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Foreword

This novella began as a private fantasy, whispered only to the dark corners of my mind during long, quiet nights in Seattle. What started as curiosity about hidden desires grew into something deeper: a story about courage, betrayal, transformation, and the unexpected freedom that comes when masks finally fall away.

To anyone reading these pages: this is fiction, born from imagination and longing, but it carries real emotional truth for those who have ever felt trapped in a role that no longer fits. Jonna’s journey is one of release, acceptance, and unapologetic pleasure. I hope it stirs something in you, whether recognition, arousal, or simple curiosity.

Thank you for stepping into her world.


Chapter 1: The Hidden Life

Jonna’s glossy lips stretched wide around the thick black shaft, saliva glistening along every veined inch as she bobbed her head with practiced hunger. The man above her – tall, dark-skinned, muscles flexing under smooth skin – groaned low in his throat and tangled strong fingers in her long brunette wig. He thrust forward, filling her throat until her nose pressed against his trimmed pubic hair. She gagged softly, eyes watering mascara tears, but she didn’t pull back. She wanted every inch. Needed it.

Behind her, Lyn knelt on the bed, one hand between her own thighs, the other reaching around to pinch Jonna’s locked clit through the steel cage. “That’s it, baby,” Lyn purred against Jonna’s ear. “Show him what a perfect little cock-sucking faggot you are.”

The man – Max – pulled out with a wet pop, strings of spit connecting Jonna’s swollen lips to his glistening cockhead. He flipped her onto her back with effortless strength, spread her stockinged legs wide, and lined up at her slick, trained hole. One slow, deep push and he was buried to the hilt. Jonna’s back arched off the mattress, silicone breasts bouncing with the impact. Max started gentle, sensual, letting her feel every ridge, every pulse. Then he angled just right and hammered her prostate.

Jonna’s voice cracked into a high, desperate whine. “Please… fuck me like a slut… harder… own this sissy ass…”

Lyn laughed softly, fingers circling faster on her own clit. “Give it to her, Max. Make her cum like the girl she was born to be.”

Max obeyed. The room filled with the wet slap of skin on skin, Jonna’s pleading cries, Lyn’s breathy moans. Pleasure coiled tighter and tighter inside Jonna until it snapped. Her first real sissygasm tore through her – body convulsing, locked clit spurting helplessly inside the cage, ass clenching rhythmically around the invading cock. Wave after wave crashed over her, vision blurring at the edges, high feminine screams echoing off the walls. She thought, in the white-hot center of it, that she never wanted to cum any other way again.

Max groaned and flooded her depths with heat. Lyn leaned down to kiss Jonna’s trembling lips while cum leaked out around the thick shaft still buried inside her.

And then the scene dissolved like smoke.

Jon blinked hard, the memory – or was it a fantasy? – fading as he stared at his own reflection in the bathroom mirror. Fifty years old. Five feet six. One hundred sixty-five pounds. A perfectly ordinary retired man in khaki shorts and a polo shirt, small four-and-a-half-inch cock tucked away and forgotten. He ran a hand through his thinning hair and sighed.

Downstairs Lyn moved through the kitchen with the same effortless grace she’d always had. Forty-seven, thick in all the right places, brunette waves cascading past her shoulders, large natural breasts straining against the thin cotton of her tank top. She hummed softly while slicing fruit for a smoothie, hips swaying to music only she could hear. Jon watched her from the hallway and felt the familiar ache bloom in his chest.

They had everything. A paid-off house in a quiet Seattle suburb, investments that grew without effort, no alarm clocks, no deadlines. They could travel whenever the mood struck, eat at whatever restaurant caught their fancy, spend lazy afternoons on the back deck with wine and books. Most men would kill for this life.

Most men didn’t lie awake at three in the morning picturing themselves on their knees in lingerie, lips wrapped around real cock, ass presented high while a dominant partner called them a good little faggot.

Jon had never told anyone. Not Lyn. Not the handful of friends from his working years. The fantasy had started small – a stray thought while scrolling late-night porn, a video of a pretty crossdresser taking it deep – and grown until it consumed his private hours. He imagined the click of a chastity cage locking around his useless little dick. The weight of lifelike breast forms glued to his chest, jiggling with every step in heels. Makeup smoothed over his face until a convincing woman stared back from the mirror. And always, always, the craving to be used. To suck. To bend over. To beg for cum like the desperate sissy slut he knew lived inside him.

He never acted on it. Fantasies were safe. Safe didn’t make his cock twitch the way the videos did. Safe didn’t leave him leaking pre-cum into his boxers after a particularly vivid daydream.

Lyn glanced up from the cutting board and smiled at him. “You okay, hon? You look a million miles away.”

Jon forced a grin. “Just thinking about how lucky we are.”

She laughed, soft and warm. “We really are.” She wiped her hands on a towel and crossed the room to kiss him – quick, familiar, affectionate. Her breasts pressed against his chest for a moment, soft and heavy and real. Jon kissed her back and wondered, not for the first time, if she had secrets of her own.

He had no idea how right he was.

That afternoon he would come home early from a rare round of golf. He would see the glow of Lyn’s phone screen on the kitchen counter. He would read the messages from Tyler – their son’s old high school friend, twenty-five years younger, athletic and cocky – describing in filthy detail how he had fucked Lyn senseless the night before. Jon would stand frozen, stomach churning, small cock hardening traitorously in his pants.

And in that moment of betrayal and twisted arousal, the cage around his secret self would finally crack open.

He would order the supplies that very night.

The training would begin.

Jonna would be born.

But all of that was still hours away. For now Jon simply stood in the hallway, watching his beautiful wife hum and sway, and let the fantasy simmer quietly beneath his skin – waiting for the spark that would set it ablaze.


Chapter 2: The Trigger

Jon pulled the golf cart into the garage a little before three, clubs rattling in the back. The round had ended early; his back tightened after nine holes, and the thought of a cold beer on the deck sounded better than chasing a small white ball across wet grass. He left the clubs in the cart, kicked off his shoes at the door, and padded inside in sock feet.

The house smelled like Lyn’s citrus body wash and the faint vanilla of the candle she always lit in the living room. Quiet. Comfortable. His kind of afternoon.

Her phone sat face-up on the kitchen island, screen glowing with a fresh notification. Jon glanced at it out of habit, the way anyone might. The preview text stopped him cold.

Tyler: Can’t stop thinking about how tight you were last night. Your pussy gripped me like it never wanted to let go. When can I come over again?

Jon’s stomach dropped. His pulse thudded in his ears. He stared at the name. Tyler. Their son’s old high school buddy. The kid who used to crash on their couch after late movie nights, who once helped Jon fix the garage door when the spring snapped. Twenty-five years younger. Lean, cocky, always flashing that easy grin.

Jon’s hand moved before his brain caught up. He tapped the screen. The messages opened.

Dozens of them. Weeks, maybe months. Photos too: Lyn’s thick thighs spread on what looked like their guest bed, Tyler’s dark hand gripping her hip, another of her large natural breasts spilling out of a black lace bra while she rode him reverse, head thrown back. The captions were filthy.

“Love how your tits bounce when I fuck you deep.”

“Swallow it all like a good girl.”

“Tell me your husband’s little dick could never fill you like this.”

Jon’s knees felt weak. He braced one hand on the cool granite. His small cock, the one he had always been quietly ashamed of, stiffened against his khakis. Hard. Aching. Betrayed and turned on in equal measure.

He scrolled further. Lyn’s replies were just as explicit.

“Miss your thick cock already.”

“Jon’s asleep. Come over tomorrow?”

