
        
            
                
            
        

    
Title Page




LOCKED AND BRED Turning My Husband 




Into a Sissy BBC Cuck













Joseph Robert








































Copyright Page

Copyright © 2026 by Joseph Robert All rights reserved.

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

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

All characters depicted in this work of fiction are 18 years of age or older.

Published by Joseph Robert North Pole

First Edition: April 2026
















Foreword

This story is pure, no-holds-barred erotica written for those who crave extreme humiliation, forced feminization, chastity, and intense BBC cuckold training.

If you enjoy watching a long-married husband slowly broken and transformed into a willing sissy maid who serves both his dominant hotwife and superior Black Bulls, then this book is for you.

Everything escalates quickly and gets extremely filthy. There is heavy verbal degradation, creampie cleanup, pegging, forced-bi, and total surrender.

You have been warned.

Now turn the page and enjoy the fall of a once-vanilla husband into complete sissy cuckoldry.

— Joseph Robert


Chapter 1

Lyn Thompson lounged on the edge of their luxurious king-sized bed, her thick, curvy 50-year-old body barely contained by a thin silk robe that had fallen open. Her beautiful large natural breasts—full, heavy DD cups that still drew stares even at her age—rose and fell rapidly as she spread her soft thighs wide. One hand plunged between her legs, fingers frantically rubbing her swollen, dripping clit while the other squeezed and pinched her stiff nipple. On the laptop screen in front of her played yet another hardcore BBC cuckold video: a dominant Black Bull with a massive, veiny 12-inch cock brutally pounding a screaming white hotwife doggy-style while her pathetic locked-up sissy husband knelt nearby in full makeup and lingerie, whimpering.

“Fuck… yes… stretch that married white pussy,” Lyn moaned under her breath, her hips bucking as she imagined herself in the woman’s place. Her juices coated her fingers and soaked the sheets. For weeks now, this had become her secret ritual—hours spent masturbating to the exact filthy scenes her husband Jon thought he’d hidden so well in his browser history. Sissy husbands forced to watch. Chastity cages. Creampie cleanups. Huge Black Bulls owning white wives right in front of their broken beta husbands. Every video made her wetter than the last, her neglected cunt aching for something—anything—bigger and meaner than the sad little 4-inch dick she’d been stuck with for 23 years of marriage.

Downstairs in their spacious, well-appointed kitchen, 53-year-old Jon Thompson hummed quietly while preparing dinner. At 5’6” and 145 pounds, he’d always been the smaller, softer one in their relationship—reliable, affectionate, and utterly vanilla. Retirement had been kind to them both; years of smart investments left them comfortably well-off with the freedom to travel or do whatever they pleased. Jon still loved spoiling his sexy thick brunette wife, never suspecting that while he chopped vegetables, Lyn was upstairs desperately fingering herself to visions of being railed by superior Black cock while he was forced to serve and clean up the mess.

Lyn came hard with a muffled cry, her thick thighs quivering as the orgasm ripped through her. On screen, the sissy husband was crawling forward on command, tongue extended to lap up the Bull’s thick load leaking from his wife’s ruined pussy. Lyn bit her lip, panting, her fingers still buried deep inside herself as the fantasy burned hotter than ever.

That same night, after Jon had dutifully climbed on top of her for their usual quick, unsatisfying missionary fuck—his tiny cock barely grazing her walls before he grunted and spilled his weak load—Lyn lay awake beside him, unsatisfied and frustrated. Her mind raced with images of massive Black Bulls and broken sissy cucks. She couldn’t take it anymore.

When Jon finally fell asleep, Lyn slipped out of bed, grabbed her phone, and called her best friend Lori. The two women had been inseparable for years—Lori, a perky 54-year-old blonde standing 5’3” with a tight 125-pound body and her own impressive pair of natural DD breasts, always had a wilder streak than people gave her credit for.

“Lori, I have to tell you something,” Lyn whispered urgently into the phone, her voice thick with lust and shame. “I’ve been watching Jon’s secret porn stash. All that sissy husband shit… forced feminization… BBC Bulls fucking hotwives right in front of their locked-up betas. God, it makes me so fucking wet. I want that. I want to be fucked like those women—stretched and ruined by a huge cock while my pathetic little-dicked husband watches and serves.”

Lori’s low, knowing laugh came through the line. “Finally admitting it, huh? I’ve been waiting for you to say something. Listen, babe… I tried something like that a few months back. Met this guy named Troy. Black, built like a god, and packing a literal monster—twelve fucking inches of thick, veiny BBC. I could barely get the head in my mouth. I sucked what I could while jerking that massive shaft with both hands until he exploded all over my tits. It was the hottest thing I’ve ever done… then I went straight home to my own clueless smaller-dicked husband and acted like nothing happened.”

Lyn’s breath hitched, her free hand already sliding back between her legs. “Twelve inches? Jesus Christ, Lori… after twenty-three years of Jon’s pathetic four inches, I need to feel that. Send me his number. I’m serious. I’m done pretending.”

Lori hesitated for only a second before replying with a wicked tone. “You really want this? Because once you invite a Bull like Troy into your bed, your little husband is never going to be the same. But fuck it—here’s his number. Just be ready, Lyn. Real Bulls don’t play gentle.”

Lyn saved the contact, her heart pounding with dark excitement. As she hung up, she glanced over at her sleeping husband, his soft, average body curled under the covers, completely unaware that his comfortable vanilla life was about to be shattered.

Tomorrow, she would order the cage.

And by Friday, her sissy husband would finally meet the man who was going to take everything from him.


Chapter 2

Lyn barely slept that night. Every time she closed her eyes, she pictured Troy’s monstrous 12-inch BBC—the one Lori had described in filthy detail—sliding between her thick thighs and splitting her open in ways Jon’s pathetic little 4-inch prick never could. Her pussy stayed soaked, throbbing with need, and she had to bite her pillow to keep from waking her husband while she quietly rubbed another orgasm out of her swollen clit.

The next morning, while Jon was in the shower, Lyn wasted no time. She opened the link Lori had sent and stared at the contact: Troy. No last name, just a simple profile picture that showed a tall, muscular Black man with a confident smirk. Her fingers trembled as she copied the number. Before she could second-guess herself, she fired off a quick text:

“Hey Troy, this is Lyn—Lori’s friend. She told me about you. I’m very interested in meeting. Are you free this weekend?”

She hit send, heart hammering, then immediately opened her laptop and started shopping. A heavy stainless steel chastity cage with a small pink lock. A pack of lacy pink panties in extra small. She chose the fastest overnight shipping available and checked out with a wicked smile. Her husband’s days of free access to his own tiny cock were officially numbered.

Jon came downstairs in his usual weekend casual clothes, smiling warmly at his wife as he poured coffee. At 5’6” and 145 pounds, he still looked boyish despite being 53—soft around the middle, harmless, and completely devoted. “Morning, beautiful. Sleep okay? You look a little flushed.”

Lyn stood up, her heavy natural breasts straining against her thin robe, and walked over to him. She pressed her thick body against his smaller frame and kissed him deeply, letting her hand drift down to cup the front of his pants. His little dick twitched instantly under her palm.

“I slept fine,” she purred, squeezing him gently. “Just been thinking a lot lately. About us. About what I really need.”

Jon blinked, confused but already getting hard in her grip. “What do you mean, honey?”

