
        
            
                
            
        

    





















Title Page







Broken by the Bull A Sissy Cuckold Transformation







An Extremely Filthy Erotica Novel







Joseph Robert

























Copyright Page

Copyright © 2026 by Joseph Robert All rights reserved.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are either the product of the author’s imagination or used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.

No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

Warning: This book contains extremely explicit adult content including forced feminization, chastity, cuckolding, creampie cleanup, pegging, double penetration, forced-bi acts, heavy verbal humiliation, and interracial elements (BBC). It is intended for mature audiences 18+ only. Reader discretion is strongly advised.

First Edition – April 2026
















Foreword

Dear Reader,

This story is pure, unfiltered hardcore erotica written for those who crave the deepest levels of sissy transformation and total cuckold surrender.

What begins as a long-married couple’s private fantasy quickly spirals into complete domination when an old friend returns as a towering, well-hung Black alpha. Over the course of one intense month, Jon is systematically broken, feminized, locked, and used until he fully accepts his new identity as Joni — a eager, cock-hungry sissy maid who lives only to serve his hotwife and her superior bulls.

If you enjoy relentless humiliation, extreme forced-bi training, mind-shattering sissygasms, and a husband’s total surrender to his wife’s sexual liberation, then this book is for you.

Turn the page… and prepare to watch a man lose everything and love every second of it.

— Joseph Robert


Chapter 1

The afternoon sun filtered through the large bay windows of their spacious retirement home in Fairbanks, casting a warm glow over the open-concept living and dining area. Lyn and Jon had been married for twenty-three years, and at fifty and fifty-three respectively, they’d built a comfortable, well-off life that allowed them to travel whenever they wanted and never worry about money. Lyn, a sexy thick brunette with beautiful large natural breasts that still turned heads, moved gracefully around the kitchen island, setting out a casual lunch spread—fresh salads, grilled chicken, and a bottle of chilled white wine. Jon, standing at just 5’6” and 145 pounds with his smaller-than-average five-inch cock that had never quite satisfied her the way she craved, helped arrange the plates, feeling the familiar mix of love and quiet inadequacy that had settled into their marriage long ago.

A knock at the front door made Lyn’s full lips curve into an excited smile. “That must be Troy,” she said, her voice carrying a hint of something Jon hadn’t heard in years—genuine, hungry anticipation. She smoothed her tight-fitting blouse over her ample chest and headed for the door, her thick hips swaying in the knee-length skirt that hugged her curves perfectly. Jon followed a few steps behind, already feeling small and out of place.

When Lyn opened the door, the man standing there was nothing like the lanky college kid they remembered from decades ago. Troy had transformed into a towering Black alpha—easily 6’5”, broad-shouldered, muscular, with dark commanding eyes and a deep, confident voice that filled the entryway. “Lyn! Damn, girl, you look even better than I remembered,” he said, pulling her into a tight hug. Lyn laughed warmly, pressing her massive natural breasts firmly against his hard chest as she returned the embrace a little too long, her hands lingering on his strong back. Jon stood awkwardly to the side, watching his wife’s body mold against this giant of a man, a strange flutter stirring in his stomach.

“Troy, it’s so good to see you,” Lyn purred, finally stepping back but keeping one hand on his thick forearm. “Come in, come in. Lunch is ready. You remember my husband Jon, right?”

Troy’s gaze shifted down to Jon, a slight arrogant smirk tugging at his lips as he extended a massive hand. “Jon, good to see you again, man. Been a long time.” His grip was firm, almost crushing, making Jon’s smaller hand disappear completely. Jon forced a smile, feeling every inch of his 5’6” frame shrink under the bull’s commanding presence. “Yeah… welcome. Lyn’s been looking forward to catching up.”

They settled around the dining table, the conversation flowing easily with old college stories and updates on life. Troy was in town for a full month visiting family and friends, and as he spoke, his deep voice and easy confidence dominated the room. Lyn leaned forward attentively, her large breasts resting on the edge of the table, laughing at every one of Troy’s jokes with bright, flirty energy. Her eyes kept drifting over his powerful build, lingering on the way his shirt stretched across his chest and arms. Jon noticed every little detail—the way she touched Troy’s arm when she talked, the subtle way her thighs pressed together under the table, the hungry spark in her gaze that she didn’t even try to hide.

As lunch progressed, Lyn’s foot “accidentally” brushed against Troy’s leg under the table more than once. Troy responded with a knowing grin, his eyes openly appreciating Lyn’s thick, sexy body. “You two have done well for yourselves,” Troy said, leaning back in his chair like he already owned the space. “Retired, nice home… looks like life’s been treating you right.”

Lyn smiled, her voice dropping just a touch lower. “It has. But we’re always open to new ways to keep things exciting.” Her eyes flicked briefly to Jon, a secretive little smile playing on her lips, before returning to Troy with clear, unmistakable heat.

Jon sat quietly, picking at his food, his smaller cock twitching unexpectedly in his pants as he watched his wife openly flirt with the towering Black bull sitting across from them. The air in the room felt thicker now, charged with something new and dangerous. Lyn’s beautiful large breasts rose and fell with each excited breath, and every time she laughed at something Troy said, Jon felt a confusing mix of jealousy, nervousness, and a deep, hidden thrill he couldn’t quite name yet.

By the time Troy stood to leave, promising to come back soon, Lyn walked him to the door with an extra sway in her hips. She hugged him again, pressing her body against his even more deliberately this time. “We’ll definitely be seeing more of you while you’re in town, Troy,” she said softly, her voice full of promise.

As the door closed behind their guest, Lyn turned back to Jon, her eyes gleaming with a new kind of fire. She licked her lips slowly, already thinking about what came next.


Chapter 2

The moment the front door clicked shut behind Troy, Lyn turned to face Jon with a predatory gleam in her eyes that made his stomach tighten. She stepped closer, her thick hips swaying, those beautiful large natural breasts straining against her blouse as she backed him slowly toward the bedroom. “Well, that was interesting,” she purred, her voice low and dripping with a hunger Jon had only heard during their long years of private role-play. At 5’6” and 145 pounds, he suddenly felt even smaller next to his wife’s voluptuous 50-year-old body.

Once inside their spacious master bedroom, Lyn closed the door and pushed Jon onto the edge of the bed. She stood over him, hands on her hips, looking down with a mix of amusement and raw, awakened lust. “You know I’ve been playing along with your filthy little fantasies for over ten years now, Jon. All the sissy cuckold talk, the chastity games, the forced-bi role-play… I’ve dressed you up, locked that pathetic cock, and let you fuck me with those big dildos while you whimpered about watching me with a real man.” She smiled, but this time there was no half-hearted teasing in her eyes—only steel determination. “I did it because I love you, and at least you were trying to spice things up. But your little five-inch dick has never really satisfied me, has it?”

Jon’s face flushed hot. His small cock twitched uselessly in his pants as Lyn continued, her voice growing firmer. “I’ve humored you for over a decade, baby. Half-heartedly at first, then more when I saw how desperate and eager you got whenever I called you my sissy husband or made you clean up your own cum from my pussy with your tongue. But today… seeing Troy again after all these years… that changed everything.”

She reached into the nightstand drawer and pulled out the small pink chastity cage they had used many times during their role-play sessions. This time, however, her movements were deliberate and final. “Tonight, we stop pretending. Troy is in town for a whole month, and I’ve decided I want the real thing. I want that towering Black alpha to fuck me senseless while you live out every single one of those sissy cuckold fantasies for real.”

Jon whimpered as Lyn expertly pulled his pants down, exposing his already shrinking cock. She locked the cold metal cage around it with practiced ease, the tiny device clicking shut with a sound that felt far more permanent than any of their previous games. The key disappeared between her large, beautiful breasts as she dangled it teasingly in front of his face. “Locked up tight, just like my little sissy cuckold husband deserves. No more half-hearted role-play, Jon. From now on, this pathetic beta dick stays locked until I decide otherwise.”

She tossed him a pair of sexy black cheeky panties with delicate lace trim—the same ones she had made him wear countless times before. “Put these on. Now.” Jon’s hands trembled as he slid the feminine panties up his legs, the soft fabric hugging his caged cock and making him feel utterly exposed and owned, just like in their fantasies, only this time there was no safe word or “just pretend” at the end.

Lyn stepped back to admire her work, her thick body radiating real dominance for the first time. “Good girl. Look at you—already leaking into your pretty panties like the eager little beta you are. Troy is going to love seeing what a weak, locked-up sissy husband I have.” She pushed Jon onto his back and straddled his face, grinding her already soaked pussy against his mouth through her panties. “When I hugged that big Black bull today, my cunt got dripping wet. I could feel how huge and powerful he is. That’s what I need, Jon. A real alpha with over ten thick inches to stretch me and fuck me properly—the kind of fucking your tiny locked nub could never give me.”

Jon moaned into her pussy, his tongue obediently lapping as best he could while locked and humiliated. Lyn rode his face harder, moaning loudly. “Tomorrow night, I’m inviting Troy over for drinks. You’re going to stay locked and watch like a good little sissy while I finally get the big dick I deserve. And you… you’re going to serve us. Bring drinks, clean up whatever mess we make… and maybe, if you’re a very good girl, I’ll let you taste your first real creampie straight from my well-fucked pussy.”

She climbed off his face, leaving him gasping and aching in his tiny cage. Lyn stripped slowly, revealing her sexy thick body and those amazing large natural breasts that bounced heavily as she moved. She grabbed one of their favorite lifelike dildos from the drawer—the big, realistic one Jon had strapped on many times during their role-play to give her the size she craved. “For now, you’re going to strap this on and fuck me hard while I tell you exactly how Troy’s massive BBC is going to ruin me for your little sissy dick.”

Jon obeyed, buckling the strap-on harness over his panties and caged cock, the huge dildo jutting out obscenely. As he thrust into his wife’s dripping pussy, Lyn moaned and degraded him with far more conviction than ever before. “Harder, sissy! This is what I need—Troy’s thick Black cock pounding me deep, owning this married pussy. Your little locked-up nub could never do this. You’re not my husband anymore tonight… you’re my pathetic cuck, my eager sissy who gets off on watching real men breed his hotwife.”

Lyn came hard around the thick dildo, screaming Troy’s name as her body shook with real pleasure. When she finally pushed Jon off, she smiled down at his leaking, straining cage with genuine satisfaction. “That’s just the beginning, baby. Get used to the ache. Your real sissy cuckold life starts tomorrow night when Troy comes over. And deep down, I know you’re going to love every humiliating, filthy second of it.”

Jon lay there panting, his mind spinning with reluctant arousal, fear, and the overwhelming realization that after more than a decade of fantasy and half-hearted role-play, his wife was finally ready to make it all real.

Lyn curled up beside him, already texting Troy on her phone with a wicked, excited grin.


Chapter 3

The next evening, the house smelled faintly of the expensive candles Lyn had lit throughout the living room. Jon moved nervously around the space in his normal clothes, but underneath he wore the sexy black cheeky panties and the tight pink chastity cage that had kept his small cock aching and leaking all day. Every step reminded him of his locked status, the constant pressure and denial making his mind foggy with a mix of dread and unwanted excitement. Lyn had been texting Troy throughout the day, her laughter and flirty replies making Jon’s stomach twist as he prepared drinks, snacks, and made sure everything looked perfect for their guest.