“Cum inside me again. I want to feel it drip out all day.”

Jon closed his eyes. The room tilted. He should have felt rage. Hurt. The urge to smash something. Instead a strange calm settled over him, cold and clear. Lyn had been chasing pleasure outside their marriage for months. She had lied. She had fucked another man in their home. And Jon’s body responded not with fury, but with a twisted kind of relief.

If she could take what she wanted, so could he.

He locked the phone, set it back exactly where he found it, and walked upstairs to the guest room. He sat on the edge of the bed, the same bed in the photos, and let the images replay in his mind. Tyler’s hands on Lyn’s hips. Lyn’s moans. The way she looked when she came, flushed and wild.

Jon’s hand drifted to his zipper. He didn’t stroke himself. He just pressed the heel of his palm against the small, throbbing erection and breathed. Four and a half inches at full mast. Pathetic next to what Tyler had given her. And yet the humiliation only made him leak more.

He stood, went to his office, and opened his laptop.

The shopping cart filled quickly.

Curved steel chastity cage, size small. Professional-grade silicone breast forms, C-cup, realistic skin tone. Long brunette wig, human hair blend. Full makeup kit: foundation, contour, eyeliner, glossy lipstick in rose. Butt plugs, graduated set from small to large. Realistic dildos, suction-cup base, veined and thick. Lacy lingerie sets, black stockings, garter belts. Patent black heels, size nine. Shipping: discreet, two-day.

He hit purchase without hesitation.

Total: just under eight hundred dollars.

Jon closed the laptop and leaned back in the chair. His heart still raced, but the panic had burned away. In its place was something sharper. Determination.

Lyn would come home soon, humming, kiss him on the cheek, ask about his golf game. He would smile, tell her it was fine, pour her a glass of wine. He would wait.

The packages would arrive while she was at the gym or the salon or wherever she went to meet Tyler next.

He would train in secret. Every stolen hour.

He would learn to walk in heels without wobbling. To apply makeup until a pretty girl stared back from the mirror. To lock his useless little cock away and feel only relief in the denial. To ease plugs inside himself, then dildos, then bigger ones, until his ass could take whatever a real man wanted to give.

He would become Jonna.

And when the time came, when he was ready, he would show Lyn exactly what he had become.

Or perhaps she would find him first.

Either way, the secret cage around his true self had cracked open. There was no closing it now.

Jon stood, adjusted his still-hard cock in his pants, and went downstairs to wait for his wife. He poured two glasses of cabernet and set them on the coffee table. When she walked through the door a half-hour later, cheeks pink from the spring air, he greeted her with the same easy smile he always used.

“Hey, beautiful.”

She kissed him, soft and familiar. “Hey yourself. Good round?”

“Cut it short. Missed you.”

Lyn laughed and curled against him on the couch. Jon wrapped an arm around her shoulders, felt the soft weight of her breasts against his side, and let his mind drift to the tracking number already emailed to his inbox.

Two days.

The training would begin in two days.

And nothing would ever be the same.


Chapter 3: The Secret Training Begins

The first package arrived on Thursday morning, two days after Jon hit purchase. The plain brown box sat innocently on the porch, no logos, no return address beyond a generic fulfillment center in California. Jon carried it inside with both hands, pulse already quickening, and locked the front door behind him even though Lyn wouldn’t be home for hours.

He took the box straight to the guest room, the same one where the photos on her phone had shown her legs wrapped around Tyler. He set it on the bed, slit the tape with his keys, and lifted the flaps.

On top lay the curved steel chastity cage, small and gleaming, complete with a tiny brass padlock and two keys on a ring. Beneath it, nestled in foam, were the breast forms: soft silicone mounds, C-cup, weighted just enough to feel natural when they moved. The skin tone matched his own almost perfectly, pale with a faint rosy undertone. Next came the wig, long brunette waves in a protective net. Makeup kit in a sleek black case. Plugs in graduated black silicone, starting small and ending intimidating. A set of realistic dildos, veined and suction-cupped. Lingerie folded neatly: black lace bra and panty set, garter belt, sheer stockings. Finally, the black patent heels, size nine, four-inch stilettos.

Jon’s hands shook as he unpacked everything onto the comforter. He stripped naked, stood in front of the full-length mirror on the closet door, and looked at himself one last time as plain Jon: soft around the middle, small cock already half-hard from anticipation, ordinary body that had never felt quite right.

He started with the cage.

He lubed the ring, slipped it behind his balls, then guided his shaft into the curved tube. It was a snug fit; the cold steel made him hiss. He threaded the lock through the hasp, clicked it shut. The sound echoed in the quiet room like a vow. Four and a half inches compressed and denied. He tugged gently. No escape. A bead of pre-cum welled at the tip and dripped onto the carpet. He smiled at his reflection, small and shaky.

Next, the breast forms. He cleaned his chest with the included wipes, applied the adhesive to the flat backs of the silicone mounds, pressed them firmly against his pecs, and held for sixty seconds. When he let go they stayed. Heavy. Jiggling slightly when he shifted his weight. He cupped them, lifted, let them drop. The motion sent a thrill through him even though the molded nipples registered nothing. They looked real. They felt real against his palms. He turned side to side, admiring the new silhouette.

The wig came next. He brushed out the tangles, settled it over his head, adjusted the lace front until it sat seamlessly. Long brunette waves framed his face. Already softer. Already different.

Makeup was clumsy at first. Foundation smeared unevenly. Eyeliner wobbled into raccoon rings. He wiped it off with makeup remover and tried again. And again. By the third attempt the contour looked believable, the smoky eyeshadow blended, the glossy rose lipstick smooth and inviting. He practiced smiling. Pouting. Parting his lips like he was about to take something thick between them.

He stepped into the black lace panties, pulled them up over the cage. The fabric hugged his denied clit like a cruel tease. Stockings next, rolling them slowly up shaved legs. Garters clipped. Bra hooked in front, then spun around, straps adjusted so the breast forms sat high and proud. He slipped into the heels last. Four inches made his calves tighten, forced his hips to sway when he took a tentative step. He wobbled, caught himself on the dresser, then walked the length of the room and back. Better. Again. Smoother.

Standing in front of the mirror now, fully dressed, he barely recognized the person staring back. Soft curves where there had been flat planes. Long hair cascading over shoulders. Glossy lips parted in wonder. Locked cage tucked between smooth thighs. Heels making legs look endless.

He whispered it aloud for the first time.

“Jonna.”

The name settled over him like silk. He said it again, softer. “Jonna.”

He turned, bent at the waist, looked over his shoulder at the reflection. The panties rode up between round cheeks. He reached back, pressed a finger against the fabric over his hole. Empty. Needy.

The smallest plug waited on the bed. Black silicone, tapered, flared base. He lubed it generously, then lay back on the comforter, knees drawn up. One hand held the breast forms steady while the other guided the tip to his entrance. He breathed deep, pushed. A slow stretch, a slight burn, then it popped inside. Full. Not enough, but a beginning.

Jonna rocked her hips experimentally. The plug shifted, pressed against something sensitive inside. A spark. She moaned, high and feminine, surprised by her own voice.

She stayed like that for twenty minutes, rocking, clenching, letting the sensation build. No touching the cage. No release. Just the denial and the fullness and the new weight on her chest. When the timer on her phone buzzed, warning that Lyn would be home soon, she carefully removed the plug, cleaned everything, packed it all back into the box, and hid it in the back of the guest-room closet behind spare linens.

She stripped down to Jon again. The breast forms peeled off with a soft sucking sound, adhesive still tacky. The wig went into its net. Makeup removed with wipes until his face looked ordinary once more. The cage stayed on. He couldn’t bear to take it off yet.