Lyn gave his crotch one last teasing squeeze before pulling her hand away. “You’ll find out soon enough, baby. Just know that things are going to change around here. And you’re going to be a very good boy for me… aren’t you?”

She left him standing there with a confused, flushed expression and a noticeable little bulge in his pants, then went upstairs to check her phone. Troy had already replied.

Troy: “Lori’s friend, huh? She said you might reach out. You sure you can handle what I bring? Most married white wives talk big until they see it in person.”

Lyn’s thighs clenched together. She typed back quickly, her nipples hardening against the silk robe.

Lyn: “I’ve only had 4 inches for 23 years. I’m more than ready to see if 12 is really too big. My husband will be here too… but he won’t be fucking me. Ever again if I get my way.”

The three dots appeared, then Troy’s response came through with a smirk emoji:

Troy: “Damn. A true hotwife in the making. Send me your address. I’ll come by Friday evening. Plan on me staying the weekend. We’ll see how fast I can turn your little beta into a proper sissy cuck.”

Lyn’s pussy flooded at the words. She sent their upscale address without hesitation, then spent the rest of the day in a haze of lust. She masturbated twice more in the master bathroom—once while imagining Troy’s huge Black cock stretching her, and again while picturing Jon on his knees, locked in chastity, watching everything.

By evening, the overnight package had arrived. Lyn hid it in the closet and waited until after dinner, when Jon was relaxing on the couch. She sat beside him, her thick body pressed close, and ran her fingers through his hair.

“Jon… I know about your secret porn,” she said softly, her voice suddenly firm. “All those sissy husband videos. Forced bi. BBC Bulls breeding hotwives while the locked-up beta cleans up. I’ve been watching them too. And I want it. I need it.”

Jon froze, his face turning bright red. “Lyn… I-I can explain—”

“Shhh.” She placed a finger over his lips, then reached down and firmly gripped his crotch through his pants. His tiny cock was already rock-hard and leaking. “You don’t have to explain, baby. Your little dick has never satisfied me the way those Bulls do in the videos. But that’s going to change this weekend. I invited a real man over. A Black Bull with a cock so big my best friend could barely suck it. He’s coming Friday night… and he’s staying as long as he wants.”

Jon’s breathing grew ragged, a mix of panic and shameful arousal flooding his system. “Lyn, please… we can’t—”

“We can. And we will.” Lyn stood up, towering over his smaller frame even in bare feet. “Starting right now, your little white clit belongs to me. No more cumming without permission. No more pretending you’re enough for me.”

She pulled him upstairs by the hand, her massive breasts bouncing with each step. Once in the bedroom, she made him strip completely naked while she opened the package. The shiny steel chastity cage gleamed under the lights. Jon’s eyes widened in horror and unwanted excitement as she held it up.

“From now until I say otherwise, this is where your pathetic 4-inch dick lives,” Lyn said, her voice dripping with new authority. She knelt in front of him, her heavy tits hanging beautifully, and roughly pushed his erection down. It took some effort to stuff his swollen but still small cock and balls into the tight confines of the cage. The click of the lock echoed like a gunshot in the quiet room.

Jon whimpered, his hands shaking as he stared down at his now-shrunken, imprisoned manhood. The pink plastic lock looked ridiculous against his pale skin.

Lyn grinned wickedly and held up the matching lacy pink panties. “Put these on, sissy. You’re going to wear them all week. And when Troy gets here Friday night… you’re going to greet him on your knees in nothing but these pretty panties and your new locked-up little clit.”

Jon’s voice cracked as he stepped into the delicate lace, the fabric stretching tight over the steel cage. “Lyn… this is crazy. I’m not—”

“You are,” she interrupted, standing up and cupping his face. Her beautiful large breasts pressed against his chest as she kissed him hard, her tongue invading his mouth. When she pulled back, her eyes were dark with lust. “You’re my sissy husband now. And this weekend, you’re going to watch a real Bull fuck your wife the way she deserves—while you stay locked and dripping in your panties like the beta cuck you were always meant to be.”

She pushed him onto the bed, climbed on top, and ground her wet pussy against the hard steel of his cage, moaning softly.

“Feel that, baby? That’s the last time your useless little thing gets any attention from my cunt until you’ve earned it by cleaning up every drop of superior Black cum.”

Jon moaned helplessly beneath her, his caged cock straining painfully as the reality of what was coming crashed over him.

Friday was only four days away.

And Lyn could already feel her married life transforming into the filthy hotwife fantasy she’d been craving for so long.


Chapter 3

The steel chastity cage had already been locked around Jon’s pathetic 4-inch cock since the night before, and the frilly pink panties were stretched tight over the humiliating steel tube, making his small locked package look even more ridiculous. Lyn had made sure of that right after their tense conversation, forcing the cold metal device onto her husband’s twitching little dick while he whimpered and begged. The sharp click of the lock had sealed his fate, and she had tucked the key deep between her massive natural breasts with a satisfied smirk.

Friday afternoon, Lyn moved through the house with confident, sexual energy, her thick 50-year-old body barely contained by a short robe that kept falling open to reveal her heavy, swaying tits and smooth pussy. She had spent the morning texting Troy, confirming he would arrive that evening and stay the entire weekend—or longer if he wanted. Her pussy stayed constantly wet at the thought of finally feeling a real 12-inch BBC after twenty-three years of Jon’s useless little white prick.

Jon sat nervously on the couch in nothing but the tight pink lace panties and the steel chastity cage, his 5’6”, 145-pound frame looking small and vulnerable. The constant pressure of the cage kept his tiny cock trying to harden, only to be painfully denied, forcing steady leaks of pre-cum to soak into the delicate fabric. He kept glancing down at the humiliating bulge, his face burning with shame every time he remembered how easily Lyn had overpowered him and locked him away.

“Stand up, sissy,” Lyn commanded as she entered the living room, her voice sharp and teasing. She had changed into a tight black dress that hugged every curve of her thick body, the low-cut neckline struggling to contain her beautiful large natural breasts. The hem rode high on her soft thighs, making it clear she wore nothing underneath.

Jon obeyed instantly, rising on shaky legs. The pink panties rode up between his ass cheeks, making him feel even more exposed and feminine.

Lyn circled him slowly, one hand trailing over his shoulder and down his back before giving his caged crotch a firm, mocking squeeze. “Look at you… already locked up like the beta cuck you are. That tiny little clit hasn’t been free since last night, has it? And tonight, when Troy gets here, you’re going to stay right here on your knees in nothing but these pretty panties while a real Bull takes what’s his.”

Jon swallowed hard, his voice weak and trembling. “Lyn… please, this is too much. I’m not ready for—”

“Shut up, Jonna,” she snapped, grabbing his chin and forcing him to look up at her. Her eyes were dark with lust and newfound cruelty. “From now on, when Troy is here, you call me Ma’am or Mistress, and you address him as Sir. You’re going to watch him fuck me with that massive Black cock you’ve been secretly jerking to. And when he fills me up, you’re going to crawl between my legs and lick every thick drop of his superior cum out of my well-fucked pussy. Do you understand?”

Before Jon could answer, the doorbell rang.

