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Foreword

Welcome to the steamy side of paradise.

This story was born from the hottest fantasy so many of us share — watching your confident, curvy wife slowly awaken to the overwhelming superiority of BBC, then deciding to take total control of your marriage and your manhood.

What starts as innocent research into male chastity quickly spirals into full forced feminization, relentless denial, and complete surrender to thick black cock. If you love reluctant sissies, heavy interracial humiliation, mind-melting sissygasms, creampie cleanup, and a wife who becomes proudly addicted to BBC, then you’re in the right place.

This novella is raw, filthy, and unapologetic. Buckle up, lock your cage, and enjoy the conversion.

— Joseph Robert North Pole


Chapter 1: The Innocent Research

I never imagined a simple conversation with my wife would completely upend our quiet retired life in Hawaii.

It was a warm Thursday evening. Lyn and I were lounging on the lanai of our spacious ocean-view home, sipping mai tais and watching the sunset paint the sky in shades of pink and gold. At fifty-three, with my slight 5'6" build and less-than-five-inch cock, I had grown comfortable in our peaceful, financially secure retirement. Lyn, at forty-eight, still looked incredible—thick in all the right places, with beautiful large, naturally saggy breasts that swayed gently under her loose sundress. We had been married for over twenty years, and things had become comfortably routine. Or so I thought.

Lyn set her drink down and turned to me with a playful smile. “Hey, honey… I had the most interesting talk with Lori today.”

I raised an eyebrow. Lori was her best friend— a dirty-blonde firecracker of fifty-four with amazing natural DD tits who had moved back to the mainland a few years ago. “Oh yeah? What about?”

“She told me all about this thing she’s been doing with her husband for years. Male chastity.” Lyn watched my face carefully as she said the words. “She swears it’s completely changed their marriage for the better. More intimacy, more focus on her pleasure, him being more attentive… the works.”

I nearly choked on my drink. “Chastity? Like… locking his dick up?”

Lyn laughed softly, her eyes sparkling with curiosity. “Exactly. She showed me a few websites on her phone. Some of the devices look surprisingly small and… secure. I was thinking maybe we could look into it together. See if it might spice things up for us. We’ve got all this time and money now. Why not try something new?”

My stomach tightened. The idea of handing over control of my orgasms felt embarrassing, even a little scary. But Lyn looked so excited, and part of me didn’t want to seem boring or prudish after all these years. “I… guess we could browse a little,” I said reluctantly. “Just to see what it’s about.”

That was all the encouragement she needed.

We moved inside to the big couch in the living room. Lyn opened her laptop and pulled up a popular chastity device site. At first it was innocent enough—tiny pink cages, steel tubes, even some with cute little locks. She pointed out a few and teased me lightly about how my small cock would fit perfectly in something so compact. I shifted uncomfortably on the couch, feeling my face heat up, but I stayed quiet.

Then her browsing changed.

One link led to another, and suddenly the screen filled with videos and forums that went far beyond simple chastity. BBC cuckold porn. Sissy training. White husbands locked in tiny cages while their wives got stretched and ruined by huge black cocks. The thumbnails were explicit—thick, veiny black shafts disappearing into eager white pussies, husbands on their knees cleaning up massive creampies, faces flushed with shame and something darker.

Lyn’s breathing grew a little heavier as she clicked through. She didn’t say much at first, just scrolled and watched, her thighs pressing together occasionally. I sat beside her in stunned silence, my heart pounding. Part of me wanted to close the laptop and suggest we go back to the simple cages. Another part—the traitorous part—felt my small cock twitch and start to stiffen inside my shorts as I watched my wife’s eyes widen at the sight of a massive black bull dominating a married white woman.

“God, look at the size difference,” Lyn murmured under her breath, almost to herself. “It’s… insane.”

I swallowed hard. “Lyn… maybe we should stick to the chastity stuff?”

She turned to me with a soft, almost innocent smile, but there was a new glint in her eyes I hadn’t seen before. “Of course, honey. We’re just researching. But isn’t it interesting how some women take it so much further? Turning their husbands into locked little sissies while they enjoy real men…”

My clitty gave another unwanted throb at her words. Shame burned in my chest even as a strange warmth spread through my groin. I protested weakly, “I’m not sure I’d ever want anything like that.”

Lyn just patted my thigh and kept scrolling, her voice sweet but laced with something new—something hungry. “We’ll see, Jon. We’ll see.”

That night, as we lay in bed, I couldn’t stop thinking about the images on the screen. The contrast of black skin against white. The way those wives moaned and begged for more. The humiliated, caged husbands watching helplessly.

Lyn fell asleep quickly, but I lay awake for hours, my small cock half-hard and leaking against my thigh, torn between embarrassment and a confusing, growing arousal I didn’t want to admit even to myself.

Little did I know, my wife had already started down a path that would change everything.


Chapter 2: The Delivery Arrives

The packages arrived two days later, right on schedule with that ruthless next-day delivery promise.

I was out on the lanai sipping coffee when the doorbell rang. My stomach dropped the moment I saw the delivery driver holding three medium-sized boxes. Lyn had been buzzing with excitement since our research session, checking the tracking obsessively. She practically skipped to the door in her thin sundress, her large saggy breasts swaying heavily as she signed for everything with a bright, knowing smile.

“Thank you so much!” she called after the driver, then turned to me with sparkling eyes. “They’re here, Jon. All of it.”

My mouth went dry. I followed her inside like a man walking to his own sentencing. She set the boxes on the dining table and started ripping them open with eager fingers. The first one contained the micro chastity cage—pink steel, impossibly small, with a tiny curved tube and a heavy little lock. The second held several sets of slutty lingerie: sheer black stockings, lacy panties clearly designed to sit over a cage, matching bras, and a couple of garter belts. The third box was the most intimidating—assorted butt plugs in increasing sizes, a bottle of lube, and a large, veiny realistic black strap-on dildo that looked far too thick and long to be meant for anything gentle.

Lyn held up the strap-on first, turning it in her hands with open admiration. “Look at the size of this thing,” she said, her voice low and husky. “It’s almost as big as what those girls were describing about Max.”

I shifted uncomfortably, my hands fidgeting at my sides. “Lyn… this is moving really fast. We were just supposed to look at chastity stuff.”

She laughed softly and set the black dildo down with a heavy thud on the table. “We are, honey. But why stop at just a cage when the whole fantasy is so much hotter? Come on. Bedroom. Now.”

There was a new edge of command in her tone that made my knees feel weak. I followed her without arguing further. In our spacious master bedroom with the ocean breeze drifting through the open sliding doors, Lyn ordered me to strip completely. I hesitated, but the look she gave me left no room for debate. Soon I stood naked in front of her, my small white cock already half-hard from the sheer embarrassment of the situation.

“First things first,” she said, grabbing a razor and shaving cream from the bathroom. “You’re going to be smooth for me. Everywhere. Neck down. A proper little sissy needs soft skin.”

I protested weakly as she made me sit on the edge of the bed and spread my legs. “Lyn, I don’t know about this…”

“Shhh. Just relax.” Her hands were gentle but firm as she lathered and shaved my chest, stomach, balls, and ass crack with careful strokes. Every pass of the razor made me feel more exposed, more vulnerable. When she was done, she ran her palms over my now-baby-smooth skin and smiled approvingly. “Much better. Look how cute and pink you are now.”

Next came the cage.

Lyn picked up the tiny pink device and held it next to my cock, which had softened again from nerves. She giggled. “God, it really is small, isn’t it? Less than five inches even when it’s trying its hardest. This micro cage is going to fit perfectly.” She worked quickly—ice from the kitchen to shrink me further, then the cold steel tube sliding over my shrunken clitty. The ring went behind my balls, clicking into place with a final, ominous snap as she locked it shut with the tiny padlock.

The sensation was immediate and overwhelming. The tight steel gripped me mercilessly, crushing any hope of a full erection into a painful, throbbing denial. My small cock tried to swell inside the confines and failed completely, leaking a clear drop of pre-cum that dripped onto the floor.

Lyn stepped back to admire her work, her thick thighs rubbing together under her sundress. “There we go. Locked up tight. How does it feel, baby?”

“It feels… humiliating,” I muttered, my face burning. I reached down instinctively, only to feel cold metal instead of warm skin. “Lyn, please. Take it off. This is too much.”

She ignored my protest and picked up a pair of black lace panties from the lingerie pile. “Put these on. And the bra too. We’re not done yet.”

I stepped into the panties, the lace sliding up my smooth legs and settling over the cage, the front pouch barely containing the locked bulge. The bra came next—padded just enough to give the illusion of small breasts. Lyn adjusted the straps until it sat perfectly on my chest.

She stepped back again, eyes roaming over me with clear satisfaction. “Look at you. My little locked sissy already. And we haven’t even brought Max into the picture yet.”

At the mention of his name— the tall, muscular bouncer she’d only known from bar stories—my caged clitty gave a helpless throb against the steel. Shame flooded through me in hot waves, but my body betrayed me completely. Another drop of pre-cum leaked through the lace as I stood there dressed like a cheap whore in our own bedroom.

Lyn noticed, of course. She smiled wickedly and cupped the cage through the panties, giving it a gentle squeeze. “See? Your little white clitty knows what it wants even if your mouth is still protesting. We’re going to have so much fun with this.”

I opened my mouth to argue again, but the words died in my throat as she picked up the smallest butt plug and the bottle of lube, her eyes gleaming with fresh hunger.

The real training was only just beginning.


Chapter 3: First Nights of Training

The first week after the cage clicked shut felt like stepping into a fever dream I couldn’t wake up from.

Every evening, right after dinner, Lyn would give me that look — half sweet wife, half hungry predator — and say the same four words: “Time to get pretty, sissy.” I hated how quickly the word “sissy” started rolling off her tongue like it was the most natural thing in the world. I would protest every single time, telling her this was going too far, that I wasn’t comfortable, that we should slow down. But my words never stopped her. They only seemed to make her wetter.