“Remember your place tonight, sissy,” Lyn told him firmly as she finished getting ready upstairs. She descended the stairs in a tight, low-cut black dress that hugged her thick curves and displayed her beautiful large natural breasts to devastating effect. The hem rode high on her thighs, showing off her thick legs, and her makeup was bolder than usual—smoky eyes and glossy red lips that screamed sexual confidence. “You stay locked. You serve. You watch. No whining, no jealousy tantrums. This is what you’ve begged me to do for over a decade in all our role-play. Tonight it becomes real.”

Jon nodded meekly, his caged cock straining painfully against the tiny cage as he looked at his dominant hotwife. “Yes, Lyn,” he whispered, already slipping into the submissive headspace she had trained him in during years of half-hearted play. But this time there was no playful safeword or “just pretending” afterward.

A heavy knock sounded at the door. Lyn’s face lit up with genuine arousal. “That’s him. Go answer it, beta.”

Jon opened the door to find Troy filling the frame—towering, muscular, dressed in a fitted black shirt that showed off his powerful chest and arms. The Black alpha stepped inside with effortless confidence, his deep voice booming as he greeted them. “Evening, Lyn. Jon.” His eyes immediately drank in Lyn’s sexy body, lingering openly on her massive breasts and thick hips with clear appreciation. “Damn, you look incredible tonight.”

Lyn smiled seductively and stepped forward, pulling Troy into a warm, lingering hug that pressed her large natural breasts firmly against his hard body. “I’m so glad you could come over,” she purred, holding the embrace a few seconds longer than necessary. Her hand trailed down his strong back before she finally stepped back. “Come in, make yourself comfortable. Jon’s got drinks ready for us.”

Troy’s arrogant smirk widened as he glanced at Jon, clearly sensing the shift in the room. “Appreciate it, man. Nice place you two have here.” He settled onto the large sectional couch like he owned it, spreading his long legs wide. Lyn sat right beside him, close enough that her thigh brushed against his. Jon hovered awkwardly, feeling every inch of his smaller 5’6” frame as he poured whiskey for Troy and wine for Lyn, then a small glass of water for himself.

As the conversation flowed, Lyn’s flirting grew bolder and more open. She laughed at Troy’s stories, touching his muscular arm repeatedly, leaning in so her ample cleavage was on full display for the bull. “You’ve really filled out since college, Troy,” she said huskily, her fingers tracing the vein on his forearm. “I barely recognized you yesterday. You’re… impressive now.”

Troy chuckled deeply, his commanding presence filling the room. He didn’t hide his interest either, his gaze roaming over Lyn’s thick body with raw hunger. “And you, Lyn… still the sexiest woman I’ve ever known. Retirement looks damn good on you.” His eyes flicked briefly to Jon, who stood quietly holding a tray of appetizers. “Your husband doesn’t mind me coming over like this?”

Lyn glanced at Jon with a teasing smile, her voice turning slightly cruel. “Oh, Jon’s fine with it. In fact, he’s been encouraging me to have a little fun while you’re in town. Haven’t you, baby?” She patted the couch on her other side. “Come sit with us, sweetie. But remember—tonight you’re just here to make sure we’re comfortable.”

Jon sat down obediently on Lyn’s other side, feeling tiny and out of place between his voluptuous wife and the towering Black bull. His locked cock throbbed uselessly in the cheeky panties as he watched Lyn’s hand rest casually on Troy’s thigh, inching higher as they talked. The chemistry between them crackled—Lyn’s nipples visibly hardening under her dress, her breathing quicker, her thick thighs pressing together with obvious arousal.

Troy leaned back, one powerful arm draping along the back of the couch behind Lyn. “So, what kind of fun are we talking about here?” he asked, his deep voice laced with amusement and challenge as he looked directly at Jon.

Lyn answered for both of them, her tone confident and liberated. “The kind where I finally get what I’ve been missing for years. And Jon gets to live out those naughty little fantasies he’s had for over a decade.” She squeezed Troy’s thigh openly now, her large breasts rising and falling as she stared at the bull with blatant desire. “He stays locked and serves us tonight. Doesn’t that sound perfect, sissy?”

Jon’s face burned with humiliation as the word “sissy” slipped out so casually in front of their guest. Troy raised an eyebrow, his arrogant grin widening as he sized up the smaller man. The air in the room grew thick and electric, heavy with the promise of what was about to unfold.

Lyn turned to Jon, her eyes sparkling with cruel excitement. “Go fetch us another round of drinks, beta. And when you get back, I think it’s time we stop talking… and start showing Troy exactly how things are going to work while he’s in town.”

Jon stood on shaky legs, his caged cock leaking into his panties, knowing the real escalation was only moments away as he hurried to obey his hotwife.


Chapter 4

Jon returned from the kitchen with fresh drinks, his hands trembling slightly as he set the glasses on the coffee table. The sight that greeted him made his locked cock strain painfully against the tiny pink cage. Lyn was now sitting even closer to Troy, her thick body turned toward the towering Black bull, one hand resting boldly on his muscular thigh while her large natural breasts nearly spilled out of her low-cut dress. Troy’s arm was draped possessively around her shoulders, his fingers casually brushing the soft skin of her upper arm. The chemistry between them had ignited into something raw and undeniable.

“Perfect timing, sissy,” Lyn said without even looking at Jon, her voice thick with arousal. She leaned in closer to Troy, her glossy red lips parting as she stared up into his commanding dark eyes. “I was just telling Troy how much I’ve missed having a real man around. Someone who can actually satisfy me.”

Before Jon could respond, Lyn cupped Troy’s strong jaw and pulled him into a deep, passionate kiss right there on the couch. Her full lips locked with his, and a soft, hungry moan escaped her as their tongues met. Troy responded instantly, his massive hand sliding down to grip her thick waist, pulling her voluptuous body tighter against his hard frame. The kiss grew sloppy and intense—wet sounds filling the room as Lyn pressed her amazing large breasts against his chest, grinding subtly against his leg.

Jon stood frozen, his small 5’6” body trembling with a confusing storm of jealousy, humiliation, and shameful arousal. His caged cock leaked steadily into the sexy black cheeky panties, the denial making every second feel electric. This wasn’t role-play anymore. This was real. His wife of twenty-three years was making out with her old college friend like a horny teenager while he watched helplessly.

Lyn finally broke the kiss with a gasp, her lips swollen and shiny. She turned to look at Jon, her eyes glazed with lust and cruel amusement. “Mmm, that’s what I’ve been needing,” she purred, licking her lips. “Troy’s mouth already tastes better than anything you’ve ever given me, beta.” She reached down and boldly rubbed the growing bulge in Troy’s pants, her fingers tracing the thick outline of his massive BBC. “And I can already tell this big Black cock is going to stretch me so much better than your little five-inch nub or those toys we’ve played with for years.”

Troy chuckled deeply, his arrogant smirk directed straight at Jon. “Damn, Lyn. You weren’t kidding about your husband. Look at the little guy—just standing there with a red face while his wife kisses a real man. You sure he can handle this, or is he going to cry like a pathetic sissy?”

Lyn laughed, the sound both teasing and empowering. She kept her hand on Troy’s bulge, squeezing it openly. “Oh, he can handle it. Jon’s been fantasizing about this for over a decade—begging me in our role-play to cuck him, to lock him up, to make him watch while I get properly fucked. He’s been my eager little sissy in private for years. Tonight we stop pretending.” She looked directly at Jon, her voice firm and commanding. “You will stay locked in that tiny cage. You will watch like a good beta cuck while Troy gives me the big dick I deserve and need. And you will serve us without complaint. Understand, sissy?”

Jon’s throat felt dry. His heart pounded as he nodded slowly. “Y-yes… Lyn,” he whispered, the word “sissy” hitting him hard now that it was spoken so casually in front of the bull.

Troy’s deep laugh rumbled through the room. “Good little beta. Go sit in that chair over there and don’t move unless we tell you. Your hotwife is about to get what she’s been missing.” He turned back to Lyn and kissed her again, harder this time, his big hand boldly cupping one of her heavy breasts through her dress and squeezing possessively.

Lyn moaned into his mouth, arching her back to push her amazing tits into his grip. “That’s it, Troy. Feel how wet you’re making me already.” She glanced at Jon again as she broke the kiss just enough to speak. “Fetch us some more wine, sissy. And when you get back, I want you on your knees beside the couch, ready to serve. This is only the beginning of your real sissy cuckold training.”

Humiliated and throbbing in his cage, Jon obeyed. He hurried to the kitchen on shaky legs, his mind reeling from the sight of his confident, sexually liberated wife openly groping and kissing the arrogant alpha bull. When he returned with the bottle, Lyn and Troy were even more entangled—her dress hiked up slightly, his hand now between her thick thighs, rubbing her soaked pussy through her panties while she stroked his massive bulge.

“On your knees, beta,” Lyn ordered without looking away from Troy. “Right here. Watch closely how a real man touches a woman. This is what you’ve never been able to do for me in twenty-three years of marriage.”

Jon dropped to his knees beside the couch, his face burning with shame as he watched his hotwife’s thick body respond eagerly to Troy’s skilled, dominant hands. Lyn’s moans grew louder, her large natural breasts heaving as she surrendered to the escalating heat. Troy’s eyes met Jon’s over Lyn’s shoulder, filled with mocking superiority.

“Looks like your little sissy husband is learning his place already,” Troy said with a smirk, his fingers slipping inside Lyn’s panties to stroke her dripping cunt. “Don’t worry, beta. You’ll get to clean up every drop soon enough.”

Lyn gasped in pleasure, grinding against Troy’s thick fingers. “Mmm, yes… but not yet. First, I want to feel that huge BBC inside me. Take me upstairs to our bed, Troy. My pathetic locked cuck can follow and watch from the corner like the good little sissy he is.”

Troy stood effortlessly, scooping Lyn up in his powerful arms as if she weighed nothing. She wrapped her legs around his waist, kissing him hungrily as he carried her toward the stairs. Jon trailed behind them on trembling legs, his caged cock dripping, knowing the real forced cuckolding was about to begin.


Chapter 5

Troy carried Lyn up the stairs as if she weighed nothing, her thick legs wrapped tightly around his waist while she devoured his mouth in hungry kisses. Jon followed silently behind them like a shadow, his small 5’6” frame trembling with every step. The sound of his wife’s soft moans and the wet smack of their lips echoed through the hallway, making his tiny locked cock throb uselessly inside the pink chastity cage. By the time they reached the master bedroom—the same bed he and Lyn had shared for twenty-three years—Jon’s cheeks burned with deep humiliation.

Troy kicked the door shut behind them and tossed Lyn onto the king-sized bed with effortless strength. She bounced once, her beautiful large natural breasts jiggling heavily in her tight black dress, a wicked laugh escaping her glossy lips. “God, I’ve been soaked since lunch yesterday,” she confessed breathlessly, already hiking her dress up over her thick thighs. “Get over here and fuck me, Troy. I need that huge Black cock stretching my married pussy right now.”

