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Foreword













A quick word from the author:

What happens when a bored, wealthy couple decides to spice up their retirement with one innocent little bet?

In this story, a simple wager between husband and wife spirals into something far more intense — and far more addictive. This is pure erotic fantasy: the thrill of being transformed, the rush of reluctant arousal, the overwhelming pleasure of complete surrender, and the wicked excitement of knowing your partner is watching every second.

If you enjoy stories about lace, shame that turns into desperate need, and the moment a man discovers how good it feels to be taken like a girl, then you’re in the right place.

Turn the page and let the game begin…

— Joseph Robert North Pole


Chapter 1: The Boredom Breaker

The afternoon sun spilled through the floor-to-ceiling windows of their sprawling Scottsdale villa, turning the polished marble floors into pools of liquid gold. At fifty-three, Jon had achieved everything most men only dreamed about. After selling his tech company for a life-changing sum three years earlier, he and Lyn lived in effortless luxury— infinity pool overlooking the desert, a sleek black Tesla in the garage, and more money than they could ever spend.

Yet lately, the days had begun to blur together in comfortable monotony. Golf in the morning, cocktails by the pool in the afternoon, and predictable, vanilla sex at night. Jon didn’t hate it. He was content. But contentment wasn’t the same as alive.

Lyn, on the other hand, was never one to settle for “content.”

She stood in the expansive kitchen wearing nothing but a short silk robe that struggled to contain her voluptuous forty-eight-year-old body. The deep crimson fabric clung to her wide hips and thick thighs, the tie loosely knotted so that the heavy, naturally saggy weight of her large breasts threatened to spill free with every movement. Her dark brunette hair cascaded in soft waves past her shoulders, and her full lips curved into a mischievous smile as she poured two glasses of chilled Pinot Grigio.

“Jon, darling,” she purred, her voice low and honeyed as she crossed the kitchen on bare feet, hips swaying. She handed him one glass, letting her fingers brush deliberately against his. “We’re rich. We’re retired. And I am bored out of my fucking mind.”

Jon chuckled, taking a sip. The crisp, citrusy wine was perfect, as always. “Another trip to Tuscany? Or maybe we fly to Santorini this time?”

Lyn stepped closer, pressing her soft, heavy breasts against his chest through the thin silk. He could feel the warmth of her body, the familiar weight of those magnificent tits he’d always loved. She looked up at him with sparkling dark eyes full of wicked intent.

“Better,” she whispered. “Much better.”

She took a slow sip, then traced a fingertip along the rim of her glass. “I have an idea. A harmless little game. Just between us. Something to break the boredom and remind us we’re still young enough to misbehave.”

Jon raised an eyebrow, already sensing danger in the most delicious way. “What kind of game?”

Lyn’s smile widened, predatory and playful at once. “A private bet. High stakes, but completely safe. If you win, I’ll wear that tiny French maid outfit you’ve always drooled over—for an entire month. Every single day. Cleaning, cooking, serving you… and whatever else you want me to do in it.”

His small cock gave an involuntary twitch inside his linen shorts. The image of Lyn’s thick, curvaceous body squeezed into that ridiculous, skimpy maid costume—short skirt barely covering her ass, low-cut top pushing up her heavy, saggy breasts—was enough to make his pulse quicken.

“And if I lose?” he asked, trying to sound casual.

Lyn leaned in until her lips brushed his ear. Her breath was warm, her voice a velvet caress. “If you lose, you let me dress you up. Something pretty. Lingerie, stockings, heels, a dress… the works. One night only. No one else will ever know. Just you and me, playing pretend.”

Jon laughed, but it came out a little strained. “You’re serious?”

“Dead serious.” She pulled back just enough to lock eyes with him, her expression a perfect mix of affection and challenge. “Come on, baby. Live a little. What are you afraid of? It’s just silly bedroom fun.”

He should have said no. He was fifty-three, a former CEO, not some college kid experimenting. But the way Lyn was looking at him—hungry, excited, her thick body pressed so invitingly against his—stirred something deeper than logic. Plus, the thought of her parading around in that maid outfit for thirty straight days was almost too tempting to resist.

“Fine,” he said at last, shaking his head with a reluctant grin. “One night. But only here in the house. No pictures, no videos, nothing leaves this villa. And if I win, that maid costume stays on you even when we have company over.”

Lyn’s eyes lit up with pure victory. She clinked her glass against his. “Deal.”

They spent the next hour playing the silly card game she’d chosen—something she clearly had practiced. Jon tried his best, but Lyn was sharper, more focused, and far more motivated. Every time he thought he had her, she turned it around with a teasing laugh or a deliberate flash of cleavage as she leaned over the table.

In the end, it wasn’t even close.

Lyn set down her final card with a triumphant flourish. “I win.”

Jon stared at the table, cheeks already warming. “You cheated.”

“I motivated myself,” she corrected sweetly. She stood up, the silk robe slipping open just enough to reveal the inner curve of one heavy breast and a hint of dark nipple. “Time to collect, darling.”

Jon’s heart began to hammer. “Right now?”

“Right now.” Lyn took his hand, her grip firm and excited. She led him through the sunlit villa toward their enormous walk-in closet, her hips rolling with each step. “Don’t worry, baby. I’m going to make you look so pretty.”

As they reached the doorway of the massive closet—rows of her designer clothes on one side, his tailored shirts and suits on the other—Lyn turned to him with a wicked, sparkling smile.

“Strip,” she ordered softly, already reaching for the black lace hanging at the back. “Let’s see what kind of girl you’re going to be tonight.”

Jon hesitated for only a second, his pulse racing with a strange mix of dread and unexpected anticipation. He pulled off his shirt, then dropped his shorts, standing there in just his boxers. His small cock—under four inches even when hard—twitched nervously.

Lyn’s gaze dropped to it, and her smile deepened with affection and hunger.

“Oh, this is going to be fun,” she whispered.

She stepped closer, the silk robe whispering against her thick thighs, and closed the closet door behind them with a soft click.


Chapter 2: Silk and Shame

Two hours later, Jon stood barefoot in the center of their enormous walk-in closet, heart hammering so hard he could feel it in his throat. The air smelled faintly of Lyn’s expensive perfume and the warm cedar of the custom cabinetry. Every luxury item around him—her racks of designer dresses, his rows of tailored suits—now felt like silent witnesses to his growing humiliation.

