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Day 1
Surprise Chastity

Jimmy stood there, heart pounding, unsure whether he should feel fear or arousal. Chris—his wife, the one who had spent years brushing off his pathetic begging for dominance—was now standing in front of him, radiating pure control. There was no hesitation in her eyes, only smug satisfaction as she watched him squirm.

“You’ve been asking for this for years, haven’t you, Jimmy?” she said, her voice icy and deliberate. “Now, it’s my turn. And we’re going to do things my way.”

Before he could respond, she casually placed two things on the counter: a tube of hair removal cream and a pink plastic chastity cage. The sight of the cage made Jimmy’s cock twitch. Despite himself, he was already hard, his little white dick betraying him instantly. Chris noticed, of course.

Her eyes dropped to his crotch, and she raised an eyebrow, her smirk turning cruel. “Oh my god, are you actually getting hard right now? That’s beyond pathetic.” She crossed her arms, tilting her head with mock pity. “You can’t even control that worthless little thing, can you? Just looking at a cage has you twitching like a desperate loser. Strip. Now.”

Jimmy hesitated, but the sharp look in her eyes sent him scrambling. His hands trembled as he yanked off his shirt, then awkwardly slid down his pants and underwear. He stood there naked, exposed, and vulnerable, his white, skinny body on full display. Chris’s eyes swept over him, lingering on his stiff little cock standing at pitiful attention.

“Oh, look at you,” she sneered, her eyes flicking down to his twitching cock. “All turned on by this. And what is that, four inches? Pathetic.” She paused, her smirk widening. “I can’t believe I married a man who fits into my panties. Hell, we have the same waist size—I could probably loan you my shorts.” Her voice dripped with condescension as she gestured toward the counter. “Now grab that cream. I don’t want to see a single hair on that weak little body of yours. Below the eyebrows, everything goes.”

Jimmy’s face burned with humiliation, but he was too turned on to resist. He grabbed the tube of cream and shuffled toward the bathroom, his head down like a scolded child. As he passed her, Chris delivered a sharp smack to his bare ass, the loud crack echoing through the room. “Move it, loser. Don’t waddle like a little bitch,” she jeered, following close behind.

She leaned against the doorway, arms crossed, watching with amusement as he awkwardly began applying the cold cream to his chest and arms. “Don’t miss a spot,” she snapped, her voice cutting. “And make sure you get between those pathetic little legs. I want that tiny dick and those useless balls perfectly smooth. You’re going to look so smooth and girly—and I’m going to love every second of it.”

Jimmy’s hands shook as he obeyed, covering every inch of his body below his eyebrows with the cream. The cold sensation on his skin only heightened his embarrassment, especially when he got to his crotch. His cock, still half-hard, twitched as he smeared the cream around his balls, his face flushing redder with each passing second.

Chris laughed cruelly. “Look at you, trying to stay hard while you cover your clitty in cream. You’re pathetic, Jimmy. But this is exactly where you belong—doing what you’re told, humiliated, and aching.”

She made him stand there for ten minutes, the cream working its magic while she watched, arms crossed, eyes gleaming with amusement. Jimmy tried to avoid her gaze, but the weight of her smirk bore down on him, making him feel smaller than ever.

“Alright, rinse off,” she finally said with a dismissive wave. “I want you smooth, soft, and smelling like a proper little bitch.”

Jimmy quickly stepped into the shower, rinsing the cream off under the warm water. When he stepped out, his skin felt strange—completely hairless, unnervingly soft, and more sensitive than ever. He could smell the faint floral scent of the cream, which only added to his humiliation.

Chris stepped closer, inspecting him like some sort of pathetic project she was fine-tuning. Her fingers trailed slowly down his smooth chest, over his quivering stomach, until they reached his freshly shaven balls. She cupped them firmly, then squeezed harder—enough to make him gasp sharply. “Wow, these really are useless, aren’t they?” she mocked, her grip tightening just enough to make him squirm. “Soft, tiny, and totally worthless. No wonder you could never satisfy me.”