Jon stood awkwardly in the corner, hands at his sides, wearing nothing but the sexy black cheeky panties and the cruelly tight cage beneath his clothes. Lyn glanced at him with cruel amusement as Troy stripped off his shirt, revealing a chiseled, muscular torso that made Jon feel even smaller and weaker. “You stay right there and watch, sissy,” Lyn ordered, pointing at the chair in the corner. “This is what you’ve begged for in all our role-play sessions for over a decade. No touching yourself. No interrupting. Just watch a real alpha bull claim your hotwife.”

Troy dropped his pants, and Jon’s eyes widened in shock. The bull’s BBC sprang free—over ten inches long and incredibly thick, veined, heavy, and already rock-hard with a fat purple head that dwarfed anything Jon had ever seen, even in their toy collection. Lyn moaned loudly at the sight, licking her lips like a woman starved. “Fuck yes… that’s what I’ve been missing. Look at that monster, Jon. Your little five-inch dick could never compare.”

Troy climbed onto the bed, his towering frame dominating Lyn’s voluptuous body. He didn’t waste time with gentle foreplay. He shoved her dress up to her waist, ripped her soaked panties aside, and rubbed the massive head of his BBC up and down her dripping slit. “You ready for this big Black dick, Lyn?” he growled, his deep voice filled with arrogant confidence.

“Give it to me,” she begged, spreading her thick thighs wide. “Fuck me hard. Show my pathetic sissy husband how a real man breeds a hotwife.”

With one powerful thrust, Troy buried half his enormous cock inside her. Lyn’s back arched off the bed, her mouth opening in a loud, guttural scream of pure pleasure. “Oh my fucking God! It’s so big! So much thicker than anything!” Her large natural breasts bounced wildly as Troy pushed deeper, stretching her married pussy to its limit. Jon watched in humiliated fascination as inch after thick inch disappeared into his wife, her juices coating the veiny shaft until Troy’s heavy balls rested against her ass.

Troy started pounding her with long, brutal strokes, the wet slapping sounds of skin on skin filling the bedroom. Lyn’s moans turned into desperate cries of ecstasy. “Yes! Fuck me, Troy! Harder! That’s it—own this pussy!” Her thick body jiggled with every savage thrust, her amazing tits spilling out of her dress as she clawed at his muscular back. “Your BBC feels so much better than Jon’s tiny cock or those stupid dildos we used in role-play. He could never make me scream like this!”

Jon sat frozen in the corner, his caged nub leaking precum steadily into the cheeky panties as he listened to his wife of twenty-three years get destroyed by the commanding Black bull. Every wet slap, every filthy moan, every time Lyn screamed Troy’s name drove the humiliation deeper. His mind spun with reluctant arousal—he had fantasized about this exact scene for years, but the reality was far more intense and degrading than any role-play.

Troy flipped Lyn onto all fours, facing Jon directly, and slammed back into her from behind. Her heavy breasts swung like pendulums as he railed her doggy-style, one big hand gripping her hip while the other smacked her thick ass. “Tell your sissy husband how much better I feel,” Troy demanded, his voice rough with lust.

Lyn locked eyes with Jon, her face contorted in pleasure, mascara already smearing. “He’s ruining me, baby! This huge BBC is stretching me so wide—hitting places you’ve never reached in twenty-three years! I’m never going back to your little locked-up dick after this.” She pushed back against Troy’s thrusts, her voice breaking into whimpers. “I’m such a dirty hotwife now… getting fucked by a real alpha while my sissy cuck watches.”

The pounding grew faster and harder. Troy’s heavy balls slapped against Lyn’s clit with every thrust, driving her toward the edge. “I’m gonna cum!” she wailed. “Don’t stop—fill me up!”

With a deep grunt, Troy buried his massive cock to the hilt and erupted. Thick ropes of hot cum flooded Lyn’s pussy as she screamed through a shattering orgasm, her thick body shaking violently. Jon could see her pussy clenching and spasming around the veiny BBC, milking every drop from the bull’s heavy balls.

They stayed locked together for a long moment, panting and sweating. Finally, Troy pulled out slowly, his still-hard cock glistening with their combined juices. A thick white creampie immediately began leaking from Lyn’s well-fucked, gaping pussy.

Lyn collapsed onto her back, legs still spread obscenely, and crooked a finger at Jon. Her voice was hoarse but commanding. “Get over here, sissy cuck. Time for your first real cleanup duty. Crawl to me and eat every drop of Troy’s superior cum straight from my freshly fucked pussy. This is what you’ve always wanted—now do it like the broken beta you are.”

Jon hesitated for only a second, his face burning with shame, before dropping to his hands and knees. As he crawled toward the bed, the overwhelming scent of sex hit him—musky, salty, and intoxicating. Lyn grabbed the back of his head and shoved his face between her thick thighs.

“Lick it up, sissy,” she ordered, grinding her creamy pussy against his mouth. “Taste what a real man leaves behind. Swallow every drop while Troy watches you clean his load like the pathetic creampie-eating cuck you were born to be.”

Jon’s tongue plunged into her sloppy, cum-filled cunt, the salty-bitter taste of Troy’s thick load flooding his mouth as Lyn moaned in satisfaction above him. Troy chuckled darkly from the bed, stroking his still-hard BBC. “That’s it, beta. Clean my cum out of your hotwife’s pussy. Good little sissy.”

Lyn’s fingers tightened in Jon’s hair, holding him in place as more cum oozed onto his tongue. “Mmm, that’s my good girl. Keep licking… because we’re far from done tonight.”


Chapter 6

Lyn’s fingers stayed tangled tightly in Jon’s hair as he lapped desperately at her freshly fucked pussy, swallowing thick globs of Troy’s heavy, salty cum. The taste was overwhelming—musky, bitter, and far more potent than the fake loads from their years of role-play. Every swallow made his locked cock twitch painfully in the tiny pink cage, the denial turning his humiliation into a sick, throbbing need.

“Mmm, that’s it, sissy,” Lyn moaned, grinding her sloppy cunt harder against his face. “Get your tongue deep. Clean every drop of superior Black cum out of Mommy’s well-stretched pussy.” Her thick thighs squeezed around his head, smothering him in her heat and the scent of raw sex. Troy lounged beside them on the bed, his massive BBC still half-hard and glistening, watching with an arrogant smirk as the smaller man performed his first real creampie cleanup.

When Lyn finally pushed Jon’s cum-smeared face away, she sat up, her large natural breasts heaving, dress bunched around her waist. “You did okay for your first time, beta… but we’re just getting started.” She looked over at Troy, her eyes sparkling with wicked excitement. “Help me turn my husband into the proper sissy he’s always secretly wanted to be.”

Troy chuckled deeply and stood up, towering over both of them. “With pleasure. Let’s see what this little bitch looks like when he’s fully dressed up.”

Lyn dragged Jon to the walk-in closet and pulled out the hidden box of feminine items they had used only in private role-play for over a decade. This time there was no playful hesitation. She stripped Jon completely, leaving him naked except for the cruel chastity cage that made his small five-inch cock look even more pathetic. “Time to make it real, Joni,” she said, deliberately using the humiliating girl name she had teased him with during their sessions. “From now on, when we’re playing, you’re my sissy girl Joni. Say it.”

Jon’s voice cracked with shame. “I… I’m your sissy girl Joni.”

Troy laughed loudly. “Fuck, he even sounds weak. Look at that tiny locked clit. Pathetic.”

Lyn dressed him slowly and deliberately in front of the full-length mirror. First came the lacy black bra that barely contained his flat chest, padded slightly to give the illusion of small breasts. Then the matching garter belt and sheer black stockings that hugged his slim legs. She slid a pair of sky-high red stilettos onto his feet, forcing him to wobble unsteadily. Finally, she made him step into a slutty black satin maid dress—short, frilly, and low-cut enough to show the bra. The hem barely covered his ass, leaving the locked cage and his plugged feeling exposed.

Next came the makeup. Lyn sat him down and went to work with practiced hands—foundation, heavy eyeliner, smoky shadow, long false lashes, and bright red lipstick to match the shoes. She styled his hair as best she could and spritzed him with her own sweet perfume. When she was finished, she stepped back so both she and Troy could admire the result.

“Oh my God,” Lyn laughed, clapping her hands. “Look at you, Joni. Such a pretty little sissy maid. Turn around and show Troy how cute your ass looks in that dress.”

Jon turned slowly on shaky heels, face burning crimson. The short dress rode up, flashing the lacy panties and the outline of his caged clit. Troy shook his head with mocking amusement. “Damn, Lyn. You really turned your husband into a cock-hungry sissy. He actually looks fuckable… in a pathetic, broken way.”

Lyn grabbed a thick, realistic strap-on dildo from the drawer—the same large one Jon had used to fuck her during their long years of half-hearted role-play. She stepped into the harness and tightened it around her thick hips, the heavy silicone cock jutting out obscenely. “On the bed, sissy. Ass up. It’s time for your first real pegging while a real bull watches.”

Jon climbed onto the bed on all fours, the maid dress riding up to expose his ass. Lyn climbed behind him, spreading his cheeks and spitting directly on his tight hole. “You’ve begged me to peg you so many times in fantasy. Tonight you’re getting it while Troy’s cum is still fresh in my pussy.” She pressed the thick head against his entrance and pushed forward steadily.

Jon gasped and whimpered as the large dildo stretched him open, the burning fullness making his locked cage leak onto the sheets. “Ahh—fuck… it’s too big…” he whined.

“Take it like a good girl,” Lyn growled, gripping his hips and starting to thrust deeper. “This is what sissy cucks get. While I was screaming on Troy’s huge BBC, you were downstairs listening like a beta bitch. Now feel what it’s like to get fucked.” She slammed in harder, the strap-on pounding his prostate with every stroke. “Tell Troy how much you love being pegged while your hotwife gets real dick.”

Troy stood beside the bed, slowly stroking his massive BBC back to full hardness as he watched. “Look at this broken sissy taking dick up the ass. Beg for it, Joni. Tell us you’re nothing but a locked-up, cum-eating sissy maid now.”

Jon’s voice broke into humiliated moans as Lyn railed him mercilessly. “I’m… I’m nothing but a locked-up sissy maid… ahh… I love being pegged while my hotwife gets fucked by a real man…”

Lyn reached around and flicked his caged clit cruelly. “That’s right, Joni. Your little nub stays locked forever. No more pretending. You’re going to serve Troy and me every day—cleaning creampies, doing maid service, and learning to take real cock like the forced-bi slut you’re becoming.”

She pegged him faster, the wet slapping sounds mixing with Jon’s whimpers and Troy’s deep laughter. Lyn’s large breasts bounced with every thrust as she dominated her husband completely. “Feel that, sissy? This is only preparation. Soon Troy’s thick BBC is going to stretch this sissy pussy for real. But first, you’re going to suck it clean and get used to having a superior cock in your mouth.”

Troy stepped closer, his massive veiny BBC inches from Jon’s lipstick-smeared face. The head glistened with leftover cum and Lyn’s juices. “Open wide, sissy maid. Time for your first taste of real bull cock.”