Lyn’s face lit up with wicked excitement. She gave her husband’s caged bulge one last degrading pat and sauntered to the door, her thick ass swaying. When she opened it, Troy stood there—tall, powerfully built, dark-skinned, and radiating raw alpha dominance. His eyes immediately dropped to Lyn’s heaving cleavage, a hungry smirk spreading across his face.

“Damn, Lori wasn’t exaggerating,” Troy rumbled, stepping inside and pulling Lyn into a deep, possessive kiss right in front of her caged husband. His large hands roamed freely over her body, squeezing her ass and groping one of her massive breasts through the thin dress. Lyn moaned loudly into his mouth, pressing her curvy body against his hard frame.

When they finally broke apart for air, Lyn turned and pointed at the trembling figure kneeling in the living room. “Troy, meet my locked-up little sissy husband. Say hello to the Bull, Jonna.”

Jonna looked up from the floor, his face burning bright red with humiliation. Dressed only in the frilly pink panties stretched obscenely over his steel chastity cage, he felt utterly exposed and broken. His voice came out barely above a whisper. “H-hello… Sir.”

Troy laughed, a deep, mocking sound that filled the room. He walked over and stood directly in front of the kneeling sissy, his heavy bulge only inches from Jonna’s face. The outline of his 12-inch BBC was unmistakable—thick, long, and far superior to anything Jonna had ever been. “Holy shit. You really locked the beta up in pink panties. Look at that tiny cage. Is that all you’ve been giving this sexy thick hotwife for twenty-three years? No wonder she needs a real man to stretch her out.”

Troy reached down and casually rubbed the massive bulge through his pants, smirking as Jonna’s eyes followed the movement helplessly. “From tonight on, you call me Sir. You’re going to watch me destroy your wife’s pussy all weekend long. And every time I pump a load deep inside her, you’re going to crawl over and clean it up with your tongue like a good little creampie-eating cuck bitch. Got it, Jonna?”

Jonna whimpered, unable to tear his eyes away from the enormous outline pressing against Troy’s pants. His own locked clit strained painfully inside the steel tube, leaking even more pre-cum into the soaked pink lace.

Lyn stepped beside Troy, pressing her voluptuous body against the tall Bull while she boldly stroked the front of his pants, feeling the heat and incredible thickness of his monster cock. “That’s right, sissy. Troy is staying the whole weekend… and probably a lot longer if he fucks me as good as I hope. You’re going to serve both of us—fetch drinks, clean up messes, and watch a real alpha claim what’s always been his.”

She leaned in and kissed Troy again, her hand still rubbing his massive bulge, then glanced back at her broken husband with a cruel, teasing smile.

“Now be a good girl and kiss the Bull’s cock through his pants to welcome him properly, Jonna. Show us both how grateful you are that a superior Black Bull is here to finally satisfy your hotwife.”

Jonna hesitated, tears of deep humiliation pricking at his eyes, but the combined weight of his wife’s commanding gaze and the arrogant Bull’s mocking stare crushed any resistance left in him. He leaned forward on his knees, lips trembling, and pressed a soft, submissive kiss right against the thick, cloth-covered outline of Troy’s enormous BBC.

Troy chuckled darkly and placed a strong hand on the back of Jonna’s head, grinding the massive bulge firmly against the sissy’s face for a long moment. “Good start, beta bitch. But we’re just getting started. Your hotwife is about to get fucked like the dirty slut she’s always wanted to be… and you’re going to watch every inch disappear into her while you stay locked and dripping in those pretty pink panties.”

Lyn moaned with pure lust, her pussy already soaking her thighs at the sight of her 23-year-married husband submitting so completely on his first night as a locked sissy cuck. She took Troy’s hand and led him toward the stairs, her thick ass swaying as she glanced back at the kneeling, caged figure.

“Come along, Jonna. It’s time for you to see what a real 12-inch cock looks like… and exactly what it’s going to do to the wife you’ve never been able to satisfy.”

The weekend had officially begun, and Jonna’s complete descent into humiliated sissy cuckoldry was only accelerating.


Chapter 4

Lyn led Troy up the stairs by the hand, her thick hips swaying seductively in the tight black dress while Jonna crawled behind them on all fours like an obedient pet. The frilly pink panties rode up between the sissy’s ass cheeks with every movement, the steel chastity cage underneath constantly reminding him of his new locked status. His small 4-inch clit strained painfully against the unyielding metal, leaking steadily into the lace as he watched his wife’s beautiful large natural breasts bounce with each step.

When they reached the master bedroom, Lyn turned and pushed Troy playfully onto the edge of the king-sized bed. The tall, muscular Black Bull smirked arrogantly, spreading his legs wide so the massive bulge in his pants stood out obscenely. Lyn wasted no time dropping to her knees between his thighs, her curvy 50-year-old body looking eager and hungry.

“God, I’ve been waiting for this,” Lyn purred, her hands eagerly unbuckling his belt and pulling down his zipper. She tugged his pants and boxers down together, and out sprang the most enormous cock she had ever seen in person—thick, veiny, rock-hard, and easily 12 inches long with a heavy pair of balls hanging beneath. The dark shaft throbbed powerfully, the fat mushroom head already glistening with a bead of pre-cum.

Lyn’s eyes widened with pure lust and awe. “Holy fuck… it’s even bigger than Lori described.” She glanced over her shoulder at Jonna, who was still kneeling just inside the doorway in nothing but the pink panties and cage. “Look at it, Jonna. This is what a real man’s cock looks like. This is what I’ve been craving while you’ve been giving me your useless 4-inch nub for twenty-three years.”

Jonna whimpered softly, his face burning with shame as he stared at Troy’s massive BBC. “Yes, Ma’am… it’s so much bigger than mine, Mistress. I’m sorry my little clit could never satisfy you.”

Troy laughed deeply, reaching down to stroke his huge shaft slowly while Lyn licked her lips. “That’s right, sissy. Your wife is about to get properly fucked for the first time in decades. Now sit there quietly in your pretty panties and watch how a real Bull breeds your wife.”

Lyn moaned and leaned forward, wrapping both hands around the thick base of Troy’s cock. Even with two hands, there was still plenty of veiny shaft left exposed. She struggled to fit her mouth around the fat head, stretching her lips wide as she sucked and slurped noisily. Wet, obscene sounds filled the room as she bobbed her head, taking as much as she could down her throat while her tongue swirled around the underside. Drool ran down her chin and dripped onto her massive heaving breasts.

“Mmmph… so fucking thick,” Lyn gasped when she pulled off for air, strings of spit connecting her lips to the glistening BBC. “I can barely get half of it in my mouth. My jaw is already aching, but I love it.” She dove back down, gagging herself eagerly on the massive Black cock while her heavy tits swayed beneath her.

Troy groaned in pleasure, one hand resting on the back of Lyn’s head as he guided her deeper. “That’s it, Lyn. Suck that big Black dick like you’ve been dreaming about. Show your little locked-up sissy husband how a real woman worships superior cock.”

Jonna knelt helplessly on the carpet, his caged clit throbbing uselessly as he watched his confident wife devour Troy’s monster. Tears of humiliation mixed with unwanted arousal in his eyes. Every wet slurp and moan from Lyn made his own tiny locked dick strain harder against the steel, causing sharp discomfort that only heightened his shame.