When Lyn walked through the door an hour later, arms full of grocery bags, Jon met her in the kitchen with a kiss. “Hey, beautiful. Good day?”

“Long,” she said, smiling. “Yoga was packed. You?”

“Quiet. Just relaxed.”

She didn’t notice the faint tremor in his hands or the way he stood a little straighter, still feeling the ghost of heels on his feet. She didn’t see the small key ring he had slipped into his pocket, or the way his locked cock twitched at the sound of her voice.

That night Jon lay awake beside her, staring at the ceiling while Lyn slept. The cage pressed against his thigh, a constant reminder. Tomorrow, when she left for her salon appointment, he would dress again. Longer this time. Higher heels. Bigger plug. More makeup practice.

Jonna was waking up.

And she was hungry.


Chapter 4: Progression and Obsession

The guest room became Jonna’s private sanctuary. Every morning after Lyn left for her spin class or coffee with friends, Jon slipped upstairs, locked the door, and transformed. The routine hardened into ritual within the first week. Cage first, the familiar click now a comfort instead of a shock. Breast forms next, adhesive smoothed on with practiced strokes, silicone settling against his chest like they had always belonged there. Wig brushed and positioned. Makeup applied with growing confidence: foundation blended seamless, contour sharpening cheekbones, eyeliner winged sharp, lips glossed in deepening shades of red and plum. Stockings rolled up shaved legs. Garters snapped. Bra hooked. Heels slipped on. By week two he could walk the length of the hallway in four-inch stilettos without a single stumble, hips swaying naturally, ass pushed back just enough to make the motion hypnotic.

The plugs progressed steadily. The smallest one felt almost quaint now. He moved to the medium size by day ten, lubing it generously, easing it in while on all fours in front of the mirror. The stretch burned sweetly; he clenched around it, rocked back and forth, let the pressure build against his prostate until pre-cum dripped steadily from the cage. He learned to breathe through it, to relax the ring of muscle, to take it deeper without tensing. Each session lasted longer. Thirty minutes became an hour. He would clench and release in rhythm, whispering to his reflection. “Good girl. Take it like the sissy you are. This is what you were made for.”

The dildos came next. The first realistic one, seven inches, veined and thick, suction-cupped to the shower wall. Jonna knelt under the warm spray, water streaming over her wig and down her back, and opened her glossy lips. The head pushed past her teeth. She gagged at first, eyes watering, but she kept going. Inch by inch. Slow. Deliberate. She learned to relax her throat the way the online tutorials showed, to breathe through her nose, to swallow around the intrusion. Tears mixed with shower water. Mascara ran in dark streaks. She didn’t stop until her nose pressed flush against the tile and the toy filled her completely. She held it there, throat fluttering, then pulled back slowly, strings of spit connecting her lips to the shaft. Again. And again. Until the gag reflex surrendered and she could bob smoothly, taking it deep with wet, obscene sounds.

Ass training intensified. She mounted the larger dildo on the floor, squatted over it in heels, lowered herself inch by inch. The stretch was intense, almost too much at first. She paused, breathed, rocked gently until her body opened. Then she rode it. Slow circles at first, feeling every ridge drag against her walls. Faster. Harder. She braced her hands on the carpet, arched her back, let the breast forms swing heavily with each bounce. “Fuck yes,” she moaned in that high, feminine voice she had practiced. “Fill this sissy hole. Use me.” The cage bounced uselessly between her thighs, leaking steadily. She never touched it. Denial was part of the thrill.

She edged for hours some days. Riding the dildo until the pressure in her prostate built to a fever pitch, then stopping cold, clenching around the toy, whimpering. She read forums late at night on her phone, anonymous posts from other locked sissies describing the elusive sissygasm: prostate-only release, full-body, no hands, waves that could last minutes. She chased it desperately but never quite caught it. Each near-miss left her trembling, desperate, more obsessed.

By the end of the second month her skills had sharpened to near-perfection. Makeup took twenty minutes instead of an hour. She could apply false lashes without blinking them off. Her contour was flawless, lips always perfectly lined. In heels she moved like she had worn them her whole life, ass swaying, posture elegant and slutty at once. She could deep-throat the largest dildo without hesitation, hold it down for thirty seconds while her throat milked it. Her ass took the thickest toy with ease, slick and greedy, clenching on command.

She stood in front of the mirror one rainy afternoon, fully dressed in black lace lingerie, wig cascading over shoulders, breast forms heaving with each breath, cage gleaming between smooth thighs. She turned slowly, admiring the curve of her hips, the jiggle of silicone when she shifted weight. She bent at the waist, looked back over her shoulder, spread her cheeks with both hands. The largest plug nestled deep inside, base winking between round globes.

Jonna smiled at her reflection, glossy lips curving wickedly.

She was ready.

Not quite for the real thing, not yet. But close. So close.

She removed the plug with a soft pop, cleaned everything meticulously, packed it away. Stripped back to Jon. Wiped away the makeup. Peeled off the forms. Unlocked the cage only long enough to shower, then clicked it shut again before Lyn got home.

That evening they ate takeout on the couch, Lyn’s head on his shoulder, her hand resting casually on his thigh. Jon smiled, kissed her temple, felt the steel cage press against his leg under his sweatpants. Lyn chatted about her day, oblivious.

Inside, Jonna simmered. Patient. Hungry.

She knew the discovery was coming. Sooner or later Lyn would come home early, or notice the faint scent of lube in the guest room, or find a stray false eyelash on the carpet. When it happened, Jonna would be ready to kneel. To beg. To show exactly what months of secret training had created.

Until then, she trained harder.

Every stolen hour.

Deeper. Filthier. More feminine.

The sissygasm still eluded her, but the craving for it, for real cock, for surrender, burned brighter every day.

Jonna was almost there.

And when the moment came, she would be perfect.


Chapter 5: The Discovery

Lyn pushed through the front door a little after two, arms loaded with two paper shopping bags from the organic market downtown. She had cut her salon appointment short; the colorist was running behind, and the thought of beating traffic home had won out over waiting another hour. Her heels clicked across the foyer tiles as she called out softly.

“Jon? You home?”

No answer. The house felt quiet, almost too quiet. She set the bags on the kitchen island, kicked off her shoes, and padded upstairs in bare feet, intending to change into something comfortable before unpacking groceries.

The guest-room door stood slightly ajar. A thin strip of afternoon light spilled into the hallway. Lyn paused, curious. Jon rarely used this room anymore. She nudged the door wider with her fingertips.

And froze.

Jonna stood in front of the full-length mirror on the closet door, frozen mid-pose. Long brunette waves from the wig cascaded over bare shoulders. The black cocktail dress clung to silicone curves, hem riding high enough to reveal the gleam of steel chastity cage between smooth, shaved thighs. Black patent heels made her calves flex. Heavy breast forms strained against the tight bodice, creating soft, realistic cleavage that rose and fell with shallow breaths. Makeup flawless: contoured cheeks, smoky eyes, glossy rose-pink lips parted in shock. A thick plug kept her stretched and full; she could feel it shift with every hammering heartbeat.

Lyn’s shopping bags would have slipped from her fingers if she had still been holding them. Instead her hands hung limp at her sides. Several long seconds passed in total silence. Jonna tried to cover herself, one arm crossing over the breast forms, the other dropping to shield the cage, but the movement only made the silicone jiggle realistically.