Lyn slammed the strap-on deep and held it there, pinning Jon in place. “Do it, Joni. Suck Troy’s BBC like the eager little forced-bi cuck you are. This is what happens after a decade of fantasy—reality breaks you.”

Jon’s heart hammered with reluctant terror and shameful excitement as he parted his red lips, the fat head of Troy’s enormous Black cock pressing against his tongue.


Chapter 7

Jon’s red-lipsticked mouth stretched wide around the thick head of Troy’s massive BBC, the salty, musky taste of leftover cum and Lyn’s pussy juices flooding his tongue as the bull pushed forward. The sissy maid dress rode up his back, exposing his plugged ass while Lyn kept the thick strap-on buried deep inside him, grinding against his prostate with slow, deliberate rolls of her thick hips.

“That’s it, Joni,” Lyn cooed cruelly, her voice thick with arousal as she watched her feminized husband struggle. “Suck that big Black cock like a good little forced-bi slut. Show Troy how grateful my sissy cuck is to finally taste real alpha dick.” She reached under and gave his tiny pink chastity cage a sharp flick, making him whimper around the thick shaft stretching his lips.

Troy gripped the back of Jon’s styled hair with one powerful hand, feeding more of his veiny, ten-inch-plus BBC into the sissy’s warm, reluctant mouth. “Fuck, look at this pathetic beta,” the towering Black alpha growled, his deep voice dripping with arrogant amusement. “Dressed up like a whore, locked in pink, and already gagging on my cock while his hotwife pegs his ass. You were made for this, sissy.”

Jon’s eyes watered, mascara running down his cheeks as he bobbed awkwardly on the enormous cock, his tongue swirling instinctively around the fat head. The humiliation burned hotter than ever—this wasn’t pretend anymore. His wife of twenty-three years was watching him suck another man’s dick while she fucked him from behind like a bitch in heat.

Lyn pulled the strap-on out with a wet pop, leaving Jon’s hole gaping and twitching. She unbuckled the harness and tossed it aside, then climbed onto the bed beside them, her sexy thick body still flushed and satisfied. “Weekend starts now. Troy’s staying over. Joni is going to be our full-time sissy maid—cooking, cleaning, serving drinks, and taking care of every filthy need we have.”

The next morning, sunlight streamed into the master bedroom. Jon—still fully dressed in the slutty black maid outfit, stockings, heels, and full makeup—wobbled carefully on shaky legs as he carried a large breakfast tray upstairs. His tiny caged clit leaked constantly into the lacy panties, the ache from last night’s pegging making every step a humiliating reminder. The short frilly dress barely covered his ass, and the plug Lyn had inserted before bed shifted inside him with every movement.

He pushed the bedroom door open with his hip. The sight that greeted him sent fresh shame flooding through him: Lyn lay sprawled naked across the bed, her beautiful large natural breasts on full display, thick thighs spread wide. Troy was between them, lazily eating her pussy with long, confident strokes of his tongue while Lyn moaned softly, one hand tangled in the bull’s short hair.

“Good morning, sissy maid,” Lyn purred without opening her eyes. “Breakfast in bed for your hotwife and her bull. Set the tray down and then get to work. Troy’s cock needs cleaning after he fucked me again at 3 a.m. while you were sleeping on the floor in your panties.”

Jon obeyed silently, placing the tray on the nightstand. Troy rolled onto his back, his massive morning-hard BBC slapping heavily against his chiseled abs, still slick and shiny from Lyn’s juices. “You heard her, sissy. Crawl up here and suck my cock clean. Get it nice and hard again so I can breed your hotwife properly while you watch.”

Humiliated beyond words, Jon climbed onto the bed between Troy’s powerful legs. The overwhelming scent of sex hit him as he lowered his painted lips to the thick, veiny shaft. He licked from balls to tip, tasting Lyn’s creamy arousal mixed with the bull’s musk, before opening wide and taking the fat head into his mouth once more. Troy groaned in approval, one hand lazily resting on Jon’s head as he guided the sissy’s bobbing motions.

Lyn sat up against the pillows, sipping coffee and watching with a satisfied, cruel smile. Her large breasts rested heavily on her chest as she spread her legs wider, fingering her soaked pussy. “Look at my pretty sissy maid working so hard. Keep sucking, Joni—get Troy nice and wet for my cunt.”

Troy thrust lazily up into Jon’s mouth, fucking the sissy’s face with shallow strokes. “That’s right, beta. Your little locked clit could never satisfy a woman like Lyn. That’s why she’s my hotwife now. Keep sucking—get me ready to stretch her again.”

When Troy was fully hard again, glistening with Jon’s spit, Lyn pulled the sissy off by the hair. “Enough. Go sit in the corner chair and watch like the pathetic cuck you are. Keep that plug in and your hands behind your back. No touching your useless cage.”

Jon crawled to the chair, smoothing his maid dress down as best he could, and sat with his knees pressed together like a proper lady. Troy mounted Lyn with dominant ease, sliding his enormous BBC back into her welcoming pussy in one smooth thrust. Lyn cried out in ecstasy, her thick body arching as the bull began pounding her with long, powerful strokes that made the entire bed shake.

“Yes! Fuck me, Troy! Give me that big Black cock!” she screamed, her amazing natural breasts bouncing wildly. “Harder—ruin my married pussy while my sissy husband watches!” Troy gripped her hips and slammed into her relentlessly, the wet slapping sounds echoing through the room. Lyn’s eyes locked onto Jon’s the entire time, her face twisted in pure pleasure. “This is what a real man feels like, Joni. Thick, long, and owning every inch of me.”

Jon sat helplessly, his caged clit dripping onto the chair as he watched his hotwife get destroyed. Troy flipped her onto her hands and knees again, facing Jon directly, and railed her doggy-style, one big hand smacking her thick ass red. Lyn’s moans turned into desperate wails as another shattering orgasm ripped through her.

When Troy finally roared and flooded her pussy with another massive load, Lyn collapsed forward, panting. Thick white cum immediately began leaking from her well-used cunt.

“Come here, sissy maid,” she ordered breathlessly, snapping her fingers. “Clean-up duty. Eat Troy’s fresh creampie while he rests. And when you’re done… you’re going to suck his cock again to thank him for breeding your hotwife so well.”

Jon crawled forward on his hands and knees, the short maid dress riding up to expose his plugged ass and locked cage. As he buried his face between Lyn’s thick thighs and began lapping up the thick, creamy load, Troy’s deep laugh filled the room.

“Weekend’s just getting started, sissy. By the time I leave in a month, you’ll be a fully broken cock-hungry cuckold maid who begs for more every single day.”

Lyn moaned softly as Jon’s tongue worked deeper, pushing more cum into his mouth. “That’s my good girl… swallow it all. This is your new life now.”


Chapter 8

By Sunday evening, Lyn decided it was time to take the humiliation outside the safety of their home. “We’re going out for dinner tonight,” she announced while Jon knelt in his sissy maid outfit, polishing her high heels. “A nice steakhouse downtown. Troy and I will look like a proper couple, and you… you’ll come along as our quiet little servant. But you’re going to feel every second of it, Joni.”

She chose Jon’s outfit carefully: slim black dress pants that looked normal from a distance, a button-down shirt, and dress shoes. Underneath, however, everything was pure sissy. A thick silicone plug stretched his ass, vibrating faintly on low setting. The tiny pink chastity cage remained locked tight around his small cock, and beneath the pants he wore a pair of sheer black thigh-high stockings with lacy tops and delicate cheeky panties that barely contained his leaking cage. A small remote for the plug rested in Lyn’s purse.

Troy arrived looking sharp in a tailored shirt that showed off his muscular build. He pulled Lyn into a deep kiss right in the foyer, his big hands roaming over her thick curves while Jon stood silently holding their coats. Lyn wore a sexy red wrap dress that clung to her voluptuous body, the deep V-neck putting her beautiful large natural breasts on prominent display. “Mmm, you look good enough to fuck right here,” Troy murmured against her lips. “Let’s make your sissy watch us flirt all night.”

At the upscale steakhouse, the hostess seated them at a corner booth. Troy and Lyn slid in together on one side, leaving Jon alone on the opposite bench like a third wheel. The dim lighting and soft music made the setting feel intimate—perfect for what Lyn had planned. As soon as they ordered drinks, Lyn’s hand disappeared under the table onto Troy’s thigh, stroking boldly while she leaned in close to whisper in his ear. Troy’s arm draped around her shoulders, his fingers tracing the edge of her cleavage.

Jon sat stiffly, the plug buzzing intermittently inside him every time Lyn pressed the remote in her lap. His caged clit leaked steadily into the lacy panties, creating a humiliating damp spot he prayed no one would notice. Every laugh Lyn shared with Troy, every lingering touch, every time she fed Troy a bite from her fork felt like a public slap across his face.

“Look at my hotwife,” Troy said loud enough for Jon to hear, his deep voice carrying arrogant pride. “So fucking sexy. I bet every man in here wishes he was sitting where I am.” He leaned in and kissed Lyn’s neck openly, making her giggle and press her thick breasts against his arm. A few nearby diners glanced over, but Lyn didn’t care—she thrived on the risk, her nipples visibly hard under the thin fabric of her dress.

Under the table, Lyn slipped off one heel and ran her stockinged foot slowly up Troy’s leg, rubbing against the growing bulge in his pants. “I’m already wet again thinking about that big Black cock,” she whispered just loud enough for Jon to catch. “Maybe I’ll let you finger me under the table while my sissy husband pretends everything is normal.”

Jon’s face burned as he tried to focus on his menu, but the vibrating plug kept pulsing against his prostate, forcing soft, involuntary whimpers he had to swallow down. When the waiter came to take their order, Lyn and Troy acted like lovers on a date—laughing, touching, feeding each other—while Jon sat quietly, speaking only when directly addressed and keeping his voice soft and submissive.

Halfway through the main course, Lyn turned the plug up to a stronger setting. Jon gripped the edge of the table, biting his lip as the relentless buzzing made his locked cock strain desperately. Precum soaked through his panties and began to dampen the front of his dress pants. Lyn noticed and smiled sweetly across the table. “Everything okay over there, sweetie? You look a little flushed.”

Troy chuckled, his hand now openly resting on Lyn’s thick thigh under the table. “Poor beta. Bet that little cage is dripping like a faucet. Keep squirming, sissy. This is good training for when we take you out dressed properly someday.”

By dessert, Lyn was practically in Troy’s lap, kissing him deeply while her hand stroked his cock through his pants under the tablecloth. Jon could only watch, the plug driving him crazy, his mind a haze of shame and aching arousal. When the check came, Lyn handed it to Jon without a word. “Pay for your hotwife’s date, cuck. Then we’re going straight home so Troy can fuck me again while you serve.”

The drive home was torture. Lyn rode in the passenger seat of Troy’s car while Jon followed alone in theirs, the plug still buzzing on high. By the time they pulled into the garage, Jon’s panties were a soaked mess and his legs felt weak.

Inside the house, Lyn wasted no time. She pushed Troy onto the living room couch and straddled him, grinding her thick body against his massive bulge. “Strip down to your panties and cage, Joni, and get on your knees beside us,” she ordered. “Watch closely while Troy breeds me again. Then you’re doing extended cleanup—every drop, no matter how messy.”