Jimmy’s face flushed a deep red, his eyes widening in a mix of shame and shock. His mouth opened as if to respond, but all that escaped was a shaky breath. Chris laughed coldly at his stunned expression. “Oh, what’s that look for? You know damn well you’ve never made me cum like a real man could. Now stop fidgeting—I’m not done inspecting my little disappointment.”

“Much better,” she said, her voice dripping with smug satisfaction. “Now let’s take care of that pathetic little cock.”

Jimmy swallowed hard, his heart racing as Chris reached for the chastity cage sitting on the counter, ready to lock him up.

She sorted through the different base rings, finally settling on the smallest one.

“Hands behind your back,” she ordered, her tone leaving no room for argument.

Jimmy obeyed immediately, standing there helplessly as Chris took control. She pushed his balls through one at a time. Next she pushed his little cock through.

“That’s tight, huh?” she teased, tugging on his balls, watching as his face flushed red.

Next, she picked up the chastity cage tube. “Now, let’s get that little thing locked up.” She slid it over his little cock, pushing it down. With a smug grin, she clicked the two pieces together.

“There. All locked up like a good little bitch,” Chris said, holding up the key. She threaded it onto a delicate chain around her neck, letting it dangle between her tits. “This is mine now. You don’t get out unless I say so. Understand?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” Jimmy whispered, his voice barely audible.

“Oh, don’t worry, you’ll be saying that a lot more soon enough,” she smirked. “But first, we’re going to make sure that little thing stays extra secure.”

Chris pulled out a chastity support belt—an elastic strap with snaps designed to keep the cage firmly in place, preventing even the slightest growth. She attached it to the ring and looped it around his waist, the pink cage now held completely immobile.

“You can forget about getting hard, Jimmy. That little thing isn’t going anywhere.”

Jimmy’s face burned with shame as he felt the tightness of the belt holding everything in place. Every slight movement made him hyper-aware of his helplessness.

“Now,” Chris said, stepping back and admiring her work, “since you’re locked up nice and tight, you can get started on your first task. Clean the entire house. I expect it to be spotless by the time I’m done relaxing.”

Chris grabbed his arm, pulling him close. “Oh, and one more thing.” She leaned in, her voice a teasing whisper. “Tonight, you’re going to eat my pussy until I’m satisfied. You’ll make me cum as many times as I want. And then I’m going to roll over and sleep like a queen. But you?” She grinned wickedly. “You’ll be left horny, frustrated, and locked up—just like you deserve.”

Jimmy swallowed hard, his cage already tight and his trapped cock throbbing. He nodded, his voice trembling. “Yes, Ma’am.”

“Good boy. Now get to work.”


That night at bedtime, she dangled the chastity key around her neck.Her smirk widened as she caught the way his eyes followed it, knowing he was already desperate for something he’d never get. 

“It’s time for your last job of the day,” she said coldly, sitting back on the edge of the bed. She spread her legs, her panties already damp from the power trip she’d had all day. “On your knees, Jimmy. You’re going to make me cum with that mouth, and you’d better do a damn good job. This is the only pussy you’ll be getting.”

Jimmy dropped to his knees instantly, his heart racing, cock pressing uselessly against the tight cage. He leaned forward, placing his hands gently on her thighs as he buried his face between her legs. Chris didn’t bother taking off her panties; she simply hooked them to the side, exposing her glistening pussy.

“Start licking,” she commanded, grabbing a fistful of his hair to pull him closer.

Jimmy’s tongue darted out nervously, sliding over her wet pussy lips. He could taste her juice, it coated his lips and chin as he worked to please her. He circled her clit carefully, sucking lightly before flattening his tongue and dragging it up and down, just the way she liked it.

“Good boy,” Chris murmured, tightening her grip on his hair. “Don’t stop. Keep your tongue on my clit and suck.”

Jimmy obeyed, sucking her swollen clit into his mouth, swirling his tongue around the sensitive nub. Chris moaned deeply, grinding her hips against his face, her wetness increasing with every flick of his tongue. The sound of her moans filled the room, her breathing growing ragged as her arousal built.

“Faster,” she ordered breathlessly, pushing his head harder against her. “Don’t you dare stop until I cum all over your face.”