Lyn’s gaze traveled slowly, deliberately. From the glossy heels up stocking-clad legs, over the flare of hips, lingering on the heavy breasts, then settling on the locked clit tucked between them like a shameful secret. Her breathing changed first, growing deeper, more audible. A flush crept up her neck and bloomed across her cheeks.

Jonna’s voice came out small, trembling beneath layers of foundation and blush. “Lyn, I… this isn’t… I can explain.”

Lyn raised a hand, palm out. “Don’t.” The word emerged husky, almost reverent. She took one step into the room, then another. The door clicked shut behind her of its own weight. She circled Jonna slowly, the way someone might appraise a rare piece of art, eyes drinking in every detail.

When she completed the circle she stopped directly in front. Her fingers lifted, hesitated, then brushed the edge of one breast form through the thin fabric of the dress. The silicone yielded softly. Lyn’s thumb circled the molded nipple. Jonna felt nothing there, no sensation at all, but the sight of Lyn pinching and twisting the fake nipple sent a sharp spike of arousal straight to her locked clit. Pre-cum welled at the tip and dripped onto the hardwood in a slow, glistening bead.

Lyn noticed. Her pupils dilated. She stepped closer until their bodies nearly touched. One hand slid down Jonna’s side, tracing the cinched waist under the dress, then lower, cupping the cage through the fabric. She gave it a light squeeze. Jonna whimpered, knees buckling slightly.

“You’ve been doing this for a while,” Lyn murmured. It wasn’t a question.

Jonna swallowed. “Months. Secretly.”

Lyn’s other hand came up, cupping the second breast form, weighing it. “They feel so real.” She squeezed gently, then harder, testing the give. Jonna’s breath hitched at the visual alone: her wife’s manicured fingers kneading the silicone mounds possessively. Lyn’s eyes flicked down to the cage. “And this… you’ve locked yourself up?”

“Yes.”

“For how long at a time?”

“Days. Sometimes a whole week.”

Lyn let out a soft, surprised laugh that sounded half disbelief, half raw hunger. “All this time I thought you were just… quiet. And you were turning yourself into this.” Her gaze returned to Jonna’s face. “You look beautiful. Like a different person. Like someone I want to fuck.”

Jonna’s locked clit twitched uselessly inside the steel. Another drop of pre-cum fell.

Lyn’s fingers slipped under the hem of the dress. She found the base of the plug and pressed it deeper with two fingertips. Jonna gasped, rising onto her toes in the heels. Lyn kept the pressure there while her other hand returned to a breast form, kneading it slowly.

“I should be angry,” Lyn said quietly. “You hid this from me. But I’m not angry.” She leaned in, lips brushing Jonna’s ear. “I’m so fucking wet right now I can feel it running down my thigh.”

She pulled back just enough to meet Jonna’s eyes. “Show me everything. Take the dress off. Slowly.”

Jonna obeyed. Fingers trembling, she reached behind her back, unzipped the dress inch by inch, let the fabric slide down her arms, over the curves of the breast forms, past her waist. It pooled at her heels. She stepped out carefully, standing in nothing but the wig, the glued-on breast forms, the garter belt and stockings, the heels, and the gleaming cage with its small padlock. The plug’s base winked between round ass cheeks.

Lyn stared openly. Her chest rose and fell faster. She reached out again, tracing the seamless edge where silicone met real skin around one breast form. “How long did it take you to get this good? The makeup. The walk. The… everything.”

“Every day when you were gone,” Jonna admitted. “I practiced. I trained my throat. My ass. I wanted to be perfect. For… for someone.”

Lyn’s hand drifted lower, fingertips brushing the cage bars. “For a man?”

Jonna hesitated, then nodded.

Lyn’s expression softened into something hungry and tender at the same time. She leaned in and kissed Jonna, slow and deep, tongue sliding against glossy lips, claiming. When she pulled back her own lips were shiny with transferred gloss.

“I’ve been fucking Tyler,” she confessed in a low voice. “For almost three months. He’s young. He’s hung. He fucks me like I’m twenty-five again. I didn’t think you’d ever find out. But now…” She glanced down at the cage, then back up. “Now I think maybe we both needed something more.”

Jonna’s heart raced. “You’re not leaving me?”

“No, baby.” Lyn stroked Jonna’s cheek with her thumb, smearing a tiny streak of blush. “I’m not leaving my pretty little sissy. I’m going to keep you. And I’m going to give you what you’ve been training for.”

She stepped back, eyes gleaming. “But not tonight. Tonight I want to play with my new toy first. I want to see how well you’ve trained that mouth. That ass.” She reached down and gave the plug another firm push. Jonna moaned, high and needy. “Then tomorrow… tomorrow we’re going out. I’m taking you somewhere nice. Somewhere full of men who’ll see exactly what I see.”

Jonna’s breath hitched. “You mean…?”

Lyn smiled, slow and wicked. “I mean I’m taking my gorgeous, locked-up femboy wife to a bar. And I’m finding her a real cock. A thick one. A long one. Someone who’ll bend you over and fuck that trained little hole until you scream like the cumslut you’ve always wanted to be.”

She leaned close again, lips brushing Jonna’s ear. “And when we get home with him, you’re going to thank me by showing him everything you’ve learned. While I watch. While I touch myself. While I tell him how desperate my sissy has been for real dick.”

Lyn kissed her once more, hard, then pulled away. “Now get on your knees, Jonna. Show your wife how good you are at sucking before we go shopping for your big night out.”

Jonna sank to her knees without another word, glossy lips parting eagerly as Lyn unzipped her jeans.

The transformation was no longer secret.

It was shared.

And tomorrow, Jonna would take her first real step into the world she had built in stolen hours.


Chapter 6: First Play as Wife and Sissy

Lyn stepped back from the doorway, eyes locked on Jonna kneeling in the middle of the guest-room floor. The black cocktail dress lay in a crumpled heap beside her. Jonna’s glossy lips parted slightly, breath coming in shallow pants, the steel cage between her thighs already slick with pre-cum. Lyn’s jeans were unzipped, the waistband pushed low on her hips, revealing the black lace thong she wore underneath.

“Stay right there,” Lyn said, voice low and thick. She crossed to the bed, picked up the thick silicone dildo Jonna had used for throat training, the one with realistic veins and a heavy suction cup at the base. She held it up, letting it dangle from her fingers. “You said you trained this mouth every day. Prove it.”

Jonna crawled forward on hands and knees, heels clicking softly against the hardwood. She reached the edge of the bed, rose to her knees again, and opened wide. Lyn pressed the toy against her lips. Jonna took it slowly at first, tongue swirling around the head, then deeper. She bobbed, cheeks hollowing, eyes flicking up to meet Lyn’s gaze. No gagging. No hesitation. Months of practice showed in the smooth, wet glide, the way her throat relaxed to swallow half the length without flinching.

Lyn watched, transfixed. Her free hand slipped between her own thighs, fingers sliding under the thong to circle her clit. “Look at you,” she breathed. “My pretty little cock-sucking faggot. So eager. So good.” She pushed the dildo deeper. Jonna took it all, nose brushing Lyn’s knuckles, held it there while her throat fluttered around the intrusion. Spit dripped down her chin, smearing rose-pink gloss. Lyn moaned softly, fingers moving faster on herself.

After a minute she pulled the toy free with a wet pop. Strings of saliva connected Jonna’s swollen lips to the shaft. “Turn around,” Lyn ordered. “Ass up. Show me what else you’ve trained.”

Jonna spun on her knees, bent forward until her forehead rested on the carpet, back arched, ass presented high. The plug’s black base gleamed between round cheeks. Lyn knelt behind her, gripped the flared base, and tugged slowly. The plug came free with a slick sound, leaving Jonna’s hole gaping slightly, pink and slick from lube. Lyn traced the rim with one fingertip. Jonna whimpered, hips rocking back instinctively.