Jon obeyed instantly, peeling off his outer clothes to reveal the humiliating lingerie underneath. He dropped to his knees as Lyn freed Troy’s enormous BBC and sank down onto it with a loud, satisfied moan, her large natural breasts bouncing as she began riding the bull with shameless abandon.

“Fuck yes… so much bigger than anything my sissy could ever give me,” she gasped, her thick ass slapping against Troy’s thighs. Troy gripped her hips and thrust up hard, pounding her deep while Jon knelt inches away, forced to watch every inch of the thick Black cock disappear into his wife’s dripping pussy.

The session was raw and filthy. Lyn came twice on Troy’s cock, screaming in ecstasy, before Troy finally flipped her onto her back on the couch and unloaded another massive creampie deep inside her. When he pulled out, thick ropes of cum immediately oozed from her stretched, gaping hole.

Lyn spread her legs wide, looking down at her kneeling sissy husband with pure dominance. “Time for your favorite part, maid. Get your face in there and clean every single drop of superior bull cum from my pussy. Use that tongue like the eager creampie slut you’re becoming. And don’t you dare miss any that drips onto the couch.”

Jon leaned forward, burying his face between his hotwife’s thick thighs once again. The warm, sticky load coated his tongue as he licked and sucked obediently, swallowing load after load while Lyn stroked Troy’s spent cock and moaned in satisfaction above him.

“Good girl,” she praised between soft sighs. “Keep licking… because after you’re done cleaning, you’re putting that maid dress back on and doing all the evening chores while Troy and I relax. This public-risk night is only the beginning of how exposed my little sissy cuck is going to get.”

Troy laughed, resting his heavy BBC across Lyn’s stomach as Jon continued his humiliating cleanup. “That’s right, beta. We’ve got three more weeks. Plenty of time to push you further.”


Chapter 9

Monday morning arrived with Lyn in full hotwife mode. She stood in the walk-in closet wearing nothing but a silk robe that barely contained her large natural breasts, scrolling through her phone while Jon knelt on the floor in his frilly black maid dress, stockings, and heels. The thick plug still nestled in his ass from the night before, and his tiny cock remained locked in its pink chastity cage, aching after hours of teasing and denial.

“We’re going shopping today, Joni,” Lyn announced with a wicked smile. “Troy wants to help pick out some new outfits for you. He’s been texting me ideas all morning—slutty little numbers that will make you look like the proper sissy maid and fucktoy you’re becoming.” She showed Jon the screen: a series of messages from Troy suggesting micro-skirts, sheer tops, sky-high platform heels, and crotchless lingerie. “He says a good sissy needs to learn to walk, talk, and serve in full feminine attire. No more hiding under men’s clothes when we go out.”

Jon’s stomach twisted with fresh humiliation, but his locked clit leaked anyway. “Yes, Lyn,” he whispered, voice soft and submissive the way she had trained him.

They met Troy at the upscale mall across town. The towering Black bull looked imposing in casual clothes that still showed off his muscular frame. He greeted Lyn with a long, possessive kiss right in the parking lot, his big hands squeezing her thick ass while Jon stood nearby holding Lyn’s purse like an obedient servant. A few shoppers glanced their way, but Lyn didn’t care—she pressed her voluptuous body against Troy and whispered something that made the bull grin arrogantly.

Inside the lingerie store, Troy took charge. He picked out the sluttiest items: a tiny pink latex maid dress with white frills that would barely cover Jon’s ass, a sheer black babydoll nightie that left nothing to the imagination, thigh-high fishnet stockings, and a pair of 6-inch red platform stilettos. He handed them to Jon in the dressing room. “Try them on, sissy. Let’s see how you look in real slutwear.”

Lyn and Troy waited just outside the curtain. Jon stripped down to his cage and plug, then struggled into the outfit. The latex dress clung to his slim body like a second skin, the hem so short that bending over would expose everything. The heels forced him onto his toes, making his ass stick out obscenely. When he stepped out, both of them burst into laughter.

“Fuck, he actually looks like a cheap whore,” Troy said, circling Jon slowly. “Turn around, Joni. Show us that plugged sissy ass.”

Jon obeyed, cheeks burning as he spun. Lyn stepped forward and lifted the back of the dress, exposing the base of the thick plug. “Perfect. We’re buying all of it. And these heels—you’re going to practice walking in them every day until you move like a proper slut.”

They continued through the mall, Troy and Lyn walking arm-in-arm like lovers while Jon trailed behind carrying the heavy shopping bags. Every few minutes Lyn would send him a text with instructions: “Walk with smaller steps. Swing your hips. Keep your eyes down like a good girl.” The new heels clicked loudly on the tile floor, drawing curious glances from other shoppers. Jon felt completely exposed even though he was still in his outer male clothes for now—the weight of the bags and the constant ache in his caged cock and plugged ass made him hyper-aware of his new role.

Back home that afternoon, Lyn wasted no time beginning the training. She had Jon change into the new pink latex maid dress and the towering red platforms. The outfit was ridiculous—shiny, tight, and humiliatingly feminine. She spent an hour making him practice walking up and down the hallway, correcting his posture, forcing him to take dainty steps, and making him speak in a higher, softer voice.

“Say it again,” Lyn demanded, sitting on the couch with Troy while Jon paraded in front of them. “I am your obedient sissy maid Joni. My only purpose is to serve my hotwife and her superior bull.”

“I am your obedient sissy maid Joni,” Jon repeated in the forced feminine tone, wobbling on the heels. “My only purpose is to serve my hotwife and her superior bull.”

Troy lounged with his legs spread wide, his massive bulge obvious in his pants. “Not bad, but you still sound like a nervous beta. Keep practicing while I fuck your wife. If you do a good job, maybe I’ll let you suck my cock again tonight.”

Lyn stripped out of her clothes, her thick body and amazing large natural breasts on full display. She straddled Troy on the couch and sank down onto his enormous BBC with a loud, satisfied moan. “Mmm, yes… fill me up, Troy.” She began riding him slowly at first, her heavy tits bouncing as she worked herself on the thick shaft. “Watch and learn, Joni. This is how a real man takes a woman. Keep walking and practicing your sissy voice while I get properly fucked.”

Jon continued his humiliating parade across the living room, heels clicking, latex dress creaking, as Lyn’s moans grew louder and more obscene. Troy thrust up hard, gripping her thick hips and pounding her deep, making her cry out in pleasure. “That’s it, baby—take that big Black cock! Stretch me wide!”

The training went on for nearly an hour. Every time Jon’s steps faltered or his voice slipped back to normal, Lyn would pause her riding and scold him, sometimes making him drop to his knees and kiss their feet before continuing. By the end, sweat beaded on his forehead and his calves burned, but he was starting to move with smaller, more feminine steps.

Finally, Lyn climbed off Troy’s glistening cock, her pussy dripping with arousal. She crooked a finger at Jon. “Come here, sissy. Time to put your training to use. Get on your knees between Troy’s legs and suck that big BBC properly. I want to see you take as much as you can down your throat. No gagging like a beginner—this is your new skill.”

Jon dropped to his knees in the tight latex dress, the red heels forcing his ass up as he positioned himself. Troy’s massive cock stood upright, slick with Lyn’s juices and throbbing. The head alone looked too big for his mouth, but Jon had no choice. He leaned forward, parted his red lips, and took the fat head inside.

Troy groaned and placed a heavy hand on the back of Jon’s head. “That’s better. Deeper, sissy. Relax your throat and worship it like the forced-bi whore you’re becoming.”

Lyn knelt beside Jon, coaching him with cruel encouragement. She pushed his head down further, forcing more of the thick Black cock past his gag reflex. “Swallow around it, Joni. Use your tongue. This is what real sissy cucks do—suck the bull’s cock while their hotwife watches and gets wetter.”

Jon gagged and coughed, tears streaming down his cheeks and ruining his makeup, but Lyn didn’t let up. She held him in place as Troy began to slowly fuck his face, sliding several inches in and out of the sissy’s stretched mouth. Saliva dripped down Jon’s chin onto the shiny latex dress.

“Good girl,” Lyn praised, fingering her own dripping pussy. “You’re doing so much better already. Keep sucking. Tonight you’re going to swallow your first full load of bull cum straight from the source. And tomorrow… we’ll see how much more of that big cock you can take in your sissy pussy.”

Troy’s grip tightened as he thrust deeper, the head of his BBC bumping the back of Jon’s throat while Lyn laughed softly at her broken, feminized husband.


Chapter 10

Lyn pulled her fingers from her dripping pussy and wiped them across Jon’s tear-streaked cheek, smearing his ruined makeup even more. “You’ve sucked cock like a desperate little whore for the last hour, Joni. Now it’s time for the main event. Troy is going to fuck your sissy pussy properly tonight and turn you into a real cock-addicted beta.”

She stood up, her thick body glistening with sweat, and pointed to the center of the living room floor. “On your hands and knees, maid. Ass up high. I want Troy to have a perfect view of that plugged hole he’s about to destroy.”

Jon’s legs shook as he obeyed, dropping into position on all fours. The shiny pink latex maid dress rode up completely, exposing his plugged ass and the tiny pink chastity cage swinging uselessly between his thighs. The 6-inch red platform heels forced his back into a deep arch, making his ass stick out obscenely like an offering. Lyn removed the thick plug with a wet pop, leaving his hole twitching and empty.

Troy stroked his massive BBC, coating the veiny length with lube until it glistened. At over ten thick inches, it looked impossible for Jon’s slim body to take, but the bull’s arrogant grin showed he had no intention of being gentle. “Time to break this sissy cunt wide open,” he growled, kneeling behind Jon and pressing the fat, blunt head against the sissy’s tight entrance.

Lyn knelt beside them, one hand on Jon’s lower back to hold him steady. “Relax and push back, Joni. This is what you’ve been training for. Take your first real BBC like the forced-bi sissy slut you are.”

Troy pushed forward. The massive head popped past Jon’s sphincter, stretching him wider than the strap-on or plug ever had. Jon cried out, a high-pitched feminine whimper escaping his red lips as burning pain mixed with overwhelming fullness. Inch after thick inch sank into his ass, the veiny shaft forcing his walls apart until nearly eight inches were buried inside him. His locked cage dripped steadily onto the floor.

“Fuck, he’s tight,” Troy groaned, gripping Jon’s hips hard enough to leave marks. “Feels like a virgin pussy swallowing my cock.”

Lyn leaned down, whispering hotly into Jon’s ear. “Feel that, sissy? That’s a real man claiming you. No more toys. No more pretending. You’re getting fucked by a superior Black bull while your hotwife watches.”

Troy started thrusting—slow at first, then building into deep, powerful strokes that rocked Jon’s entire slim body forward. The latex dress creaked with every movement. Jon’s moans turned into desperate, broken gasps as the thick cock battered his prostate relentlessly. The pressure built fast, something deep and strange twisting inside him.

Then it hit.

A mind-altering sissygasm exploded through Jon’s body without any touch to his caged clit. His eyes rolled back, his mouth fell open in a silent scream, and his hole clenched violently around Troy’s thrusting BBC. Wave after wave of intense, prostate-driven pleasure crashed over him, far stronger than any orgasm he had ever felt as a man. His locked cock pulsed and spurted weak, ruined streams of cum onto the floor beneath him, but the real climax was deep inside—pure, feminine, shattering bliss that made his brain melt.