Jimmy’s tongue moved frantically, desperate to please her. He could feel her thighs tremble slightly as she got closer, her breathing turning into gasping moans. Her juice coated his mouth and chin, the musky scent of her pussy was all he smelled.

“Fuck, yes, don’t stop!” she cried out, her entire body tensing as she reached the peak. Her pussy pulsed against his tongue as she came hard, her juices flowing freely, soaking his face as she rode out her orgasm. Jimmy kept licking, lapping up every drop of her as she shuddered through the aftershocks.

Finally, she released her grip on his hair, pushing him back. He knelt there, his face wet, breathing heavily, his caged cock throbbing uselessly.

Chris looked down at him, still catching her breath, and laughed softly. “Poor little Jimmy. So needy, so pathetic. Too bad you’re locked up tight.” She reached down, giving his caged cock a teasing tap. “You don’t get to cum. Ever. Get used to it.”

Without another word, she slid under the covers, leaving him kneeling there, humiliated and aching. After a few moments, she waved him off dismissively. “Go to sleep. I need my beauty rest. And tomorrow, you’re going to work even harder to make me happy.”

Jimmy climbed into bed, his mind racing. His face still smelled of her pussy, his mouth still tasted of her pussy juice, and his cock strained uselessly in its tight, pink prison. Horny, frustrated, and completely denied, he lay awake.

Chris fell asleep with a satisfied smile on her face, the key to his cage on the necklace around her neck—a constant reminder of who held all the control now. Jimmy might have begged for years for this moment, but now that it was real, he was realizing just how powerless he truly was.

Day 2
Ignored and Commanded

Jimmy woke up, and as soon as he did his little cockette tried to grow. For a moment, he thought about staying in bed. The events of the previous day rushed back, making his caged cock throb.

“Get up, Jimmy!” Chris’s voice rang out, sharp and commanding. “I want my coffee and breakfast. Now.”

He scrambled to his feet, still naked except for the tight chastity belt holding his pink cage in place. His cheeks flushed as he shuffled into the kitchen, making the coffee pot. Soon the smell of bacon filled the air, but all he could think about was the key dangling between Chris’s breasts. She lounged at the table, scrolling through her phone, completely ignoring him except for the occasional glance and smirk.

By the time he placed her coffee and plate in front of her, Jimmy was already feeling the sting of humiliation. He was nothing more than a servant now, and the worst part? His caged cock betrayed him again, twitching uselessly at the thought.

Chris took a sip of her coffee, giving him an approving nod. “Not bad. Now clean up the kitchen. I want everything spotless before you start the laundry.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” Jimmy whispered, his voice trembling slightly.

Chris raised an eyebrow, smirking. “Good boy. And from now on, you’ll call me ‘Ma’am’ or ‘My Queen.’ Understand? No exceptions, not in private, not in public.”

“Yes, My Queen,” he stammered, the words tasting strange on his tongue but somehow arousing him further.

Before he could turn back to the sink, she tossed something onto the counter. It was a small tube of pink lip gloss. “Put that on. And keep it on all day. I want those lips shiny and pretty while you’re running around doing my chores.”

Jimmy hesitated for only a moment before picking up the tube. His fingers trembled as he unscrewed the cap and smeared the glossy pink substance across his lips. It felt sticky, unnatural, and humiliating, but the look on Chris’s face told him there was no arguing.

“Perfect,” she said with a grin. “Now get moving. I expect this place to be spotless.”

Jimmy spent the next hour scrubbing, sweeping, and wiping down every surface in the kitchen. His caged cock throbbed constantly, but the belt kept it snug and small, allowing no relief. Every time he caught a glimpse of himself in the reflective surface of the oven—smooth, hairless, lips glistening with pink gloss—his humiliation deepened.

By the time he started folding laundry, Jimmy was exhausted. He hadn’t eaten anything that morning. He carefully folded Chris’s panties and bras, stacking them neatly, when suddenly, he felt a sharp sting across his face.

Slap!

The sound echoed through the room, and he froze, eyes wide with shock. Chris stood over him, hand still raised, her expression a mix of surprise and something else—something darker.