Lyn circled him slowly, her silk robe discarded on a velvet chaise. She wore nothing but a pair of black lace thong panties that disappeared between the generous cheeks of her thick ass. Her large, naturally saggy breasts swayed heavily with each step, the dark nipples already tight and prominent. In her hands she held the first piece of his fate: a pair of delicate black lace panties.

“Lift your foot, baby,” she cooed, kneeling in front of him like a devoted servant who was actually in complete control.

Jon hesitated, cheeks burning. His small cock, still soft, hung between his legs—barely four inches at full attention on its best day. “Lyn… this is ridiculous. We can stop right now and I’ll still let you wear the maid outfit.”

She looked up at him with dark, sparkling eyes and a wicked little smile. “Too late. You lost fair and square. Now be a good girl and lift your foot.”

The word “girl” sent an unexpected jolt through him. He obeyed, stepping into the silky fabric. Lyn slid the panties slowly up his smooth thighs—shaved earlier at her insistence. The moment the cool, delicate lace cupped his balls and cradled his cock, something strange and alarming happened.

Blood rushed southward. His small shaft began to swell, thickening and lengthening against the soft material until the delicate black lace stretched tight across the head. A tiny wet spot of precum immediately bloomed at the front.

Lyn noticed instantly. She traced one manicured fingernail along the growing ridge, her touch feather-light. “Oh my… already so excited, Jonna?”

“Don’t call me that,” he muttered, voice tight with embarrassment. His face felt like it was on fire. “This is just… the fabric. It’s weird.”

“Mmm-hmm.” She didn’t sound convinced. Instead, she stood and retrieved the next items: a matching garter belt and sheer black stockings with delicate seams running up the back.

She fastened the garter belt around his narrow waist, then rolled one stocking up his leg with agonizing slowness. The sheer nylon whispered against his skin, clinging to every inch of his calves and thighs. The second stocking followed. When she clipped them to the garters, the gentle tug sent another unwelcome pulse straight to his cock. It was now fully hard—straining desperately against the lace panties, the head visibly outlined and leaking steadily.

Next came the shoes. Strappy black five-inch stilettos that made his feet arch dramatically. Lyn helped him step into them, then steadied him as he wobbled, the new height forcing his ass to tilt back slightly and his chest to push forward.

“Careful, pretty girl,” she teased, steadying his hips. “You’ll get used to them.”

Jon gripped the edge of a shelf, trying to regain balance. The combination of the stockings, garters, and heels created an electric sensation along his legs and up his spine. Every tiny shift made the lace panties rub deliciously against his swollen cockhead.

But Lyn wasn’t finished.

She selected a tight black cocktail dress from her side of the closet—one of her own that would hug his slight 5’6”, 145-pound frame perfectly. The material was soft, stretchy, and unforgiving. She worked it down over his head and smoothed it over his body. The hem stopped mid-thigh, barely covering the tops of the stockings. The neckline dipped just enough to suggest cleavage he didn’t have, while the waist cinched in, exaggerating his narrow hips and creating the illusion of a feminine silhouette.

Finally, the wig. A luxurious brunette piece that fell in soft, glossy waves past his shoulders. Lyn adjusted it carefully, then sat him down at her makeup vanity.

“Close your eyes,” she murmured.

He did. For the next twenty minutes she worked in silence—foundation, contouring, smoky eyes with long lashes, and a coat of glossy, cock-sucking red lipstick that made his lips look plump and inviting. Every brush of the makeup tools felt intimate and exposing.

When she finally stepped back and turned him toward the full-length mirror, Jon froze.

The woman staring back at him looked… alarmingly convincing.

Delicate features softened by makeup. The brunette wig framed a face that could easily pass in dim lighting. The tight dress hugged his slight build, making his waist look tiny and his ass subtly rounded. The stockings gleamed on his legs, and the five-inch heels made them look longer, more shapely.

But what truly shocked him was lower down.

His small cock was rock-hard, tenting the front of the dress obscenely. A visible wet spot had formed where the lace panties strained against the fabric. The head of his dick throbbed visibly, leaking a steady trickle of precum that darkened the material.

“Oh god…” he breathed, voice cracking. Shame flooded him—hot, thick, and mortifying—yet the shame only made his cock throb harder. The silky caress of the lingerie, the restrictive tug of the garters, the impossible height of the heels… everything combined into a sensory overload he had never experienced.

Lyn pressed her naked body against his back, her heavy, saggy breasts squishing warmly into his shoulder blades. She reached around and palmed his erection through the dress, squeezing gently.

“Look at you, Jonna,” she whispered hotly against his ear, her breath sending shivers down his spine. “So pretty. So fucking hard. Your little clitty is straining and leaking like it’s never been this excited before. You’re not supposed to like this, remember? You’re supposed to hate it.”

He whimpered, hips twitching involuntarily into her hand. “Lyn… please…”

“Please what?” She stroked him slowly through the dress, spreading the wetness. “Please stop? Or please keep going because your body is betraying you so beautifully?”

Jon stared at his reflection—mascara-framed eyes wide, glossy red lips parted, cheeks flushed beneath the makeup. The woman in the mirror looked desperate and aroused. And worst of all… he couldn’t look away.

Lyn kissed the side of his neck, then gently turned his face so their eyes met in the mirror.

“You’re perfect,” she murmured, voice thick with arousal. “Now… let’s see how passable my pretty wife is in public.”

Jon’s stomach dropped. “Public?”

Lyn’s smile was pure victory as she picked up her phone and car keys.

“Just one drink at The Sapphire Lounge, baby. Then we come straight home and I’ll ride that leaking little clitty until you explode. I promise.”

She leaned in and kissed him deeply, her tongue claiming his mouth, tasting the glossy lipstick she had just applied.

Jon’s knees nearly buckled. His cock pulsed hard in the soaked lace, another thick bead of precum soaking through.

He opened his mouth to protest, but Lyn was already leading him toward the garage on those impossible heels, every clicking step sending sparks of humiliating pleasure up his stockinged legs.