“Oh my God—fuck—yes!” Jon wailed in a high, feminine voice he didn’t recognize as his own. The sissygasm kept rolling, stronger and longer than anything he had known. Without thinking, his body took over. He started fucking himself back onto Troy’s massive cock like a real woman in heat, slamming his ass backward to meet every thrust, desperate to chase the overwhelming pleasure.

“That’s it, Joni!” Lyn laughed triumphantly, eyes wide with delight. “Look at my sissy husband turning into a cock-hungry slut! Fuck that big Black dick back—chase it like the desperate bitch you are!”

Troy growled in satisfaction and started pounding harder, meeting Jon’s eager backward thrusts. The wet, filthy slapping sounds of skin on skin filled the room as Jon’s ass rippled with every impact. Another sissygasm ripped through him, even more intense than the first. His whole body shook, legs trembling in the red heels, hole spasming wildly around the thick invading cock. He moaned like a whore, pushing back frantically, completely lost in the mind-breaking pleasure.

“Harder, Troy—ruin her!” Lyn encouraged, reaching under to flick Jon’s dripping cage. “Feel how my sissy is fucking you back? She’s broken now. Turned into a real cock slut chasing orgasms on your BBC.”

Troy gripped Jon’s hips tighter and slammed in balls-deep with every stroke, the heavy balls slapping against Jon’s locked clit. “Take it, sissy. Milk my cock with that greedy pussy. You’re not a husband anymore—you’re my little white sissy fucktoy.”

Jon came again—a third shattering sissygasm that left him sobbing and babbling incoherently. His body moved on pure instinct, fucking himself wildly onto the massive BBC, ass bouncing, heels scraping the floor, latex dress riding up around his waist. The pleasure was so intense it felt like his mind was being rewritten with every thrust.

Lyn stroked Jon’s hair almost tenderly while watching the filthy scene. “Good girl… that’s my broken sissy. Keep fucking him back. Show Troy how much you need that superior cock owning your pussy.”

Troy’s thrusts grew erratic and brutal. With a deep, animalistic roar he buried himself to the hilt and unloaded, flooding Jon’s stretched sissy hole with thick, hot ropes of cum. The sensation of the bull breeding him triggered one final, devastating sissygasm in Jon. His vision whited out as he screamed, body convulsing, ass clenching rhythmically around Troy’s pulsing cock as if trying to suck every drop deeper inside.

When Troy finally pulled out, a gush of thick white cum poured from Jon’s gaping, ruined hole and ran down his thighs, soaking the tops of his stockings. Jon collapsed forward onto his forearms, panting, trembling, makeup completely destroyed, mind floating in a hazy, submissive fog.

Lyn smiled down at her completely broken husband, gently stroking his back. “Welcome to your new reality, Joni. After that performance, there’s no going back. You’re fully owned now—my sissy cuckold fucktoy who cums like a woman on real alpha cock.”

Troy stood over them, his spent but still impressive BBC dripping. “And we’re just getting started, beta. Tomorrow we push you even further.”

Jon could only whimper softly in agreement, his body still twitching with aftershocks of the mind-altering sissygasms, completely surrendered to his new life.


Chapter 11

Jon remained collapsed on the living room floor, his body still twitching with the aftershocks of the multiple mind-altering sissygasms. Thick ropes of Troy’s cum slowly leaked from his gaping, well-fucked sissy hole, running down the backs of his thighs and soaking the tops of his sheer stockings. The shiny pink latex maid dress was bunched uselessly around his waist, and his red platform heels were splayed awkwardly on the floor. His tiny locked cock hung limp and spent in its pink cage, dripping weak remnants of his ruined orgasms onto the hardwood.

Lyn knelt beside him, gently stroking his sweat-dampened hair with surprising tenderness while her eyes sparkled with pure dominant satisfaction. “Look at you, Joni,” she murmured softly. “You fucked yourself back on that big Black cock like a desperate little slut in heat. I’ve never seen you cum so hard in twenty-three years of marriage. Those sissygasms completely broke you, didn’t they?”

Jon could only whimper in response, his voice hoarse and feminine from all the moaning and screaming. His mind felt foggy, rewired, as if the intense prostate orgasms had burned away the last traces of his old masculine pride. Every tiny movement made his stretched hole throb, reminding him how deeply Troy had claimed him.

Troy stood tall above them, slowly stroking his heavy BBC back to partial hardness as he admired his handiwork. “The little sissy took it better than I expected. That greedy pussy was milking me like it was born for Black cock. We should keep her like this more often—dressed up, plugged, and ready to be used whenever we want.”

Lyn nodded, her thick body still flushed and glowing from watching the scene. She helped Jon sit up on his knees, the latex dress creaking as it settled back into place. “From now on, this is how we play, baby. No more half-measures. You’re going to service both of us with your mouth, your hands, and that newly trained sissy pussy whenever we demand it. And you’re going to stay locked and denied while we enjoy each other.”

She guided Jon between her spread thick thighs first. “Start with your hotwife. Clean the mess you made me so wet watching you get fucked.” Jon leaned forward obediently, his red lips pressing against Lyn’s soaked pussy. He licked and sucked gently, tasting her sweet arousal while she moaned softly and ran her fingers through his messy hair. Troy moved behind Jon, rubbing the head of his cock against the sissy’s cum-leaking hole.

“Keep licking her while I use you again,” Troy ordered. He pushed back inside Jon’s stretched pussy in one smooth thrust, burying most of his thick length. Jon gasped into Lyn’s cunt, the renewed fullness sending fresh sparks of pleasure through his over-sensitive body. Troy started a steady, deep rhythm, fucking Jon with long, possessive strokes while Jon continued worshipping his wife’s pussy with his tongue.

Lyn’s moans grew louder as she watched her sissy husband get used from both ends. “That’s perfect… my locked cuck eating my pussy while a real alpha breeds his ass. You’re such a good little fucktoy now, Joni. Feel how easily that big cock slides in and out of you? Your hole is already getting used to being owned.”

The double servicing went on for long minutes. Troy’s powerful thrusts pushed Jon’s face harder into Lyn’s dripping sex, forcing his tongue deeper. Jon’s locked cage swayed and leaked with every impact, the constant prostate stimulation building another slow, deep pressure inside him. Lyn came first, grinding against Jon’s mouth and flooding his tongue with her juices while she cried out in pleasure.

Troy didn’t stop. He pulled Jon upright by the hips so the sissy was sitting back on his cock in a reverse cowgirl position, facing Lyn. “Ride it, sissy. Show your hotwife how much you love getting fucked.”

Jon’s hands rested on Troy’s muscular thighs for balance as he began to move. At first his motions were hesitant, but the thick cock rubbing relentlessly against his prostate quickly re-ignited the overwhelming pleasure. Another sissygasm started building—slower this time, deeper, more consuming. His hips rolled instinctively, then began bouncing with increasing desperation. The latex dress rode up, giving Lyn a perfect view of her husband’s plugged-looking hole swallowing Troy’s massive BBC over and over.

“Look at her go,” Lyn laughed delightedly, fingering herself as she watched. “Ride that big Black cock like a real woman, Joni. Chase it. Fuck yourself stupid on it.”

The sissygasm crashed over Jon without warning. His whole body seized, hole clenching rhythmically around the invading shaft as intense waves of feminine pleasure ripped through him. He moaned loudly, a high-pitched, broken sound, and started slamming himself down harder, fucking Troy’s BBC with frantic need. His locked clit spurted another weak, ruined load onto the floor while his mind blanked out in pure ecstasy.

Troy groaned and thrust up to meet every desperate bounce, pounding Jon from below. “That’s my good little sissy slut. Milk my cock with that greedy pussy.”

Lyn crawled closer, kissing Jon’s neck and whispering filthy encouragement into his ear while he continued riding through the orgasm. “Good girl… keep going. You’re completely owned now. My sissy cuck who cums like a bitch on real alpha dick. This is your purpose—servicing us both, staying locked and humiliated, and begging for more cock every day.”

Troy finally reached his limit. With a deep grunt he pulled Jon down hard onto his cock and unloaded again, flooding the sissy’s insides with another heavy creampie. The sensation of being bred triggered one final, shuddering aftershock in Jon, leaving him limp and trembling in Troy’s lap, cum leaking out around the thick shaft still buried inside him.

Lyn gently lifted Jon off Troy’s cock and laid him on his back on the soft rug. She straddled his face in a sixty-nine position, lowering her wet pussy onto his mouth while she examined his ruined, leaking hole. “Clean me while I watch Troy’s cum drip out of you, sissy. You’re going to stay plugged and full of bull cum for the rest of the night.”

As Jon obediently licked and swallowed, his mind floated in a hazy, submissive bliss. The intense sissygasms had stripped away the last resistance. He no longer questioned his place—he craved it. The taste of his hotwife’s pussy mixed with the feeling of Troy’s warm load slowly leaking from his well-used ass created a perfect storm of humiliation and addictive pleasure.

Lyn smiled down between her thighs at her completely broken husband. “We’re going to have so much fun with you from now on, Joni. Tomorrow we’ll start training you to take even more. Maybe invite a couple of Troy’s friends over so you can show them what a perfect sissy cuckold fucktoy you’ve become.”

Troy chuckled, stroking his spent cock as he watched the couple. “She’s ready. The little beta is fully owned now.”

Jon could only moan softly in agreement, tongue still working eagerly between Lyn’s thick folds, his body aching beautifully from being used so thoroughly.


Chapter 12

By the middle of the week, Lyn had grown bolder with her control. She decided it was time to push the public exposure risk even further. “We’re having a small private gathering tonight,” she told Jon while he knelt in the kitchen, scrubbing the floor in his shiny pink latex maid dress and red platform heels. “Troy invited two of his close friends over. They know exactly what kind of sissy cuck you are, and they’re very interested in seeing my hotwife’s trained little fucktoy in action.”

Jon’s heart raced with a mix of terror and shameful excitement. His tiny caged cock twitched inside its pink prison as Lyn continued. “You’ll serve as the maid the entire night—drinks, snacks, cleaning up after us. You’ll stay fully dressed in your slutty outfit, and you’ll keep that new larger plug in your ass to remind you of your place. No hiding. No speaking unless spoken to. And if the boys want a closer look at my pretty sissy, you’ll present yourself properly.”

That evening, Jon was dressed to perfection. The tight pink latex maid dress hugged his slim body, the white frills barely covering the bottom of his ass. Fishnet stockings disappeared into the 6-inch red platforms, and Lyn had done his makeup extra heavy—thick eyeliner, long lashes, bright red lips, and blush that made him look like a cheap whore. A fresh, thicker plug stretched his recently fucked hole, keeping him constantly aware of the cum Troy had left inside him earlier that day.

When the doorbell rang, Lyn answered it wearing a skimpy black lingerie set that showcased her thick curves and beautiful large natural breasts. Troy stepped in first, followed by two other tall, muscular Black men—Marcus and Devin—both ex-athletes with the same commanding alpha presence as Troy. Their eyes lit up with amusement and hunger the moment they saw Jon standing obediently in the entryway, hands clasped in front of him like a proper sissy maid.

