he knew he couldn't ejaculate and get relief. 

After desperately hunting for satisfaction, Mark flopped on his back on the floor and sighed loudly. Slowly he gathered himself, stood up, and walked in front of the mirror. In the mirror, Mark saw a pathetic, almost naked man with a pair of lacy panties pulled across his face and a shiny cage holding his penis. No matter how stupid he looked, his ache didn't go away. 

Mark struggled the whole weekend trying to distract himself with TV and soothing his urges by taking cold showers. His balls swelled, and his body felt so sensitive that even the slightest touches woke his senses like never before. Mark was desperately waiting for Ashley to come home.

Finally, the doorbell rang. Mark ran to the door in his boxer shorts and worn-out shirt. Outside the door stood Ashley smiling. Her face radiated and conveyed that she had been properly fucked. Possibly by multiple men. 

"Darling!" Mark yelled.

"I can't wait for you to tell me all about your trip!" He encouraged Ashley giddily.

Ashley stepped inside. "Sure thing, honey, but first, I want to change," She said, walking towards their bedroom.

As Ashely stepped into their cozy bedroom after her long cock filled weekend, she noticed something curious. A faint smell of her perfume lingered in the air, and her wardrobe door was open suspiciously. Ashley's curiosity piqued, and she walked closer just to see that her panties were in a complete mess on the shelves. She realized immediately what she was looking at, and anger began to rise within her.

"Mark! Come here right now!" She shouted to her husband, who came running in like the obedient little puppy he was. 

"I noticed you have been messing around with my panties!" She looked at him with a stern face. 

Mark turned his head down, his face flushed with embarrassment and guilt. He tried to speak, but the words seemed to escape him, leaving him momentarily speechless. 

"Is this true or not!?" She demanded an answer from Mark.

Mark rubbed his foot against the ground. "Y-yes darling...I needed relief and wanted to try if using your panties would help." He muttered timidly.

"What did we agree, huh? I gave you a specific order not to touch yourself. I own your cum! You are supposed to save yourself. I decide when you cum and if you cum!" Ashley lectured her whimpy husband.

"B-but I didn't cum..." Mark pleaded, completely defeated.

"And you can be damn sure you won't be cumming today either!" Ashley stated and paused for a moment. "...If you really like my panties so much, then you better wear them!" She said with a severe tone. Mark lifted his head and stared at Ashley, confused and silent. 

"You heard me. Since you are a little bitch, you should dress up like one." Ashley said and started rummaging through her own wardrobe. Mark stood quietly and watched as a colorful flowery blouse, red bra, matching panties, heels, and a tight miniskirt flew to the bed. 

"Today, you are going to wear those and cook me dinner. Shave your body and put on some makeup bitch. You better be begging for my forgiveness." Ashley smirked and marched off the room.

Mark was left standing alone in his confusion, and he stared at the pile of clothes as his heart raced. He wasn't sure what to think, but he knew he had to please Ashley. He didn't even dare to think about an alternative way. Mark's breathing accelerated as he delicately lifted a lacy, red bra. Feeling the softness of the fabric between his fingers, he hesitated momentarily before clasping it around his chest. The sensation was foreign yet strangely exhilarating. Emboldened by the thrill, Alex slid into a matching pair of panties, their gentle embrace making him feel vulnerable in a curious way. He looked at himself in the mirror and flaunted his legs a little. Watching his hairy shins and thighs, he remembered that he needed to shave.

In the privacy of their bathroom, Mark carefully prepared himself for the transformation he sought. With gentle strokes, he applied shaving cream to his legs, feeling the coolness of the foam against his skin. As Mark glided the razor over his legs, he watched the hair fall away, leaving behind smooth, soft skin. With each stroke, he felt a sense of liberation as he noticed gliding deeper into submission and to his rightful place. He realized he never really liked to be the man of the house. By taking this role, he could be released from the manly responsibilities and just concentrate on serving his wife. Moving on to his body, he meticulously removed the hair from his arms, chest, and stomach, revealing a more feminine contour that brought him a sudden sense of joy.