Chapter 3: Stepping Into the Night

Jon’s heart pounded so violently he was certain the valet attendant could hear it over the low purr of the Mercedes engine. The luxury sedan rolled to a smooth stop beneath the glowing turquoise awning of The Sapphire Lounge, one of Scottsdale’s most exclusive after-dark venues. Soft jazz and murmured conversation drifted from the open doors, mixing with the warm desert night air.

“ Lyn… I can’t do this,” Jon hissed, gripping the edge of the leather seat. His voice came out higher and breathier than he intended—partly from nerves, partly from the way the tight cocktail dress compressed his chest and the wig’s soft waves brushed his bare shoulders.

Lyn killed the engine and turned to him with a radiant, wicked smile. Her thick, curvaceous body filled the driver’s seat beautifully, her large saggy breasts straining against the low-cut emerald top she’d chosen to complement his outfit. “You lost the bet, baby. One drink. In public. Then we go straight home and I ride that pretty little clitty until you’re begging for mercy.”

She reached over and gave his thigh a reassuring squeeze—right where the garter clip dug gently into his skin through the sheer black stocking. The touch sent another unwanted spark straight to his groin. His small cock, still trapped in the now thoroughly soaked lace panties, gave a humiliating twitch, leaking yet another bead of precum that made the front of the dress feel damp and clingy.

Jon swallowed hard. Every tiny movement reminded him of his transformation. The five-inch strappy heels made his feet ache in the most erotic way, forcing his ass to tilt and his hips to sway. The dress’s hem rode dangerously high on his thighs, and the stockings whispered with every shift of his legs. Worst of all was the constant, silky caress of the lace against his rock-hard shaft—rubbing, teasing, keeping him in a state of aching, shameful arousal.

“You look incredible,” Lyn whispered, leaning in to kiss his glossy red lips softly. “Passable. Feminine. No one will suspect a thing if you keep that pretty mouth shut and let me do the talking at first. Just breathe, Jonna.”

The name again. It sent a fresh wave of heat through his body.

Before he could argue further, the valet opened Lyn’s door. She stepped out gracefully, then came around to his side. Jon took a deep breath, steeling himself, and accepted her hand as he swung his stockinged legs out of the car. The heels clicked sharply on the pavement. The night air kissed the exposed skin above his stockings, cool and intimate. The dress swished softly against his ass as he stood, and he instinctively tugged the hem down, only to realize the motion made his padded chest and narrow waist look even more convincingly female.

Heads turned.

Not obvious stares—just appreciative glances from men and curious ones from women as the couple made their way inside. Jon kept his eyes lowered, cheeks burning beneath the expertly applied makeup. Every click of his heels echoed like a siren in his ears. The sway of his hips felt exaggerated, unnatural, yet strangely… right. The garters tugged with each step, the lace panties cradled his leaking cock, and the wig’s soft curls brushed his neck like a lover’s fingers.

Inside The Sapphire Lounge, the atmosphere was intimate and upscale—dim lighting, plush velvet booths, a long polished bar glowing with backlit bottles, and a jazz trio playing softly in the corner. The scent of expensive cologne, aged whiskey, and subtle perfume hung in the air.

Lyn guided him to two stools at the far end of the bar. “Two dirty martinis,” she told the bartender with effortless confidence, then turned to Jon with a sparkling wink. “Relax, sweetheart. You’re stunning.”

Jon sat carefully, crossing his legs at the ankles the way Lyn had quickly coached him in the car. The motion caused the dress to ride higher, exposing another inch of stocking-clad thigh. His small cock throbbed painfully against the wet lace, trapped and aching. He could feel the dampness spreading.

They had barely taken their first sip when Lyn checked her phone and sighed theatrically. “Oh, damn. I need to powder my nose. Be right back, baby. Don’t talk to any strangers.”

She leaned in, pressing one heavy breast against his arm, and kissed his cheek. “You’re doing amazing,” she whispered hotly into his ear. “And you’re so fucking hard right now, aren’t you? I can practically smell how turned on you are.”

Then she was gone, disappearing down the dimly lit hallway toward the restrooms, leaving “Jonna” alone at the bar.

Jon’s pulse skyrocketed. He stared into his martini glass, trying to make himself small. Every second felt like an eternity. The feminine sensations assaulted him from all sides—the tight dress hugging his body, the stockings sliding against each other, the impossible arch of the heels forcing his posture into something delicate and alluring. His cock refused to soften. It strained visibly against the front of the dress if he wasn’t careful, the wet spot now impossible to ignore if anyone looked too closely.

He was just about to text Lyn begging her to hurry when a deep, smooth, masculine voice slid over him like warm velvet.

“I don’t think I’ve seen you here before.”

Jon looked up—way up—into the face of a tall, powerfully built man in his mid-forties. Six-foot-three at least, with broad shoulders that filled out an expensive charcoal suit, salt-and-pepper hair neatly styled, and a confident, predatory smirk that made Jon’s stomach flip.

The stranger’s gaze traveled slowly down Jonna’s body—lingering on the glossy red lips, the subtle swell of the dress at the chest, the exposed thighs, and the gleaming black stockings—before rising again with obvious appreciation.

“You look incredible,” Derek said, sliding onto the empty stool beside him without waiting for an invitation. His voice was rich, commanding, the kind that expected compliance. “Mind if I buy you another drink?”

Jon opened his mouth to refuse, to say something—anything—to escape. Instead, a soft, breathy, unmistakably feminine “Thank you” slipped out. The sound of his own voice in that moment—high, excited, trembling—sent a fresh gush of precum soaking into the already ruined lace panties.

Derek’s smirk deepened, eyes darkening with interest. He signaled the bartender with casual authority and leaned in closer, his knee brushing deliberately against Jon’s stockinged thigh.

“I’m Derek,” he said, offering a large, strong hand. “And you are far too beautiful to be sitting here alone.”

Jon hesitated only a fraction of a second before placing his smaller, manicured hand in Derek’s. The handshake lingered. Warm. Firm. Possessive.

“Jonna,” he whispered, the name feeling both alien and dangerously thrilling on his glossy lips.

Derek’s thumb stroked once across the back of Jon’s hand before releasing it. “Jonna. Beautiful name for a beautiful woman.”

Jon’s cock pulsed hard in its lacy prison, leaking steadily as the tall, confident stranger began to flirt openly—compliments flowing like the fresh martini that appeared in front of him. Every word, every lingering glance, every casual touch of Derek’s knee against his thigh made the humiliating arousal worse.