After several minutes of sloppy, enthusiastic cocksucking, Lyn pulled off with a wet pop, her face flushed and lips swollen. She stood up and quickly stripped out of her tight black dress, letting her thick, sexy body come into full view. Her beautiful large natural breasts hung heavy and full, nipples stiff with excitement, while her curvy hips and thick thighs jiggled enticingly. She climbed onto the bed on all fours, arching her back and presenting her dripping wet pussy to the Bull.

“Please… fuck me,” Lyn begged shamelessly, looking back over her shoulder at Troy. “I need that huge BBC inside me right now. Stretch my married white cunt like my pathetic sissy husband never could.”

Troy stood up, his massive cock bobbing heavily between his legs as he positioned himself behind her. He rubbed the fat head up and down Lyn’s soaked slit, teasing her swollen clit before slowly pushing forward. Inch after thick inch disappeared into her tight pussy, stretching her walls obscenely wide.

“Oh my God… fuck!” Lyn cried out in a mix of pain and overwhelming pleasure as Troy fed more of his 12-inch monster into her. “It’s so big! I can feel every vein… it’s splitting me open! Deeper… please, give me all of it!”

Troy gripped her wide hips and thrust harder, burying nearly three-quarters of his enormous cock inside her greedy pussy. Lyn’s massive breasts swung wildly beneath her as she moaned like a whore, her body shaking with each powerful stroke. The wet, squelching sounds of her cunt being stretched and filled echoed through the bedroom.

From his spot on the floor, Jonna could see everything in horrifying detail—his wife’s pussy lips stretched thin around the thick Black shaft, her juices coating Troy’s cock as he began to fuck her with long, deep strokes. Lyn’s loud, shameless screams of pleasure filled the room as the Bull claimed her right in front of her locked sissy husband.

Troy looked straight at the kneeling sissy and smirked. “Look at that, Jonna. Watch how a real man fucks your hotwife. This is what she’s been missing for twenty-three years.”

Lyn looked straight at Jonna, her eyes glazed with lust as Troy pounded into her from behind. “It feels so fucking good, Jonna! This huge BBC is ruining me for your pathetic little dick forever! I can feel it hitting places you’ve never even reached. I’m never letting you fuck me again, sissy. You’re just going to watch and clean up from now on!”

Jonna whimpered brokenly, “Yes, Mistress… I understand, Ma’am. I’m sorry my little cock was never enough for you.”

Troy laughed arrogantly and picked up speed, fucking Lyn harder while her massive tits bounced and slapped together. “That’s it, Lyn. Take every inch. Your sissy husband gets to sit there locked in pink panties while I ruin this married pussy.”

The Bull was clearly just getting started, and the night was still young.

Lyn’s moans grew louder and more desperate as another powerful orgasm built inside her, her thick body trembling on the edge while her locked sissy husband watched helplessly from the floor in his pretty pink panties.

The real humiliation and forced-bi training had only just begun.


Chapter 5

Troy didn’t give Lyn any time to recover. He gripped her wide hips tighter and slammed the rest of his massive 12-inch BBC deep into her stretched cunt with one powerful thrust. Lyn’s eyes rolled back and she let out a guttural scream of pure pleasure as the thick head battered against her cervix.

“Fuuuuck!” she wailed, her thick body jerking forward with every brutal stroke. “It’s so deep… I’ve never been this full in my life!”

Troy pounded her relentlessly from behind, the loud slap of his heavy balls against her clit echoing through the bedroom. Lyn’s massive natural breasts swung wildly beneath her like pendulums, nipples hard as diamonds. Her juices coated every inch of the veiny Black shaft, making wet, obscene squelching sounds with each thrust.

Jonna remained frozen on his knees in the pink panties, the steel chastity cage painfully tight around his leaking 4-inch clit. He couldn’t look away from the sight of his wife of twenty-three years getting absolutely destroyed by superior Black cock right in their own bed.

Troy glanced over at the trembling sissy and grinned. “Look at your hotwife taking every inch, Jonna. Her pussy is gripping me so tight… like it never wants to let go. This is what a real man does to a neglected married slut.”

Lyn’s moans turned into desperate, broken cries as an orgasm ripped through her. Her thick thighs shook violently and her cunt clenched hard around Troy’s cock. “I’m cumming… oh my God, I’m cumming so hard on your huge dick!”

Troy didn’t slow down. He fucked her straight through the orgasm, making her squirt for the first time in years. Clear fluid sprayed out around his pistoning shaft and soaked the sheets. Lyn collapsed forward onto her elbows, ass still up high, babbling incoherently as wave after wave of pleasure crashed over her.

After several long minutes of savage fucking, Troy growled and buried himself to the hilt. His heavy balls tightened and he erupted deep inside her.

“Here it comes, Lyn,” he grunted. “Take my load.”

Lyn pushed back against him greedily. “Yes… fill me up! Pump it all inside me!”

Troy’s cock pulsed powerfully as he flooded her married pussy with thick, hot ropes of cum. Spurt after heavy spurt blasted against her cervix until it was overflowing. When he finally pulled out, a torrent of creamy white seed immediately began leaking from her gaping, ruined hole and ran down her trembling thighs.

Lyn rolled onto her back, breathing hard, her huge breasts heaving. Her pussy looked completely wrecked — red, swollen, and dripping with the Bull’s massive load.

Troy looked down at the broken sissy still kneeling on the floor. “Your turn, Jonna. Crawl over here. Your hotwife just got properly bred. Now clean up every drop of my superior Black cum out of her cunt like the pathetic creampie-eating cuck you are.”

Jonna’s stomach twisted with humiliation. His face burned bright red and his caged clit throbbed painfully. “Please, Mistress… I… I don’t know if I can…”

Lyn spread her thick thighs wide, showing off her cum-filled pussy. She reached down and parted her swollen lips with two fingers, letting more of Troy’s load bubble out. Her voice was husky and commanding.

“You can and you will, Jonna. Get over here right now and put your tongue in my creampie. This is what locked-up sissy husbands do. Clean your Mistress properly.”

Troy crossed his arms, his still-hard, cum-slick cock hanging heavy between his legs. “Do it, beta. Lick my load out of your hotwife’s freshly fucked hole. Taste what a real man leaves behind.”

Jonna crawled forward on shaky hands and knees, the pink panties soaked with his own pre-cum. The strong, musky scent of sex hit him as he got closer. When his face was inches from Lyn’s dripping cunt, he hesitated one last time.

Lyn grabbed the back of his head firmly and pulled his face into her messy pussy.

“No more hesitation, sissy. Eat it.”

Jonna’s lips pressed against her cum-soaked folds. The taste was salty, thick, and overpowering. He whimpered into her pussy as he began to lick and suck, swallowing the first mouthful of Troy’s warm seed mixed with his wife’s juices. The humiliation burned through him, but his locked clit leaked even more inside the steel cage.

“That’s it,” Lyn moaned, grinding her creampie-covered cunt against her husband’s face. “Good girl, Jonna. Lick deeper. Get every drop of the Bull’s cum out of me. This is your new job from now on.”

Troy watched with a satisfied smirk as the once-proud husband slurped and swallowed obediently.

“Keep going, Jonna. Clean your hotwife nice and thorough. Because as soon as you’re done… I’m fucking her again. And you’re going to watch the whole thing.”

Jonna’s muffled whimpers vibrated against Lyn’s pussy as he continued his degrading cleanup duty, the taste of another man’s cum forever burned into his mind.