She dressed me in the sluttiest pieces from the delivery. Sheer black stockings that clung to my freshly shaved legs, lacy panties stretched tight over the pink micro cage, and a matching bra that cupped the air where my flat chest used to be. Sometimes she added a garter belt just to make me feel even more ridiculous. Then came the makeup — nothing subtle. Bright red lipstick, heavy eyeliner, and blush that made my cheeks look permanently flushed with shame. She even made me practice walking in the black heels she’d ordered last minute, my ankles wobbling as I tried not to fall.

The butt plug was the worst part at first. Every night she would bend me over the edge of our king-sized bed, lube up the next size up, and work it slowly into my tight ass while I whimpered. “Relax your little pussy, Jon,” she’d coo, using that word like it already belonged to me. “Good girls take their plugs without whining.” The burn and fullness made my caged clitty leak steadily, the steel tube growing slick inside the lace panties. I hated how my body responded — how my hips would twitch involuntarily when the widest part popped past my ring.

Once I was fully dressed and plugged, Lyn would pull me into the living room and make me sit beside her on the couch while she queued up more BBC cuckold porn. The screen lit up with scene after scene of thick, veiny black cocks stretching white wives far beyond anything I could ever give her. The contrast was brutal — dark muscular bodies against soft pale skin, massive black shafts disappearing into dripping pussies while locked white husbands watched from the corner with tiny pink cages just like mine.

“Look at that, baby,” Lyn whispered one night, her hand idly stroking the front of my panties as a particularly hung bull slammed into a moaning brunette. “That’s what real men do. Eleven, twelve inches of thick black cock. Stamina for hours. None of that two-minute white-boy bullshit you used to give me.” She squeezed my cage gently, feeling it strain uselessly. “And the way their cocks stretch a pussy… God, I’m getting soaked just watching.”

I sat there burning with humiliation, my face on fire. “Lyn, please… turn it off. This isn’t me. I’m not… I’m not into this.”

She just laughed softly and clicked to the next video — this one showing a caged husband on his knees cleaning a fresh creampie while his wife praised the bull’s superior seed. “Your mouth says no, but your little clitty is dripping like a faucet. Feel that?” She rubbed the wet spot on my panties. “You’re leaking so much for BBC already. Be honest with yourself, Jon. Part of you wants to see what happens when I finally invite Max over.”

The mention of Max — the 41-year-old alpha bouncer she’d known from her bar days, the one she’d only heard filthy stories about from other women — sent another shameful throb through my denied cock. I tried to deny it out loud, but my plugged ass clenched around the toy and my hips gave a tiny, involuntary rock. Lyn noticed everything.

By the end of the week the routine had settled in. I was locked 24/7, smooth everywhere, dressed in lingerie most evenings, and plugged almost constantly. My orgasms — if you could even call them that — were nothing more than ruined leaks that left me more frustrated than satisfied. No full release, just constant aching need.

One night, after a particularly intense video where the wife screamed about being ruined for white cock forever, Lyn turned to me with serious eyes and a wicked smile.

“I’ve been thinking,” she said, tracing a fingernail over my stocking-covered thigh. “Max is back on the islands for a long vacation. I saw his profile online. I think it’s time I invited him over for dinner. Wouldn’t you like to meet the man whose big black cock all the girls used to whisper about?”

My heart hammered in my chest. Protest rose in my throat, but all that came out was a weak, trembling breath as my caged clitty pulsed hard against its prison and the plug shifted deep inside me.

Lyn leaned in close, her large saggy breasts brushing my arm, and whispered hotly against my ear:

“Good girl. I knew you’d be excited.”


Chapter 4: Max Is Coming Over

Two full weeks had passed since the cage first locked around my shrunken clitty, and my life had already become a humiliating new normal I barely recognized.

Every single day Lyn kept me locked, smooth, and plugged. Mornings started with her inspecting the tiny pink cage, teasing how my small white cock looked even tinier trapped inside. Evenings ended with me dressed like a cheap slut — sheer stockings, lacy panties stretched over the steel, a bra hugging my flat chest, full makeup, and heels that made my calves ache. The butt plugs had graduated to a medium size that kept me constantly aware of the invasion, my ass clenching around it every time I moved. My only “orgasms” were pathetic ruined leaks that left sticky trails in my panties and left me more desperate than before.

I protested constantly. “This has gone far enough, Lyn. I’m not some sissy. Take the cage off. Let me come like a man.”

She would just smile, pat the locked bulge, and say, “Your little clitty disagrees, baby. It’s been leaking nonstop since we started. Now be a good girl and help me get ready for Max.”

Because Max was coming.

Lyn had dropped the bomb casually one afternoon while I was folding her lingerie in nothing but stockings and heels. She’d seen his profile online — the tall, muscular bouncer from her part-time bar days fifteen years ago was back on the islands for a prolonged vacation. She admitted she had never slept with him, but the stories from single girls and a few cheating married women had painted a very clear picture: an eleven-inch-plus, very thick black cock that supposedly ruined white women for anything else.

“I invited him for dinner this weekend,” she told me, her voice bright with excitement. “I want to see if the rumors are true. And I want you there… exactly like this.”

I tried to argue. I begged. I told her I wasn’t ready, that this was insane, that I was her husband, not some locked-up plaything. Lyn just laughed and made me practice walking in higher heels while she texted Max flirty messages right in front of me.

The days leading up to Saturday blurred into a haze of preparation and growing dread. Lyn had me in full sissy mode from morning till night — makeup, wig, the works. She even bought a pair of realistic, lifelike DD breast forms that she glued securely to my smooth chest one evening, adjusting them until they sat heavy and natural, jiggling slightly when I moved. “Look at you,” she cooed, squeezing the soft silicone tits. “My pretty big-titted sissy wife. Max is going to love seeing how far you’ve come.”

I stood there staring at my reflection — a smooth, feminized figure in slutty black lingerie, heavy fake breasts straining the bra, tiny caged clitty hidden under lace, medium plug stretching my ass — and felt a wave of deep shame crash over me. Yet my locked cock leaked steadily, the steel tube slick and aching as unwanted arousal betrayed me again and again.

By Saturday afternoon I was a nervous wreck. Lyn had me dressed to the nines: sheer stockings with seams up the back, lacy black panties over the cage, garter belt, bra overflowing with the DD breast forms, full makeup with bright red lips, and a shoulder-length dark wig that made me look disturbingly feminine. She added a larger butt plug before dinner, twisting it in deep while I bent over the bed whimpering.

“Relax your pussy, sissy,” she whispered, slapping my ass lightly. “Tonight you’re going to meet a real man. And you’re going to serve us both like the good little locked slut you’re becoming.”

I tried one last weak protest as she led me to the kitchen to help finish dinner. “Lyn… please. Don’t make me do this. I’m your husband.”

She turned, cupped my chin, and looked me dead in the eyes with a confident, dominant smile I’d never seen on her before. “You were my husband. Now you’re my locked sissy cuckold. And Max is coming over to fuck your wife while you watch. Get used to it.”

The doorbell rang at seven sharp.

My heart slammed against my ribs. Lyn smoothed her tight dress over her thick curves, her large saggy breasts looking incredible in the low-cut neckline, and gave me a wicked wink.

“Showtime, baby. Be polite… and remember your place.”

She opened the door, and there he was.

Max.

Forty-one years old, towering and powerfully built, dark skin gleaming under the entry light. His presence filled the doorway like raw masculinity made flesh. The contrast hit me instantly — my small, feminized, big-titted sissy body versus this alpha Black bull who looked like he could break me in half without trying.

Lyn greeted him with a warm, flirty hug, pressing her body against his. “Max! It’s been way too long. Come in.”

His deep voice rumbled as he stepped inside, eyes scanning the room before landing squarely on me standing there in full sissy lingerie, fake DD tits on display, caged and plugged.

Lyn didn’t even hesitate.

“Max, this is my little locked sissy hubby, Jon. Say hello nicely, sissy.”

I swallowed hard, voice small and trembling behind the red lipstick. “H-hello, Max…”

He let out a low, amused chuckle, his gaze roaming over my feminized form, the obvious cage bulge, the heavy breast forms. “Well damn. Looks like someone’s been busy since the bar days.”

Lyn laughed and slid her arm through his, already guiding him toward the dining room. “You have no idea. Dinner first… then I want to find out if all those stories about your big black cock are true.”

My caged clitty gave a painful, leaking throb as I followed behind them on shaky heels, shame burning through every inch of me while my plugged ass clenched and my fake tits jiggled with each humiliated step.

The night had only just begun.


Chapter 5: The Dinner and First Reveal

Max’s deep, rumbling laugh still echoed in my ears as Lyn led him into our dining room like she’d been waiting years for this moment. I trailed behind on my unsteady heels, the larger butt plug shifting deep inside me with every step, my lifelike DD breast forms jiggling heavily in the bra. The sheer black lingerie felt obscene under the soft lighting — stockings whispering against my smooth thighs, lace panties barely containing the locked pink cage that kept my small white clitty crushed and leaking.

Lyn had set the table beautifully — candles, wine, fresh Hawaiian seafood — but the atmosphere crackled with something far more dangerous than a normal dinner party. She seated Max at the head of the table like he already owned the place, then pointed me to a smaller chair off to the side.

“Sissy, pour the wine and serve dinner. Be a good hostess,” she said sweetly, but the command in her voice was unmistakable.

I kept my eyes down, face burning behind the makeup and red lipstick, as I moved around the table. Max’s eyes followed me openly, taking in the wig, the heavy fake tits, the obvious bulge of the chastity cage under the thin lace. He didn’t even try to hide his amusement.