And somewhere in the shadows of the lounge, Lyn watched with hungry, satisfied eyes, her thick thighs pressed together as she savored the first delicious cracks in her husband’s resistance.


Chapter 4: Dangerous Flirtation

Derek’s presence was overwhelming. Up close, he smelled of expensive cologne—woody and masculine—with an underlying hint of raw power that made Jon’s stomach tighten. The tall man leaned in slightly, his broad shoulder brushing Jon’s as he raised his own glass in a casual toast.

“To new encounters,” Derek said, his deep voice low enough that it felt intimate despite the lounge’s ambient chatter. His eyes—steely gray with flecks of green—locked onto Jonna’s smoky, mascara-framed gaze with unnerving confidence. “You really do look stunning tonight, Jonna. That dress was made for you.”

Jon felt his cheeks burn hotter beneath the foundation and blush. He took a shaky sip of the fresh martini, the gin burning a path down his throat. “Th-thank you,” he managed again in that soft, breathy voice that still shocked him every time it left his glossy red lips.

Every word, every movement felt like walking a tightrope. The tight black cocktail dress clung to his slight frame, the hem riding high on his thighs no matter how many times he tugged it down. The sheer black stockings whispered together whenever he shifted on the barstool, and the five-inch strappy heels kept his feet arched, forcing his ass to tilt back in a way that made him hyper-aware of how feminine his posture had become. Worst of all was the constant, tormenting pressure of the soaked lace panties. His small cock—under four inches even when fully erect—strained desperately against the delicate fabric, the head slick and throbbing, leaving a growing wet spot that he prayed the dim lighting would hide.

Derek didn’t seem to notice the panic. Or if he did, he clearly enjoyed it. He rested one large hand on the bar, close enough that his fingers occasionally brushed Jon’s arm. “First time here?” he asked, his tone smooth and probing. “I come a few nights a month. Business in Phoenix, pleasure in Scottsdale. But I’ve never seen anyone quite like you.”

Jon swallowed, trying to keep his responses minimal and feminine. “It’s… my first time, yes.” His voice trembled slightly, but the high, soft tone only seemed to encourage Derek.

The older man smiled, a slow, predatory curve of his lips. “Lucky me, then.” He leaned in a fraction closer, his knee pressing more deliberately against Jon’s stockinged thigh under the bar. The contact sent a jolt straight up Jon’s leg, making his trapped cock twitch and leak another thick bead of precum into the ruined lace. “You have incredible legs. Those stockings… fuck, they look expensive. And the way they catch the light when you move? Gorgeous.”

Jon’s breath hitched. Shame flooded him in hot waves—shame at being complimented as a woman, shame at how his body was reacting, shame at the way his small dick was pulsing and dripping like a desperate slut. He crossed his legs tighter, but that only made the garter straps tug gently and the lace rub torturously against his swollen cockhead.

“T-thank you,” he whispered again, unable to think of anything else.

Derek chuckled, low and rich. “You’re nervous. That’s adorable.” His hand moved from the bar to rest lightly on Jon’s knee, the touch warm and heavy through the thin stocking. He didn’t squeeze, didn’t push—just let the weight of his palm settle there, claiming space. “Don’t be. I don’t bite… unless you ask nicely.”

Across the lounge, hidden in a shadowed booth with a perfect view of the bar, Lyn watched with dark, hungry eyes. Her thick thighs were pressed together under the table, one hand discreetly slipped between them, slowly rubbing her swollen clit through her panties. Seeing her proud, vanilla husband reduced to this—flushed, leaking, and stammering in a tight dress while a dominant stranger flirted with him—was more intoxicating than she had imagined. Her large, saggy breasts rose and fell with quickened breath as she texted under the table with her free hand.

He’s into you. Let him touch. I’m so wet watching this.

Jon’s phone buzzed softly in the small clutch purse Lyn had given him. He glanced down, read the message, and felt his stomach flip. The instruction made his cock throb harder.

Derek noticed the brief distraction. “Everything okay, beautiful?”

“Y-yes,” Jon replied quickly, slipping the phone away. His voice sounded even breathier. “Just a friend checking in.”

Derek’s hand slid a little higher on his thigh, fingertips tracing the lacy top of the stocking where it met the garter clip. The touch was bold now, possessive. “Good. Because I’d hate for anything to pull you away from me tonight.”

The conversation flowed dangerously easily after that. Derek asked questions—where Jonna was from, what she did, whether she was single—each one forcing Jon to improvise in that humiliatingly feminine voice. Every lie made the arousal worse. Every compliment from Derek’s deep voice made his little cock leak more. The wet spot at the front of the dress was becoming noticeable if anyone looked closely, but Derek’s eyes kept drifting there anyway, darkening with clear approval.

“You’re getting excited, aren’t you?” Derek murmured after a particularly charged pause, his thumb stroking slow circles on the inside of Jon’s thigh. “I can see it in your eyes. The way your lips part when I touch you. It’s fucking sexy.”

Jon whimpered softly—barely audible over the jazz trio—but Derek heard it. The tall man leaned in until his lips were inches from Jon’s ear.

“I have a suite at the Grand Meridian, just a few blocks away. Private. Quiet. We could continue this somewhere more… comfortable. What do you say, Jonna? Let me show you how a real man treats a woman like you.”

Jon’s mind screamed to refuse. This had gone too far. He was a married man. A former CEO. Not some crossdressed slut about to go to a hotel with a stranger. But his body betrayed him completely. His cock pulsed violently in the soaked lace, another long string of precum soaking through. The feminine sensations—the heels, the stockings, the tight dress, the makeup, the wig—had rewired something inside him. Being desired like this, being touched like this, felt terrifyingly good.

His phone buzzed again in the clutch.

Lyn’s text was simple, commanding, and dripping with lust:

Go with him. I’ll be watching. Trust me.

Jon’s hand trembled as he set the phone down. Derek was watching him expectantly, that confident smirk never fading.

“I… I don’t know,” Jon whispered, voice cracking with need and fear.

Derek’s hand slid higher, fingers brushing dangerously close to the damp bulge under the dress. “Say yes, beautiful. I promise you won’t regret it.”

Jon looked into those steel-gray eyes, feeling the weight of the lingerie, the heels, the makeup, and the overwhelming, unwanted arousal flooding his body.