“So open,” Lyn murmured. “You really did train this little hole, didn’t you?” She pressed two fingers inside, easy slide, no resistance. Jonna moaned, high and needy, pushing back for more. Lyn added a third finger, scissored gently, stretching. “Months of toys. Months of practice. All so some man could slide right in and use you like the slut you are.”

Jonna’s voice cracked. “Yes. Please. I need it.”

Lyn withdrew her fingers, reached for the dildo again. She coated it thickly with more lube, then pressed the head against Jonna’s entrance. “Beg for it.”

“Please,” Jonna whispered. “Fuck my sissy ass. Train me more. Make me ready for real cock.”

Lyn pushed. The toy sank in smoothly, inch by inch, until the base kissed Jonna’s cheeks. She rocked it slowly at first, letting Jonna feel every ridge drag against her walls. Then faster. Deeper. Jonna’s moans turned to desperate cries, hips bucking back to meet each thrust. The breast forms swung heavily beneath her, jiggling with the motion. The cage bounced uselessly, leaking steadily onto the carpet.

Lyn kept one hand on the dildo, fucking her wife with steady rhythm, the other hand reaching around to tease the cage. She flicked the steel bars, tugged gently at the lock, pressed her palm against the trapped clit. Jonna sobbed with frustration and pleasure, body trembling on the edge.

“You’re not allowed to cum yet,” Lyn said firmly. “Not until a real man gives you that sissygasm you’ve been chasing. But you can feel how close it is. How full. How empty without a thick cock stretching you.”

She pulled the dildo out slowly, left Jonna’s hole twitching and open. Lyn stood, stripped off her jeans and thong, then sat on the edge of the bed with legs spread. “Come here. Taste how wet you make me.”

Jonna crawled between Lyn’s thighs, buried her face in the slick heat. She licked eagerly, tongue flat and broad, then pointed to circle Lyn’s clit. Lyn gripped Jonna’s wig, held her in place, ground against her mouth. “That’s it. Good girl. Eat your wife while you think about tomorrow. About the man I’m going to find for you. About how his cock is going to split this trained ass wide open while I watch.”

Lyn’s hips bucked. Her breathing grew ragged. She came hard, thighs clamping around Jonna’s head, flooding her mouth with wetness. Jonna kept licking through the aftershocks, cleaning every drop, until Lyn pushed her back gently.

Lyn looked down at her sissy wife: makeup smudged, lips swollen and shiny, cage dripping, hole still gaping slightly from the toy. She cupped Jonna’s cheek. “You’re perfect. Tomorrow we shop for your big night out. Something tight. Something slutty. No panties. Just the cage and a fresh plug to keep you stretched for him.”

Jonna nodded, voice hoarse. “Thank you.”

Lyn helped her to her feet, kissed her deeply, tasting herself on Jonna’s tongue. “Now clean up. We have a reservation at that new lounge downtown tomorrow night. I want you dressed and painted and desperate by eight.”

They left the guest room together. Jonna stripped in the master bathroom while Lyn ran a bath. The breast forms peeled off, the wig went back into its net, makeup wiped away. The cage stayed locked. Jon emerged in sweatpants and a t-shirt, but the steel between his legs reminded him constantly: Jonna was no longer hidden. She was claimed.

That night they curled up in bed as husband and wife. Lyn’s head rested on Jon’s chest, her hand drifting down to rest over the hidden cage through the fabric. She squeezed lightly. “My pretty little sissy,” she whispered in the dark. “Tomorrow you get your first taste of the real thing.”

Jon closed his eyes, heart pounding. Sleep came slow, filled with visions of heels, lipstick, and the promise of thick cock stretching him open while Lyn watched.

Tomorrow couldn’t come soon enough.


Chapter 7: The Night Out

Lyn stood in the walk-in closet the next evening, holding up two dresses against Jonna’s body like she was dressing a life-sized doll. The first was crimson satin, low-cut and clingy. The second was the black cocktail dress from the day before, but Lyn had already decided against it. “Too familiar,” she said, tossing it onto the bench. “Tonight needs to feel new. Dangerous.”

She settled on a deep emerald green mini-dress, stretchy jersey fabric that would hug every silicone curve and end high on Jonna’s thighs. No bra underneath; the breast forms would provide all the lift and jiggle needed. No panties either. Just the steel chastity cage, freshly polished, and a new, slightly larger plug Lyn had picked up that afternoon from an discreet online order. “This one vibrates on low,” Lyn explained as she lubed it generously. “Just enough to keep you dripping and desperate all night.”

Jonna bent over the bed, heels already on, ass presented. Lyn pressed the plug in slowly, twisting it until the base nestled flush between smooth cheeks. A soft click, and the low buzz started. Jonna gasped, knees buckling slightly. The vibration hummed against her prostate, steady and maddening, sending tiny shocks through her locked clit. Pre-cum already beaded at the tip.

“Perfect,” Lyn purred. She helped Jonna into the green dress. The fabric stretched tight over the breast forms, nipples molded prominently against the thin material. The hem barely skimmed mid-thigh; one wrong move and the cage would flash. Lyn zipped her up, then turned her toward the full-length mirror.

Jonna stared. The wig cascaded in glossy waves. Makeup was heavier tonight: bolder liner, smokier shadow, lips painted deep berry red. The dress made her look expensive and slutty at once. She shifted her weight; the plug buzzed deeper. Her locked clit throbbed uselessly.

Lyn stepped behind her, hands sliding over Jonna’s hips. “You’re going to turn heads tonight, baby. And when they realize what’s under this dress, some of them are going to want to bend you over the nearest surface.” She kissed the side of Jonna’s neck. “But you’re mine first. And tonight, I’m sharing you.”

They left the house at seven-thirty. Lyn drove the sleek black SUV, one hand on the wheel, the other resting high on Jonna’s thigh, fingers occasionally brushing the hem of the dress. The plug’s vibration stayed on low, a constant tease. Jonna sat with legs pressed together, trying not to squirm. Every stoplight felt like torture.

The lounge was upscale, tucked into a corner of downtown Seattle with dim lighting, velvet booths, and a long polished bar lined with bottles that glowed under recessed spots. A jazz trio played softly in the corner. Lyn led Jonna inside by the hand, heels clicking in unison. Heads turned immediately. Men in tailored jackets glanced up from their drinks. A couple at a nearby table stared openly. Jonna felt exposed, electric, terrified, and aroused all at once.

They claimed two stools at the bar. Lyn ordered a martini for herself and a gin and tonic for Jonna, extra lime. She leaned close, lips brushing Jonna’s ear. “Look around. See anyone you like?”

Jonna scanned the room. Businessmen loosening ties. A group of younger guys laughing too loud. Then her gaze landed on him.

Tall, easily six-three, broad shoulders filling out a charcoal button-down. Dark skin, close-cropped hair, easy confident smile. He stood near the end of the bar, chatting with the bartender, but his eyes flicked toward them. Toward Jonna. He held her stare for a beat longer than necessary, then lifted his glass in a subtle toast.

Lyn noticed. “Him,” she said simply. “He’s perfect.”

She signaled the bartender, ordered a round for the stranger. He accepted with a nod, then walked over, drink in hand.

“Evening, ladies,” he said, voice deep and smooth. Up close he was even more striking: thirty-two or so, muscular without being bulky, a faint scar above one eyebrow that only added to the appeal. “I’m Max.”

