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Foreword

Welcome to the steamy side of paradise.

This story is pure, no-holds-barred hardcore erotica written for readers who love intense sissy transformation, chastity denial, dominant hotwives, arrogant BBC bulls, forced bi, creampie cleanup, and total male surrender.

If you enjoy watching a once-vanilla husband slowly break and become a eager, locked, feminized sissy slut for superior Black cock while his thick, sexy wife discovers her inner hotwife goddess, then you’re in the right place.

Fair warning: This book is extremely explicit, filthy, and shameless. There is no fade-to-black. There is only raw, dirty, addictive humiliation and pleasure.

Now turn the page… and enjoy the fall of Jon into Jonna.

— Joseph Robert


Chapter 1

Jon shifted uncomfortably on the oversized leather couch in their sprawling, paid-off retirement home on the Big Island of Hawaii, the kind of place most people only dreamed of after twenty-three years of grinding. At fifty-three, 5'6" and a lean 145 pounds, he looked every bit the unassuming beta husband he'd always been. But tonight, two weeks into his wife's absence, he was anything but calm. His tiny four-inch cock throbbed painfully inside the cruelly tight pink chastity cage he'd locked himself into the day Lyn left for Vegas with her best friend Lori. The steel ring bit into his shaved balls, and the minuscule tube squeezed his pathetic nub until it leaked clear precum nonstop.

To make matters worse, he'd graduated to a thick, heavy butt plug—easily the largest he'd ever taken—stretching his virgin ass for the entire two weeks. Every movement sent jolts of humiliating pleasure through his prostate, making his locked clit twitch and drip into the silky black panties he wore under his sweatpants. Lyn had no idea about any of it. She thought her quiet, reliable husband was just "handling things" while she enjoyed girls' trip freedom. Jon, however, had spent the last fourteen days edging himself into madness, scrolling BBC cuckold porn on his phone late at night, imagining his thick, sexy wife getting railed by superior Black cocks.

Lyn was fifty now but looked better than ever—a voluptuous brunette with soft curves in all the right places and the most beautiful, large, natural breasts Jon had ever seen. They hung heavy and full, jiggling with every step, nipples always faintly visible through her tops. Her ass was thick and juicy, hips wide from years of dance instruction. She'd been a popular instructor back in the day, and Jon knew men had always stared. Now retired and well-off, they could travel anywhere, do anything. But right now, with two more weeks until she returned, Jon's denial had pushed him over the edge.

"Fuck... I can't take it anymore," he muttered, his voice shaky as he stood up. The heavy plug shifted deep inside him, pressing right against his prostate and forcing another spurt of precum into his already-soaked panties. His balls ached. His mind was foggy with pure horniness. He needed more. Real stimulation. Something filthier than his phone screen.

He grabbed his keys and drove across town to the seedy adult sex shop on the outskirts, the one with blacked-out windows and a flickering neon sign that read "XXX Video Booths – Open 24/7." His heart hammered in his chest as he parked in the back lot, glancing around nervously like a guilty schoolboy. Inside, the store smelled of stale cum and disinfectant. He avoided the clerk's knowing smirk, bought a handful of tokens, and slipped into one of the private gloryhole booths, locking the door behind him with trembling fingers.

The small room was dimly lit, sticky floor, a worn bench, and a screen on the wall. Jon fed the tokens in quickly, his breathing ragged. He selected the "BBC Cuckold" category and hit play. The video exploded onto the screen: a locked white husband on his knees, watching helplessly as a massive Black bull with a monster cock destroyed his hotwife's pussy. The wife moaned like a whore, screaming about how much bigger and better it felt than her husband's worthless little dick.

Jon's mouth went dry. His caged clit strained uselessly against the plastic as he yanked his sweatpants down to his ankles, exposing the slutty black panties stretched tight over his plugged ass and locked package. He rubbed the front of the damp fabric frantically, feeling the hard cage underneath while his eyes stayed glued to the screen.

"God... yes... fuck her," he whispered, voice cracking. The bull on screen pulled out and painted the wife's gaping cunt with thick ropes of cum. The cuck husband was immediately ordered to clean it up. Jon's plug shifted again as he squirmed, the pressure building unbearably in his denied balls. Two weeks. No orgasms. Just constant aching need and deeper, darker fantasies about Lyn becoming a hotwife while he... while he...

Another video started automatically—more intense this time. A sissy husband in panties, makeup running, eagerly sucking a huge Black cock while his wife cheered him on and called him a pathetic beta faggot. Jon's hand moved faster over his caged nub, hips bucking involuntarily. The heavy plug made every twitch feel like he was getting fucked.

He was so lost in the filth, so desperate and horny, that he barely registered the soft knock on the thin wall separating his booth from the next one. Then it happened.

A thick, dark, veiny cock—easily eleven inches long and as thick as his wrist—pushed slowly through the glory hole cut into the partition. It hung there heavy and menacing, the fat mushroom head already glistening with a drop of precum, inches from Jon's shocked face.

Jon's breath caught. His mind screamed to pull up his pants and run. But his body betrayed him completely. Two weeks of brutal chastity, constant plugging, and nonstop BBC cuckold porn had broken something inside the quiet retired husband. His eyes glazed over. A strange, submissive trance took hold.

He slid off the bench and dropped to his knees on the dirty floor without thinking, staring at the massive real Black cock throbbing right in front of him. It smelled musky, manly, powerful—nothing like his own pathetic little dick. His mouth watered.

Jon leaned forward, heart pounding, and parted his painted lips (he'd secretly practiced with lipstick too). His well-trained gag reflex, honed over months of secretly deepthroating lifelike dildos in the garage when Lyn was out, took over perfectly.

The first taste of real cock hit his tongue—salty, warm, alive.

And just like that, the reluctant sissy husband began his fall.


Chapter 2

Jon knelt on the sticky floor of the gloryhole booth, his sweatpants tangled around his ankles and his slutty black panties stretched tight over his caged little cock and plugged ass. The massive 11-inch BBC throbbed inches from his face, the thick veiny shaft pulsing with raw power, a fat drop of precum already beading at the wide slit. His mind screamed that this was insane—he was a married man, a retired 53-year-old husband—but the two weeks of cruel chastity and the heavy plug milking his prostate had turned him into a desperate, dripping mess. His tiny locked clit strained painfully against the pink cage, leaking steadily into the soaked fabric as he stared at the superior Black cock like it was the only thing that mattered.

He moved like he was in a trance, heart hammering so hard he could hear it in his ears. Leaning forward, Jon parted his lips and let the fat, spongy head slide across his tongue. The taste exploded in his mouth—salty, musky, undeniably masculine. Nothing like the rubber dildos he’d secretly practiced on for months in the garage. This was real. Hot. Alive. Throbbing with arrogant strength.

He suckled the fat head eagerly, swirling his tongue around the underside as the thick shaft stretched his lips wide. His well-trained throat relaxed instantly, taking the first several inches without resistance. Saliva already dripped from the corners of his mouth as he bobbed forward, hungry for more. The heavy plug in his ass shifted with every movement, grinding against his prostate and forcing fresh spurts of precum to soak his panties.

On the other side of the thin wall, the anonymous bull groaned deeply, clearly enjoying the wet, eager mouth working his cock. “Fuck… that’s a good hungry mouth. Keep going, slut.”