After the shave, Mark caressed his smooth legs and admired how they glowed until he lifted the blouse and the skirt. As he pulled the skirt on him, he marveled at how the soft fabric hugged his hips and accentuated his surprisingly feminine ass. Soon his arms slid into the silky blouse, and he watched himself from the mirror.

Mark had never tried to make up, but the mere idea of feminizing himself more made his cage fill again. He carefully applied a touch of foundation, subtle eyeshadow, and a sweep of lipstick. The foundation was easy, but Mark did not possess the skills for nice eye makeup. The final touch was quite rough, but it gave him a bit of a dirty and slutty look that he kinda liked. While looking at his face from the mirror, he knew he would be rock-hard if the cage didn't restrict him so much.

Pleased with the results, Mark slipped into the heels and began a wobbly walk all the way to the living room, where Ashley was waiting for him with a glass of wine. A huge grin spread across her face as she saw his pathetic husband enter the living room looking like a proper sissy.

"Well, well... That's more like it," She evaluated Mark from head to toe.

"How about you start apologizing by cleaning this table for me," Ashley pointed to the messy living room table full of a clunker.

"Yes, darling," Mark replied submissively and smiled. He wobbled to the table and started organizing the items like a good housewife.

Ashley cackled behind him and slapped his ass so hard that Mark almost fell on his face. Mark let out a girly yelp and looked back. He smiled timidly and continued the task while trying to get used to the fact that the new clothing was restricting his movement in a completely new manner.

"I bet you are aching," Ashley said smugly.

Mark glanced back," Yes, madam. But it is up to you if you give me any pleasure."

He lifted a tray full of empty glasses and magazines and carried them to the kitchen. After he returned, he noticed Ashley standing dominantly, legs spread wide apart. She wore tight jeans that accentuated her curvy legs and a tight white tank top that made her large breasts stand out.

"On your knees bitch!" Ashley commanded. "It's time for your punishment. We have to make this right," She said.

Mark didn't argue. He kneeled down like a sissy, carefully descending until his knees hit the ground. He placed his hands under him and soon was on his fours before Ashley.

Then he heard his favorite sound. A metallic clang echoed in the room as Ashley pulled a key from her cleavage and placed it against Mark's cock cage that peaked under his skirt.

Click. Mark felt a massive relief as his cock was finally free. He felt the cold air caress it and how blood was finally able to pump inside it properly after all this time. And blood did pump into it. Without any physical stimulation, his dick began to fill up. It was stiff like a wooden rod in seconds as it twitched against his lower belly frantically. "T-thank you, mistress!" Mark praised, almost tears in his eyes.

He did not hear any response. Instead, he felt a rough grope as Ashley gripped Mark's balls in her palm from behind. Mark squealed like a pig as his wife inflicted sweet pain on his scrotum, and he had no choice but to take it. Ashley pulled and twisted the balls, making Mark grind his teeth against each other.

Mark gasped for air as Ashley finally released her grip and let her soft hand wander on his shaft. Mark shivered from even the slightest touch of pleasure Ashley granted him. But she was not willing to give him satisfaction. Her fingers gently slid along his shaft and teasingly rubbed the head of his small cock while she cackled at Mark's despair. Mark looked like a cow about to be milked as Ashley's fingers rolled around his frenulum.

"Ok, now you will apologize like you mean it. I will give you some slaps for punishment, and you will say sorry after each one of them. Is that clear?" Ashley asked.

"YES, mistress!" Mark practically yelled.

Smack! Mark's head rose, and he tensed up his body as he felt a sharp blow against his balls again. The pain took over Mark's mind, and he merely grunted.

"Say it!" Ashley yelled.

"I am sorry, mistress!" Mark woke up and shouted.

Smack! Ashley's palm met Mark's scrotum once again.

"SORRY, mistress!" Mark pleaded.

Smack! The third one was the hardest, and Mark felt a single tear run down his cheek.

"I apologize, mistress!" He said.

Smack! I am so sorry!" He continued.

Ashley gave him a few more seconds to catch his breath as she saw how his body wanted to curl up and cover himself instinctually. But as soon as Mark thought it was over, another strike hit him, sending jolts of pain all over his body.