“Damn, Lyn,” Marcus laughed, looking Jon up and down. “You really turned your husband into a full sissy slut. Nice work.”

Devin smirked, circling Jon slowly. “Look at those heels and that little dress. Bet that locked clit is dripping already.”

Lyn smiled proudly, pulling Troy in for a deep kiss while the other two bulls admired her body. “Joni has been very well trained this week. He serves drinks, cleans up messes, and takes cock like a good girl now. Isn’t that right, sissy?”

Jon’s voice came out soft and feminine. “Yes, Mistress Lyn. I’m here to serve.”

The men settled into the living room while Jon hurried to bring whiskey, beer, and appetizers on a silver tray. Every step in the towering heels made the thick plug shift inside him, pressing against his prostate and keeping his caged clit leaking. The bulls openly commented on his outfit, making crude jokes about his small locked cock and how eagerly he had taken Troy’s BBC the other night.

As the night progressed, the flirting between Lyn and the three alphas grew intense. She sat on Troy’s lap first, grinding her thick ass against his growing bulge while Marcus and Devin watched with hungry eyes. Her large natural breasts spilled nearly out of the lingerie top as she kissed Troy deeply, moaning softly when his big hands squeezed her ass.

Jon knelt nearby, refilling drinks and removing empty glasses, forced to watch his hotwife act like a complete slut for three superior men. When Lyn stood up and bent over the coffee table to pour more drinks, Troy flipped her skirt up and fingered her soaked pussy openly in front of everyone. Lyn moaned loudly, pushing back against his thick fingers.

“See how wet my hotwife gets for real men?” she teased, looking straight at Jon. “While my sissy maid stays locked and denied.”

Marcus and Devin laughed, their own bulges obvious in their pants. They started touching Lyn more boldly—Marcus groping her heavy breasts, Devin slapping her thick ass while she kissed Troy again. Jon’s face burned with humiliation as he watched his wife of twenty-three years being passed around and fondled like shared property, her moans growing louder and more shameless.

Later, Lyn had Jon demonstrate his maid service while the men relaxed. She made him bend over to pick up “dropped” items, flashing his plugged ass and the tiny cage to the bulls. They commented crudely on how well-stretched his hole looked and how pretty his red lips would look wrapped around their cocks.

The real escalation came when Lyn decided to put on a show. She stripped down to nothing, her voluptuous body on full display, and had Troy fuck her right there on the couch while Marcus and Devin watched and stroked themselves. Lyn rode Troy’s massive BBC reverse cowgirl, facing Jon so he could see every inch of the thick Black cock disappearing into her pussy.

“Watch closely, Joni,” she gasped between moans, her large breasts bouncing wildly. “This is what a real woman looks like when she’s getting properly fucked. Keep serving drinks while I cum on this superior cock.”

Jon moved around them on shaky heels, refilling glasses and clearing plates while Lyn screamed through two powerful orgasms. When Troy finally filled her with another creampie, Lyn called Jon over immediately.

“Clean-up time, sissy. Get your face in there and eat every drop while the boys watch.”

Jon dropped to his knees between Lyn’s spread thighs, burying his face in her cum-filled pussy as the three alphas laughed and degraded him. He licked and sucked obediently, swallowing the thick load while they commented on what a perfect little creampie slut he had become.

After the cleanup, Lyn wasn’t done. She had Jon stand in the center of the room and lift the front of his maid dress, exposing his locked pink cage and the leaking tip. The bulls took turns lightly slapping his caged clit and flicking the plug in his ass, making him whimper and squirm while Lyn filmed short clips on her phone for “private memories.”

By the end of the night, Jon was exhausted, humiliated, and leaking nonstop. The men left with promises to come back soon for more “entertainment,” and Lyn sent Jon to bed still plugged, still in full sissy attire, with strict orders to sleep on the floor at the foot of the bed.

As he lay there listening to Lyn and Troy fucking one last time in the master bedroom, Jon’s mind drifted in submissive acceptance. The public risk, the verbal degradation, the light touching from other alphas—it had all pushed him deeper into his new role. He was no longer just a reluctant sissy cuck. He was becoming exactly what Lyn and Troy wanted: a fully broken, eager, owned sissy maid who lived to serve and be humiliated.

Lyn’s satisfied moans echoed through the house as Jon whispered softly to himself in the darkness.

“Thank you, Mistress… for making me your perfect sissy.”


Chapter 13

The next evening, the house felt heavier with anticipation. Lyn had sent Jon to prepare the master bedroom while she and Troy enjoyed a long, teasing shower together. He changed the sheets, lit candles, and laid out the toys and lube exactly as instructed. By the time they emerged, Lyn was glowing with dominant excitement, wearing nothing but a sheer black robe that did little to hide her thick curves and beautiful large natural breasts. Troy followed, towering and naked, his massive BBC already half-hard and swinging heavily between his muscular thighs.

“Tonight we take the final step, Joni,” Lyn announced as she pushed Jon toward the center of the king-sized bed. “You’ve sucked cock, you’ve been pegged, and you’ve ridden Troy like a desperate little slut chasing sissygasms. Now you’re going to get properly double-teamed and fully broken in as our shared sissy fucktoy.”

Jon’s heart hammered as they stripped him down to just the pink chastity cage, fishnet stockings, and the red platform heels. Lyn made him get on all fours in the middle of the bed, ass up high and legs spread. Troy removed the thick plug and replaced it with two lubed fingers, stretching him open while Lyn straddled Jon’s face.

“Eat my pussy while Troy gets you ready,” she ordered, lowering her soaked cunt onto his mouth. Jon obediently licked and sucked, tasting her sweet arousal as Troy worked a third finger into his ass, scissoring and stretching the sissy hole with practiced ease.

When Troy was satisfied, he climbed onto the bed and positioned his enormous BBC at Jon’s entrance. “Time to get this sissy pussy fucked again.” He pushed forward slowly but relentlessly, sinking nearly his full length into Jon in one long thrust. Jon moaned loudly into Lyn’s pussy, the burning stretch and deep fullness instantly lighting up his prostate.

Lyn ground harder against his face, smothering him with her thick thighs. “That’s it—take that big Black cock while you worship your hotwife. You’re going to get used from both ends tonight.”

Troy started thrusting with deep, powerful strokes, each one driving Jon’s body forward. The wet slapping sounds of flesh meeting flesh mixed with Jon’s muffled whimpers. Then Lyn lifted herself off Jon’s face, her juices glistening on his red lips and chin. She moved to the nightstand, stepped into the strap-on harness, and tightened the thick 9-inch realistic dildo around her hips. The heavy silicone cock jutted out obscenely from her thick body.

“Stay right there on all fours, sissy,” Lyn commanded.

She slid underneath Jon on her back, positioning herself so they were face-to-face with her large natural breasts pressing against his chest. Reaching between their bodies, she lined up the fat head of the strap-on with his already-stretched entrance and pushed upward, sliding the thick dildo deep into his ass.

Jon gasped at the renewed fullness. Lyn smiled up at him wickedly.

Troy pulled his massive BBC out of Jon’s hole with a wet pop, leaving it gaping and twitching. He moved back into position behind the sissy, rubbing the massive, lubed head of his real cock against the same tight entrance right beside the base of the strap-on.

“You’re about to take both of us, beta,” Troy growled. “My cock and your wife’s big dick at the same time.”

Jon whimpered as both thick heads pressed insistently against his entrance. Lyn held his hips steady while Troy applied even more lube. Slowly, relentlessly, they worked together. First the head of Troy’s enormous BBC popped past the ring of muscle, stretching Jon even wider. Then Lyn tilted her hips and pushed the thick strap-on in right alongside it.

The stretch was brutal and mind-shattering. Jon cried out, a high-pitched, broken wail as his sissy hole was forced wider than it had ever been. Two thick shafts — one real, veiny, and over ten inches, the other a heavy 9-inch silicone cock — slid into him at the same time, stretching his walls to their absolute limit. The pressure on his prostate was immediate and overwhelming.

“Oh fuck… it’s too much…” Jon gasped, tears running down his ruined makeup.

“Take it, Joni,” Lyn moaned beneath him, thrusting up slowly from below while her large breasts bounced with every movement. “You’re getting double-penetrated like a proper sissy whore. Feel how full you are?”

Troy began thrusting from behind, his powerful hips driving his massive BBC deeper with each stroke. The two cocks moved in alternating rhythm inside Jon’s overstuffed hole — one sliding in while the other pulled back — creating constant, relentless friction against his prostate.

The sensation quickly became too intense to bear. A devastating sissygasm exploded through Jon without any touch to his caged clit. His whole body convulsed, hole spasming wildly around both invading cocks as wave after wave of pure feminine pleasure ripped through him. His locked cage spurted weak, ruined streams onto Lyn’s stomach below.

“Look at her!” Lyn laughed triumphantly, fucking up harder into her husband. “She’s cumming already. Fuck us back, sissy — chase it like the desperate cock-slut you are.”

Jon’s body took over. He started rocking between them, pushing back onto Troy’s thick BBC and then down onto Lyn’s strap-on, fucking himself on both cocks like a bitch in heat. High-pitched moans and sobs poured from his mouth as another powerful sissygasm crashed over him, then another. His red heels kicked helplessly in the air, the latex dress creaking as his slim body was used from both ends.

Troy gripped Jon’s hips hard and pounded him deeper, his heavy balls slapping against the sissy’s locked cage. “That’s it — milk both our cocks with that greedy sissy pussy.”

Lyn reached up, grabbing Jon’s face and pulling him down into a messy kiss while she thrust up into him. “You’re completely ruined now, Joni. My husband is just a set of holes for real cock and his hotwife’s strap-on. Cum again for us, baby. Show us how broken you are.”

The double penetration continued mercilessly. Jon lost count of the sissygasms that tore through him, each one stronger and more mind-altering than the last. He drooled and babbled incoherently, completely lost in submissive ecstasy, his hole gaping and clenching around the two thick shafts that owned him.

Finally, Troy roared and buried himself to the hilt, flooding Jon’s insides with thick, hot ropes of cum. The sensation of being bred triggered one final, shattering orgasm in Jon. His body shook violently as Lyn continued fucking him through it, prolonging the pleasure until he was a sobbing, trembling, cum-leaking wreck.

When they finally pulled out, a huge gush of Troy’s cum poured from Jon’s ruined, gaping hole and ran down onto Lyn’s body below. Jon collapsed forward onto Lyn’s chest, limp and destroyed, his mind floating in a hazy fog of total surrender.

Lyn stroked his hair gently, smiling with dark satisfaction. “Good girl. You took both of us so well. There’s no going back now — you’re fully broken, fully owned, and completely addicted to being used like this.”

Troy leaned over and slapped Jon’s cum-dripping ass lightly. “We still have more than a week left, sissy. We’re going to make sure this hole stays trained and ready for whenever we want it.”

Jon could only whimper softly in complete, blissful submission, his body aching beautifully from the most intense fucking of his life.