“Lyn,” she replied, offering her hand. “And this is Jonna.”

Max’s eyes slid to Jonna again, lingering on the curve of her breast forms, the way the dress clung to her hips. “Pleasure to meet you, Jonna.” He took the stool beside her, close enough that his knee brushed hers. “You two come here often?”

“First time,” Lyn said. “We’re celebrating. Jonna’s been… working on herself lately. She deserves a night out.”

Max smiled, slow and knowing. “Looks like the work paid off. You’re stunning.”

Jonna felt heat flood her face beneath the makeup. The plug buzzed steadily. She managed a soft “Thank you,” voice pitched higher, feminine.

They talked. Or rather, Lyn talked, drawing Max out with easy questions while her hand rested possessively on Jonna’s thigh under the bar. Max was in tech sales, traveled a lot, liked jazz and good whiskey. He complimented Jonna’s dress, her hair, the way she carried herself. Each word made the plug’s vibration feel louder, the cage tighter.

After the second round Lyn leaned in. “We’re not far from here. Our place has better drinks and fewer people. Would you like to join us?”

Max’s gaze flicked between them. He saw the hunger in Lyn’s eyes, the nervous excitement in Jonna’s. He grinned. “I’d love to.”

The drive home was thick with anticipation. Lyn kept one hand on the wheel, the other sliding higher under Jonna’s dress until her fingers brushed the cage. She gave it a gentle tug. Jonna bit her lip to stifle a moan. Max followed in his own car, headlights steady in the rearview.

When they pulled into the driveway, Lyn turned to Jonna. “Ready, baby?”

Jonna nodded, heart hammering. The plug buzzed on. Her body felt liquid, needy, primed.

Lyn opened the door, led them inside. The living room lights were low. She poured fresh drinks, then sat on the couch and patted the space beside her.

Max settled in. Jonna stood in front of them, hands clasped nervously.

Lyn reached up, lifted the hem of the green dress slowly. The cage came into view first, steel gleaming under the lamp. Then the base of the plug. Max’s eyes widened, then darkened with interest.

“Well,” he said, voice rougher now. “This is unexpected.”

Lyn smiled. “Jonna’s been training for months. Locked up. Plugged. Practicing on toys. But she’s never had the real thing.” She looked at Max. “She needs it tonight. From a real man. Are you interested?”

Max set his drink down. His gaze raked over Jonna: heels, stockings, breast forms straining the dress, cage dripping. He stood, towering over her.

“Hell yes,” he said. “Let’s take this upstairs.”

Jonna’s knees trembled as Lyn took her hand and led her toward the stairs, Max following close behind.

The night was about to begin for real.


Chapter 8: The Threesome

The master bedroom lights were low, just the bedside lamps casting warm gold across the king-sized bed. Lyn led Jonna inside first, hand firm around her wrist, then stepped aside so Max could follow. He closed the door with a soft click that sounded final. The air felt thicker already, charged.

Lyn turned to Max, voice calm but edged with hunger. “Before we start, you should know exactly what you’re getting. Jonna’s my husband. Or was. She’s been locked in that cage for months. Trained her throat and her ass on toys every day when I wasn’t home. She’s never had real cock. Tonight changes that.”

Max’s eyes dropped to the emerald dress still clinging to Jonna’s curves. He stepped closer, towering over her in heels. His fingers brushed the hem, lifted it slowly. The steel cage came into view first, small and straining, slick with pre-cum. Then the base of the vibrating plug. His gaze darkened. A slow grin spread across his face.

“Damn,” he said, voice rough. “You really did all that work just to get fucked like a girl.” He looked at Lyn. “And you’re okay watching me take her first time?”

Lyn’s smile was wicked. “More than okay. I want to see her face when she cums like the sissy she is.”

Max nodded once. “Then let’s get her out of this dress.”

Jonna stood trembling as Lyn unzipped her from behind. The emerald fabric slid down her arms, over the heavy breast forms, past her hips, pooling at her heels. She stepped out carefully. Now she wore only the wig, the glued-on breast forms, garter belt, stockings, heels, and the gleaming cage. The plug buzzed low and steady inside her.

Max’s eyes raked over her. “On your knees, pretty girl.”

Jonna sank down without hesitation, carpet soft under her knees. Max unbuckled his belt, unzipped, pushed his slacks and boxers down in one motion. His thick nine-inch BBC sprang free, already hard, veined, heavy. Jonna’s mouth watered instantly.

“Open,” he said.

She parted her glossy lips. Max guided the head past her teeth, slow at first. The stretch was immediate, different from silicone, warmer, pulsing with life. She moaned around him, tongue swirling instinctively. He fed her more, inch by inch. Jonna took it deeper than any toy, throat relaxing from months of practice. She gagged softly once, eyes watering, but kept going until her nose brushed his trimmed pubic hair. Max groaned low, hand cupping the back of her wig.

“Good girl. Suck it like you mean it.”

Jonna bobbed, wet and eager, cheeks hollowing. Spit dripped down her chin, smearing berry-red gloss. Lyn knelt beside her, stroking Jonna’s back, whispering encouragement. “That’s it, baby. Show him what a perfect cock-sucking faggot you are. Get him nice and wet for your hole.”

After several minutes Max pulled free with a slick pop. Strings of saliva connected Jonna’s swollen lips to his shaft. He lifted her easily, laid her on her back in the center of the bed, missionary position. He wanted her to see everything, to feel every second of her first time.

Lyn handed him the lube. Max slicked his thick length generously, then knelt between Jonna’s spread legs. He gripped her stockinged thighs, pushed them wide. The plug came out with a wet sound; Lyn took it, set it aside. Jonna’s hole twitched, open and ready.

Max pressed the fat head against her entrance. “Breathe, baby. Look at me.”

Jonna locked eyes with him. He pushed slowly, sensually. The stretch burned beautifully, fuller than any toy. Inch by inch he sank inside until his hips met her ass, buried to the hilt. Jonna gasped, back arching, breast forms jiggling with the motion. For the first few minutes he kept it gentle, deep rolls of his hips, letting her adjust. His strong hands held her legs apart, thumbs stroking the insides of her thighs. He leaned down, kissed her glossy lips softly, then deeper, tongue claiming her mouth while he moved inside her.

It felt intimate. Loving. Feminine in a way Jonna had only dreamed. She wrapped her arms around his neck, moaned into the kiss.

Then Max shifted his angle. The next thrust grazed her prostate dead-on. Pleasure spiked sharp and sudden. Jonna’s eyes widened. Her voice cracked.

“Oh god… right there…”

Max smiled, feral now. He picked up speed, still deep but harder. Each stroke hammered her spot. Jonna’s moans turned desperate.

“Please… fuck me… fuck me like a slut…”

Lyn settled beside them, fingers circling her own clit, watching intently. “Give it to her, Max. She’s been begging for this.”

Max obeyed. He pounded now, relentless, heavy balls slapping against Jonna’s ass. The bed creaked. Jonna begged louder, hips bucking to meet him. “Harder… please… own this sissy hole… fuck your little faggot…”

The pressure built fast, coiling tight in her core. Then it snapped. The first sissygasm ripped through her like lightning. Her body convulsed, locked clit spurting helplessly inside the cage, ass clenching rhythmically around Max’s BBC. Waves crashed one after another, overlapping, so intense her vision tunneled and black spots danced at the edges. She screamed, high and girlish, back bowed off the mattress. Multiple orgasms rolled through her without pause, prostate milked dry by every brutal thrust. She nearly blacked out, body shaking uncontrollably.