The weekend was only getting started.


Chapter 6

Jonna’s tongue pushed deeper between Lyn’s swollen, cum-filled pussy lips, lapping desperately at the thick, salty load Troy had just pumped into her. The taste was overwhelming — warm, musky, and far stronger than anything he had ever experienced. Every swallow made his stomach twist with fresh humiliation, yet his tiny locked clit continued to leak steadily inside the steel chastity cage, soaking the front of his frilly pink panties even more.

Lyn moaned softly above him, her thick thighs clamped around his head as she ground her messy cunt against his face. Her beautiful large natural breasts heaved with each breath while she watched her 53-year-old husband debase himself.

“Deeper, Jonna,” she ordered, her voice thick with lust and cruelty. “Suck it all out like a good little creampie slut. I can feel Troy’s cum still leaking into your mouth. Swallow every drop, sissy.”

Jonna whimpered into her pussy, the vibrations making Lyn shudder with pleasure. He tried to pull back for air, but Lyn’s hand stayed firmly on the back of his head, pressing his face harder into her dripping folds.

“No running away now,” she teased. “This is what you get for hiding all that sissy and BBC porn from me for years. You’re going to clean up after every single load he gives me this weekend. Understand, Ma’am’s little cum-eater?”

“Yes, Mistress…” Jonna mumbled weakly, his words muffled against her slick flesh. He forced his tongue inside her stretched hole, scooping out more of the thick white seed and swallowing it down. The degrading act made his face burn with shame, but he couldn’t stop the pathetic little twitches of his caged cock.

Troy stood beside the bed, arms crossed, his massive 12-inch BBC still semi-hard and glistening with a mix of Lyn’s juices and his own cum. He looked down at the kneeling sissy with clear amusement.

“Look at that, Jonna. Your hotwife’s pussy is a complete mess because of me. Keep licking — make sure you don’t miss any. A good cuck cleans his wife thoroughly after she gets properly bred.”

Jonna’s tongue worked faster under the combined pressure of their words. He sucked gently on Lyn’s clit, then plunged back into her creampie, swallowing gulp after gulp until the flow finally slowed. His lips and chin were shiny and coated with the evidence of Troy’s dominance.

Lyn finally released his head and sat up on her elbows, looking down at her husband’s flushed, messy face with a satisfied smile. “Not bad for your first creampie cleanup, sissy. You’re already getting better at eating another man’s cum out of me.”

She reached down and patted his cheek condescendingly, smearing some of the leftover cum across his skin. “How does it taste, Jonna? Be honest with Mistress.”

Jonna lowered his eyes, voice trembling with humiliation. “It… it tastes strong, Ma’am. Salty… thick. I feel so ashamed.”

“Good,” Lyn said with a wicked laugh. “You should feel ashamed. Twenty-three years of marriage and the only way you can make me cum now is by licking another man’s load out of my pussy while you stay locked in that tiny cage.”

Troy chuckled darkly and stepped closer, his heavy cock swinging between his legs. He grabbed the back of Jonna’s head and rubbed the sticky head of his BBC across the sissy’s cum-smeared lips.

“Open up, beta. Clean my cock too. Your hotwife made a mess all over it while she was cumming.”

Jonna hesitated only a second before parting his lips. Troy pushed the fat head into his mouth, forcing him to taste the combined flavor of Lyn’s pussy and fresh cum. The sissy gagged softly as the thick shaft stretched his jaw, but he obediently sucked and licked until the massive Black cock was shiny and clean.

“That’s a start,” Troy said, pulling out with a wet pop. “But we’re nowhere near done tonight.”

Lyn stretched luxuriously on the bed, her curvy body on full display, cum still trickling slowly from her well-fucked pussy. She looked over at her broken husband with sparkling, dominant eyes.

“Get the towels and some water, Jonna. Then come right back. Troy is staying the whole weekend, and I plan on getting fucked at least two more times before morning. Every single load is going straight into me… and straight onto your tongue afterward.”

Jonna crawled away to obey, his pink panties soaked through and his mind reeling from the intense humiliation. As he left the room, he could already hear Lyn giggling and whispering something filthy to Troy on the bed.

When he returned a minute later with fresh towels and glasses of water, the sight that greeted him made his locked clit throb painfully again.

Lyn was on her back with her legs spread wide, and Troy was already positioning his newly hardened massive cock at the entrance of her dripping pussy.

“Watch closely, Jonna,” Troy said without looking away from Lyn. “Your hotwife is about to get round two. And when I fill her up again, you know exactly what your job is.”

Lyn locked eyes with her sissy husband and smiled cruelly as Troy began to push back inside her.

“Come sit at the foot of the bed where you can see everything, sissy. Mistress wants you to have a front-row seat while a real Bull breeds me again.”

Jonna sat down slowly, eyes glued to the sight of Troy’s enormous Black cock sinking deeper and deeper into his wife’s eager cunt once more.

The long night of training had only just begun, and Jonna could already feel his old life slipping further away with every thrust.


Chapter 7

Saturday morning sunlight filtered through the bedroom curtains as Jonna woke up on the floor at the foot of the bed. His jaw ached, his face still smelled strongly of sex and cum, and the steel chastity cage felt even tighter after the long night of forced cleanups. The frilly pink panties were crusty and soaked from hours of leaking pre-cum while he watched Troy fuck Lyn over and over.

Lyn and Troy were already awake and tangled together in the middle of the king-sized bed. Troy’s large hand was casually groping one of Lyn’s massive natural breasts while she stroked his thick morning wood. When they noticed Jonna stirring, Lyn sat up with a wicked smile, her heavy tits swaying freely.

“Morning, sissy,” she said sweetly. “Time to get you properly dressed for your new role. Troy and I decided you need a full sissy makeover today.”

Jonna’s stomach dropped. “Please, Mistress… not in front of him.”

Troy laughed and climbed out of bed, his massive 12-inch BBC swinging heavily between his muscular thighs. “Too late for begging, Jonna. Your hotwife wants you looking like the pathetic little girl you really are while I fuck her all day. Now get in the bathroom.”

They marched the trembling sissy into the master bathroom. Lyn pulled out the bag of supplies she had secretly ordered during the week — makeup, stockings, heels, a lacy black maid outfit, and a long blonde wig. For the next forty minutes, Lyn and Troy worked together transforming Jonna.

Foundation, blush, bright red lipstick, heavy eyeliner, and false lashes turned his face into an exaggerated, slutty feminine mask. The blonde wig framed his humiliated features perfectly. They slid sheer black stockings up his smooth legs, locked a pair of strappy 4-inch heels onto his feet, and finally dressed him in the skimpy maid outfit — complete with frilly white apron, short skirt that barely covered his caged clit and ass, and a matching lace bra that did nothing to hide his flat chest.

When they were finished, Lyn stepped back and clapped her hands in delight.

“Oh my God, look at you, Jonna! Such a pretty little sissy maid. Turn around and show us that cute ass.”

Jonna obeyed on shaky heels, the short skirt flipping up to reveal the pink chastity cage and his plugged ass. Troy had insisted on sliding a medium-sized black butt plug into him during the makeup session “to get you ready for later.”

Troy smirked and gave Jonna’s ass a firm slap. “Perfect. Now you look the part. From now on you will serve us properly, sissy maid Jonna.”