Jon whimpered around the thick meat, the praise making his caged nub twitch harder. He pushed deeper, relaxing his throat until the fat head bumped the back and then slid further. Inch after veiny inch disappeared between his stretched lips until his nose was nearly pressed to the rough partition. He slurped noisily, hollowing his cheeks and working his tongue along the underside like the filthy porn sluts he’d watched for weeks. Spit ran down his chin and dripped onto his chest as he started bobbing faster, fucking his own face on the massive Black cock.

His free hand rubbed frantically at the front of his soaked black panties, grinding the hard plastic cage against his palm while his hips humped the air. Every thrust of his head made the heavy butt plug shift inside him, milking his prostate relentlessly and building a strange, building pressure he’d never felt so intensely before.

The bull on the other side started feeding more of his thick cock through the glory hole, slow, deliberate thrusts that forced Jon to take every inch. “Damn… you really know how to handle a big dick. Suck it just like that.”

Jon’s eyes watered with lust as he deepthroated the entire 11 inches again and again, his throat bulging visibly around the invading shaft. The wet, obscene glucking sounds echoed in the small booth. He was lost—completely surrendered to the filthy act. His locked clit leaked nonstop, the front of his panties dark and sticky. He rubbed himself faster, desperate and humiliated, feeling the plug press harder against that sensitive spot with every bob of his head.

The pressure built rapidly. His balls tightened inside the tight cage ring. Suddenly his whole body convulsed as a powerful hands-free sissy orgasm crashed through him. His tiny caged cock twitched and spurted weakly, soaking his panties with thin, clear cum while his plugged ass clenched rhythmically around the thick toy. He never stopped sucking—moaning loudly around the throbbing BBC as wave after humiliating wave rolled over him, making his vision blur and his throat tighten even more around the fat shaft.

The bull groaned louder, clearly feeling the extra vibrations. “Shit… you’re really into this. Keep sucking, bitch. Gonna fill that greedy mouth.”

Jon kept going, still trembling from his ruined orgasm, doubling his efforts with sloppy, desperate enthusiasm. He sucked harder, faster, taking the massive cock balls-deep with every stroke, his painted lips (a secret touch he’d added that night) sliding wetly along the veiny length. His hand reached back to press on the base of the plug, fucking himself deeper while he worshipped the superior dick.

Minutes later, the bull’s heavy balls drew up tight. His cock swelled even thicker in Jon’s stretched throat. “Fuck yeah… here it comes. Swallow it all.”

Powerful ropes of thick, hot Black cum erupted straight down Jon’s throat. He gulped frantically, swallowing every heavy spurt like an obedient whore, the salty-bitter load coating his tongue and filling his belly. He kept sucking and milking until the last drops were drained, his own caged clit giving one final pathetic twitch in his ruined panties.

Finally, the massive cock slipped from his swollen, cum-smeared lips with a wet pop. Jon knelt there panting, drool and cum dripping down his chin onto his chest, his black panties absolutely destroyed and clinging wetly to his locked package.

Then the glory hole cock withdrew. A moment later, a phone screen lit up faintly on the other side, and a deep, commanding voice chuckled low.

“Goddamn… that was one hell of a sloppy blowjob. You just swallowed every drop while cumming in your panties like a desperate little bitch. Smile for the camera.”

Jon’s blood ran cold. The voice continued, calm and arrogant. “I know exactly who you are, Jon. Husband of my old dance teacher Lyn. Always wanted to fuck that thick, sexy MILF body of hers. Now I’ve got video proof of her pathetic husband on his knees for BBC. You’re gonna invite me over when she gets back… or this goes public.”

Troy’s face appeared briefly through the hole, smirking with dark satisfaction.

“Name’s Troy. See you soon, sissy.”

Jon trembled on his knees, cum still dripping from his lips, his locked cock twitching helplessly in its soaked prison.

He was already owned.

And Troy was just getting started.


Chapter 3

“Name’s Troy. See you soon, sissy.”

Jon trembled on his knees, cum still dripping from his lips, his locked cock twitching helplessly in its soaked prison. He was already owned. And Troy was just getting started.

The words hit Jon like a gut punch. His stomach twisted with raw panic even as another weak spurt of precum leaked from his caged nub into the ruined black panties. He stared at the glory hole, mouth slack, thick strings of saliva and Black cum still connecting his swollen lips to the disappearing cock. The taste of Troy’s load coated his tongue, heavy and masculine, refusing to fade.

On the other side of the thin wall, Troy’s deep voice continued, calm and commanding, laced with dark amusement. “Don’t bother denying it. I saw your face clear as day on the security feed when you walked in. Recognized you instantly—Lyn’s quiet little husband. She used to be my dance instructor back when I was younger. That thick brunette MILF with the huge natural tits… fuck, I jerked off thinking about her for years. Always wanted to bend her over and stuff her full of real BBC while her beta hubby watched.”

Jon’s breath came in short, shaky gasps. He tried to stand but his legs felt like jelly. The heavy butt plug shifted deep inside his ass, pressing mercilessly against his prostate and sending another humiliating jolt of pleasure through his spent body. His tiny 4-inch cock remained painfully locked, the pink cage slick with his own sissy cum.

Troy chuckled again, the sound low and cruel. “And now I’ve got all the proof I need. Video of you on your knees, deepthroating my cock like a pro, swallowing every thick rope while you humped your hand and came in your slutty panties. Look at you—still on your knees with my load in your belly. Pathetic locked cuck.”

A phone screen flashed briefly through the glory hole, showing the damning footage: Jon’s face clearly visible, eyes glazed with lust as he bobbed eagerly on the massive Black dick, moaning like a whore, then gulping down cum while his body shuddered through a hands-free orgasm. The audio captured every wet slurp, every desperate whimper, and the unmistakable sound of his panties getting soaked.

Jon felt his face burn with shame. “P-please…” he whispered hoarsely, voice cracking. “Delete it… I’ll do anything.”

“You’ll do anything anyway,” Troy replied smoothly. “Because if this gets out—sent to your wife, posted online, shared with your retired friends—your perfect little life is over. So here’s what’s gonna happen. Lyn gets back from Vegas in two weeks, right? You’re gonna text me the second she’s home. You’re gonna invite me over for a nice friendly visit. Tell her I’m an old student who just moved back to town and wanted to catch up. You’ll be polite. You’ll smile. And you’ll sit there like the good little beta you are while I seduce your hotwife right in front of you.”

Jon’s mind reeled. The idea of Troy—towering, commanding, hung like a porn star—coming into their home, flirting with Lyn, touching her… it terrified him. It also made his locked clit twitch again inside the tight cage.

“I… I can’t…” he stammered weakly.

“You can and you will,” Troy cut him off. “Or everyone sees what a eager little BBC cocksucker her husband really is. Understand, sissy?”

Jon swallowed hard, the taste of Troy’s cum still thick in his throat. He nodded slowly, defeated. “Y-yes… I understand.”

“Good boy.” Troy’s voice dripped with satisfaction. “Now clean yourself up before you leave. Wouldn’t want your wife’s friend Lori hearing about this when she gets back, would we? And keep that cage on. Keep that plug in. I want you nice and desperate when I come over to claim what’s mine.”

The phone screen disappeared. Jon heard movement on the other side of the wall, then silence. Troy was gone.

Jon stayed on his knees for several long minutes, trembling, trying to process what had just happened. His first real cock. His first taste of cum. His first sissy orgasm from sucking a superior Black bull. And now blackmail. Real, devastating blackmail from a man who wanted to fuck his wife.