When the peak finally ebbed she lay trembling, sobbing with relief. “I never… never want to cum any other way again…”

Max groaned deep in his throat. A few more powerful strokes and he buried himself fully, flooding her ass with hot cum. He held there, pulsing, until every drop was inside her.

He pulled out slowly. Thick white cum leaked from Jonna’s gaping hole, dripping onto the sheets. Lyn leaned in, watched it trickle out, then kissed Jonna’s tear-streaked face.

“My perfect sissy,” she whispered. “You did so good.”

Max collapsed beside them, breathing hard. Jonna curled against Lyn’s side, still shaking, while Lyn stroked her wig gently.

The weekend had only just begun.

But Jonna already knew one truth with absolute certainty: real cock had changed her forever.


Chapter 9: The Weekend of Exploration

Saturday morning arrived with the faint metallic tang of sex still hanging in the bedroom air. Jonna stirred first, every muscle singing with a deep, liquid ache. The sheets clung damply to her skin where Max’s cum had leaked out overnight, cooling into sticky trails along her inner thighs. Her ass throbbed with a dull, delicious burn, the memory of that thick nine-inch BBC stretching her wide and deep etched into every nerve ending. Each tiny shift sent fresh echoes of pleasure-pain radiating outward; the steel cage felt heavier than ever, her trapped clit swollen and hypersensitive, leaking steadily against the bars. The breast forms pressed warm and heavy against her chest, silicone skin slightly tacky from sweat, jiggling faintly with her breathing.

Lyn slept curled beside her, one arm draped possessively across Jonna’s waist, the soft weight of her natural breasts rising and falling against Jonna’s side. Max lay on the far edge, sheets twisted low around his hips, dark skin gleaming in the slanted sunlight. His chest rose slow and steady, but when Jonna’s gaze drifted downward she saw his cock already thickening, half-hard against his thigh, veins prominent even at rest.

Max’s eyes opened. Dark, knowing. He didn’t speak at first, just watched her watch him. The silence stretched, thick with anticipation. Then his voice rolled out, low and gravel-rough from sleep.

“Feel that ache, pretty girl? That’s what real cock does to a sissy hole. Stays with you.”

Jonna swallowed. Her throat still felt raw from the night before, lips swollen and tingling. “Yes,” she whispered. The word came out breathy, feminine, needy. “It hurts… in the best way.”

Lyn stirred at the sound, lashes fluttering open. She stretched slowly, catlike, then rolled onto her side and propped her head on one hand. Her fingers trailed down Jonna’s stomach, over the garter belt still clinging to her hips, and brushed the cage. Jonna hissed softly; the lightest touch felt electric.

“She came so hard last night,” Lyn murmured to Max, voice husky with leftover arousal. “Multiple times. Body shaking like she was breaking apart. I could feel her screams against my thigh when I sat on her face.”

Max’s grin was slow, predatory. He sat up, sheets sliding away completely. His cock stood fully erect now, thick and heavy, the head already glistening. “Then we keep going. Can’t let her forget how full she can feel.”

They moved to the shower first. Steam filled the glass enclosure, water drumming hot against tile. Lyn soaped Jonna’s body with deliberate slowness, palms gliding over the breast forms, thumbs circling the molded nipples even though Jonna felt nothing there. The visual alone made Jonna’s locked clit throb harder; she watched Lyn’s fingers pinch and tug the fake peaks, felt the spike of humiliation-lust shoot straight to her core. Max pressed against her from behind, cock sliding hot and slick between her ass cheeks, not entering yet, just teasing. The contrast of cool tile against her front and his burning skin against her back made her shiver. Water streamed over the wig, plastering dark strands to her shoulders. Soap suds slid down her stockings, turning the sheer fabric translucent.

Max’s hands gripped her hips. “Bend forward.”

Jonna braced her palms on the wall. Max spread her cheeks, pressed the fat head against her still-slick hole. One slow, relentless push and he sank inside. The stretch reignited every nerve; Jonna moaned long and low, forehead dropping to the tile. He started gentle, deep rolls that dragged every ridge along her walls, grazing her prostate with cruel precision. Water pounded her back. Lyn knelt in front of her, fingers threading through the wet wig, guiding Jonna’s mouth to her clit. Jonna licked hungrily, tongue flat and broad, tasting soap and arousal while Max fucked her steady and deep.

The angle shifted. Max found that perfect spot again. Pleasure coiled tight, white-hot. Jonna’s moans vibrated against Lyn’s pussy. Her first sissygasm of the day hit without warning, body seizing, ass clamping down hard around Max’s cock. The cage spurted helplessly; waves rolled through her, overlapping, vision spotting black at the edges. She screamed into Lyn’s flesh, the sound muffled and desperate. Max kept thrusting through it, drawing out a second, weaker orgasm that left her legs trembling.

They dried off and returned to the bedroom. Max laid Jonna on her back once more, missionary, legs hooked over his shoulders. He entered her slowly this time, letting her feel every inch stretch her open again. The burn was exquisite, almost too much and exactly enough. He bottomed out, held still, let her clench around him. Then he moved, deep and deliberate. The breast forms bounced heavily with each thrust; Jonna stared down at them, mesmerized by the feminine motion, the way they jiggled and swayed. Max leaned in, kissed her deeply, tongue claiming her mouth while his hips rolled in slow circles.

Tension built again, slow and torturous. Jonna’s nails dug into his shoulders. “Please… harder… I need it…”

Max’s pace quickened. Each stroke hammered her prostate now. The room filled with wet slaps, Jonna’s high-pitched whimpers, Lyn’s soft moans as she fingered herself beside them. Another sissygasm crashed over Jonna, body convulsing, cage spurting, ass milking Max relentlessly. She sobbed through it, tears mixing with sweat, begging incoherently for more.

Afternoon brought reverse cowgirl on the living-room couch. Max sat back, cock standing rigid. Jonna straddled him, lowered herself inch by inch, feeling the thick length split her open again. She rode slowly at first, savoring the drag, the fullness. Lyn straddled Jonna’s face, grinding down, smothering her with wet heat. Jonna licked and sucked while she bounced, breast forms bouncing wildly, cage slapping against Max’s stomach. Lyn filmed short clips: the slick slide of cock into ass, Jonna’s glossy lips stretched around Lyn’s clit, her face contorted in ecstasy as another sissygasm tore through her.

Evening found them in the shower again. Jonna stood in heels, hands braced on the wall, water cascading over her. Max took her from behind, hands gripping her hips hard enough to bruise. He pounded deep, relentless. Jonna begged for his cum, voice cracking with need. When he finally flooded her, thick ropes pulsing inside, she came again, knees buckling, held up only by his grip and the wall.

Sunday morning Max lifted her standing, one stockinged leg hooked high over his arm. He drove in deep, hips snapping. Jonna clung to his shoulders, heels dangling, moaning into his neck. The angle was brutal; every thrust battered her prostate. A sissygasm hit mid-stroke, body going rigid, then limp as pleasure overwhelmed her. Max held her up, kept fucking through the spasms until he came again, filling her until cum dripped down her thighs.

By Sunday evening Jonna existed in a haze of sensation: constant ache, constant fullness, constant craving. Every orgasm had been prostate-driven, shattering, endless. Toys felt laughable now. Small cocks impossible. Only thick, dominant real cock could satisfy her.

Max dressed in the foyer, kissed her deeply, promised to return next weekend. His hand cupped her ass one last time through the silk robe. “You’re ruined for anything else now, little sissy.”

Lyn walked him out. When she returned, Jonna was curled on the couch, lingerie disheveled, cage glistening with fresh pre-cum. Lyn pulled her into her lap, stroked the wig.