Lyn took Jonna by the chin and forced him to look in the full-length mirror. “See that? That’s you now. No more pretending to be a real husband. You’re our locked-up, dressed-up, cum-cleaning sissy maid. Say it.”

Jonna’s voice cracked with shame as he stared at his ridiculous reflection. “I’m… I’m your locked-up, dressed-up, cum-cleaning sissy maid, Mistress.”

“Good girl,” Lyn praised, patting his cheek. “Now go downstairs and make us breakfast. Troy and I are hungry after all that fucking last night. And make it quick — we’ll be waiting in the dining room.”

Jonna teetered downstairs in the heels, the butt plug shifting inside him with every step and sending unwanted sparks through his prostate. He prepared eggs, bacon, toast, and coffee as quickly as he could, his short maid skirt constantly riding up and exposing his caged clit.

When he carried the trays into the dining room, the sight that greeted him made his knees weak.

Lyn was already bent over the dining table, her thick ass in the air and her massive breasts squished against the wood. Troy stood behind her, slowly feeding his enormous Black cock back into her greedy pussy.

“Perfect timing, sissy maid,” Troy said without breaking rhythm. “Set the food down and watch how a real man fucks your hotwife right at the breakfast table.”

Jonna placed the trays down with shaking hands and was ordered to stand beside the table in his maid outfit, hands clasped behind his back like a proper servant. He had no choice but to watch up close as Troy’s thick 12-inch shaft stretched Lyn’s pussy again and again, her loud moans filling the room while her heavy tits slid back and forth on the table.

“Fuck, that feels so good,” Lyn gasped, looking straight at her feminized husband. “Watch closely, Jonna. See how deep he goes? See how wet I get for real cock? This is what breakfast looks like from now on.”

Troy picked up speed, slamming into her harder while addressing the sissy directly. “Keep watching, Jonna. Your hotwife is getting her morning breeding. When I fill her up, you know what to do. Sissy maid cleanup duty right here on the table.”

Lyn’s orgasm hit her hard. She cried out, her thick body shaking as she came all over Troy’s pounding cock. Moments later Troy buried himself deep and unloaded another massive load inside her, grunting as he pumped her full again.

As soon as Troy pulled out, Lyn snapped her fingers.

“Crawl under the table, Jonna. Mistress needs her pussy cleaned while I eat the breakfast you made. And don’t you dare miss a single drop.”

Jonna dropped to his knees in the ridiculous maid outfit, heels clicking awkwardly, and crawled between his wife’s spread thighs. Fresh, thick cum was already leaking from her well-fucked hole. He pressed his painted lips to her pussy and began licking and sucking obediently while Lyn and Troy ate above him, casually chatting and laughing as if having a sissy maid cleaning creampie under the table was completely normal.

Halfway through breakfast, Lyn reached down and held Jonna’s head firmly in place, grinding against his face.

“Such a good little sissy maid,” she moaned. “You’re doing so well. But we’re not stopping at cleanup today.”

She looked over at Troy with a cruel, excited smile.

“After breakfast, I think it’s time we teach Jonna how to suck cock properly. Don’t you agree?”

Troy grinned down at the feminized, cum-covered sissy still licking between Lyn’s thighs.

“Oh, I definitely agree. By the end of today, your little sissy maid is going to have her first real taste of BBC straight from the source.”

Jonna’s muffled whimper vibrated against Lyn’s cum-filled pussy as the next level of his forced-bi training loomed closer.

He was completely trapped — dressed, locked, plugged, and owned.

And the weekend was far from over.


Chapter 8

After breakfast, Lyn and Troy moved back to the living room with Jonna following behind in his humiliating sissy maid outfit. The short skirt barely covered his caged clit, the butt plug shifted with every step in the 4-inch heels, and his heavily made-up face still showed traces of dried cum around his red-painted lips.

Lyn sat on the large couch and patted the spot between her spread thighs. “On your knees right here, Jonna. It’s time for your next lesson.”

Jonna lowered himself carefully onto his knees, the maid skirt riding up to expose the pink chastity cage and the base of the black plug in his ass. Troy stood in front of him, tall and arrogant, slowly stroking his massive 12-inch BBC back to full hardness. The thick, veiny shaft bobbed heavily only inches from Jonna’s painted face.

Lyn reached forward and took hold of her sissy husband’s chin, forcing him to look up at the enormous Black cock. “You’ve watched me suck it. You’ve cleaned it after it fucked me. Now you’re going to learn how to worship it properly with that slutty mouth of yours.”

Troy smirked and tapped the fat, glistening head against Jonna’s red lips. “Open wide, sissy maid. Time to suck your first real cock.”

Jonna’s heart pounded with fear and shame. “Please, Mistress… I’ve never—”

“Shhh,” Lyn cut him off, her grip tightening on his chin. “No more whining. You’re going to suck Troy’s big Black dick like the eager little cocksucker you’re becoming. Start with the head. Use your tongue.”

Troy pressed the swollen mushroom head against Jonna’s lips. The sissy reluctantly parted them, and the thick cockhead pushed inside, stretching his mouth wide. The salty, musky taste flooded his tongue immediately.

“Mmmph…” Jonna gagged softly as Troy fed him the first few inches. His jaw ached from the sheer girth.

“That’s it,” Lyn encouraged cruelly, holding his head steady. “Suck on the head like a good girl. Swirl your tongue around it. Show Troy how grateful you are that he’s here satisfying your hotwife.”

Jonna tried to obey, his tongue moving awkwardly around the fat head while drool already began to spill from the corners of his stretched mouth. Troy groaned in pleasure and pushed deeper, sliding several more thick inches across Jonna’s tongue until the head bumped against the back of his throat.

“Relax your throat, sissy,” Troy ordered. “You’re going to take as much as you can. Your hotwife is watching.”

Lyn leaned in closer, her massive breasts brushing against Jonna’s shoulder as she coached him. “Breathe through your nose. Take more. I want to see those pretty red lips wrapped tight around that superior Black cock.”

Troy began to slowly fuck Jonna’s mouth, sliding in and out while holding the back of the sissy’s blonde wig. Wet, gagging sounds filled the living room as Jonna struggled, tears streaming down his made-up cheeks and mixing with the heavy drool running down his chin onto the frilly maid top.

“Fuck, he’s actually not bad for a first-timer,” Troy laughed, looking down at the crying sissy. “Look at your hotwife’s little maid choking on my dick, Lyn. Those painted lips look perfect stretched around me.”

Lyn smiled proudly and stroked Jonna’s cheek. “You’re doing so well, sissy. Keep sucking. Take him deeper. I want you to taste every inch that’s been ruining my pussy all weekend.”

Jonna gagged hard as Troy pushed even further, forcing nearly half his massive length down the sissy’s throat. His nose was pressed against Troy’s lower belly, and he couldn’t breathe. Panic rose, but Lyn held his head firmly in place for several long seconds before letting him pull back gasping and coughing, thick strings of spit connecting his lips to the shiny Black cock.

“Not bad,” Lyn purred. “Again. And this time I want you to beg for it first.”

Jonna gasped for air, his voice hoarse and broken. “Please, Sir… may I suck your cock?”

Troy grinned arrogantly. “Louder, sissy maid. Tell me exactly what you want.”