Finally, he forced himself to stand on shaky legs. He pulled up his sweatpants over the soaked, cum-stained panties, wincing as the heavy plug shifted again. In the booth’s dirty mirror, he saw his reflection: flushed face, swollen lips, a smear of cum still glistening on his chin. He wiped it away with the back of his hand, but the shame remained burned into his soul.

He drove home in a daze, the plug rubbing with every bump in the road, keeping him constantly on edge. Back in their empty luxury house, Jon stripped down to just the wet panties and cage. He collapsed onto the bed, staring at the ceiling, replaying every second in his mind.

Two weeks. He had two weeks until Lyn came home. Two weeks until he had to invite Troy into their lives. Two weeks until his confident, sexy wife would come face to face with the arrogant alpha who now owned her husband’s secret.

Jon’s locked cock gave another hopeless twitch.

Deep down, beneath the terror and humiliation, a dark, submissive part of him was already wondering what it would feel like when Troy finally took control in front of Lyn.

He was broken. And the real fall had only just begun.


Chapter 4

Lyn stepped through the front door of their beautiful oceanfront home on the Big Island of Hawaii two weeks later, the warm tropical breeze following her inside. At fifty years old, she looked stunning—thick, curvy body poured into a tight sundress that hugged her wide hips and heavy, natural breasts. Those magnificent tits bounced softly with every step, the deep cleavage on full display, tanned skin glowing from her Vegas trip. Her long brunette hair cascaded over her shoulders, and her full lips curved into a satisfied smile as she dropped her suitcase.

“God, it’s good to be home,” she sighed, stretching luxuriously so her massive breasts strained against the thin fabric. “Vegas was wild, baby. Lori and I had the time of our lives—shows, pools, way too many drinks. I feel ten years younger.”

Jon stood in the living room, heart pounding, trying to keep his voice steady. He was still locked in the tiny pink chastity cage, the heavy butt plug still buried deep in his ass after four full weeks of denial. His tiny 4-inch cock had been leaking almost constantly since the gloryhole encounter with Troy. The silky panties under his shorts were perpetually damp. He forced a smile as Lyn pulled him into a hug, her soft, heavy tits pressing warmly against his chest.

“Missed you,” he managed, voice slightly hoarse. The plug shifted as he moved, sending another shameful throb through his prostate.

Lyn pulled back and eyed him playfully, her hand sliding down to cup his crotch through his shorts. She felt the hard plastic cage immediately and raised an eyebrow, a wicked little smirk forming on her lips. “Well, well… what do we have here? Did my quiet little husband finally get adventurous while I was gone? Locked up tight, huh? How long has this been on?”

Jon’s face burned. “Since… since you left,” he admitted quietly, unable to meet her eyes. “Four weeks now.”

Lyn laughed, a rich, throaty sound that made her breasts jiggle. “Four weeks? You poor thing. No wonder you look so wound up.” She gave the cage a teasing squeeze, feeling how full and desperate his small balls were. “Bet you’ve been humping the air like a horny little puppy every night. Did you miss Mommy’s big tits and wet pussy?”

Before Jon could answer, she stepped back and peeled the sundress down, letting her massive natural breasts spill free. They were even more breathtaking after the Vegas sun—full, heavy, with large dark nipples already hardening in the warm Hawaiian air. She cupped them and bounced them teasingly for him. “These got a lot of attention in Vegas, you know. Guys staring nonstop. Made me feel so fucking sexy.”

Jon’s locked clit strained painfully. The plug pressed harder against his prostate as he shifted. He wanted to drop to his knees right there, but the memory of Troy’s video and the blackmail demand burned in his mind. He had to do this now.

“Uh… Lyn,” he started, voice shaking. “There’s something I wanted to ask. An old acquaintance of yours just moved back to the island. Troy. He said he used to take dance lessons from you years ago. He reached out and… I thought maybe we could invite him over for dinner tonight? Catch up. Since we’re retired and have the time.”

Lyn paused, her hands still cupping her bare tits. Her expression shifted from playful to suspicious in an instant. She tilted her head, studying her husband carefully. “Troy? The tall Black guy? Yeah, I remember him. Cocky kid back then, always staring at my body during class. He was a good dancer, but way too forward.” She laughed lightly, but there was an edge to it. “Why the hell would you want to invite him over? You’ve never been the type to suggest stuff like that.”

Jon swallowed hard, feeling the plug throb inside him. “He seemed nice when he messaged. Just thought it’d be good to have company. We’ve got that nice lanai overlooking the ocean. I can grill some steaks.”

Lyn narrowed her eyes, her massive breasts rising and falling with her breath. For a moment she looked like she might refuse outright. “I don’t know, Jon. It feels weird. You inviting one of my old students over without even asking me first? And right after I get home?” She shook her head, crossing her arms under her heavy tits, pushing them up even more dramatically. “I’m tired from traveling. Maybe another time.”

“Please?” Jon’s voice came out smaller than he intended. “I already… kind of told him tonight might work. He’s new back in town and doesn’t know many people yet.”

Lyn stared at him for a long, uncomfortable beat. The confident, liberated energy from her Vegas trip clashed with her natural caution. “You already told him? What the fuck, Jon?” She sighed heavily, her thick body shifting with irritation, but then a reluctant smirk tugged at her lips. “Fine. Whatever. One dinner. But if he’s still that arrogant prick I remember, we’re kicking him out early. And you’re cleaning up everything afterward.”

Jon nodded quickly, relief and dread mixing in his gut. “Thank you.”

A few hours later, as the Hawaiian sun began to set in a blaze of orange and pink over the ocean, the doorbell rang. Jon’s stomach flipped. He was still locked and plugged, wearing loose shorts to hide the bulge of the cage. Lyn had changed into a low-cut red top that barely contained her enormous breasts and a short flowy skirt that showed off her thick thighs and juicy ass. She looked every bit the confident hotwife, even if she didn’t know it yet.

Jon opened the door.

Troy stood there—late thirties, towering well over six feet, broad muscular shoulders, dark skin gleaming under the sunset. He wore a tight black polo that stretched across his powerful chest and shorts that did nothing to hide the heavy bulge swinging between his legs. His presence filled the doorway, raw alpha energy radiating off him.

“Lyn,” Troy said smoothly, his deep voice commanding as his eyes immediately dropped to her massive cleavage. A slow, arrogant smile spread across his face. “Damn… you look even better than I remembered, teach. Those years have been very kind to you.”

Lyn’s eyes widened in recognition. She crossed her arms again, but it only pushed her huge natural breasts higher, drawing Troy’s hungry gaze. For a second she looked ready to object, to tell him to leave. But something flickered in her expression—old memories, the heat of his stare, the confident way he carried himself. Her cheeks flushed slightly.

“Troy,” she said, voice a mix of surprise and reluctant intrigue. “It’s been a long time. You… filled out.”

Jon stood silently behind her, heart racing, the heavy plug pressing deep as his locked cock twitched uselessly. He watched his sexy wife’s body language shift—her objections melting, her thick curves responding instinctively to the towering Black bull now stepping into their home.

Troy’s eyes flicked briefly to Jon, a knowing smirk flashing across his face before returning to Lyn’s heaving breasts.

The seduction had already begun.

And Jon could only watch, humiliated and aching, as his perfect retired life in Hawaii started to crumble in the most erotic way possible.


Chapter 5

The three of them settled on the spacious lanai overlooking the calm Hawaiian ocean as the sunset painted the sky in deep oranges and pinks. A warm tropical breeze carried the scent of salt and plumeria. Jon had grilled steaks and opened a couple bottles of good red wine, but he barely touched his food. He sat quietly in the corner chair, still locked in the tiny pink chastity cage with the heavy butt plug buried deep in his ass, every shift sending humiliating little sparks through his prostate. His soaked panties clung uncomfortably under his shorts.