Chapter 14

The following days blurred into a nonstop haze of submission and filth. With only a few days left before Troy had to leave town, Lyn made sure every moment counted. Jon—now fully Joni in her mind—spent most of his time in full sissy attire: the tight pink latex maid dress, fishnet stockings, red platform heels, heavy makeup, and his permanent pink chastity cage. His ass stayed plugged or freshly fucked, constantly leaking Troy’s cum or lube.

Mornings began with Jon on his knees beside the bed, tongue buried in Lyn’s pussy while Troy used his sissy hole from behind. He had learned to rock back eagerly, chasing those addictive sissygasms that now came so easily. After Troy filled him, Jon would crawl between Lyn’s thighs to perform long, thorough creampie cleanups, swallowing every drop while she stroked his hair and praised her broken little maid.

During the day, Jon handled all the household chores in his slutty outfit—cooking, cleaning, doing laundry—while Lyn and Troy relaxed, fucked wherever they wanted, or made out on the couch. Whenever they needed service, Jon was called over instantly: fetching drinks on his knees, licking Lyn’s pussy while she rode Troy, or dropping to suck Troy’s cock clean after he pulled out of Lyn.

By the afternoon of day thirteen, Lyn decided it was time for deeper acceptance. She had Jon kneel in the living room, still dressed as the perfect sissy maid, while she and Troy sat on the couch like royalty.

“Look at yourself, Joni,” Lyn said softly but firmly, lifting his chin with her fingers. “A month ago you were my quiet, retired husband with a tiny locked dick and secret fantasies. Now you’re my fully trained sissy cuckold maid. You cook, clean, eat cum, and beg to get fucked in the ass by a superior Black bull. How does that make you feel?”

Jon’s voice came out small and feminine, exactly as she had trained him. “It makes me feel… owned, Mistress. Humiliated… but I need it. I crave serving you and Troy. My little cage stays locked because I don’t deserve to cum like a man anymore.”

Troy chuckled deeply, stroking his thick BBC lazily. “Good answer, sissy. You’ve come a long way. That greedy boy-pussy of yours takes my cock like it was made for it now.”

Lyn nodded with satisfaction. “Exactly. From now on, this is your permanent role. When Troy leaves, you will continue daily maid service for me. You will stay locked 24/7. You will eat every creampie I bring home—whether from Troy or any other bull I choose. And when I want to use your sissy pussy, you will present yourself immediately, dressed and ready.”

She stood up and walked behind Jon, lifting the back of his short latex dress to expose his plugged ass. “Bend forward and spread your cheeks, Joni. Show us how well-trained your hole is.”

Jon obeyed without hesitation, arching his back and pulling his ass open with both hands. His once-tight hole was now visibly stretched and puffy, still glistening from the morning fucking.

Lyn gently removed the plug, letting a small trickle of leftover cum escape. “Beautiful. Completely ruined for anyone but real alphas.” She slid two fingers inside him easily, curling them against his prostate until Jon whimpered and his caged clit dripped onto the floor. “You don’t even fight it anymore. You push back and moan like a whore. That’s true acceptance.”

Troy stood and moved behind Jon as well. Without warning he replaced Lyn’s fingers with his massive BBC, sliding in deep in one smooth thrust. Jon moaned loudly, instinctively pushing back to take every inch.

“That’s my good girl,” Lyn praised, kneeling beside them and stroking Jon’s face. “Fuck him nice and deep, Troy. Remind my sissy husband who owns him now.”

Troy gripped Jon’s hips and began a steady, possessive rhythm, pounding the sissy maid while Lyn watched with gleaming eyes. Jon’s moans quickly turned into desperate, feminine cries as another powerful sissygasm built inside him. His body rocked back eagerly, meeting every thrust, completely lost in the pleasure of being used.

Lyn leaned in close, whispering hotly in his ear. “Cum for us, Joni. Show us how much you love being our broken sissy cuckold. This is your life now—locked, feminized, serving, and getting fucked whenever we want.”

The orgasm hit hard. Jon’s whole body shuddered as he came hands-free, his locked clit spurting weakly while his hole clenched rhythmically around Troy’s thick cock. He cried out in pure submission, pushing back frantically like the eager slut he had become.

Troy groaned and unloaded deep inside him, breeding the sissy with another heavy load. When he finally pulled out, Lyn immediately pushed Jon’s face down to the floor.

“Clean up the mess you made on the floor with your tongue, then crawl over and clean Troy’s cock. After that, you’re doing the rest of your evening chores with that fresh creampie leaking down your thighs. No plug tonight—I want you to feel it dripping while you work.”

Jon obeyed without question, licking his own ruined cum off the floor before crawling to worship Troy’s spent BBC with long, grateful licks and sucks. Lyn watched with a proud, cruel smile.

Later that night, after Jon had finished all his maid duties, Lyn pulled him into bed between her and Troy. She cradled his head against her large soft breasts while Troy’s hand rested possessively on Jon’s plugged ass.

“You’ve accepted your place completely,” Lyn whispered, kissing his forehead. “When Troy leaves, we’ll keep this going. I’ll find new bulls. We’ll travel together—me as the hotwife, you as my obedient sissy maid and cleanup boy. Maybe we’ll even take you out dressed properly and let strangers see what a perfect cuck you’ve become.”

Jon nestled closer, his voice soft and content. “Yes, Mistress… I’m yours. Completely.”

Troy chuckled. “That’s right, sissy. This is only the beginning.”

As Jon drifted off to sleep between his dominant hotwife and her alpha bull, the last traces of his old life faded away. He was no longer Jon. He was Joni—Lyn’s locked, feminized, fully owned sissy cuckold husband—and he had never felt more right.


Chapter 15

Troy’s final night in town arrived with a heavy, electric tension that filled the entire house. Lyn had decided to make it unforgettable. The master bedroom was prepared like a temple of depravity—candles flickering, the king-sized bed stripped down to just a fitted sheet, and every toy, bottle of lube, and piece of sissy lingerie laid out neatly. Jon had spent the afternoon cleaning and cooking in his full pink latex maid uniform, the short dress barely covering his ass, fishnet stockings clipped to a garter belt, and the towering red platform heels making every step a humiliating reminder of his place.

Lyn emerged from the bathroom looking like pure sex. Her sheer black robe was open, displaying her thick, voluptuous body and those beautiful large natural breasts that still took Jon’s breath away even after everything. Troy followed right behind her, towering, naked, and already sporting a thick, heavy erection.

“On the bed, Joni,” Lyn ordered softly but with steel in her voice. “On your back, legs up and spread wide. Tonight we say goodbye to Troy the right way—and you’re going to worship both of us until you can’t think straight.”

Jon obeyed instantly, lying in the center of the bed with his heels pointing toward the ceiling, exposing his plugged ass and tiny pink chastity cage. Lyn removed the plug herself, kissing the inside of his thigh as she did. “Look how pretty and stretched your sissy pussy is now. All because of one month with a real man.”

Troy climbed onto the bed first, kneeling between Jon’s spread legs. He rubbed the massive head of his BBC up and down the sissy’s slick hole before pushing in with one long, smooth thrust. Jon moaned loudly, the familiar burning stretch instantly lighting up his prostate. Troy started fucking him with deep, possessive strokes while Lyn straddled Jon’s face, lowering her wet pussy onto his eager mouth.

“Eat me while Troy breeds you one last time,” she commanded, grinding slowly. “Show us both how grateful you are for being turned into our perfect sissy cuckold.”

Jon licked and sucked desperately, his tongue working deep into Lyn’s folds as Troy’s powerful thrusts rocked his entire body. The wet slapping of Troy’s heavy balls against his ass mixed with Lyn’s soft moans. Every thrust sent sparks of pleasure through Jon’s over-sensitive prostate, building another inevitable sissygasm.

After several minutes, Lyn lifted off Jon’s face and moved to straddle his chest instead, facing Troy. She reached down and guided Troy’s thick cock out of Jon’s ass, then quickly replaced it with her own thick strap-on dildo, sliding it deep from below while Troy immediately pushed his BBC back in beside it.

The double penetration hit Jon like lightning. Both thick shafts stretched his hole to its absolute limit once again. He cried out in overwhelmed ecstasy as they began fucking him in perfect alternating rhythm—Troy pounding from above, Lyn thrusting up from below. The constant pressure on his prostate triggered an immediate, shattering sissygasm. Jon’s locked clit spurted weakly across his own stomach as his body convulsed and his hole clenched greedily around both cocks.

“That’s my good girl,” Lyn moaned, riding the strap-on harness against her own clit while she fucked her husband. “Cum on our cocks like the broken sissy slut you are. This is your goodbye present to Troy—your completely owned sissy pussy.”

Jon lost control completely. He rocked his hips frantically between them, fucking himself back onto both the real BBC and the thick dildo like a desperate whore. High-pitched, feminine screams poured from his mouth as orgasm after orgasm ripped through him, each one stronger than the last. Tears of overwhelming pleasure streamed down his heavily made-up face while his red heels kicked in the air.

Troy gripped Jon’s thighs hard and slammed in deep one final time, roaring as he flooded the sissy’s guts with thick, hot ropes of cum. The sensation of being bred so deeply triggered Jon’s most intense sissygasm yet—his whole body seized, vision flashing white, hole spasming violently around both invading cocks as he came hands-free again and again.

When Troy finally pulled out, a massive flood of thick white cum poured from Jon’s ruined, gaping hole. Lyn kept fucking him through the aftershocks for another minute before sliding her strap-on free as well.

“Clean us both, Joni,” Lyn ordered, moving so Jon could suck Troy’s spent BBC clean while she presented her dripping strap-on to his mouth next. Jon obeyed like the well-trained maid he had become, licking and sucking every inch of both cocks with grateful, submissive devotion.

Afterward, the three of them lay together on the bed—Lyn in the middle with Jon curled against one side and Troy on the other. Lyn gently stroked Jon’s hair while he rested his head on her soft, heavy breasts.

“You did so well this month, baby,” she whispered tenderly yet possessively. “You went from my half-hearted role-play partner to my fully broken, locked sissy cuckold husband. I’m so proud of how completely you’ve surrendered.”

Troy rested a heavy hand on Jon’s thigh. “You take cock like a natural now, sissy. Keep that hole trained for when I come back to visit.”

Lyn kissed Jon’s forehead, her voice full of promise. “When Troy leaves tomorrow, nothing changes for us. You stay locked. You stay feminized. You stay my obedient sissy maid. We’ll travel, we’ll find new bulls, and you’ll serve every one of them with your mouth and your pussy while I enjoy the big dick I deserve. This is our new life now—hotwife and her owned sissy cuckold. And deep down, I know you wouldn’t have it any other way.”

Jon nestled closer to his wife’s warm body, feeling Troy’s cum still slowly leaking from his well-used ass. His voice was soft, feminine, and completely at peace.

“Yes, Mistress Lyn… Thank you for breaking me. I’m yours forever.”

As the candles burned low and Troy’s flight loomed in the morning, Lyn smiled into the darkness. The future stretched out rich with endless possibilities—more alphas, more humiliation, more intense training, and more nights just like this one.

Her sissy husband was finally, perfectly, and permanently owned.
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He loves hearing from readers who crave the same extreme kinks he does.
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