Jonna’s face burned with humiliation, but the combined stares from his dominant wife and the alpha Bull left him no choice. “Please, Sir… let me suck your big Black cock. I want to be a good cocksucker for you.”

“That’s better,” Troy said, and immediately shoved his thick shaft back into Jonna’s mouth.

For the next twenty minutes they used him. Troy fucked his face with long, steady strokes while Lyn held his head and gave constant verbal encouragement mixed with degradation.

“Look at you drooling all over a real man’s dick,” Lyn taunted. “My big strong husband reduced to a whimpering sissy maid on his knees. Keep going, Jonna. Suck him like you mean it.”

Jonna’s throat burned and his jaw throbbed, but he kept sucking, bobbing his head as best he could on the enormous cock. His own caged clit leaked constantly inside the steel tube, the prostate plug milking him with every movement.

Finally, Troy’s breathing grew ragged. He gripped Jonna’s head with both hands and started thrusting faster.

“Get ready, sissy. I’m going to feed you your first load straight from the source.”

Lyn’s eyes lit up with excitement. “Swallow it all, Jonna. Don’t you dare spill a drop of the Bull’s cum.”

Troy groaned loudly and buried as much of his cock as possible down Jonna’s throat. His heavy balls tightened and he erupted. Thick, powerful ropes of hot cum blasted directly into the sissy’s mouth and down his throat. Jonna choked and gagged but Lyn held his head firmly in place.

“Swallow, sissy! Swallow every drop!”

Jonna had no choice. He gulped desperately, swallowing load after load of Troy’s thick seed while tears poured down his face. The taste was overwhelming — salty, bitter, and far more potent than the creampies he had cleaned from Lyn.

When Troy finally pulled out, a final spurt landed across Jonna’s red lips and chin. The sissy gasped for air, coughing and swallowing the last remnants.

Lyn leaned down and kissed Jonna deeply, tasting Troy’s cum on her husband’s tongue. When she pulled back, she smiled with dark satisfaction.

“Look at you… my pretty little sissy maid with a belly full of superior Black cum. You did so well.”

Troy stroked his softening but still impressive cock and looked down at the broken, cum-stained figure kneeling before him.

“That was just the warmup, Jonna. Tonight we’re taking it even further. Your hotwife wants to see you get fucked like the sissy bitch you are.”

Jonna sat there on his knees in the maid outfit, makeup ruined, throat sore, and stomach full of another man’s load, realizing there was no turning back.

His complete surrender was happening faster than he ever imagined.


Chapter 9

That night the living room lights were dimmed low, casting long shadows across the scene. Jonna stood trembling in the center of the room, still dressed in the skimpy black maid outfit, sheer stockings, and 4-inch heels. His makeup was smudged from earlier, red lipstick slightly smeared, and the blonde wig sat crooked on his head. The medium butt plug still stretched his virgin ass, making every small movement send sparks through his prostate.

Lyn sat on the couch wearing nothing but a silky black robe that hung open, her massive natural breasts fully exposed and her thick thighs spread. She held a thick, realistic 8-inch strap-on dildo in her hands, slowly stroking it as she smiled at her broken sissy husband.

Troy lounged beside her, his massive 12-inch BBC already half-hard again, casually stroking himself while he watched the show about to unfold.

“Time to take the next step, Jonna,” Lyn announced, her voice dripping with cruel excitement. “Mistress is going to fuck that tight little sissy ass while Troy fucks me. You’re going to feel what it’s like to be used from both ends.”

Jonna’s voice shook. “Please, Mistress… my ass has never—”

“Quiet,” Lyn snapped, standing up and buckling the thick strap-on around her hips. The heavy silicone cock jutted out obscenely from her curvy body. “You’ve been plugged all day to get you ready. Now bend over the ottoman and present that plugged hole to your Mistress.”

Jonna obeyed on shaky heels, bending forward over the large leather ottoman so his short maid skirt flipped up, exposing his ass and the base of the black plug. Lyn stepped behind him, gripped the plug, and slowly twisted it before pulling it free with a wet pop. Jonna whimpered at the sudden empty feeling.

Lyn poured a generous amount of lube over the strap-on and onto Jonna’s exposed hole. She pressed the fat head against his tight entrance and began pushing forward.

“Relax, sissy. Take Mistress’s cock like a good girl.”

Jonna gasped sharply as the thick dildo stretched his virgin ass. Inch by inch it sank deeper, the burning pressure making his eyes water. When Lyn finally bottomed out, the base of the strap-on pressed against his plugged cheeks.

“Oh fuck… it’s inside me,” Jonna moaned, his voice high and feminine from the humiliation.

Lyn started thrusting slowly at first, then built up a steady rhythm, fucking her sissy husband’s ass with long, deep strokes. The strap-on dragged across his prostate with every thrust, forcing his locked clit to leak heavily into the pink chastity cage.

At the same time, Troy moved behind Lyn. He grabbed her wide hips, lined up his enormous Black cock, and slammed into her dripping pussy in one powerful thrust.

Lyn cried out in pleasure as she was sandwiched between them. “Yes, Troy! Fuck me hard while I peg my little sissy!”

The room filled with the obscene sounds of flesh slapping flesh. Lyn fucked Jonna’s ass harder, driving the strap-on deep while Troy pounded her cunt from behind. Her massive breasts bounced wildly with every thrust, and her moans grew louder and more desperate.

Jonna was lost in sensation. The constant milking of his prostate made his caged clit drip pre-cum in a steady stream. Every time Troy thrust into Lyn, the force pushed Lyn’s strap-on even deeper into Jonna’s ass, creating a brutal chain of dominance.

“Look at you, Jonna,” Lyn panted between moans. “Getting fucked like a bitch while a real man breeds your wife. Does it feel good having Mistress’s cock in your sissy hole?”

“Yes, Mistress…” Jonna whimpered, his voice breaking. “It feels… so full… I can’t stop leaking…”

Troy laughed and addressed the sissy directly while slamming into Lyn. “Feel that, Jonna? Every time I fuck your hotwife, she fucks you harder. Your ass belongs to us now.”

The intense prostate stimulation quickly became too much. Jonna’s locked clit twitched violently inside the cage and he came without touching himself — a weak, ruined orgasm that produced only a small dribble of watery cum that leaked uselessly onto the floor beneath him.

Lyn noticed immediately and laughed cruelly. “Did my little sissy just have a hands-free sissygasm? Pathetic. Real men shoot big loads. You just drip like a broken bitch.”

She didn’t stop pegging him. Instead, she reached under and gave the chastity cage a mocking squeeze while continuing to thrust.

Troy’s pace grew frantic. He gripped Lyn’s hips tighter and growled, “I’m close, Lyn. Gonna fill this married pussy again.”

“Do it,” Lyn begged, pushing back onto his massive cock. “Breed me while I fuck my sissy husband!”

Troy buried himself to the hilt and unloaded deep inside Lyn with a loud groan, pumping rope after thick rope of hot cum into her. The force of his orgasm pushed Lyn forward, driving the strap-on even deeper into Jonna’s ass and triggering another weak prostate orgasm from the sissy.

When Troy finally pulled out, a huge creampie immediately began leaking from Lyn’s well-fucked cunt.

Lyn slowly withdrew the strap-on from Jonna’s gaping hole, leaving him panting and trembling over the ottoman.