He nodded slowly, barely perceptible.

“Yes,” he breathed.

Derek’s smile turned triumphant. He signaled for the check with casual authority, then stood and offered his strong hand.

“Come on, Jonna. Let’s get you somewhere I can take my time with you.”

As Jon slid off the stool on shaky heels, the dress riding up to reveal more stocking-clad thigh, he caught a glimpse of Lyn in the shadows—her face flushed with excitement, lips parted, one hand still discreetly between her thick thighs.

His wife was watching.

And she was loving every second of her husband’s dangerous descent.


Chapter 5: The Penthouse Trap

The short ride to the Grand Meridian Hotel passed in a haze of pounding heartbeats and throbbing arousal. Derek drove a sleek black luxury SUV, one large hand resting possessively on Jonna’s stockinged thigh the entire way. Every stoplight, every gentle squeeze of those strong fingers sent fresh sparks racing up Jon’s leg and straight to his aching cock. The lace panties were utterly ruined now—sodden, clinging obscenely to his small, leaking shaft. The tight black cocktail dress had ridden high during the drive, exposing the lacy tops of the stockings and the delicate garter straps. Jon kept tugging at the hem with trembling fingers, but it was useless. He looked exactly like what he had become: a passable, feminized slut on the verge of surrender.

Derek pulled up to the valet with effortless confidence. “Penthouse suite,” he told the attendant, tossing the keys with a crisp hundred-dollar bill. Then he helped Jonna out of the vehicle, his grip firm on the smaller man’s elbow as they crossed the opulent lobby. Jon’s five-inch heels clicked sharply on the marble floor, each step a humiliating reminder of the sway in his hips and the way the dress hugged his narrow waist and padded ass.

They rode the private elevator in silence. Derek stood close behind him, one hand resting lightly on Jonna’s hip. Jon could feel the heat of the taller man’s body, the solid wall of muscle pressing subtly against his back. When the elevator doors opened directly into the sprawling penthouse suite, Jon’s breath caught.

Floor-to-ceiling windows offered a breathtaking view of the illuminated Scottsdale desert and distant mountains. Soft ambient lighting glowed from recessed fixtures, casting warm shadows across modern leather furniture, a massive king-sized bed dressed in crisp white linens, and a private terrace beyond. A bottle of chilled champagne waited in an ice bucket beside two crystal flutes.

Derek didn’t waste time on pleasantries.

The moment the elevator doors closed, he spun Jonna around and pulled the feminized husband hard against his broad chest. Strong hands roamed down Jon’s back, squeezing the padded ass through the tight dress as Derek claimed his mouth in a deep, demanding kiss.

Jon gasped into it. Derek’s tongue pushed past glossy red lips, invading, dominating, tasting the sweet lipstick and the faint trace of gin. The kiss was nothing like Lyn’s playful affection—it was raw, masculine, and possessive. Jon’s knees weakened as one of Derek’s large hands slid under the hem of the dress, fingers tracing the lacy edge of the garter belt before cupping the soaked front of the panties.

“Jesus Christ,” Derek growled against Jon’s lips, breaking the kiss just enough to speak. “You’re fucking dripping, baby girl. Your little pussy is soaked for me already.”

The crude words sent a violent throb through Jon’s small cock. He whimpered, hips twitching involuntarily forward into Derek’s palm. The shame was overwhelming—being called “baby girl,” having another man feel how desperately his body was leaking—but the humiliation only made the arousal sharper, hotter, more addictive.

Derek chuckled darkly, squeezing the hard little bulge. “So eager. I love when a woman gets this wet this fast.” He walked Jon backward toward the king bed, never breaking contact, until the backs of Jonna’s thighs bumped the edge of the mattress. With one smooth motion, Derek spun him around and bent him over the bed.

Jon braced his hands on the soft duvet, ass raised, heels still on. The position made the short dress ride all the way up, fully exposing the black lace panties stretched tight over his ass and the garter straps framing his cheeks. Derek yanked the soaked panties down just enough to free Jon’s small, throbbing cock and expose his tight, virgin hole.

“Such a pretty little ass,” Derek murmured appreciatively, running rough palms over the smooth, stockinged thighs. He reached for a bottle of lube from the nightstand—clearly prepared—and squeezed a generous amount onto his fingers. Cool, slick gel circled Jon’s puckered entrance, making him gasp and clench.

“Easy, Jonna,” Derek soothed, pressing one thick finger slowly inside. “Relax for me. Let me open you up.”

The intrusion was shocking. Jon’s eyes widened, a high, feminine moan escaping his painted lips as Derek’s finger curled and found the sensitive bundle of nerves deep inside—his prostate. Pleasure exploded behind his eyes, sharp and electric, completely unlike anything he had ever felt with Lyn. His small cock jerked untouched beneath him, leaking a long, clear string of precum onto the pristine white sheets.

“Oh fuck—” Jon whimpered, pushing back instinctively against the invading finger.

Derek added a second finger, scissoring gently, stretching him while relentlessly massaging that magic spot. “That’s it, baby. Feel how good it is when a real man touches you here. Your little clitty is dripping like a faucet.”

Jon’s mind spun. This is too far. I’m not supposed to like this. I’m a man—Lyn’s husband. But his body had other ideas. His hole clenched greedily around Derek’s fingers, hips rocking back for more. The stockings whispered against the duvet, the heels dug into the carpet, and the wig’s soft waves fell across his face as he panted.

From the half-open door leading to the adjoining sitting room—carefully left ajar by Derek earlier at Lyn’s discreet arrangement—Lyn watched with rapt attention. She had slipped into the suite through a side entrance minutes ahead of them, her thick, curvaceous body hidden in the shadows. Her robe was already open, one heavy saggy breast spilling free as she pinched and rolled a thick nipple between her fingers. Her other hand was buried between her plush thighs, two fingers slowly fucking her soaked pussy while she bit her lip to stay silent.

Seeing her husband bent over like a whore, moaning in a dress and heels while another man fingered his prostate, was the hottest thing she had ever witnessed. Her juices coated her fingers as she rubbed her swollen clit in tight circles, eyes glued to the scene.