“Damn, Lyn,” he said, his rich baritone voice filling the room. “When you said things had changed since the bar, I didn’t expect… this. Your little hubby really let you lock him up and dress him like a slut?”

Lyn laughed, a confident, throaty sound I barely recognized. She reached over and casually rested her hand on Max’s thick forearm, her large saggy breasts pressing against the table as she leaned in. “Oh, he protested at first. But his tiny white clitty has been leaking like crazy ever since I clicked that micro cage shut. Haven’t you, sissy?”

I set the wine glass in front of Max with shaking hands. My voice came out small and humiliated. “Lyn… please. Not in front of him.”

Max grinned wide, flashing perfect white teeth against his dark skin. “Aw, don’t be shy now. Stand up straight and show me what my girl’s been working with.”

Lyn snapped her fingers. “You heard him. Hands behind your back. Show Max your locked little clitty.”

Shame flooded through me so intensely I thought I might pass out. But my body obeyed before my brain could fight it. I stood, turned slightly toward Max, and let him look. The lace panties did nothing to hide the tiny pink cage or the wet spot where I’d been leaking for the last hour.

Max leaned back in his chair, openly staring. “Holy shit. That thing is tiny. Less than five inches, right? Looks like a little pink clit trapped in plastic. No wonder you’re looking for something better, Lyn.”

Lyn’s eyes sparkled with wicked delight. She reached under the table and I heard the distinct sound of her hand rubbing over Max’s lap. “The stories the girls used to tell me were insane. Eleven inches… very thick… black as night. I never got to see it back then, but I’ve been fantasizing about it ever since I started watching all that BBC porn with my locked sissy here.”

I stood there trembling, fake DD tits rising and falling with my rapid breaths, the plug stretching my ass while my caged clitty throbbed uselessly. Every word they said carved deeper into my pride, yet fresh pre-cum kept dripping from the steel tube, soaking the front of my panties.

Dinner was torture. Max ate slowly, relaxed and dominant, while Lyn flirted shamelessly. She fed him bites from her fork, laughed at every joke, and kept touching his arm, his shoulder, his thigh. At one point she openly described how much better Black cock looked stretching white pussy on the videos we’d watched.

“Imagine that thick black shaft sliding into me,” she said dreamily, squeezing Max’s leg. “So much bigger than Jon’s little white thing. So much stronger. I bet I’d be ruined after one night.”

Max chuckled and glanced at me. “Your sissy hubby seems to like the idea. Look at that wet spot. He’s dripping just listening.”

Lyn turned to me with a cruel, teasing smile. “Is that true, sissy? Does the thought of a real BBC bull fucking your wife make your useless little clitty leak?”

I wanted to deny it. I wanted to tell her to stop, to send Max home, to unlock me and go back to our old life. Instead, all that came out was a weak, trembling whimper. “Lyn… this is humiliating…”

She stood up, walked behind me, and pressed her body against my back. One hand slid down to cup the soaked cage through the lace while the other squeezed one of my heavy breast forms. “Good. You should be humiliated. This is your new place — locked, dressed like a whore, and watching a superior Black man take what used to be yours.”

Max pushed his chair back slightly and spread his legs. The massive bulge in his pants was impossible to ignore. “Why don’t you show your sissy what she’s been missing, Lyn? Give me a little preview right here at the table.”

Lyn didn’t hesitate. She dropped to her knees between Max’s spread thighs, her thick body looking incredible as she unzipped him with eager fingers. When she pulled out his cock, my stomach flipped.

It was massive.

Even only half-hard, Max’s black cock was thicker and longer than anything I’d ever seen — heavy, veiny, dark as midnight against Lyn’s pale hand. The contrast was brutal. My tiny caged white clitty looked pathetic in comparison.

Lyn moaned softly as she stroked him, watching it swell to full, intimidating size. “Oh my God… the rumors didn’t do you justice. It’s so big… so thick…”

She glanced up at me, eyes glassy with lust. “Look at it, sissy. This is what a real man brings to the table. Not your sad little locked nub.”

Max rested a big hand on the back of Lyn’s head, guiding her closer. “Go ahead, baby. Taste it. Show your locked sissy hubby what his wife really needs.”

As Lyn’s red lips stretched around the thick black head, taking him into her mouth with a wet, eager moan, I stood frozen in my lingerie and heels. My plugged ass clenched around the toy. My fake DD tits heaved. My caged clitty strained and leaked helplessly while shame and unwanted arousal warred inside me.

Lyn pulled off just long enough to look me in the eyes, saliva already shining on her lips and Max’s glistening black cock.

“After dinner,” she said breathlessly, “you’re going to watch Max fuck me. And you’re going to thank him for it.”

I couldn’t speak. All I could do was stand there leaking, trembling, and burning with the horrifying realization that my wife was already completely under this BBC bull’s spell.


Chapter 6: The First Live BBC Fucking

Dinner ended in a haze of wine, teasing, and my growing humiliation. I barely tasted the food. All I could focus on was the wet sounds of Lyn sucking Max under the table, the way her head bobbed eagerly between his powerful thighs, and the obscene contrast of her pale lips stretched around his thick, veiny black cock.

When Lyn finally pulled off with a wet pop, strings of saliva connecting her mouth to the massive glistening shaft, she looked up at me with glassy, lust-filled eyes. “Clear the table, sissy. Then bring your chair into the bedroom. You’re going to watch every single second.”

My legs felt like jelly as I obeyed. I moved in my heels and lingerie, fake DD tits jiggling, the medium plug shifting deep in my ass with every humiliated step. Max stood up, his enormous black cock still rock-hard and pointing straight out, easily eleven inches of thick, dark meat that dwarfed anything I could ever offer. The racial contrast hit me like a punch — his raw, masculine Black body next to my small, feminized white form.

Lyn took Max’s hand and led him to our master bedroom, her thick hips swaying confidently. She glanced back at me. “Hurry up, locked girl. I’ve waited long enough for this.”

I carried the wooden dining chair into the bedroom on shaky legs and set it in the corner facing the bed, exactly as she had instructed earlier. Lyn pointed at it. “Sit. Hands behind the back.”

I sat. She produced soft ropes from the nightstand drawer — something she must have prepared days ago — and tied my wrists securely to the chair slats. My fake breasts rose and fell rapidly with nervous breaths. The cage felt tighter than ever, my small white clitty throbbing uselessly against the steel, leaking steadily down my smooth inner thighs.

Lyn stripped slowly for Max, peeling off her tight dress to reveal her sexy thick body and those beautiful large, naturally saggy breasts I had always loved. She looked incredible — confident, sexual, liberated. She climbed onto the bed on all fours, arching her back and presenting her wet pussy to him.

Max wasted no time. He shed his clothes, revealing a powerfully muscled Black body that made my own slight 145-pound frame look pathetic. His cock swung heavily between his legs as he climbed behind her. He rubbed the fat black head up and down Lyn’s dripping slit, coating himself in her juices.

“Tell your sissy husband what you want, baby,” Max growled, his deep voice commanding.

Lyn looked straight at me, her voice breathy and cruel. “I want your big black cock, Max. I want you to stretch my white pussy like my locked little sissy never could. Show Jon what a real man feels like.”

Max didn’t need more invitation. He pushed forward, the thick black head spreading Lyn’s lips wide. She gasped sharply as inch after thick inch sank into her. The visual was devastating — dark black skin sliding into soft white flesh, her pussy stretching obscenely around his girth. I had never seen her take anything close to that size. Her large saggy breasts swayed heavily beneath her as she moaned loud and long.

“Oh fuuuuck… it’s so big… so much thicker than Jon’s tiny white dick,” she cried out, her voice breaking with pleasure. “I can feel it hitting places he’s never reached. God, it’s stretching me so good!”

Max started thrusting, slow and deep at first, letting her adjust to his size. The wet, obscene sounds of his heavy balls slapping against her filled the room. Lyn’s moans grew louder, more desperate. She pushed back against him, fucking herself on that massive BBC while I sat tied to the chair, forced to watch every thrust.

“Look at him, sissy,” Lyn panted, staring right at me as Max picked up speed. “Look at how my pussy swallows this superior black cock. Your little clitty could never do this. It’s too small, too weak, too white. This is what I’ve been missing.”

I wanted to look away. I wanted to beg her to stop. Instead, my eyes stayed glued to the sight — the brutal contrast of Max’s dark, powerful body dominating my wife, his thick black shaft pistoning in and out, shiny with her cream. My caged clitty strained painfully, leaking in a constant dribble onto the chair. The plug in my ass throbbed in time with their fucking. Shame burned through me like fire, but my body betrayed me completely. I was harder than the steel allowed, aching with unwanted arousal.

Max gripped Lyn’s hips and started pounding harder, his muscular ass flexing with every powerful thrust. Lyn’s saggy tits bounced wildly. She cried out again and again, words spilling out in a filthy torrent.

“Yes! Fuck me with that big black cock! Stretch your white slut! Jon could never fuck me like this… his pathetic little white dick is locked away where it belongs. I’m never going back… I’m addicted already!”

Max laughed, low and dominant. “That’s right. This pussy is mine now. Tell your sissy cuck.”

Lyn looked me dead in the eyes, her face twisted in ecstasy. “You hear that, sissy? My pussy belongs to BBC now. Your job is to watch… and clean up when he’s done filling me.”

The thrusts grew faster, wetter, more brutal. Lyn’s moans turned into screams of pleasure as she came hard around Max’s cock, her whole body shaking, large breasts swinging. Max didn’t slow down. He kept pounding through her orgasm, his heavy balls tightening as he chased his own release.

I sat there tied and trembling, fake DD tits heaving, plugged ass clenching, caged clitty dripping helplessly while my wife got fucked senseless by a superior Black bull right in front of me.

Max finally growled deep in his chest and slammed in to the hilt. “Take it all, baby.”