"I-I am so sorry, mistress! Please forgive me!" Mark's whole lover's body trembled.

Ashley watched her pathetic husband quiver on the floor and smiled. "You may have learned your lesson. We better see if your...thing...still works."

Ashley walked to the sofa and sat down. He looked at Mark, who still squirmed in pain, and patted her knees as if she was inviting a dog to her lap. Mark gathered himself as quickly as he could and scrambled to the sofa on top of Ashley. He placed his hips on Ashley's lap and spread his legs. Mark's ballsack glowed like a red Christmas ornament, but his dick stood up unwaveringly.

Ashley smiled at Mark, now almost motherly, as her fingers slowly squeezed around the base of his cock. Mark exhaled, his lungs empty as he finally felt proper pleasure after all that sweet torment. Ashley's hand began stroking almost mechanically his sensitive cock. She spat a string of saliva, lubricating the cock and causing a wet sloshing sound. Mark's body trembled instantly on her lap, and he knew he could not hold on for long. Ashley noticed the sign of premature ejaculation and slowed down.

Mark's face was tense, and his hips instinctively thrust up and down to get more pleasure. This act was quickly punished with a hard slap against his cheek. Mark had to concentrate and lay still while Ashley decided when he was allowed to cum.

Ashley played around with Mark's cock. She sprinted with her stroking, making Mark groan right on the edge, just to stop and deny his final relief. Ashley continued sprinting and stopping, sprinting and stopping, teasing Mark and driving him close to insanity. His twisted expression showed that his brains were about to melt from this kind of play.

But Ashley enjoyed the situation. She hadn't touched Mark in a very long time since she had been enjoying large cocks for some time already. For some reason, Ashley felt close to him again. She realized their roles had been almost completely reversed in the relationship. Mark had been feminized, and he enjoyed it full-heartedly.

Ashley spat once again on Mark's cock, making his whole body go goosebumps, and began furious stroking. She leaned close to Mark's face and stared deep into his eyes while her pumping accelerated. Mark trembled like a maniac, trying to respond to her gaze but failing as his eyes rolled in his head, and he couldn't concentrate due to the immense pleasure.

"Please, mistress! Please let me cum!" He begged and pleaded, deep desperation evident in his voice.

Ashley's hand stroked him almost violently, and her saliva lubricant sprayed all around as Mark was right on the edge. Drool dripped from the side of his mouth, and an inhumane groaning sound escaped his throat as Mark was right about to shoot his load.

That is when Ashley released her hand and cackled loudly at Mark's disoriented face. "You don't really think that I would have allowed you to cum this time?" She mocked, laughing at her pathetic husband.

Mark's cock twitched painfully, and a massive amount of precum leaked out. Yet he did not receive real satisfaction. Ashley pulled the cock cage behind herself and began to fit Mark's balls inside it. Mark watched in confused horror what she was doing as he realized he was not allowed to cum. He felt like fainting. He did not know how he would survive any longer without permission to cum.

Shoving a hard dick inside a cock cage was not easy, but Ashley was determined and patient. She took her time and waited until Mark's cock had once again shrunk enough to be locked up for an indeterminate future.

Mark stood up, sexually frustrated but submissive. He brushed and straightened his skirt and crossed his legs like a proper sissy.

Ashley watched her new sissy husband proudly. She wondered what kind of interesting possibilities this might bring to their relationship.

"Now, how about the dinner? I have to think what I will do to my little bitch." Ashley stated and pointed to the kitchen.

Mark could not believe how his life had turned out. Regardless of all the weirdness and unconventional turn their sex life now had, he felt it was exponentially better than before he ever started cuckolding. Mark's heels clopped against the floor as he staggered into the kitchen and fitted an apron on himself. His make up completely messed up, and he looked like a cheap whore, but without any question, he began to cook dinner for Ashley, just like a traditional housewife.

As Mark turned the oven on, he could not help but feel the burn in his crotch, hotter than ever before. He knew he would not be sleeping well as he did not know when Ashley would allow him to ejaculate next time.
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