Troy dominated the conversation from the moment he sat down. The towering Black alpha filled the space with his commanding presence, broad shoulders stretching his tight polo, the heavy bulge in his shorts impossible to ignore whenever he spread his legs. His eyes rarely left Lyn.

“Damn, Lyn,” Troy said, voice deep and smooth as he refilled her wine glass, letting his fingers brush hers deliberately. “You still got it. Those dance classes you taught… I used to watch you move across the floor and think about nothing but bending that thick body over. Those hips. That ass. And fuck… those tits.” His gaze dropped openly to her massive natural breasts straining against the low-cut red top, the deep cleavage on full display. “They look even bigger and juicier than I remembered. Bet they feel even better too.”

Lyn laughed, a rich, throaty sound, but her cheeks flushed darker. She was fifty, confident, and freshly energized from her wild Vegas trip with Lori, yet Troy’s bold, unapologetic flirting caught her off guard. “You haven’t changed a bit, Troy. Still as cocky as the kid who couldn’t keep his eyes off his instructor.” She took a sip of wine, her heavy breasts rising and falling, nipples faintly hardening under the thin fabric. “But I’m a married woman now. Retired, living the good life here in Hawaii with my husband.”

Jon sat silently, face burning, his locked 4-inch cock twitching uselessly in its tight cage. The plug pressed relentlessly against his prostate as he watched his wife’s body language shift—her thick thighs pressing together, her posture opening just a little more toward the powerful Black bull across the table.

Troy leaned back, smirking arrogantly, completely ignoring Jon’s presence. “Married, huh? To this quiet little guy?” He gestured lazily at Jon without looking at him. “No offense, Jon, but a woman like Lyn needs a real man to keep up with her. Those big tits deserve to be worshipped properly. That juicy ass needs to be grabbed and spread. And that pussy…” His voice dropped lower, eyes locked on Lyn’s. “Bet it’s still tight and hungry after all these years.”

Lyn’s breath hitched. She should have shut it down. She should have told Troy to watch his mouth or leave. Instead, she crossed her arms under her enormous breasts, unintentionally pushing them up higher, the soft flesh spilling over. “You’re awfully bold for someone who just moved back to the island,” she said, but her voice had taken on a breathy edge. Her objections were weakening, melting under the intense, hungry stare of the younger, dominant alpha. “What makes you think I’d let some old student talk to me like that in front of my husband?”

“Because you like it,” Troy replied confidently, his deep voice sending a visible shiver through Lyn’s thick body. He reached across the table and boldly traced a finger along the exposed swell of her left breast, right there in front of Jon. “I can see it in your eyes, teach. Vegas got you all worked up, didn’t it? Coming home to a locked-up beta who can’t even get hard properly. You need a real cock. A big Black cock that can stretch you the way you deserve.”

Jon’s heart hammered. He wanted to protest, to tell Troy to stop, but the blackmail video burned in his mind. He stayed frozen, humiliated, his plugged ass clenching around the toy as his caged nub leaked steadily into his panties. Watching his sexy 50-year-old hotwife blush and squirm under Troy’s words was destroying him… and turning him on in the most shameful way.

Lyn bit her lower lip, her massive tits heaving faster now. She glanced at Jon once, a mix of confusion and growing arousal in her eyes, then back to Troy. “This is crazy,” she murmured, but she didn’t pull away when Troy’s large hand cupped the underside of her heavy breast, gently lifting and squeezing the soft, natural flesh through her top. A soft moan escaped her lips. “Jon… what the hell did you invite him here for?”

Troy didn’t wait for an answer. He stood up, towering over both of them, and pulled Lyn to her feet with effortless strength. Before she could fully object, he wrapped one powerful arm around her thick waist and yanked her against his hard body. Her enormous breasts crushed against his chest as he leaned down and claimed her mouth in a deep, dominant kiss.

Lyn stiffened at first, her hands pressing against Troy’s broad shoulders in weak protest. “Wait… Troy… I’m married…” she gasped between kisses, but her body betrayed her. Her thick hips rolled forward instinctively, pressing her mound against the massive bulge in Troy’s shorts. The objections faded fast as Troy’s tongue invaded her mouth and his hands boldly groped her juicy ass, squeezing the soft cheeks hard.

Jon watched helplessly from his chair, only feet away. His wife—his confident, sexy Lyn—was moaning into another man’s mouth, her massive natural breasts squishing against Troy’s chest while the Black bull’s hands roamed freely over her body. The wet sounds of their kissing filled the lanai, mixed with Lyn’s growing whimpers of reluctant pleasure.

Troy broke the kiss just long enough to growl against her ear, loud enough for Jon to hear. “Tell your beta husband the truth, Lyn. Tell him how much wetter your pussy just got for a real man.”

Lyn’s eyes were glassy with lust now, her objections almost completely gone. She looked over at Jon, breathing hard, her huge tits rising and falling rapidly. “Jon… this is insane… but fuck… he feels so strong…” She moaned again as Troy’s hand slid under her skirt and cupped her soaked panties. “I… I shouldn’t… but I want it…”

Troy smirked triumphantly, his fingers rubbing slow circles over Lyn’s clit through the thin fabric while he kept her pressed tight against his towering frame. “That’s my hot MILF teacher. Gonna fuck you so much better than your little locked husband ever could. Right here. Right now. While he watches like the pathetic cuck he is.”

Lyn’s last weak resistance crumbled. She glanced at Jon one more time—half apology, half wicked excitement—then pulled Troy’s head back down for another hungry kiss, her thick body grinding shamelessly against the huge bulge of his BBC.

The night had crossed the point of no return.

And Jon could only sit there, aching and humiliated, as his wife began begging for the superior Black cock that would ruin their marriage forever.


Chapter 6

Troy didn’t waste another second. With one powerful arm still wrapped around Lyn’s thick waist, he spun her around and bent her forward over the wide outdoor dining table on the lanai. The Hawaiian breeze whispered across the ocean as he yanked her short skirt up over her juicy ass, exposing the soaked black thong clinging to her swollen pussy lips.

“Fuck, look at this married MILF ass,” Troy growled, his large hands spreading her thick cheeks wide. “Even better than I imagined back in dance class. All that thick white meat ready for BBC.”

Lyn moaned loudly, her massive natural breasts squishing against the tabletop, nipples hard and dragging across the wood. She glanced back over her shoulder at Jon, her face flushed with lust and a hint of lingering shock. “Jon… baby… this is so wrong… but I’m so fucking wet right now.”

Jon sat frozen in his chair just a few feet away, his tiny locked cock throbbing uselessly in its pink chastity cage, the heavy butt plug still buried deep in his own ass. His soaked panties were a sticky mess. He couldn’t look away as Troy hooked two thick fingers into Lyn’s thong and ripped it aside, revealing her dripping, puffy cunt.

Troy pulled his massive 11-inch BBC out of his shorts, the thick Black monster slapping heavily against Lyn’s ass cheek with a meaty thud. It was veiny, rock-hard, and leaking precum from the wide head. “This is what a real man brings to the table, teach. Not that pathetic little thing your husband’s got locked up.”