Lyn cried out in triumph as he erupted inside her, pumping rope after thick rope of hot BBC cum deep into her womb. The sight of his balls contracting, the way her pussy overflowed around his thick black shaft — it was burned into my brain forever.

When Max finally pulled out, a flood of thick white cum poured from Lyn’s stretched, gaping hole. She collapsed onto the bed, panting, a satisfied smile on her face.

She looked over at me, still tied helplessly to the chair, my face flushed with shame and my cage soaked.

“Good girl,” she whispered breathlessly. “Now it’s your turn to clean.”


Chapter 7: Creampie Cleanup and First Forced Bi

Lyn lay sprawled on our bed, her thick body glistening with sweat, large saggy breasts heaving as she caught her breath. Her pussy was a wreck — red, swollen, and stretched wide open from Max’s massive black cock. Thick, creamy globs of his cum slowly oozed from her gaping hole, dripping down her thighs in heavy white rivulets. The contrast was sickeningly erotic: her pale white skin marked and claimed by thick Black seed.

Max stood beside the bed like a conqueror, his eleven-plus-inch BBC still semi-hard and shining with their mixed juices. He smirked down at me, clearly enjoying the view of a small, feminized, big-titted sissy tied to a chair and leaking in his tiny pink cage.

Lyn propped herself up on her elbows and gave me a wicked, satisfied smile. “Untie her, Max. It’s time for my little locked cum slut to do her job.”

Max casually walked over and loosened the ropes. My wrists ached as I rubbed them, but I didn’t dare move until Lyn snapped her fingers.

“Crawl over here, sissy. On your hands and knees like the bitch you are.”

The shame was crushing. Dressed in sheer stockings, lacy panties over my dripping cage, bra straining around the heavy DD breast forms, and full makeup, I lowered myself to the floor and crawled. My plugged ass swayed behind me, the toy shifting with every movement and sending unwanted sparks through my denied body. The fake tits hung and jiggled beneath me like a real woman’s.

I reached the side of the bed and knelt there, staring at my wife’s freshly fucked pussy. The smell hit me first — musky, salty, intensely sexual, with the unmistakable thick scent of another man’s cum.

Lyn spread her legs wider, using two fingers to part her swollen lips. A fresh flood of Max’s load spilled out. “Look at that beautiful creampie. All that superior Black cum deep inside me where your worthless white sperm could never reach. Clean it up, sissy. Every single drop. Use your tongue.”

I hesitated, stomach twisting. “Lyn… please… this is too much. I’m not—”

She grabbed the back of my wig and shoved my face hard between her thighs. “I said lick, cum slut. Now.”

My mouth pressed against her hot, used pussy. The taste exploded across my tongue — salty, bitter, thick BBC cum mixed with Lyn’s sweet juices. I gagged at first, but she held me there firmly, grinding her hips against my face.

“That’s it… good girl. Suck it all out. Swallow your wife’s BBC creampie like the pathetic little cleaner you were born to be.”

I had no choice. I licked and sucked desperately, swallowing load after load of Max’s thick seed. It coated my throat, filled my mouth, and slid down warm and sticky. The humiliation burned hotter than anything I’d ever felt, yet my caged clitty throbbed violently inside the steel tube, leaking fresh pre-cum in a steady stream that soaked my panties.

Lyn moaned above me, clearly turned on by my degradation. “Mmm, listen to you slurping. You’re such a natural cum eater. How does real man’s seed taste compared to your own weak little loads? Better, right? Because it’s Black. Because it’s superior.”

Max chuckled from the side of the bed, stroking his still-heavy cock back to full hardness. “She’s doing a decent job for a first-timer. But I think the sissy needs to learn how to properly worship the source.”

Lyn finally released my head and pushed me back. My face was shiny and messy with cum and her juices, red lipstick smeared. I gasped for air, chest heaving, fake DD tits rising and falling rapidly.

Max stepped closer, his massive black cock bobbing right in front of my face. Up close it looked even more intimidating — thick veins pulsing, the fat mushroom head still slick and flared.

“Open your mouth, sissy,” he ordered, voice deep and commanding. “Time to fluff this BBC and get it ready for round two.”

I shook my head weakly, eyes wide with panic. “No… please… I can’t—”

Lyn slapped my cheek lightly, not hard, but enough to sting. “Do it. Suck my bull’s big black cock like the forced-bi cum whore you’re becoming. Or I’ll keep you locked for another month with no sissygasms at all.”

The threat hit hard. Trembling, I parted my red lips. Max didn’t wait. He grabbed the back of my head and pushed the thick head past my lips, stretching my mouth wide. The taste was overwhelming — salty skin, leftover cum, Lyn’s pussy, pure raw masculinity. He was so thick I could barely fit even the head.

“That’s better,” Max groaned, slowly feeding more inches into my mouth. “Suck it nice and sloppy. Show me how grateful you are that I’m fucking your wife properly.”

Tears of shame pricked my eyes as I started sucking, my tongue swirling awkwardly around the massive black shaft. Wet, obscene slurping sounds filled the room. Lyn watched with pure delight, fingering herself slowly while she encouraged me.

“Look at you… my husband sucking BBC. Your little white clitty is leaking so much it’s pathetic. You hate it, but your body loves it, doesn’t it? Keep going, deeper. Worship that superior Black cock.”

Max used my mouth more aggressively, fucking my face with shallow thrusts while I gagged and drooled. My plugged ass clenched around the toy in rhythm with his movements. The humiliation was absolute — dressed like a whore, fake tits bouncing, locked in chastity, sucking another man’s cock while my wife watched and praised him.

After several long, degrading minutes, Max pulled out with a wet pop, strings of my spit connecting my swollen lips to his glistening black cock.

“Not bad for your first time, sissy,” he said, slapping the heavy shaft against my cheek. “But we’re just getting started.”

Lyn smiled down at me, her voice dripping with cruel affection.

“Welcome to your new life, cum slut. Now get back between my legs and clean up the fresh load Max is about to give me.”


Chapter 8: Strap-On Training and First Sissygasm

The next morning I woke up still dressed in the ruined lingerie from the night before. My makeup was smeared, my wig slightly askew, and the larger butt plug still lodged deep in my ass. The micro chastity cage felt tighter than ever, my small white clitty sore from hours of helpless leaking and denied throbbing. The taste of Max’s thick BBC cum lingered on my tongue no matter how many times I brushed my teeth.

Lyn was already up and moving around the bedroom with a confident, glowing energy I had never seen in her before. She looked freshly showered, her thick body wrapped in a silky robe that did little to hide her large saggy breasts. When she saw me stirring, she smiled brightly.

“Good morning, my little cum slut. Sleep well after swallowing your first load of superior Black seed?”

I groaned and tried to pull the covers over my feminized body, shame flooding back in full force. “Lyn… last night was too much. I can’t do this again. Please, just unlock me. Let me come like a normal man.”

She laughed softly and sat on the edge of the bed, pulling the covers down to expose my lingerie-clad form and the heavy DD breast forms still glued to my chest. “Normal? Baby, you stopped being normal the moment that tiny pink cage locked around your pathetic clitty. Besides…” She reached down and gave the steel tube a teasing squeeze. “You were leaking like a broken faucet while you sucked Max’s big black cock. Your body knows what it wants even if your mouth is still lying.”

Before I could protest further, Lyn stood and retrieved the large realistic black strap-on from the drawer. The veiny dildo looked even more intimidating in the daylight — thick, long, and disturbingly lifelike. She stepped into the harness and tightened it around her hips, the heavy black cock jutting out obscenely from her thick white body.

“Time for your morning training, sissy. Get on all fours on the bed. Ass up.”

My heart pounded. “Lyn, no… that thing is too big. I’m not ready—”

She cut me off with a firm slap on my ass. “You’ll take what I give you. Now present that plugged pussy like a good girl.”

Trembling, I rolled over and got on my hands and knees, fake DD tits hanging heavily beneath me. Lyn pulled my lace panties aside, slowly twisted the butt plug out, and set it aside with a wet pop. I felt empty for only a second before she pressed the lubed tip of the strap-on against my tight hole.

“Relax,” she murmured, rubbing the fat head in circles. “This is going to feel so much better than that little plug. Breathe and push back like the eager sissy you’re becoming.”

She pushed forward steadily. The burn was intense as the thick black dildo stretched me open wider than anything before. I whimpered and gripped the sheets, my small caged clitty swinging uselessly between my legs. Inch after inch slid inside me until I felt impossibly full, the harness pressing against my smooth ass cheeks.

“Oh fuck… it’s so deep,” I gasped, voice cracking.

Lyn moaned in satisfaction and started a slow, steady rhythm, fucking me with long strokes. “That’s it, baby. Take my big black cock. Feel how it stretches your sissy pussy? This is only practice. When Max fucks you for real, it’s going to be ten times better.”

She gradually picked up speed, one hand gripping my hip while the other reached around to flick and tease the locked cage. Every thrust nudged something deep inside me — a sensitive spot that sent electric sparks shooting through my body. My protests melted into broken moans. My hips started moving on their own, rocking back to meet her thrusts like a woman in heat.

Lyn noticed immediately and laughed delightedly. “Oh my God, listen to you. You’re fucking yourself back on it! Such a desperate little slut. Your tiny white clitty is dripping all over the sheets even though it’s locked.”

The pressure built fast and strange — not like any orgasm I’d ever felt. It started deep in my ass, radiating outward in warm, overwhelming waves. My whole body began to tremble. My fake tits swayed heavily. My plugged — no, fucked — hole clenched rhythmically around the thick strap-on.

“I… I can’t… something’s happening…” I whimpered, voice high and feminine.

“Come for me, sissy,” Lyn commanded, pounding harder. “Have your first real sissygasm on my cock.”

It hit me like a freight train.