Derek withdrew his fingers with a wet sound and unzipped his pants. Jon heard the heavy rustle of fabric, then felt the blunt, thick head of Derek’s cock—much larger than his own—press against his slick, twitching hole.

“Ready for me, pretty girl?” Derek growled, gripping Jonna’s narrow hips.

Jon’s breath came in short, desperate pants. Panic and overwhelming lust warred inside him. He should stop this. He should run. Instead, his body betrayed him completely.

He nodded, pushing back against the thick cockhead.

“Yes…” he whispered in that high, broken voice.

Derek groaned in approval and began to push forward—slow, relentless, stretching Jon open inch by inch. The fullness was obscene, burning and delicious all at once. Every thick inch dragged across Jon’s prostate, sending lightning bolts of pleasure shooting through his entire body.

Jon’s eyes rolled back, a long, shuddering moan tearing from his glossy red lips as the first waves of prostate pleasure began to build.

From the shadows, Lyn’s fingers moved faster, her heavy breasts heaving as she watched her husband take another man’s cock for the first time.

The real performance was only just beginning.


Chapter 6: First Surrender

Derek’s thick cock continued its slow, inexorable push forward, stretching Jon’s tight ring wider than it had ever been. Inch after heavy inch sank into the feminized husband, the veined shaft dragging relentlessly over his swollen prostate with every millimeter of progress. The burning fullness was overwhelming—obscene, invasive, and impossibly pleasurable. Jon’s glossy red lips fell open in a silent, high-pitched cry as his eyes fluttered and rolled back.

“Oh… fuuuck…” The word came out in that same soft, feminine whimper that kept betraying him.

“Easy, baby girl,” Derek growled, his voice low and rough with lust. Strong hands gripped Jonna’s narrow hips, holding him steady as the last thick inches disappeared inside. Derek’s heavy balls finally pressed against Jon’s lace-clad ass, the base of his cock fully sheathed in the quivering heat. “Goddamn, you’re tight. Taking me so well already.”

Jon’s small cock—still untouched and rock-hard—jerked violently beneath him, slapping against his lower belly and splattering a thick rope of precum onto the white duvet. The prostate pressure was unlike anything he had ever felt. Every tiny shift of Derek’s hips sent sparks of electric pleasure exploding through his core, making his hole clench greedily around the invading shaft.

From the shadowed adjoining room, Lyn watched with dark, hungry eyes. Her silk robe hung completely open now, her large, naturally saggy breasts fully exposed and heaving with each rapid breath. One hand kneaded and pinched a thick, dark nipple while the other worked frantically between her thick thighs—three fingers buried deep in her soaked pussy, thumb circling her swollen clit. The sight of her proud husband bent over in a tight black dress, stockings, and heels, moaning like a whore while Derek’s thick cock disappeared inside him, was pushing her closer to the edge faster than she had anticipated.

Derek pulled back slowly until only the fat head remained inside, then thrust forward again—deeper, smoother, setting a steady, rhythmic pace. The wet, obscene sound of skin meeting skin filled the penthouse suite as his hips slapped against Jon’s stockinged ass. Each powerful stroke nailed Jon’s prostate perfectly, milking it with relentless precision.

Jon’s legs trembled in the five-inch heels. “Ah—ahh—fuck—Derek—” The words tumbled out in broken, breathy gasps, his voice pitched high and desperate. His small cock swung untouched beneath him, leaking in long, continuous strings that splattered the sheets. The sensations were too much—the tight dress bunched around his waist, the garter straps tugging with every thrust, the sheer stockings sliding against the duvet, the wig’s soft waves falling across his flushed face.

He was being fucked. Actually fucked. Like a woman. And his body was responding with shattering intensity.

The first orgasm built with terrifying speed. It started deep in his core, a swelling pressure around his prostate that grew hotter and tighter with every thrust. Jon’s eyes widened, mascara beginning to smudge as tears of overwhelming pleasure pricked the corners.

“I—I’m gonna—oh god—” he sobbed, voice cracking.

Derek didn’t slow down. Instead, he gripped Jonna’s hips harder and drove deeper, angling his cock to grind directly against that sensitive gland. “Come for me, pretty girl. Come on my cock like the little slut you are.”

The command tipped Jon over the edge.

The orgasm crashed through him without a single touch to his small cock. His prostate pulsed and swelled, forcing a powerful, hands-free spurt from his tiny shaft. Thick ropes of cum erupted onto the duvet in rhythmic jets, his hole clenching and fluttering wildly around Derek’s thrusting cock. Jon’s whole body shook violently—legs buckling in the heels, back arching, a long, broken feminine cry tearing from his glossy lips as wave after wave of prostate pleasure ripped through him.

“Fuuuuck—yes—cumming—oh my god I’m cumming—”

Derek groaned in approval, never stopping his steady rhythm. “Good girl. That’s it. Milk me with that tight little hole.”

The climax seemed to last forever, far longer and more intense than any orgasm Jon had ever experienced with Lyn. His small cock continued to jerk and spurt weakly even as the peak began to fade, leaving him panting and trembling, mascara running in dark streaks down his flushed cheeks.

But Derek wasn’t finished.

As the aftershocks still rippled through Jon’s body, the taller man suddenly pulled out with a wet pop, spun Jonna onto his back, and pushed his stockinged legs up and wide. The heels pointed toward the ceiling as Derek climbed between them, lining up his glistening cock once more.

“You’re not done yet,” Derek growled, eyes dark with lust as he sank back inside in one smooth thrust. The new angle hit Jon’s prostate even more directly. “You’re going to come again for me, Jonna. I want to feel that pretty little clitty spurt while I fuck you senseless.”

Jon’s eyes rolled back again, a fresh sob of overwhelmed pleasure escaping him as Derek resumed his deep, rhythmic pounding. The second orgasm was already building—faster, stronger—his prostate hypersensitive after the first release.

From the adjoining room, Lyn bit down hard on her lip to stifle her own moan. Her fingers plunged faster into her dripping pussy, juices coating her thick thighs as she watched her husband get folded in half and relentlessly milked. Her heavy breasts bounced with the motion of her hand, nipples stiff and aching.

She had never been wetter in her life.

Jon’s high, broken moans filled the suite as Derek drove him relentlessly toward another shattering hands-free climax.

His resistance was crumbling fast.

And the night was still young.