He rubbed the fat head up and down Lyn’s slick slit, coating himself in her juices. Lyn whimpered, pushing her thick ass back eagerly. “Please… Troy… I need it. It’s been so long since I felt anything like this…”

Troy chuckled arrogantly and slammed forward in one brutal thrust, burying half his huge BBC inside her married pussy in a single stroke. Lyn’s eyes flew wide and she cried out in pure pleasure, her voice echoing across the lanai. “Oh my fucking God! It’s so big! So much bigger than Jon!”

Jon watched in humiliated silence as the towering Black bull began pounding his wife with long, powerful strokes. Wet, obscene slapping sounds filled the air every time Troy’s heavy balls smacked against Lyn’s clit. Her massive natural breasts swung heavily beneath her, slapping against the table with every deep thrust. Troy reached forward and grabbed a handful of her long brunette hair, yanking her head back so she had to look at her husband while she got fucked.

“Tell him, Lyn,” Troy demanded, slamming his cock balls-deep again and again. “Tell your locked-up beta cuck how much better my Black dick feels.”

Lyn’s face was a mask of raw ecstasy, mascara already starting to run. “It’s so much better, Jon! Fuck… his cock is stretching me so wide! I can feel it in my stomach! Your little thing never made me feel like this… I’m sorry, baby… but I’m his hotwife now!”

Troy laughed and fucked her even harder, the table creaking under the force. Lyn’s thick thighs trembled, her juicy ass rippling with every savage thrust. She was moaning like a whore, pushing back to meet every stroke, her huge tits bouncing wildly. “Harder! Fuck me harder with that big Black cock! Own this married pussy!”

Jon’s plugged ass clenched around the heavy toy as he watched his confident 50-year-old wife completely lose control. Her objections from earlier had vanished. She was begging for it now—loud, shameless, and dripping wet.

After several minutes of brutal pounding, Troy’s rhythm grew erratic. He buried himself to the hilt and roared as he unloaded. Thick, heavy ropes of hot Black cum flooded Lyn’s married cunt, pumping so much seed that it immediately started leaking out around his thick shaft. Lyn came hard at the same time, her whole body shaking, screaming in orgasm as her pussy milked every drop from Troy’s pulsing BBC.

When Troy finally pulled out with a wet pop, a huge gush of creamy white cum poured from Lyn’s gaping hole and ran down her thick thighs.

He looked over at Jon with a cruel smirk. “Your turn, cuck. Get over here and clean up the mess I just made in your wife’s pussy. Crawl.”

Jon hesitated for only a second, shame burning through him. But the blackmail, the weeks of denial, and the overwhelming humiliation pushed him forward. He slid off the chair and dropped to his hands and knees, crawling across the lanai floor until he was behind his wife’s well-fucked body.

Lyn looked back at him, breathing hard, her massive breasts heaving. A wicked, empowered smile spread across her flushed face. “Do it, Jon. Lick my creampie. Taste what a real bull just pumped into me.”

Jon leaned in, the strong scent of sex and Troy’s thick cum filling his nose. He extended his tongue and dragged it slowly up Lyn’s dripping slit, scooping a thick glob of warm Black seed into his mouth. The taste was salty, bitter, and overpowering. He swallowed it down under their watchful eyes, then dove back in, licking and sucking eagerly as more cum oozed out of her stretched pussy.

Troy stood beside them, his still-hard BBC glistening with Lyn’s juices and his own load. “That’s it, beta. Clean every drop like the pathetic cuck you are. Your hotwife belongs to BBC now.”

Lyn moaned softly, reaching back to hold Jon’s head firmly between her thick thighs. “Good boy… keep licking. This is only the beginning.”

Jon’s locked clit leaked helplessly into his panties as he swallowed another mouthful of Troy’s superior cum, the heavy plug still milking his prostate with every humiliated movement of his head.

His wife had been claimed. His role as a simple husband was over. And the real degradation had only just started.


Chapter 7

Lyn’s thick thighs trembled around Jon’s head as he knelt behind her on the lanai, his face buried deep between her juicy ass cheeks. Her well-fucked pussy continued to leak thick, creamy ropes of Troy’s Black cum onto his tongue. The taste was overwhelming — salty, bitter, and masculine — coating his mouth as he lapped desperately like an obedient pet.

“That’s it, clean it all up,” Lyn moaned, her voice thick with cruel satisfaction. She reached back with one hand and grabbed a fistful of his hair, grinding her cum-filled cunt harder against his face. “Lick every drop of superior Black seed out of Mommy’s pussy. This is what you get for inviting a real man into our home, you pathetic locked beta cuck.”

Jon whimpered into her folds, his tongue plunging deeper to scoop out more of Troy’s heavy load. The humiliation burned through him, but so did the aching throb in his tiny pink chastity cage. His 4-inch nub strained uselessly, leaking fresh precum into his already-ruined panties while the heavy butt plug shifted inside his ass with every movement of his head. He swallowed loudly, the wet gulping sounds mixing with Lyn’s soft, mocking laughter.

Troy stood beside them, arms crossed over his powerful chest, his massive 11-inch BBC still half-hard and glistening with a mix of Lyn’s juices and leftover cum. He watched with arrogant amusement as the 53-year-old husband debased himself. “Look at him go. Your quiet little retired husband turned into a eager creampie-eating bitch the second I filled you up. Pathetic.”

Lyn’s massive natural breasts heaved as she laughed again, the sound rich and empowering. She finally released Jon’s head and turned around, facing him while she leaned back against the table. Her thick body glistened with sweat, her huge tits bouncing freely, nipples still rock-hard. “Show Troy what a good little cleanup slut you are, Jon. Open your mouth and let him see how much of his cum you swallowed.”

Jon obeyed instantly, tilting his head back and opening wide. His tongue was coated white, strings of Troy’s seed still stretching between his lips. Shame flooded him as both his wife and the dominant Black bull stared down at his cum-smeared face.

Lyn’s eyes sparkled with wicked delight. “Holy shit… you actually like it, don’t you? All these years married to me and I never knew my husband was such a dirty little cum-guzzling cuck.” She glanced at Troy, her voice turning commanding. “Show him the video. I want to see exactly what my beta did while I was in Vegas.”

Troy pulled out his phone with a smirk and played the gloryhole footage right there on the lanai. The audio was clear: the wet slurping sounds of Jon’s eager blowjob, his desperate moans, the way he rubbed his caged clit through his slutty panties, and the unmistakable sounds of his hands-free sissy orgasm as he swallowed load after load.

Lyn watched the entire clip with wide eyes, her hand drifting between her thighs to lazily rub her freshly cleaned pussy. When it ended, she burst out laughing — a full, cruel, liberated laugh that made her enormous breasts shake. “Oh my God, Jon! You sucked his cock through a gloryhole? Swallowed his cum while cumming in your panties like a little girl? And you’ve been locked and plugged this whole time?”

Jon knelt there, face burning crimson, unable to speak. Fresh tears of humiliation pricked his eyes, but his locked cock gave another hopeless twitch.

Lyn stepped closer, towering over him in her sexual power. She grabbed his chin roughly and forced him to look up at her. “From now on, you’re not Jon anymore when we play. You’re my sissy husband. My locked little beta cuck. And you’re going to confess everything right now. Tell us about the chastity. The plugs. How long you’ve been training your ass while I was gone. Tell Troy how you practiced sucking cock on toys so you could deepthroat him so perfectly.”