My vision blurred. A powerful, prostate-driven orgasm exploded through me without a single touch to my caged clitty. My body convulsed, hips bucking wildly as I fucked myself back onto the strap-on like a bitch in heat. Wave after wave crashed over me, intense and feminine, making my toes curl and my mouth fall open in a long, moaning cry. I nearly blacked out from the strength of it. My locked clitty spurted weak, watery leaks onto the sheets in ruined little pulses while my ass milked the dildo desperately.

Lyn kept fucking me through it, drawing out every shuddering second. “Yes! That’s my good girl! Look at you chasing it, rocking those hips like a real woman. You’re going to be addicted to cock in your pussy from now on.”

When the orgasm finally faded, I collapsed face-down on the bed, panting and shaking, tears of overwhelming pleasure and shame mixing on my cheeks. My body felt transformed — soft, spent, and strangely satisfied in a way no normal orgasm had ever achieved.

Lyn slowly pulled the strap-on out, leaving me gaping and empty. She patted my ass gently.

“See? Your body already knows the truth. Real men like Max are going to give you so many more of those. And you’re going to beg for every single one.”

I lay there in a daze, the aftershocks still rippling through me, my mind reeling.

Deep down, a terrifying little voice whispered that she was right.

I already wanted more.


Chapter 9: Regular BBC Visits Begin

The weeks that followed Max’s first visit blurred into a relentless, humiliating new routine that reshaped my entire existence.

Max started coming over two or three times a week, sometimes more. Lyn embraced our new Female Led Relationship with absolute confidence, openly declaring that BBC was now her primary source of pleasure and that my role was to serve, watch, and clean. She kept me locked 24/7 in the micro chastity cage, my small white clitty constantly aching and leaking. I remained smooth everywhere, dressed in slutty lingerie most of the day, and plugged almost constantly. The lifelike DD breast forms stayed glued to my chest, heavy and realistic, jiggling with every movement and making me look disturbingly feminine.

Each visit followed a similar pattern that only deepened my submission. I would greet Max at the door in full sissy attire — stockings, heels, makeup, wig, and overflowing bra — while Lyn welcomed him with deep, passionate kisses and eager hands roaming over his muscular Black body. I served them drinks and snacks, standing quietly in the corner or on my knees beside the couch as they flirted and touched. Lyn made sure I watched every intimate moment.

One evening, after Max had fucked Lyn senseless on our living room couch, filling her with another massive creampie, she snapped her fingers at me. “Clean-up time, sissy. Get that pretty face between my legs and suck out every drop of superior Black cum.”

I crawled over on all fours, fake tits swaying, and buried my tongue in her stretched, cum-filled pussy while Max watched with amusement. The taste had become sickeningly familiar — thick, salty, potent seed that belonged to a real alpha. I swallowed it all like the obedient cum slut she had trained me to be.

But the real turning point came during the strap-on sessions and, eventually, when Max began using me directly.

One night, about three weeks into the regular visits, Lyn had me on all fours on the bed wearing nothing but stockings, heels, and the DD breast forms. Max stood behind me, his massive eleven-inch black cock rock-hard and glistening with lube. Lyn knelt beside us, stroking his thick shaft and whispering encouragement.

“Be gentle at first, Max. My little sissy’s pussy is still getting used to real cock. But once she starts moaning, give it to her good.”

I trembled with fear and unwanted anticipation as the fat black head pressed against my hole. “Lyn… please… I’m not sure I can—”

“Shhh,” she cooed, reaching under me to tease the cage. “Just relax and let him in. You’re going to love it.”

Max pushed forward slowly. The stretch was intense, far thicker than the strap-on. Inch after veiny inch sank into me until his heavy balls rested against my smooth ass. I gasped sharply, feeling impossibly full, owned, and dominated by superior Black cock.

He started thrusting — deep, powerful strokes that made my fake tits swing heavily beneath me. The angle hit my prostate perfectly with every plunge. Pleasure built fast and strange, radiating from deep inside my ass and spreading through my whole feminized body.

Lyn watched with hungry eyes. “Fuck her harder, Max. Make my sissy cum on that big black cock.”

Max gripped my hips and picked up speed, pounding me with raw stamina. The sensations overwhelmed me. My caged clitty — still locked tight — began to throb violently. Pressure built like nothing I had ever experienced.

“I… I’m gonna… oh God…” My voice came out high and feminine, broken with desperate moans.

Then it hit.

A powerful, mind-shattering sissygasm exploded through me. My whole body convulsed as I came hard through the cage — not a weak spurt, but thick, forceful ropes of cum pulsing out in heavy streams, splattering the sheets beneath me in a messy flood. I cried out loudly, hips rocking back frantically to meet every thrust, fucking myself wildly on Max’s thick black cock like a desperate woman chasing more pleasure. Wave after wave crashed over me, so intense I nearly blacked out, my ass clenching and milking him rhythmically while my locked clitty kept spurting and leaking.

Max groaned in satisfaction. “That’s it, sissy. Milk my BBC with your pussy. Look at you cumming like a real slut.”

Lyn laughed delightedly, stroking my wig. “Such a good girl! You came so much on real BBC. Your body knows who it belongs to now.”

When the orgasm finally subsided, I collapsed onto the bed, panting and trembling, my fake tits pressed into the wet spot I had made. Max kept fucking me through the aftershocks until he flooded my ass with his own hot load.

From that night on, the sissygasms became more frequent and addictive. Every time Max used my pussy, I came hard through the cage — heavy, copious loads that left me drained and shaking. I started chasing the feeling, rocking my hips back eagerly, moaning like a whore, begging for deeper thrusts even as shame burned in my chest.

Lyn noticed the change immediately. During one visit, while Max was balls-deep in me and I was lost in another explosive sissygasm, she leaned in close and whispered hotly in my ear:

“You’re not my husband anymore, Jon. You’re my locked, big-titted sissy cuckold who cums like a fountain on BBC. And you’re loving every second of it.”

I couldn’t deny it anymore. The protests grew quieter. The secret arousal had become constant, overwhelming need.

Regular BBC visits had turned me into exactly what Lyn wanted — a cock-starved sissy slut who lived for the next time a thick black cock would make me cum hands-free through my cage.

And the worst part?

I was starting to crave it.


Chapter 10: Deeper Feminization and Breast Forms

The regular visits from Max had completely rewritten the rhythm of our days in Hawaii. What started as occasional evenings had become a steady, addictive schedule. Two or three times a week, sometimes four, the tall, muscular Black bull would show up at our door, and I would greet him already dressed in full sissy attire — sheer stockings, lacy panties barely covering the ever-present micro cage, a bra straining against the heavy DD breast forms glued to my smooth chest, full makeup, and a wig that made me look far too convincingly feminine for my own comfort.

Lyn’s dominance had only grown. She no longer asked for my opinion on anything sexual. She simply told me what to wear, how to behave, and exactly what my role would be each night. “You’re my pretty sissy now,” she would say while adjusting my breast forms or tightening the straps on my heels. “Your only job is to look fuckable, serve, watch, and clean up after a real man.”

One afternoon, about a month into Max’s regular appearances, Lyn called me into the bedroom with a mischievous smile. She had a large new box waiting on the bed.

“I’ve been thinking,” she said, opening the package with excited fingers. “The breast forms you’ve been wearing are nice, but they’re a little too firm for everyday wear. These new ones are much more lifelike — softer silicone, better weight and movement. They’re going to look and feel so much more natural on you.”

I stood there in nothing but my cage, stockings, and heels, watching with a sinking feeling as she pulled out a new pair of realistic DD breast forms. They were heavier than the old ones, with a soft, jiggling texture and natural-looking skin tone that matched my shaved body almost perfectly. The adhesive backing looked stronger, more permanent.

“Lyn… do we really need to upgrade them?” I asked weakly, my voice small behind the lipstick. “I already feel ridiculous enough with fake tits.”

She laughed and patted my caged clitty. “Ridiculous? Baby, you look hot. And these are going to make you look even hotter. Now lie back and hold still.”

I had no real choice. She carefully removed the old forms, cleaned my chest, and applied the new ones with fresh adhesive. The weight settled onto me immediately — heavy, pendulous, and so realistic they moved and bounced with every breath. When I sat up, they hung and swayed naturally, the nipples soft and perky. Lyn adjusted them until they sat perfectly, then stepped back to admire her work.

“Oh my God, look at you,” she breathed, squeezing the soft silicone tits and watching them yield under her fingers. “These are perfect. Big, natural-looking DD breasts just like mine, but on my locked little sissy husband. Shake them for me.”

Humiliated, I gave a small shake. The heavy breasts jiggled realistically, the motion sending a strange, feminine ripple through my body. My caged clitty gave a helpless throb at the sight in the mirror — a smooth, big-titted figure in lingerie staring back at me.

Lyn noticed my leaking and grinned. “See? Even your tiny white clitty loves how pretty you look now. These stay on from now on. No more removing them every few days. You’re going to live with real tits bouncing on your chest every single day.”

That evening Max arrived for another session. When I opened the door in my new upgraded breast forms, sheer black lingerie, and full makeup, his eyebrows rose in appreciation.

“Damn, sissy. Those tits look even better than last time. Lyn’s turning you into a proper little fuckdoll.”

Lyn beamed with pride and pulled me into the living room by the hand. “She’s coming along nicely, isn’t she? Watch this.”

She made me kneel in front of Max while he sat on the couch. Lyn straddled his lap, grinding her thick body against the growing bulge in his pants while I stayed on my knees between his spread legs. My new DD breasts rested heavily on my thighs, jiggling every time I shifted.

After Max had fucked Lyn hard on the couch, flooding her with another thick creampie, she pulled me in for cleanup. I buried my face between her legs, sucking out load after load of warm BBC cum while my heavy fake tits pressed against her thighs. The soft weight of them only deepened the humiliation.