“Turn around, sissy,” she commanded. “Clean Mistress’s cock first, then clean the fresh load Troy just gave me. Double cleanup duty tonight.”

Jonna turned weakly on his knees, his ass still twitching from the pegging. He opened his mouth and accepted the strap-on covered in lube and his own ass juices, sucking it clean while Lyn moaned softly above him.

Once the dildo was shiny, Lyn sat back on the couch, spread her thick thighs, and pulled Jonna’s face between her legs.

“My turn. Eat Troy’s cum out of me while he watches. Show us both what a well-trained sissy maid you’ve become.”

Jonna dove in obediently, licking and sucking the fresh, thick creampie from his wife’s pussy while Troy relaxed on the couch, stroking his spent but still impressive cock.

As Jonna swallowed yet another load of superior Black cum, Lyn stroked his blonde wig almost tenderly.

“You’re doing so well, Jonna. By tomorrow, I think you’ll be ready to take Troy’s real cock in that sissy ass. Wouldn’t that be perfect? My husband fully broken and owned by BBC.”

Jonna could only whimper into her cum-filled pussy, his mind too foggy and humiliated to protest.

The final stages of his total surrender were closing in fast.


Chapter 10

By Sunday afternoon, Jonna was completely broken.

The sissy maid stood in the center of the living room in full feminine glory — blonde wig perfectly straightened, heavy makeup touched up, frilly black maid outfit barely covering his plugged ass and steel-chastity-caged clit. The 4-inch heels made his legs look long and slutty, and his red-painted lips trembled as he waited for his final instructions.

Lyn lounged on the couch like a queen, completely naked, her thick curvy body on full display. Her massive natural breasts rested heavily on her chest, nipples still stiff from the weekend’s endless fucking. Troy sat beside her, his muscular frame relaxed, his massive 12-inch BBC hanging thick and heavy between his legs, already twitching back to life.

“Come here, Jonna,” Lyn commanded softly but firmly.

Jonna teetered forward on the heels until he stood directly in front of them. Lyn reached out and cupped his chin, forcing him to meet her eyes.

“Look at what you’ve become in just one weekend,” she said, her voice dripping with satisfaction. “From my vanilla husband of twenty-three years to my eager little sissy maid. Locked. Dressed. Fucked. Filled with cum. How do you feel, sissy?”

Jonna’s voice came out small and submissive. “I feel… owned, Mistress. Broken. My tiny clit doesn’t even feel like mine anymore. I just want to serve you and Sir.”

Lyn smiled proudly and stroked his cheek. “Good girl. That’s exactly what I wanted to hear.”

Troy leaned forward, his deep voice commanding. “On your knees, Jonna. It’s time to show us both how completely you’ve accepted your new place.”

Jonna dropped obediently to his knees between Troy’s spread thighs. Without being told twice, he leaned forward, opened his red lips, and took the thick head of Troy’s BBC into his mouth. He sucked gently at first, then deeper, bobbing his head with practiced submission as he worshipped the superior Black cock that had ruined his marriage.

Lyn watched with dark pleasure, slowly rubbing her swollen clit while her sissy husband sucked cock.

“That’s it, Jonna. Suck him nice and slow. Show Troy how grateful you are that he came here and claimed your hotwife.”

Troy groaned in approval and placed a hand on the back of Jonna’s wig, guiding him further down the thick shaft. “Good little cocksucker. Your hotwife trained you well this weekend.”

After several minutes of sloppy worship, Lyn stood up and straddled Troy’s lap, facing away from him. She lowered herself onto his massive cock, moaning loudly as the 12-inch BBC stretched her pussy once again. Once fully seated, she began riding him with slow, deep rolls of her thick hips, her heavy breasts bouncing beautifully.

“Keep sucking his balls while he fucks me, Jonna,” she ordered breathlessly.

Jonna obeyed instantly, licking and sucking Troy’s heavy balls while the Bull’s thick shaft disappeared repeatedly into his wife’s greedy cunt right above his face. The wet sounds of Lyn’s pussy and her loud moans filled the room.

Lyn rode harder, her ass slapping against Troy’s thighs. “Fuck, this cock owns me now. I’m never going back to your pathetic little white dick, Jonna. From now on, you stay locked and dressed while real men like Troy use me whenever they want.”

Troy gripped Lyn’s hips and started thrusting up into her, driving his cock even deeper. “Tell your sissy what the future looks like, Lyn.”

Lyn looked down at her feminized, cock-worshipping husband and smiled wickedly.

“The future is simple, Jonna. We’re retired and rich — we can travel anywhere. I’m going to start dating Bulls openly. Black Bulls, hung Bulls, groups of Bulls. You’ll come with us as my sissy maid. You’ll carry my bags, serve drinks, fluff the Bulls, and clean every creampie out of me afterward. Sometimes you’ll even get to watch from the corner in your pretty outfits while they take turns on me. And if you’re very good… maybe we’ll let you get fucked by them too.”

Jonna moaned around Troy’s balls, his caged clit dripping steadily onto the floor beneath him.

Troy suddenly lifted Lyn off his cock and positioned her on all fours on the couch. He slammed back into her from behind in one brutal thrust, making her massive tits swing wildly.

“Beg for it, Jonna,” Troy growled while pounding Lyn senseless. “Beg to clean the final load of the weekend out of your hotwife.”

Jonna pulled off Troy’s balls, his voice hoarse and desperate. “Please, Sir… please fill Mistress with your cum. Let me clean her creampie one more time. I need it, Sir. I need to taste you inside her.”

Troy fucked Lyn harder, his heavy balls slapping against her clit. Lyn screamed in ecstasy as another powerful orgasm ripped through her thick body. Moments later Troy buried himself to the hilt and unloaded deep inside her, flooding her married pussy with the biggest load of the entire weekend.

When he finally pulled out, a thick river of white cum poured from Lyn’s gaping hole.

Lyn snapped her fingers. “Cleanup time, sissy maid.”

Jonna dove between her thighs without hesitation. He pressed his painted lips to her dripping cunt and began licking and sucking with pure devotion, swallowing every thick rope of Troy’s cum while Lyn moaned and stroked his wig.

When he had cleaned her thoroughly, Lyn pulled him up and kissed him deeply, tasting the mix of cum and her own juices on his tongue.

“You did it, Jonna,” she whispered against his lips. “You’re fully mine now. My locked, dressed, cock-sucking, creampie-eating sissy cuckold.”

Troy stood up, his cock still impressive even when soft, and looked down at the completely surrendered couple.

“I’ll be back next weekend,” he said casually. “And I might bring a couple friends. Your hotwife deserves to be shared.”

Lyn smiled brightly and pulled Jonna against her soft, cum-scented body.

“What do you say, sissy?”

Jonna looked up at both of them, his eyes glassy with total acceptance.

“Thank you, Mistress. Thank you, Sir. I can’t wait.”

Lyn kissed the top of his head tenderly.

“Good girl. Our retired life just got a lot more exciting. Pack your prettiest outfits, Jonna. We’re going on our first hotwife vacation soon… and you’re coming as the official sissy maid and cleanup bitch.”

As the three of them sat together — Lyn glowing with sexual satisfaction, Troy smirking like the alpha he was, and Jonna kneeling contentedly at their feet in his maid uniform — it was clear the old marriage was dead.

A new, filthy, addictive chapter had just begun.
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