Jon’s voice cracked as the words spilled out under their combined gaze. “I… I locked myself the day you left for Vegas. Been in the cage four weeks now. I’ve been wearing bigger and bigger plugs every day… stretching my ass because… because the BBC porn made me so horny. I practiced on dildos in the garage… deepthroating them for months so I wouldn’t gag. I’m sorry… I’m such a pathetic sissy…”

Troy grinned wide, his deep voice dripping with dominance. “Damn. Your own husband’s been secretly turning himself into a BBC cocksucker behind your back, Lyn. Looks like we’re both getting exactly what we want.”

Lyn’s expression shifted from amused shock to pure, cruel ownership. She looked more confident and sexually liberated than Jon had ever seen her. Her massive breasts rose and fell with excited breaths as she stared down at her broken husband. “You’re mine now, sissy. No more pretending to be a real man. That tiny locked clit stays caged. That ass belongs to real cocks. And from tonight forward, you’re going to watch — and serve — while Troy and I fuck like animals.”

She snapped her fingers and pointed at the floor. “Stay on your knees. Troy, baby, come here and let me get that big Black cock hard again. My sissy husband is going to watch his hotwife worship a superior bull.”

Troy stepped forward, his heavy BBC swinging between his muscular thighs. Lyn dropped to her knees beside Jon, her thick body on full display, and eagerly took the massive Black cock into her mouth. She sucked with noisy, sloppy enthusiasm, moaning around the thick shaft while her huge tits swayed heavily.

Between long, wet sucks, she pulled off just long enough to degrade Jon further. “Look at this cock, sissy. This is what a real man has. Thick, long, and powerful. Not like your useless little locked nub. You’re going to clean it every time he fucks me. You’re going to thank him for turning your wife into a BBC slut.”

Jon could only kneel there, plugged and caged and leaking, watching his confident 50-year-old wife transform into a dominant hotwife right before his eyes. Her verbal degradation cut deep, pushing him further into subspace with every filthy word.

Lyn popped off Troy’s now rock-hard cock with a wet slurp and smiled wickedly at her husband. “We’re just getting started, sissy. By the time we’re done tonight, you’ll be completely broken and owned.”

Troy’s hand rested possessively on Lyn’s head as he looked down at the kneeling cuck. “And tomorrow? We start your real sissy training.”

Jon’s mind spun with shame, arousal, and total surrender.

His old life as Lyn’s vanilla husband was gone forever.

The hotwife and her Black bull now owned everything.


Chapter 8

Lyn stood over her kneeling husband, her thick, curvy body still flushed and glistening from the intense fuck on the lanai. Her massive natural breasts heaved with every excited breath, nipples stiff and dark. The confident 50-year-old hotwife looked down at Jon with a mixture of amusement and raw dominance that made his locked clit twitch helplessly in its tiny pink cage.

“Time to make it official, sissy,” she purred, her voice dripping with cruel delight. “You don’t get to be Jon anymore when we play. From now on, your name is Jonna. My pretty little sissy slut.”

She grabbed him by the hair and dragged him inside the house, Troy following with a smug grin, his heavy BBC swinging between his powerful thighs. They moved to the master bedroom, the same luxurious room where Jon and Lyn had shared a vanilla marriage for twenty-three years. Now it would serve a very different purpose.

Lyn rifled through her closet and dresser, pulling out items she’d bought on impulse over the years but never used. She dressed her broken husband with deliberate care and wicked enjoyment. First came sheer black stockings that slid up his smooth legs, the lace tops gripping his thighs. Then a pair of sky-high red heels that forced him onto his toes, making his ass arch invitingly. Heavy makeup followed — bright red lipstick, smoky eyeshadow, and thick mascara that made his eyes look big and slutty. She finished with a revealing pink lingerie set: a lacy bra that pushed up his chest uselessly, a tiny matching skirt that barely covered his caged clit and plugged ass, and a sheer babydoll top that left nothing to the imagination.

When she stepped back, Lyn clapped her hands and laughed. “Look at you, Jonna! My very own sissy husband. Those heels make your ass pop so nicely. And that little cage looks even more ridiculous peeking out under your skirt.”

Jonna stood there trembling, the tall heels making her wobble as the heavy butt plug shifted deep inside her boy-pussy. The silky lingerie felt humiliatingly good against her skin. Her face burned with shame, but her locked nub leaked steadily, soaking the front of the tiny skirt.

Troy circled her slowly, his towering frame making Jonna feel tiny and weak. “Fuck, she looks like a cheap whore. Turn around, sissy. Show us that plugged ass.”

Jonna obeyed, spinning awkwardly in the heels. Troy lifted the back of the short skirt and gave the base of the plug a firm push, driving it deeper. Jonna gasped, her knees buckling slightly as the thick toy ground against her prostate.

“Good girl,” Lyn cooed, stepping close and cupping Jonna’s made-up face. “Now you’re going to serve us properly. Get us fresh drinks. And while you’re at it, massage Troy’s big Black cock back to full hardness with those pretty hands. I want it nice and ready for round two.”

Jonna’s voice came out soft and broken. “Y-yes, Lyn…”

“Ma’am or Mistress when you address me, sissy,” Lyn corrected sharply, slapping Jonna’s ass hard enough to make the plug jolt. “And you call him Sir or Bull. Understand?”

“Yes, Mistress,” Jonna whispered, cheeks burning brighter.

She tottered into the kitchen on the high heels, the tiny skirt riding up to expose the bottom of her plugged ass with every step. The stockings whispered against each other as she prepared two fresh glasses of wine. When she returned, Troy was sitting on the edge of the bed, legs spread wide. His massive 11-inch BBC hung heavy between his muscular thighs, already starting to thicken again.

Jonna set the drinks down and dropped to her knees between Troy’s legs without being told. Her painted red lips parted as she reached out with both hands, wrapping her fingers around the thick Black shaft. It was so much bigger than her own pathetic caged clit. She stroked slowly, feeling it pulse and grow harder in her grip until it stood proud and veiny, the fat head glistening.

Lyn watched from the side, sipping her wine, one hand idly playing with her own soaked pussy. “That’s my good sissy. Look how eagerly she handles real cock now. Keep stroking, Jonna. Get it nice and wet for Mommy.”

Troy groaned in approval, reaching down to grope one of Lyn’s massive breasts while Jonna worked his dick. “Your husband makes a much better cocksucking slut than a man. Bet she’s dying to get her lips back on it.”

Lyn smirked and nodded. She moved behind Jonna, pressing her thick body against the sissy’s back. One hand reached around to guide Jonna’s head forward. “Open wide, sissy. Show Mistress how well you can suck Bull’s cock while I watch.”

Jonna’s red lips stretched wide as she took the fat head into her mouth. The familiar taste of Troy’s precum hit her tongue immediately. She moaned softly around the thick shaft, her practiced throat relaxing as she sank deeper, taking more and more until her nose was buried in Troy’s heavy balls. Wet, sloppy sucking sounds filled the bedroom as she bobbed her head, saliva dripping down her chin and onto her lacy pink lingerie.

Lyn whispered filthy encouragement right in Jonna’s ear while grinding her wet pussy against the sissy’s plugged ass. “That’s it, my little cocksucker. Suck that big Black dick like the whore you are. This is your place now — on your knees, dressed like a slut, serving superior cock while your hotwife watches. You’re never going back to being a real husband. You’re Jonna the sissy cuck forever.”

Troy’s hand rested on top of Jonna’s head, guiding her rhythm as he fucked her throat with slow, deep thrusts. “Good little bitch. Keep those pretty lips tight. Gonna use this mouth whenever I want.”