Later that night, after Lyn had used her strap-on on me again and brought me to another shuddering sissygasm, she had Max take his turn. He bent me over the bed, my new realistic DD breasts squishing into the mattress as he slid his massive black cock into my well-trained pussy.

The angle was perfect. Every powerful thrust slammed against my prostate, sending waves of overwhelming pleasure through me. My heavy tits bounced and dragged against the sheets with each impact. The sensation was too much.

Within minutes I felt it building — that deep, feminine pressure that always preceded a full sissygasm. My moans grew higher, more desperate. I started fucking myself back onto his thick black shaft, hips rocking like a woman in heat.

“Fuck… I’m gonna cum…” I whimpered, voice breaking.

Max gripped my hips tighter and pounded harder. “Do it, sissy. Cum on this BBC like the big-titted slut you are.”

The orgasm hit me hard. Thick, heavy ropes of cum erupted through the bars of my cage, splattering the bed in messy, copious streams as my body convulsed. I cried out loudly, ass clenching and milking Max’s cock while my hips kept thrusting back greedily, chasing every inch of that superior black cock. The pleasure was so intense my vision blurred and my heavy fake breasts shook violently with each spasm.

Lyn watched from the side, fingering herself and smiling proudly. “Look at her go. Cumming so much on real BBC. Those new tits look so good bouncing while she loses control.”

When Max finally filled my ass with his own load and pulled out, I collapsed onto the bed in a trembling, cum-soaked mess. My new DD breast forms pressed softly against the wet sheets, rising and falling with my ragged breaths.

Lyn crawled over and stroked my wig gently. “You’re doing so well, sissy. Deeper every week. Soon you won’t even remember what it felt like to be a real man.”

I lay there panting, shame and addictive pleasure warring inside me, the heavy weight of my realistic breasts a constant, humiliating reminder of how far I had already fallen.

And how much further I was clearly going to go.


Chapter 11: Sloppy Worship While She’s Gone

The weeks kept rolling by in our sun-drenched Hawaiian home, each one pulling me deeper into Lyn’s new world. Max’s visits had become the heartbeat of our evenings. I existed in a constant state of feminized readiness — smooth skin, heavy realistic DD breast forms glued firmly to my chest, slutty lingerie, stockings, heels, makeup, and the ever-present micro chastity cage crushing my small white clitty into permanent denial. My ass stayed plugged more often than not, keeping me open and ready for whenever Lyn or Max decided it was time.

One Thursday evening, Max arrived earlier than usual. Lyn greeted him with her usual hungry kiss, her thick body pressing against his powerful Black frame while I stood quietly in the background in a sheer black babydoll, my big fake tits on full display and the medium plug shifting inside me with every nervous breath.

After a short round of drinks and teasing, Lyn decided she wanted Max inside her right away. She led us both to the bedroom, stripped quickly, and got on all fours on the bed. Max fucked her hard and deep, his massive eleven-inch black cock stretching her white pussy until she was screaming in ecstasy. I knelt beside the bed the whole time, watching the brutal contrast of dark skin against her pale, thick body, her large saggy breasts swinging wildly with every thrust.

When Max finally flooded her with another huge creampie, Lyn rolled onto her back, legs spread, cum already leaking from her well-used hole. “Clean me up first, sissy. Then I need a quick shower. Max, keep her busy while I’m gone.”

I crawled between her thighs and began my now-familiar duty, licking and sucking the thick, salty BBC cum from her pussy while she moaned softly and stroked my wig. Once she was satisfied, Lyn stood up, kissed Max deeply, and headed for the master bathroom, leaving the door slightly ajar.

“Be good for him,” she called over her shoulder with a wicked laugh.

The moment the shower started running, Max turned his full attention to me. He was still naked, his heavy black cock hanging thick and semi-hard between his muscular thighs, glistening with leftover cum and Lyn’s juices.

“On your knees, sissy,” he ordered, voice low and commanding. “Lyn’s not here to watch this time. I want that pretty mouth all to myself.”

My heart hammered. I glanced toward the bathroom door, but the sound of running water told me Lyn was fully occupied. Shame burned through me as I sank to my knees in front of the towering Black bull, my heavy DD breast forms resting on my thighs, the cage throbbing painfully between my legs.

Max stepped closer and slapped his thick cock against my cheek, leaving a wet smear across my makeup. “Open wide. I want sloppy. Worship this BBC like the cock-starved little slut you’re turning into.”

I parted my red lips obediently. He pushed the fat head into my mouth, stretching my jaw wide. The taste was overwhelming — salty skin, fresh cum, my wife’s pussy, pure dominant masculinity. I started sucking, tongue swirling around the thick shaft as best I could. Max groaned and placed both hands on the back of my wig, guiding me deeper.

“That’s it. Get it nice and wet. Slobber all over it.”

I obeyed, letting spit drip freely from my lips as I bobbed my head. Wet, obscene slurping sounds filled the bedroom. I took him as deep as I could, gagging when the head hit the back of my throat, then pulling back to lavish sloppy kisses and licks along the veiny length. My heavy fake tits jiggled with every movement of my upper body. The plug in my ass shifted as I rocked on my knees, sending sparks through my denied body.

Max’s cock swelled fully hard in my mouth, stretching my lips obscenely. “Fuck, you’re getting better at this. Look at you — big-titted sissy on her knees sucking Black cock while your wife showers. You love it, don’t you?”

I whimpered around his thickness, unable to answer. Shame and desperate arousal twisted together inside me. My caged clitty leaked steadily, the steel tube slick and aching. The more I worshipped him — sloppy, hungry, drooling — the more my body responded.

Max started fucking my face with shallow, powerful thrusts, using my mouth like a toy. Spit ran down my chin and dripped onto my realistic DD breasts. I kept sucking eagerly, hollowing my cheeks, swirling my tongue, desperate to please the superior Black cock that now ruled our lives.

Without warning, the pressure inside me spiked. The constant stimulation against my prostate from the plug, combined with the filthy act of worshipping BBC alone, pushed me over the edge.

I came hard.

Thick, heavy ropes of cum erupted through the bars of my micro cage, splattering onto the floor in messy, copious streams. My whole body shook violently as the sissygasm tore through me. I moaned loudly around Max’s cock, the sound muffled and slutty, my hips bucking involuntarily while I kept sucking desperately. Wave after wave crashed over me, so intense my vision blurred and my heavy fake tits trembled with each spasm. I never stopped sucking — even as I came hands-free, I kept slobbering and worshipping his thick black shaft like a true cum-hungry slut.

Max groaned deeply, clearly feeling my moans vibrating around him. “That’s right, sissy. Cum just from sucking BBC. You’re such a pathetic little cock addict now.”

He held my head firm and thrust a few more times before unloading straight down my throat. Thick jets of hot cum flooded my mouth and I swallowed greedily, gulping down every drop while my own orgasm continued to pulse weakly through the cage.

When Max finally pulled out, I stayed on my knees, panting, face messy with spit and cum, heavy DD breasts rising and falling rapidly. A large puddle of my own cum glistened on the hardwood floor beneath me.

The shower shut off.

Lyn stepped out a moment later, towel wrapped around her thick body, and took in the scene — me on my knees, freshly used, cum leaking from my lips, and the evidence of my hands-free sissygasm on the floor.

She smiled wide, eyes sparkling with delight.

“Well, well. Looks like my sissy had a little private party with Max while I was gone. Did you cum hard for his big black cock, baby?”

I could only nod weakly, cheeks burning with shame, already knowing the answer was written all over my trembling, cum-covered body.

Lyn laughed softly and walked over to pat my wig.

“Good girl. We’re going to need to do that more often.”


Chapter 12: Max Brings a Friend

Several weeks had passed since that private, sloppy worship session with Max. My life had settled into a deeply humiliating but strangely addictive rhythm. I remained locked in the tiny pink cage 24/7, my small white clitty constantly denied and leaking. The lifelike DD breast forms were now a permanent part of me — heavy, soft, and jiggling realistically with every step I took in my heels. Lyn kept me dressed in slutty lingerie most days, fully made up, plugged, and ready to serve whenever Max arrived.

One Friday evening, the doorbell rang while I was on my knees polishing Lyn’s heels in the living room. I was wearing a sheer black babydoll that barely covered my fake tits, stockings with seams up the back, and bright red lipstick. Lyn answered the door wearing a tight, low-cut dress that showed off her thick curves and large saggy breasts.

I heard Max’s deep voice, followed by another masculine laugh that made my stomach tighten. Two sets of heavy footsteps entered the house.

Lyn led them into the living room. Max looked as dominant as ever, but beside him stood another tall, powerfully built Black man — Marcus. He was roughly the same age as Max, with an equally impressive muscular frame and a confident, hungry grin.

“Jon — I mean, sissy,” Lyn said brightly, “Max brought a friend tonight. This is Marcus. He’s been dying to meet my pretty locked-up little cuckold.”

Marcus’s eyes roamed over my feminized body, taking in the heavy DD breast forms, the cage bulge under the babydoll, and the obvious plug outline. “Damn, Max wasn’t exaggerating. You really turned your husband into a big-titted sissy slut. Nice work, Lyn.”

I knelt there frozen, cheeks burning behind the makeup. “H-hello, Marcus,” I managed in a small, trembling voice.

Lyn laughed and pulled both men toward the couch. “Sit down, boys. Sissy, bring them drinks. Then you can kneel right here and watch while they get to know your wife.”

I served them whiskey with shaking hands, my fake tits jiggling as I moved. Then I dropped to my knees between Max’s spread legs while Lyn climbed onto Marcus’s lap. She kissed him deeply, grinding her thick body against him as his big hands roamed over her ass and squeezed her saggy breasts.

Max unzipped and pulled out his massive black cock, slapping it against my cheek. “Get to work, sissy. Fluff me while your wife gets acquainted with my boy.”