“My perfect little faggot,” she whispered. “Feel how empty you are without him inside you?”

Jonna nodded, voice small. “I never want to be empty again.”

Lyn kissed her forehead. “You won’t be. More nights out. More men. Deeper. Filthier. And I’ll be right there, watching you become exactly what you were born to be.”

Jonna closed her eyes, body still humming with aftershocks. The weekend had ended.

Her hunger had only grown.


Chapter 10: A New Normal

Monday morning arrived quiet and gray, the kind of Seattle drizzle that blurred the windows and muffled the world outside. Max had left an hour earlier, his goodbye kiss lingering on Jonna’s glossy lips, his hand giving one last possessive squeeze to her ass through the thin silk robe. The promise of next weekend hung between them like a vow, but the house felt emptier without his heavy footsteps and deep voice.

Lyn locked the front door behind him, then turned to find Jonna still standing in the foyer, robe slipping off one shoulder, breast forms pressing soft and heavy against the silk. Makeup from the weekend remained: smudged eyeliner, berry-red lips faded but still inviting. The steel cage gleamed between her thighs, slick with the remnants of Sunday’s final load. Jonna’s legs trembled faintly, body still humming from days of relentless use.

Lyn crossed the room slowly, heels clicking on the hardwood. She stopped inches away, lifted Jonna’s chin with two fingers, studied her face. “You’re different now,” she said softly. “I can see it in your eyes. No more hiding. No more Jon.”

Jonna swallowed. Her voice came out small, feminine, cracked with exhaustion and need. “I don’t want to be Jon anymore. I can’t. Not after… everything.”

Lyn’s thumb traced the curve of Jonna’s lower lip. “Good. Because I don’t want Jon back either.” She leaned in, kissed her slow and deep, tasting the faint salt of cum and sweat still on Jonna’s tongue. When she pulled back her eyes burned. “Come upstairs. We’re not finished sealing this yet.”

They climbed the stairs hand in hand. In the master bedroom Lyn dimmed the lamps to a warm amber glow, then opened the nightstand drawer. Jonna’s breath caught when she saw what Lyn pulled out: a sleek black harness, adjustable straps, and a thick silicone dildo, ridged and curved, slightly larger than the toys Jonna had trained with. Eight inches of glossy black, flared head designed to press relentlessly against the prostate.

Lyn stepped into the harness, adjusted the straps until it sat snug against her hips. The dildo jutted forward, realistic veins catching the low light. She slicked it generously with lube, stroking the shaft the way she had watched Max stroke his own cock. Jonna watched, transfixed, locked clit twitching inside the cage.

“On the bed,” Lyn ordered. “On your back. Legs wide. I want to see your face when I make you cum like my perfect little wife.”

Jonna obeyed instantly. She lay back, robe falling open, breast forms heaving with each quick breath. She spread her stockinged legs, heels digging into the mattress. Her hole still felt loose and sensitive from the weekend, slick with leftover cum. Lyn knelt between her thighs, one hand guiding the dildo, the other stroking Jonna’s inner thigh.

“Feel how empty you are without a cock inside you,” Lyn murmured. She pressed the flared head against Jonna’s entrance. “This is what you need now. Always. Real or silicone, doesn’t matter, as long as it fills you deep and makes you beg.”

She pushed in slow. The stretch reignited every nerve; Jonna gasped, back arching, fingers clutching the sheets. Inch by inch Lyn sank deeper, the ridges dragging along Jonna’s walls, the curve pressing perfectly against her prostate from the first stroke. When she bottomed out, hips flush against Jonna’s ass, she held still, letting Jonna feel the fullness, the weight, the possession.

“You’re mine,” Lyn whispered. “My sissy wife. My locked little faggot. Say it.”

“I’m yours,” Jonna moaned. “Your sissy wife. Please… fuck me.”

Lyn started moving. Slow, deep rolls at first, sensual and deliberate. Each thrust grazed Jonna’s prostate with exquisite pressure. The breast forms bounced gently; Jonna stared down at them, mesmerized by the feminine motion, the way they jiggled in time with Lyn’s rhythm. Lyn leaned forward, hands braced beside Jonna’s head, hair falling like a curtain around them. She kissed Jonna deeply while she fucked her, tongue sliding against tongue, claiming every moan.

The pace built gradually. Lyn angled her hips just right, hitting that spot on every stroke. Pleasure coiled tighter, hotter, a slow-burning fuse racing toward detonation. Jonna’s moans turned desperate, high-pitched, girlish.

“Please… harder… make me cum like your girl… like your sissy…”

Lyn’s thrusts quickened, powerful now, hips snapping forward. The harness slapped wetly against Jonna’s skin. The dildo pounded her prostate relentlessly. Tension wound impossibly tight, every muscle quivering.

Then it snapped.

The sissygasm tore through Jonna like wildfire. Her body seized, back bowing off the mattress, ass clenching rhythmically around the thick silicone. The cage spurted helplessly, clear fluid dribbling onto her stomach as wave after wave crashed over her. She screamed, high and broken, vision whitening at the edges. Multiple overlapping orgasms rolled through her, prostate milked dry by Lyn’s merciless rhythm. Her legs shook uncontrollably; tears streamed down her cheeks, mixing with smudged mascara. She nearly blacked out again, body limp and trembling in the aftermath.

Lyn kept thrusting through it, slower now, drawing out every last shudder until Jonna lay spent, sobbing softly with relief.

Only then did Lyn pull out, the dildo glistening, slick with lube and Jonna’s own fluids. She unbuckled the harness, set it aside, then crawled up the bed and gathered Jonna into her arms. Jonna curled against her chest, face buried in Lyn’s neck, still shaking.

“My perfect little sissy wife,” Lyn whispered, stroking the wig, kissing her forehead. “This is us now. You locked. Me in charge. Real men when we want them. Toys when it’s just us. But always you on your back or knees, taking it deep, cumming like the girl you were born to be.”

Jonna nodded against her skin, voice hoarse. “I never want anything else. I’m yours. Completely.”

Lyn held her tighter. Outside the rain tapped softly against the windows. Inside, the room smelled of sex and silicone and surrender.

They stayed like that for a long time, tangled together, breathing in sync.

The fantasy had become permanent.

Jonna’s cage stayed locked.

Her breast forms stayed glued on.

And every night from then on, whether a stranger’s thick cock or Lyn’s strap, Jonna would beg, take, and shatter in the only way that felt right.

Their new life had begun.

And it was filthy, beautiful, and forever.

Author's Note

Thank you for reading Unlocking Jonna.

This story came from a very personal place; one I carried quietly for years before putting it into words. It’s about the moment when hidden parts of ourselves finally demand to be seen, about the messy beauty of betrayal turning into liberation, and about finding someone who doesn’t just accept your truth but helps you live it louder and deeper than you ever imagined.

Jonna’s journey isn’t everyone’s, but the ache she feels, the relief of surrender, the electric shock of being truly seen and desired in her most vulnerable form, those things are real for many. If this book stirred something in you, recognition or heat or quiet understanding, then it did what I hoped it would.

Lyn and Jonna’s dynamic is one I find endlessly compelling: love that evolves, dominance that nurtures, pleasure that becomes a shared language. I wrote their ending not as a conclusion but as an open door, because stories like this don’t really end; they just keep unfolding in new rooms, new nights, new ways to beg and break and rebuild.

To those still hiding their own Jonna inside: be gentle with yourself. The cage only feels heavy until the key turns.

With gratitude and heat,

Joseph Robert North Pole, March 2026
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