Jonna’s mind fractured under the relentless verbal degradation and the overwhelming sensation of serving real alpha cock while dressed in slutty lingerie. Her caged clit leaked nonstop, the tiny skirt tented pathetically. Every time she bobbed down, the heavy plug shifted and milked her prostate, pushing her closer to another humiliating hands-free orgasm.

Lyn reached down and rubbed the front of Jonna’s skirt, feeling the hard cage and the wet spot growing there. “Look at you leaking like a girl. You love this, don’t you, Jonna? Love being humiliated and used. Keep sucking. Make Bull cum down your throat again while I ride his face.”

Lyn climbed onto the bed, straddling Troy’s face so her dripping pussy pressed against his mouth. She moaned loudly as his tongue went to work, grinding her thick hips while she watched her sissy husband worship the same cock that had just ruined her married pussy.

Jonna sucked harder, tears of overwhelming shame and lust mixing with her ruined makeup. Her throat bulged visibly around Troy’s thick BBC as she took him balls-deep again and again, gagging wetly but never stopping.

The once-vanilla retired couple’s bedroom had become a den of filthy sissy training and hotwife pleasure.

And Jonna was sinking deeper into her new role with every sloppy, obedient suck.


Chapter 9

Troy’s massive 11-inch BBC glistened with Jonna’s thick saliva as he pulled it from the sissy’s swollen, red-lipsticked mouth with a wet pop. Strings of spit connected Jonna’s trembling lips to the fat, veiny head. The feminized husband knelt there in her pink lingerie, sheer black stockings, and sky-high red heels, makeup smeared from tears and drool, the tiny skirt hiked up to expose her caged clit and plugged ass.

“Enough warm-up,” Troy growled, his deep voice thick with lust. He grabbed Jonna by the hair and yanked her to her feet, then spun her around and shoved her forward over the edge of the marital bed. “Time to turn this little sissy into a real cockslut.”

Jonna’s heart hammered as her heavy fake tits in the lacy bra pressed into the sheets. Her ass arched high in the air, the short pink skirt flipped up completely, revealing the base of the thick butt plug still buried deep in her boy-pussy. The tall red heels forced her legs apart and made her ass stick out obscenely.

Lyn lounged on the bed beside them, completely naked now, her thick curvy body on full display. Her massive natural breasts spilled heavily to the sides as she propped herself up on one elbow, fingers lazily circling her clit. Her eyes burned with cruel excitement as she watched her once-vanilla husband get prepared for breeding.

“Be gentle at first, Bull,” Lyn teased with a wicked laugh, though her tone made it clear she wanted the opposite. “Jonna’s been training with plugs, but that tiny locked clit has never taken a real man before. Make her feel every inch.”

Troy yanked the heavy plug out of Jonna’s ass with a wet schloop, leaving her hole gaping and twitching. He spat directly onto the stretched pink ring, then pressed the fat, precum-leaking head of his BBC against the slick entrance.

“Beg for it, sissy,” he ordered, rubbing the wide head in slow circles. “Tell your hotwife and your Bull how bad you need this big Black cock in your boy-pussy.”

Jonna’s voice came out high and broken, cracked with shame and desperate arousal. “P-please, Sir… please fuck me. Fuck Jonna’s boy-pussy with your huge BBC. I’ve been training for this… stretching myself for weeks… I need it so bad…”

Troy didn’t wait any longer. He gripped Jonna’s stocking-covered hips and thrust forward hard. The thick head popped past the tight ring, followed by several more veiny inches stretching her open wider than any plug ever had. Jonna’s eyes flew wide and a loud, feminine squeal tore from her painted lips.

“Oh fuuuuck! It’s too big! It’s splitting me apart!”

But Troy kept pushing, feeding inch after thick inch into the sissy’s greedy ass until his heavy balls rested against Jonna’s tiny caged clit. The sensation was overwhelming — burning stretch mixed with deep, prostate-melting pressure. Jonna’s locked nub pulsed wildly inside the pink cage, leaking a constant stream of clear fluid onto the sheets.

Then Troy started to move.

Long, powerful strokes pulled almost all the way out before slamming back in, the fat head battering Jonna’s prostate with every brutal thrust. The wet, filthy slapping of skin on skin filled the bedroom as Troy fucked the sissy harder and faster.

Jonna’s mind shattered almost instantly.

The first mind-altering sissygasm hit her like a freight train. Her prostate exploded with pleasure, sending waves of intense, full-body ecstasy crashing through her. Her tiny caged cock twitched and spurted weakly, hands-free, soaking the front of her lingerie skirt as her boy-pussy clenched rhythmically around Troy’s pounding BBC.

“Ahhh! I’m cumming! Oh my God, I’m cumming like a girl!” Jonna screamed, voice high and broken. Her hips started thrusting back desperately, fucking herself onto the massive Black cock like a bitch in heat. “Harder! Please, Sir, fuck Jonna harder! Don’t stop!”

Lyn’s eyes widened in pure arousal as she watched her husband transform. She fingered her dripping pussy faster, moaning loudly. “Holy shit… look at her. My pathetic little husband is gone. That’s my sissy whore now — moaning and fucking back on real cock. Cum again for us, Jonna. Show Mistress how many times a locked sissy can cum from getting her boy-pussy wrecked.”

Troy laughed darkly and pounded even deeper, his heavy balls slapping Jonna’s caged clit with every thrust. He reached forward, grabbing the sissy’s hips harder, using her like a fleshlight. “That’s right, take it all, you broken little bitch. This ass belongs to BBC now. Gonna breed you deep.”

Another shattering sissygasm ripped through Jonna, even stronger than the first. Her whole body convulsed, eyes rolling back, painted lips open in a silent scream of feminine pleasure as her prostate milked load after load of weak sissy cum from her locked nub. She pushed back frantically, impaling herself on every inch of Troy’s thick cock, chasing the overwhelming orgasms like a desperate slut.

“Yes! Yes! I’m your sissy! I’m your cock-addicted whore!” she babbled incoherently between moans, completely lost in subspace. “Fuck me! Own me! Ruin my boy-pussy!”

Lyn crawled closer, her massive breasts swaying heavily as she whispered filthy encouragement right next to Jonna’s ear. “That’s my good girl. Look at you taking that huge Black dick so deep. You’re never going back to being a man. This is your life now — dressed like a slut, locked in chastity, getting fucked and used while your hotwife watches and laughs.”

Troy’s rhythm grew savage, his powerful body slamming into Jonna’s ass with enough force to make the bed shake. Sweat dripped from his muscular chest onto the sissy’s back as he chased his own release.

With a deep, animalistic roar, Troy buried himself to the balls and unloaded. Thick, hot ropes of Black cum flooded Jonna’s stretched boy-pussy, pumping so much seed that it immediately started leaking out around his thick shaft with every final thrust.

Jonna came one last time — a long, shuddering, prostate-milking orgasm that left her whimpering and twitching, completely broken and owned.

Troy finally pulled out slowly, his massive cock shiny with cum and ass juices. A river of thick white seed poured from Jonna’s gaping, ruined hole and ran down her stocking-covered thighs.

Lyn smiled with pure dominant satisfaction, stroking Jonna’s sweat-damp hair. “Good girl. Now clean that cock with your mouth while I decide what we do with you next.”

Jonna, still trembling from multiple shattering sissygasms, turned weakly on shaky heels and obediently opened her painted lips to accept the cum-covered BBC.

Her transformation was complete.

She was no longer Jon.

She was Jonna — an eager, cock-hungry sissy slut.