I obediently took Max’s thick cock into my mouth, sucking sloppily while I listened to Lyn moaning as Marcus fingered her. The wet sounds of her pussy filled the room. Soon she was on her knees between both men, alternating between their huge black cocks — sucking one while stroking the other, her eyes glassy with lust.

“Look at her go,” Marcus groaned. “Your wife is a natural BBC whore.”

Lyn pulled off long enough to smile at me. “And my sissy is a natural cleaner. Get over here.”

She lay back on the couch and spread her legs. Both men had taken turns fucking her — first Max, then Marcus — stretching her white pussy with their thick black cocks until she was screaming and cumming hard. When Marcus finally pulled out, a huge creampie poured from her gaping hole.

“Clean both of them, sissy,” Lyn ordered. “Every drop.”

I crawled between her thighs and buried my face in her cum-filled pussy, sucking out the thick mixed loads from both Black bulls while they watched and laughed. The taste was overwhelming — salty, potent, superior seed that coated my tongue and throat. My caged clitty leaked steadily as I swallowed.

After I had cleaned Lyn thoroughly, she pushed my head toward Marcus’s still-hard cock. “Now fluff him again. Show Marcus how well-trained my little cum slut is.”

I took Marcus’s thick black cock into my mouth while Lyn rode Max reverse cowgirl right beside me. The contrast was brutal — my small, feminized, big-titted body on its knees servicing one BBC while my wife bounced on another. Marcus used my mouth roughly, fucking my face until spit ran down my chin and dripped onto my realistic DD breasts.

The night escalated quickly. Both men took turns using Lyn in every position, filling her with load after load. I was kept busy cleaning creampies and fluffing whichever cock wasn’t currently inside her. By the end of the evening, Lyn was glowing with satisfaction, her body marked with handprints and covered in a light sheen of sweat.

Marcus looked down at me as I knelt panting, face messy with cum. “She’s got you trained real good. But I think it’s time we gave that sissy pussy a proper workout too.”

Lyn’s eyes lit up with excitement. “Oh yes. I’ve been telling Marcus all about your sissygasms. Show him how much you cum on real BBC, baby.”

They moved me to the bedroom. Max and Marcus positioned me on all fours in the center of the bed, my heavy DD breast forms hanging and swaying beneath me. Lyn sat against the headboard, legs spread, watching eagerly.

Marcus moved behind me first. He pulled out my plug and pressed his thick black cock against my hole. “Let’s see if this sissy pussy is as good as Lyn says.”

He pushed in slowly but steadily, stretching me wide with his girth. The fullness was intense. Once he bottomed out, he started thrusting — deep, powerful strokes that hammered my prostate with every plunge.

Pleasure built fast and overwhelming. My moans turned high and feminine as I started rocking back to meet him, my fake tits swinging heavily.

Lyn encouraged me breathlessly. “That’s it, sissy. Fuck yourself on his big black cock. Show Marcus how you cum.”

The sissygasm hit me like a tidal wave.

Thick, heavy ropes of cum erupted violently through the bars of my cage, splattering the sheets in messy, copious streams. My body convulsed hard as I came hands-free, ass clenching rhythmically around Marcus’s thick BBC while I fucked myself back onto him like a desperate slut. I cried out loudly, hips bucking wildly, chasing every inch as wave after wave of intense feminine pleasure crashed through me. My vision blurred and my heavy DD breasts shook with each powerful spasm.

Marcus groaned and kept pounding through my orgasm. “Fuck, she really does cum a lot. Good little sissy.”

Max took his turn right after, sliding into my still-spasming hole and fucking me through the aftershocks until he added his own load deep inside me.

When they finally finished, I collapsed onto the bed in a trembling, cum-soaked mess — face messy, ass leaking, cage dripping, and my big realistic tits pressed into the wet spot I had made.

Lyn crawled over and stroked my wig gently, her voice soft but triumphant.

“Two big black cocks now, sissy. And you came so hard for both of them. This is your life now.”

I lay there panting, shame and addictive pleasure twisting together inside me, knowing she was right.

There was no going back.


Chapter 13: Jon Gets Used by Both Bulls

The double session with Max and Marcus didn’t end after that first explosive night. It became the new standard.

Lyn was insatiable. Having two dominant Black bulls to play with had unlocked something wild and confident in her. She openly declared our marriage a full Female Led Relationship, with BBC as the center of her sex life and me as her locked, big-titted sissy accessory. I was kept in permanent chastity, dressed in lingerie daily, plugged almost constantly, and expected to serve without hesitation.

A few nights later, Max and Marcus returned together for another long evening. Lyn greeted them wearing nothing but a sheer robe that did little to hide her thick body and large saggy breasts. I answered the door in full sissy mode — sheer stockings, garter belt, lacy panties over my micro cage, heavy realistic DD breast forms bouncing in a low-cut bra, full makeup, and a wig that made me look every bit the cock-hungry slut they expected.

After a short round of drinks and teasing, Lyn led all three of us to the bedroom. She climbed onto the bed and spread her legs invitingly.

“Warm me up first, boys,” she purred. “Then I want to watch you two ruin my little sissy.”

Max and Marcus took turns fucking Lyn hard and deep, their massive black cocks stretching her white pussy until she was screaming and cumming repeatedly. I knelt beside the bed, fluffing whichever cock wasn’t inside her and cleaning the thick creampies they left behind. The taste of their combined loads had become sickeningly familiar, yet my caged clitty leaked steadily the entire time.

When Lyn was finally satisfied and glowing with multiple orgasms, she looked at me with hungry eyes.

“Your turn, sissy. Get on the bed. Both of them are going to use your pussy and mouth tonight.”

My heart raced with a mix of terror and shameful anticipation. They positioned me in the center of the king-sized bed on all fours. Marcus moved in front of me, his thick black cock already hard and glistening. Max knelt behind me, rubbing the fat head of his eleven-inch BBC against my well-trained hole.

“Open wide,” Marcus ordered, grabbing the back of my wig.

At the same moment, Max pushed forward, sliding his massive cock deep into my ass in one long, steady thrust. I gasped around Marcus’s shaft as both ends were filled at once — a full spit-roast by two superior Black bulls.

The sensation was overwhelming. Marcus fucked my mouth with deep, steady strokes, his heavy balls slapping against my chin while Max pounded my ass with powerful, rhythmic thrusts. My heavy DD breast forms swung violently beneath me, nipples dragging against the sheets. The plug had done its job well; I took them both with only a few initial whimpers.

Lyn sat against the headboard, legs spread, fingering herself slowly as she watched. “Look at my pretty sissy getting used like a cheap whore. Two big black cocks at the same time. This is what you were made for.”

The angle was perfect. Every thrust from Max hammered my prostate mercilessly. Pleasure built fast and deep inside me. My moans around Marcus’s cock grew higher and more desperate. My hips started rocking back instinctively, fucking myself onto Max’s thick black shaft while still sucking eagerly.

“That’s it,” Max growled, gripping my hips harder. “Fuck yourself on this BBC. Show us how much you need it.”

The sissygasm crashed over me without warning.

Thick, heavy ropes of cum erupted violently through the bars of my micro cage, splattering the bed in messy, copious streams. My whole body convulsed as the orgasm tore through me. I cried out loudly around Marcus’s cock, the sound muffled and slutty, while my ass clenched and milked Max’s thrusting BBC. My hips bucked wildly, fucking myself back onto him like a desperate woman in heat, chasing every inch deeper. Wave after wave of intense, feminine pleasure ripped through me, so powerful my vision blurred and my heavy fake tits shook violently with each spasm. Cum kept pouring from my cage in long, forceful spurts, soaking the sheets beneath me.

Marcus groaned and started fucking my face faster. “She’s cumming so fucking much. Good little sissy cum dump.”

They didn’t slow down. Max kept pounding through my orgasm, drawing it out until I was shaking and whimpering. Then they switched positions. Marcus took my ass while Max used my mouth, feeding me his cock still slick with my own ass juices.

The second sissygasm hit even harder than the first. Again I came in heavy, flooding ropes through the cage, body convulsing, hips rocking back frantically onto Marcus’s thick black cock while I slobbered desperately on Max. I was lost in it now — moaning like a whore, chasing the pleasure, completely broken and addicted.

Lyn watched the entire time, moaning her own orgasm as she fingered herself furiously. “Yes! Look at her go. My husband is gone. All that’s left is a big-titted BBC cum slut who cums like a fountain when she gets fucked.”

The men used me relentlessly for the next hour, switching ends, filling both my holes, and covering me in their cum. I lost count of how many sissygasms ripped through me — each one stronger, messier, leaving me trembling and begging incoherently for more.

When they finally finished, I lay collapsed in the center of the bed in a ruined, cum-covered mess. Thick loads leaked from my gaping ass and mouth. My face, wig, and heavy DD breast forms were streaked with spit and semen. The sheets beneath me were soaked with the copious loads I had spurted hands-free through my cage.

Lyn crawled over and gently stroked my messy cheek, her voice soft but triumphant.

“You did so well tonight, sissy. Two BBCs at once and you came harder than ever. This is who you are now — our shared locked cum dump.”

I could only whimper weakly in response, body still twitching with aftershocks, shame and overwhelming pleasure fused together so completely that I no longer knew where one ended and the other began.

Deep down, I knew she was right.

I was theirs.


Chapter 14: Full Surrender and QoS Mark

The double-bull sessions became our new normal over the following weeks. Max and Marcus visited together at least twice a week, sometimes more, turning our once-peaceful Hawaiian retirement home into a private playground for BBC dominance and my deepening sissy submission. Lyn thrived in her role as confident Hotwife and keyholder. She no longer hid her obsession with black cock — she celebrated it openly, dressing sexier, talking filthier, and making sure I understood exactly where I ranked in her new sexual hierarchy.