Chapter 7: Multiple Milking

Derek’s powerful thrusts never faltered. With Jon folded nearly in half on the massive king bed—stockinged legs pushed high and wide, five-inch heels pointing helplessly toward the ceiling—he drove his thick cock deep into the quivering, stretched hole with steady, punishing rhythm. Each heavy slap of his hips against Jon’s ass sent fresh waves of prostate-milking pleasure crashing through the feminized husband’s body.

The second orgasm built almost immediately after the first, fueled by the hypersensitive gland that Derek’s fat cockhead kept hammering with merciless precision.

Jon’s glossy red lips parted in a continuous stream of broken, feminine cries. “Ah—ahh—Derek—too much—fuck—I can’t—oh god—”

“You can,” Derek growled, sweat glistening on his broad, muscular chest as he leaned forward, folding Jonna even tighter. The new angle drove his cock even deeper, the thick shaft grinding relentlessly against Jon’s swollen prostate on every inward stroke. “You’re going to cum again for me, pretty girl. I want to feel that tight little hole squeeze my cock while your useless clitty spits all over yourself.”

The dirty talk hit Jon like a physical blow. Shame burned through him—hot, humiliating, and shamefully arousing. He was a man. A retired CEO. Not some crossdressed whore getting railed into multiple orgasms by a stranger. Yet here he was: dress bunched uselessly around his waist, mascara-streaked face contorted in ecstasy, small cock jerking and leaking untouched between their bodies while another man’s thick dick milked him senseless.

The pressure in his core swelled rapidly, tighter and hotter than before. His hole fluttered and clenched greedily around Derek’s pistoning shaft. The sheer stockings slid against Derek’s sides as Jon’s legs trembled violently in the air. The garter straps dug into his thighs with every thrust. The wig’s soft brunette waves stuck to his sweat-dampened forehead.

“I’m—I'm gonna—again—” Jon sobbed, voice cracking into a high-pitched wail.

“That’s it,” Derek snarled, slamming in harder. “Cum. Now.”

The second orgasm detonated even more violently than the first. Jon’s prostate pulsed and swelled under the relentless assault, forcing a long, powerful hands-free eruption from his tiny cock. Thick ropes of cum splattered across his own stomach and the bunched black dress, some even reaching the underside of his chin. His entire body convulsed—back arching off the bed, hole clamping down rhythmically around Derek’s cock like a velvet fist, legs shaking so hard the heels nearly slipped off.

“Fuuuuuck—cumming—oh my god I’m cumming so hard—”

Jon’s vision blurred with tears of overwhelming pleasure. The orgasm rolled on and on, each deep thrust from Derek prolonging the ecstasy until he was whimpering and gasping for air, his small shaft still twitching and dribbling weak spurts onto his cum-smeared belly.

Derek groaned in deep satisfaction but didn’t slow. He kept fucking straight through the climax, using the fluttering contractions to milk himself while driving Jon higher.

From the half-open adjoining door, Lyn was losing control. Her thick, curvaceous body was sprawled back in the plush chair she had claimed, robe discarded completely. One heavy, saggy breast was lifted to her mouth so she could suck and bite her own nipple while her other hand furiously worked between her plush thighs. Three fingers plunged wetly in and out of her dripping pussy, thumb grinding hard circles on her swollen clit. Juices coated her hand and ran down the crack of her ass onto the chair.

Seeing her once-proud husband reduced to a quivering, mascara-ruined mess—cumming hands-free for the second time on another man’s cock—was pushing her toward her own shattering release. Her large breasts heaved, dark nipples stiff and glistening with saliva.

“Oh fuck, baby…” she whispered under her breath, too quiet for the men to hear. “Look at you… taking it so well…”

Back on the bed, Derek suddenly pulled out, flipped Jon onto his stomach again, and yanked his hips up so Jonna was once more on all fours—ass high, face pressed into the cum-stained duvet. He slammed back inside in one brutal thrust, the new position allowing even deeper penetration.

The third orgasm began building almost instantly.

Jon sobbed into the mattress, fingers clawing at the sheets. “No—no more—please—I can’t—ahh—Derek—fuck—too sensitive—”

But his body betrayed him completely. His hole clenched and fluttered around the thick invading cock, greedily sucking it deeper. His small, spent cock hung beneath him, still leaking steadily despite having cum twice already. The relentless prostate pounding turned every nerve ending into liquid fire.

Derek reached around and gave the dripping little shaft a single, condescending stroke. “Look at this pathetic clitty. Still trying so hard. But you don’t need it anymore, do you, Jonna? You cum from your pussy now.”

The humiliating words combined with another perfectly angled thrust sent Jon spiraling over the edge again.

The third climax was the longest and most devastating yet. It ripped through him like a tidal wave, his prostate contracting so hard that his vision whited out for several long seconds. A weak but prolonged spurt of cum dribbled from his tiny cock onto the sheets as his entire body shook uncontrollably—legs giving out, hole spasming rhythmically, high-pitched feminine screams muffled by the duvet.

Derek’s rhythm grew erratic, his breathing ragged. “Fuck—gonna fill you up, baby girl. Take every drop.”

He buried himself to the hilt one final time, his thick cock swelling and pulsing as he unloaded deep inside Jon’s wrecked hole. Hot, heavy ropes of cum flooded Jon’s insides, the sensation of being filled triggering one last violent, hands-free orgasm that made Jon’s whole body seize and shudder.

From the adjoining room, Lyn finally broke. Her own climax crashed over her as she watched her husband get pumped full of another man’s seed. She bit down hard on her lip to keep from crying out, thighs clamping around her hand as powerful waves of pleasure rolled through her thick body, juices squirting lightly onto the chair beneath her.

Derek stayed buried deep for a long moment, groaning in satisfaction as Jon’s hole continued to milk him through the aftershocks. When he finally pulled out slowly, a thick trickle of cum immediately began leaking from Jon’s gaping, twitching hole, running down his stockinged thighs and dripping onto the ruined sheets.

Jon collapsed forward onto the bed in a boneless, trembling heap—dress bunched uselessly around his waist, stockings torn in places, mascara completely ruined, glossy red lips parted in exhausted, lust-drunk gasps. His small cock hung soft and spent between his legs, still twitching occasionally.

Derek stood back, admiring his handiwork with a satisfied smirk, his own cock glistening with lube and cum.