Chapter 10

Jonna knelt on the bedroom floor in a daze, her body still trembling from the multiple shattering sissygasms that had wrecked her mind and body. Thick rivers of Troy’s hot Black cum leaked steadily from her gaping, ruined boy-pussy, running down the backs of her sheer black stockings and pooling on the hardwood. Her tiny pink chastity cage dripped with her own weak sissy cum, the front of her short lingerie skirt completely soaked. Makeup ran down her flushed cheeks in dark streaks; red lipstick smeared around her swollen lips.

Lyn lounged naked on the bed, her thick curvy body glowing with satisfaction, massive natural breasts rising and falling as she watched her completely broken husband with wicked pride. “Look at you, Jonna. What a pathetic, well-fucked little sissy slut you’ve become. That boy-pussy is wrecked.”

Troy stood over Jonna, his massive 11-inch BBC still semi-hard and shiny with cum. He smirked down at the feminized cuck. “She took it like a natural whore. But we’re not done yet.”

He picked up his phone and sent a quick text. Minutes later, the doorbell rang. Troy casually walked out of the bedroom and returned with his friend Darius — another towering, muscular Black alpha in his late thirties, even thicker and more imposing than Troy. Darius’s shorts barely contained an even girthier BBC that hung heavily between his powerful thighs.

“Damn,” Darius rumbled, his deep voice filling the room as his eyes raked over Jonna’s slutty lingerie, ruined makeup, and leaking ass. “This the eager little sissy you told me about? She looks ready to be used.”

Lyn laughed cruelly, spreading her thick thighs and lazily fingering her cum-filled pussy. “Go ahead, boys. Use my sissy husband however you want. Jonna’s been trained to please. She’s eager to serve real men now.”

Jonna’s eyes widened at the sight of the second massive Black bull, but instead of fear, a fresh wave of submissive heat flooded her broken mind. The weeks of chastity, plugs, humiliation, and the mind-altering sissygasms from Troy had destroyed any last resistance. She crawled forward on her hands and knees in the tall red heels, the tiny pink skirt riding up to expose her dripping boy-pussy.

“Please, Sirs…” Jonna begged in a soft, feminine voice, looking up at Darius with lust-glazed eyes. “Use Jonna any way you want. I’m just a locked sissy slut for superior Black cock. I’ll suck… I’ll clean… I’ll take it in my boy-pussy… anything to please you.”

Darius grinned arrogantly and pulled out his even thicker BBC, the heavy shaft slapping against Jonna’s cheek. “Open that pretty mouth then, bitch.”

Jonna eagerly parted her red lips and took the fat head inside, moaning loudly as she stretched her jaw wide. She sucked greedily, bobbing her head with sloppy enthusiasm while her hands stroked the thick shaft she couldn’t fully wrap her fingers around. Wet glucking sounds filled the room as she deepthroated as much as she could, tears streaming down her cheeks from the effort and overwhelming lust.

Troy moved behind her, sliding his still-hard cock back into Jonna’s cum-lubricated boy-pussy with one smooth thrust. He started fucking her steadily while she worshipped Darius, the dual sensation making Jonna whimper and push back like a bitch in heat. The two powerful Black bulls used Jonna relentlessly — Darius face-fucking her sloppy mouth with deep, powerful strokes while Troy pounded her ass hard and fast, their heavy balls slapping against her from both ends.

Jonna came again — another shattering, prostate-milking sissygasm that made her whole body convulse and her locked clit spurt weakly into her lingerie. She never stopped sucking, moaning loudly around Darius’s thick cock as she thrust back desperately onto Troy’s pounding BBC.

“That’s my good girl,” Lyn moaned from the bed, fingering herself faster as she watched. “Sucking one big Black cock while getting your boy-pussy wrecked by another. This is what you were made for, Jonna. No more pretending to be a man. You’re our personal sissy fucktoy now.”

After several minutes of brutal double-teaming, Troy pulled out of Jonna’s ass with a wet pop and moved to the side, stroking his cock. Darius took his place between her stocking-covered legs, lifting them high in the red heels and slamming his thicker BBC into her stretched, cum-filled boy-pussy in one brutal thrust. The new angle hit her prostate even harder, forcing immediate squeals of feminine pleasure from Jonna’s painted lips.

“Fuck me, Sir! Stretch Jonna’s sissy cunt! Fill me with your superior cum!” she begged shamelessly around Troy’s cock, which she had immediately turned to suck the moment he pulled out of her ass. Her legs shook in the air as Darius bred her with powerful strokes, her throat bulging visibly around Troy’s shaft.

Lyn crawled closer on the bed, her massive breasts swaying heavily. She straddled Jonna’s chest instead of her face, grinding her soaked pussy against the sissy’s lacy bra and fake tits while she watched the double penetration up close. “Look at my little whore taking two big Black cocks at once. Cum for us again, Jonna. Show Mistress how many times a locked sissy can squirt from getting ruined.”

Another series of shattering sissygasms ripped through Jonna, each one stronger than the last, turning her into a moaning, thrusting, completely cock-addicted whore. Her boy-pussy clenched and spasmed around Darius’s thick cock while she sucked frantically on Troy.

Both bulls finally reached their peak. Darius buried himself balls-deep in Jonna’s ass and roared as he unloaded, pumping load after heavy load of hot Black cum deep into her spasming boy-pussy. At the same time, Troy pulled out of her mouth and stroked his cock furiously, painting Jonna’s already-smeared face and open lips with thick ropes of cum.

Jonna swallowed what she could, the rest running down her chin and dripping onto her lingerie-covered chest as wave after wave of prostate-milking pleasure continued to rip through her.

When the bulls finally stepped back, Jonna lay there a complete wreck — lingerie destroyed, face and body covered in cum, boy-pussy gaping and overflowing with fresh seed, locked clit twitching helplessly in its soaked cage. Multiple sissygasms had left her mind blank and blissful.

Lyn leaned down and kissed Jonna’s cum-smeared forehead tenderly yet possessively. “Good girl. You’re officially our owned sissy cuckold now. That tiny locked clit stays caged forever. You’ll serve us, clean our creampies, and take cock whenever we want. And we have big plans for you — public outings in prettier outfits, more bulls, maybe even taking you to the beach in a bikini so everyone can see what a pathetic sissy you’ve become.”

Troy and Darius chuckled, already talking about bringing more friends next time.

Jonna could only whimper softly in total acceptance, her broken mind filled with nothing but eager submission.

“Yes, Mistress… Jonna belongs to you and your Bulls now. Use me… humiliate me… share me… anything you want.”

The once-vanilla retired couple’s life in Hawaii had been completely rewritten.

Lyn was a liberated hotwife owned by BBC.

Jonna was their eager, locked, feminized sissy slut.

And the adventures — the public exposure, the endless humiliation, the endless superior Black cock — were only just beginning.

About the Author

Joseph Robert is an erotica author specializing in ultra-hardcore sissy husband, forced-bi, hotwife, and cuckold stories. He loves writing about reluctant-to-willing transformations, extreme humiliation, chastity training, and dominant BBC bulls claiming married women while turning their husbands into eager sissy sluts.

When he’s not writing filthy tales, Joseph enjoys the quiet life in North Pole, dreaming up the next way to completely break another beta husband.

You can find more of his shamelessly explicit stories on Amazon.

Thank you for reading!

If you enjoyed Locked in Hawaii, please leave an honest review — it helps independent authors more than you know.

Also, by Joseph Robert: https://www.amazon.com/Joseph-Robert/e/B0GMDSH1JW
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