I existed in a constant state of feminized service. The micro chastity cage stayed locked tight around my small white clitty. The lifelike DD breast forms remained glued to my chest, their soft, heavy weight a permanent reminder of my transformation. I spent most days in lingerie, stockings, heels, and full makeup, plugged and ready whenever the bulls arrived.

One afternoon, Lyn took me out for what she called “a special upgrade.” She drove me to a discreet tattoo parlor on the other side of the island. I sat nervously in the chair wearing loose clothes over my lingerie, fake tits hidden but still noticeable. Lyn explained exactly what she wanted — a small, elegant Queen of Spades symbol placed discreetly just above my caged clitty, where only she, the bulls, and I would see it every day.

“This is permanent, sissy,” she whispered while the artist worked. “A permanent mark that you belong to BBC. Every time you look down, you’ll remember who owns that useless little white clitty now.”

The needle stung, but the real burn was psychological. When it was finished, the small black spade with a white “Q” inside it sat neatly on my smooth skin, right where my tiny locked cock met my body. Lyn traced it with her finger and smiled with possessive pride.

“Perfect. Now everyone who sees you naked will know exactly what you are — a BBC-owned sissy cuckold.”

That same evening, Max and Marcus returned. Lyn made sure I was fully prepared. I greeted them at the door wearing only sheer black stockings, a garter belt, red heels, and my heavy DD breast forms spilling out of an open-cup bra. The fresh QoS tattoo was clearly visible above my pink cage.

Both bulls noticed it immediately.

Marcus grinned and ran a thumb over the new ink. “Look at that. She really marked you. Good girl.”

Max chuckled and gave my ass a firm slap. “Time to celebrate the new artwork.”

They wasted no time. Lyn directed the scene like a proud director. She had me kneel first and worship both massive black cocks, sucking and slobbering sloppily from one to the other while she watched and fingered herself. Then they moved me to the bed.

This time they took me together again, but harder, more possessively. Marcus slid beneath me and pulled me down onto his thick black cock, impaling my ass in one smooth motion. Max moved in front, feeding his heavy BBC into my eager mouth. I was sandwiched between them — spit-roasted and filled at both ends.

The double penetration sent immediate sparks through my body. Marcus’s cock hammered my prostate with every upward thrust while Max used my throat. My heavy DD breast forms bounced wildly between them. The fresh QoS tattoo burned on my skin like a brand.

Lyn knelt beside us, whispering filthy encouragement. “That’s my marked sissy. Taking two superior black cocks at once. Feel how they own you? Your little white clitty doesn’t even matter anymore.”

The pleasure built rapidly. My moans around Max’s cock grew louder and more feminine. My hips started rocking desperately, fucking myself down onto Marcus while still sucking greedily.

The sissygasm hit like lightning.

Thick, heavy ropes of cum exploded through the bars of my cage in powerful, messy streams, splattering across Marcus’s abs and the sheets. My body convulsed violently as I came hands-free, ass clenching rhythmically around Marcus’s thick BBC. I fucked myself back onto him frantically, hips bucking like a woman in heat, chasing every inch while wave after wave of intense feminine pleasure ripped through me. I cried out around Max’s cock, the sound muffled and broken, my heavy fake tits shaking with each powerful spasm. Cum kept pouring from my locked clitty in long, copious spurts until I was trembling and whimpering.

The bulls didn’t stop. They switched positions, then took me in every combination — one in my ass while the other used my mouth, sometimes both focusing on my holes while Lyn filmed short clips on her phone. Each new sissygasm left me weaker and more broken, yet I kept begging for more, my voice high and slutty.

By the end of the night I was a complete wreck — covered in thick loads of BBC cum, leaking from both ends, my face and realistic DD breasts streaked with spit and semen, the fresh Queen of Spades tattoo glistening amid the mess. I lay panting between the two powerful Black men, my body twitching with aftershocks.

Lyn crawled over and gently traced the new QoS mark with her fingertip.

“This tattoo makes it official, sissy. You’re marked property now. No going back. Max and Marcus are going to keep using you whenever they want, and you’re going to keep cumming like a fountain for their big black cocks.”

She leaned down and kissed my messy forehead, her voice soft but final.

“We’re planning some trips soon — taking you with us to meet more friends. Your locked, big-titted, QoS sissy life is just getting started.”

I could only whimper in exhausted submission, the taste of BBC still heavy on my tongue and the fresh tattoo burning on my skin like a permanent seal on my fate.

Deep inside, the last fragile pieces of my old male identity had finally surrendered.

I belonged to BBC now.


Chapter 15: Permanent Sissy-Cuck Life

The final weeks of my transformation passed in a haze of constant service, overwhelming pleasure, and deepening surrender. With the small Queen of Spades tattoo now permanently inked just above my locked clitty, there was no pretending anymore. I was marked. Owned. Lyn’s locked, big-titted sissy cuckold whose only purpose was to serve superior BBC and cum helplessly whenever it was given to me.

Lyn had grown even more confident and liberated. She openly planned our future around Max and Marcus, booking short trips and getaways where the three of them could use me freely. Our quiet retired life in Hawaii had become a nonstop celebration of her BBC addiction and my complete feminization.

For our final evening together before a planned weekend trip with both bulls, Lyn wanted everything perfect. She dressed me with extra care that night. Sheer black stockings with seams running up the backs of my smooth legs, a delicate garter belt, tiny lace panties that barely covered the pink micro cage, and an open-cup bra that let my heavy, lifelike DD breast forms spill out naturally. Full makeup, bright red lips, and the wig that framed my face like a proper whore. The fresh QoS tattoo peeked out proudly above the steel cage.

Max and Marcus arrived together, both towering and powerfully built, their dark skin and raw masculinity filling our home. Lyn greeted them with deep kisses while I knelt by the door, head lowered, fake tits heaving with nervous breaths.

“Tonight we celebrate,” Lyn announced, her voice thick with lust. “My sissy is fully broken in. Marked. Addicted. Let’s give her the send-off she deserves.”

They led me to the bedroom and positioned me exactly how they wanted — on my back in the center of the bed with my legs pulled up and spread wide, heavy DD breasts resting on my chest. Marcus climbed between my thighs first, rubbing his thick black cock against my already lubed and eager hole.

“Beg for it, sissy,” he growled.

“Please… fuck my pussy,” I whimpered, voice high and feminine, shame and desperate need twisting together. “I need your big black cock.”

Marcus pushed in deep, stretching me wide in one smooth thrust. At the same moment, Max straddled my chest, feeding his massive eleven-inch BBC between my red lips. I was double-penetrated again — mouth and pussy filled completely by two superior Black bulls.

They started slow, then built into a steady, powerful rhythm. Marcus pounded my ass with deep, prostate-hammering strokes while Max fucked my throat, his heavy balls resting on my chin. My realistic DD breast forms bounced and jiggled wildly with every thrust. The QoS tattoo on my smooth skin seemed to burn hotter as they used me.

Lyn sat beside us, legs spread, fingering her wet pussy and watching with pure satisfaction. “Look at my pretty marked sissy. Taking two big black cocks like she was born for it. Cum for them, baby. Show them how much you love being our shared cum dump.”

The pleasure built fast and unstoppable. Every thrust from Marcus nailed my sensitive spot perfectly. My moans around Max’s thick shaft grew louder, more desperate. My hips started rocking up to meet Marcus, fucking myself onto his cock like a greedy slut.

Then the sissygasm hit — harder than any before.

Thick, heavy ropes of cum exploded violently through the bars of my micro cage, shooting high and splattering across my own DD breast forms and stomach in messy, copious streams. My whole body convulsed violently beneath the two bulls as wave after wave of intense feminine pleasure ripped through me. I cried out loudly around Max’s cock, the sound muffled and broken, while my ass clenched and milked Marcus’s thrusting BBC. My hips bucked wildly, desperately chasing every inch deeper, rocking like a woman lost in ecstasy. Cum kept pouring from my locked clitty in long, forceful spurts, coating my fake tits and running down my sides as the orgasm seemed to go on forever. My vision blurred. My toes curled. I nearly blacked out from the sheer intensity.

The bulls didn’t stop. They kept using me through it, switching positions, then taking me together again in every filthy combination. I lost count of how many times I came — each sissygasm leaving me shaking, leaking, and begging incoherently for more. By the end I was covered head to toe in thick BBC cum — leaking from my gaping ass, dripping from my chin, streaked across my realistic DD breasts, and pooling in the QoS tattoo.

When they finally pulled out, I lay there in a ruined, trembling heap, panting and twitching with aftershocks. Lyn crawled over me, gently stroking my messy wig as she looked down with loving, dominant pride.

“You’re perfect now, sissy. Completely broken. Completely ours.”

She reached down and clicked a new, heavier, more permanent-style chastity cage around my spent clitty — one with a built-in lock that required a special key she alone would control. It felt heavier, more final.

“From now on, your orgasms only happen when BBC makes you cum like the slut you are. No more pretending to be a man.”

Lyn stood and picked up her phone, showing me the calendar she had filled with future plans — weekend trips, longer vacations, even a cruise where Max and Marcus would bring friends.

“We’re going to show you off properly. My locked, big-titted, QoS-marked sissy cuckold. You’ll serve us all and cum like a fountain every time they use your pussy.”

I lay there covered in their cum, heavy breasts rising and falling, the new permanent cage locked tight, the tattoo burning on my skin, and felt the last fragments of my old identity dissolve completely.

Shame still lingered, but it was drowned beneath wave after wave of addictive, feminine pleasure.

Lyn leaned down and kissed my cum-smeared forehead tenderly.

“Welcome to your real life, baby. Forever.”

I closed my eyes, a soft, broken whimper escaping my lips as I accepted the truth.

I was home.

The End
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