From the shadows, Lyn rose on shaky legs, her robe still open, large saggy breasts swaying heavily as she stepped quietly toward the bedroom door.

The performance was over.

It was time for the reveal.


Chapter 8: Revelations and Afterglow

Jon lay sprawled across the ruined king-sized bed in a boneless, trembling heap. The once-elegant black cocktail dress was bunched uselessly around his narrow waist like a discarded belt. His sheer black stockings were laddered and torn in several places from the intensity of Derek’s thrusts. The strappy five-inch heels still clung to his feet at awkward angles, one strap half-unbuckled. Thick rivulets of Derek’s hot cum slowly leaked from his gaping, twitching hole, tracing sticky paths down his inner thighs and soaking into the already cum-stained sheets beneath him.

His small cock hung soft and spent between his legs, red and glistening with the remnants of multiple hands-free orgasms. Mascara ran in dark, messy streaks down his flushed cheeks. Glossy red lipstick was smeared across his swollen lips and chin. The brunette wig sat slightly askew, soft waves tangled and damp with sweat.

He couldn’t move. Could barely think. His body still twitched with aftershocks, his prostate throbbing with a deep, satisfied ache that made every tiny shift send sparks of residual pleasure through his core.

Derek stood beside the bed, calmly zipping up his pants, a satisfied smirk on his handsome, salt-and-pepper face. “Damn, Jonna. You were incredible. Best fuck I’ve had in months.” He reached down and gave Jon’s cum-smeared ass a proprietary pat. “If you ever want round two, you know where to find me.”

Jon could only manage a weak, broken whimper in response. His mind floated in a hazy, lust-drunk fog. Shame, humiliation, and overwhelming satisfaction warred inside him. He had just been fucked senseless by another man—multiple prostate orgasms ripped from his body while wearing his wife’s lingerie and dress. And the worst part? A treacherous voice in the back of his mind already whispered that he wanted more.

The soft click of the adjoining door opening barely registered at first.

Then Lyn stepped into the bedroom.

She moved with slow, confident grace, her crimson silk robe hanging completely open. Her thick, curvaceous forty-eight-year-old body was on full display—wide hips rolling, heavy, naturally saggy breasts swaying heavily with each step, dark nipples still stiff and glistening from where she had sucked them during her own climax. Her thighs glistened with her own juices, and her dark eyes burned with raw, possessive lust as she approached the bed.

Derek glanced over, unsurprised. A knowing smile tugged at his lips. “Your wife?”

Lyn nodded, never taking her eyes off her shattered husband. “My husband. Though he makes a gorgeous girl, don’t you think?”

Derek chuckled deeply. “Fucking stunning. You two have fun with whatever this is.” He grabbed his jacket from a nearby chair and headed for the elevator without another word, leaving the couple alone in the opulent penthouse.

Lyn climbed onto the bed with surprising gentleness. She knelt beside Jon, one hand stroking the tangled brunette wig away from his sweat-dampened forehead. Her touch was tender, almost loving, in stark contrast to the raw dominance Derek had shown.

“Happy anniversary, baby,” she whispered softly, her voice thick with satisfaction and affection. She leaned down and pressed a gentle kiss to his smeared red lips, tasting the mix of lipstick, sweat, and lingering traces of Derek’s kiss. “You were so beautiful tonight. So perfect.”

Jon blinked up at her through heavy, tear-streaked lashes, his chest still heaving with ragged breaths. “Lyn… you… you watched everything?”

“Every second,” she admitted, her smile turning wicked yet warm. She trailed her fingers down his cum-streaked stomach, lightly brushing his spent little cock. It gave a feeble twitch at her touch. “I fingered myself raw while Derek fucked you senseless. The way you came—over and over—hands-free on his cock… God, Jon. I’ve never been so turned on in my life.”

Fresh shame washed over him, but it was softer now, mixed with a strange, warm glow of pride at pleasing her. He swallowed hard, voice hoarse from all the moaning. “I… I came so many times. I couldn’t stop. It felt…”

“Addictive?” Lyn finished for him, her hand gently cupping his leaking, cum-filled ass. She dipped two fingers into the mess leaking from his hole and brought them to his lips. “Taste what he left inside you, pretty girl.”

Jon hesitated only a moment before obediently parting his lips and sucking her fingers clean. The salty, musky flavor of another man’s cum made his spent cock twitch again. Lyn’s eyes darkened with renewed hunger.

“That’s my good girl,” she purred. She stretched out beside him, pulling his smaller body against her soft, heavy curves. Her large saggy breasts pressed warmly into his chest as she stroked his wig and kissed his forehead. “I knew you’d look incredible dressed up. But I had no idea how much you’d love being fucked like that. The way your little clitty spurted every time he hit your prostate… mmm. We’re definitely doing this again.”

Jon let out a shaky laugh that turned into a soft moan as her fingers gently probed his sensitive hole. “I don’t… I don’t know if I can handle that again. It was too much.”

Lyn smiled against his hair, her voice dropping to a sultry whisper. “Oh, you’ll handle it. Because deep down, you loved every second of being my pretty little Jonna. Being desired. Being taken. Being watched while you surrendered completely.”

She rolled him gently onto his back and straddled his waist, her thick thighs bracketing his hips. Her soaked pussy hovered just above his soft cock as she looked down at him with pure possessive love and lust.

“You’re still my husband,” she said softly, brushing a thumb across his smeared lipstick. “But tonight you became something more. My secret sissy. My perfect plaything. And I think we just found our new favorite game.”

Jon stared up at her—his dominant, curvaceous, wickedly brilliant wife—and felt the last fragments of resistance melt away. The humiliation, the pleasure, the overwhelming sensations… they had broken something open inside him. Something he wasn’t sure he wanted to close again.

He reached up with trembling hands, cupping her heavy, saggy breasts and thumbing her stiff nipples.

“Okay,” he whispered, voice still hoarse and feminine from the night’s exertions. “But next time… maybe we start slower?”

Lyn laughed softly, a rich, delighted sound, and leaned down to kiss him deeply.

“No promises, baby girl.”

She ground her wet pussy slowly against his spent cock, already feeling it begin to stir again beneath the lace and cum.

The night was far from over.

And their new life of lace, lust, and delicious surrender had only just begun.

The End
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