“Well, well,” she said, lowering her hand. “That felt… good. And judging by the way your face turned red and your breathing got heavier, I’d say you liked it too.”

Jimmy opened his mouth to protest, but no words came out. His face burned from both the slap and the shame of knowing she was right. His cock strained uselessly in its cage, throbbing harder than ever.

Chris’s eyes gleamed as she stepped closer, her hand slipping between her thighs. “You’re turned on, aren’t you? You liked being slapped, you pathetic little bitch.” She rubbed herself through her panties, a smirk spreading across her face. “God, this makes me so wet.”

Without another word, she grabbed a fistful of Jimmy’s hair and yanked him to his knees. “If you’re going to be such a needy little slut, you might as well put that mouth to good use. Eat my pussy, Jimmy. Make me cum.”

She pulled her panties down, revealing her already glistening pussy. The scent of her arousal hit Jimmy immediately, making his mouth water. She didn’t wait for him to react—she grabbed the back of his head and shoved his face between her legs.

“Lick. Suck. Don’t stop until I’m screaming,” she ordered, grinding her pussy against his mouth.

Jimmy’s tongue darted out, sliding over her wet folds. He found her swollen clit quickly, circling it with his tongue before sucking it gently. Chris moaned loudly, her grip on his hair tightening as she rode his face.

“Fuck, yes,” she gasped, grinding harder. “That’s it. Keep going, you pathetic little bitch. Make me cum.”

Jimmy obeyed, his tongue working frantically, desperate to please her. Her moans grew louder, her hips moving faster as she chased her orgasm. Her wetness coated his mouth and chin, the taste of her filling his senses completely.

“Oh, fuck!” she cried out, her entire body tensing as she came hard, grinding her clit against his tongue. Her pussy pulsed against his mouth, her juices soaking his face as she shuddered through the intense orgasm.

She held him there for a moment, catching her breath, before finally releasing his head and stepping back. Jimmy knelt there, face glistening with her cum, breathing heavily. His caged cock throbbed painfully, desperate for any sort of release.

Chris looked down at him, a satisfied smirk on her face. “That was the best orgasm I’ve ever had. You’re finally good for something, aren’t you?”

Jimmy nodded weakly, too humiliated to speak.

“Good,” she said, pulling her panties back up. “Now finish the laundry. And don’t even think about touching yourself. That little thing stays locked, and you stay frustrated.”

As she walked away, Jimmy remained on his knees, face soaked in her cum, heart pounding in his chest. He knew, without a doubt, that his fate was sealed. Chris was getting into this far more than he had ever imagined, and there was no turning back now.

Day 3
Never Getting Out

Jimmy’s morning began like the last—on the floor, cold, stiff, and aching. He stretched his arms, the tight belt keeping his caged cock pressed snugly against him. Despite the discomfort, he couldn’t help but feel a sick thrill. Yesterday had been humiliating beyond anything he had imagined, yet he was more turned on than ever.

As he shuffled into the kitchen to prepare Chris’s breakfast, he couldn’t shake the thought of her laughing face from the night before, her satisfaction as he knelt, lips glistening with her cum. He set her coffee and plate down, his eyes fixed on the key that dangled from her neck.

Chris looked up from her phone, smirking. “Good morning, bitch. Did you sleep well on the floor?”

Jimmy didn’t dare answer, simply nodding slightly as he turned back toward the sink. Before he could take another step, Chris’s voice stopped him cold.

“Wait. Come here.”

He turned slowly, heart pounding as he walked back toward her. She set down her coffee cup, her eyes narrowing as they locked onto his caged cock.

“You know,” she said slowly, a wicked grin spreading across her face, “I’ve been thinking about it, and I’ve decided… you’re never getting out.”

Jimmy’s eyes widened in shock, his breath hitching as her words sank in. His cock immediately throbbed against the tight cage, straining uselessly for freedom it would never have again. Chris noticed, of course.

“Oh, I can see how excited that makes you, you pathetic little thing,” she sneered, standing up and walking toward him. “You like being locked up, don’t you? You like knowing you’ll never get to cum like a real man again.”

Before he could respond, she delivered a sudden, sharp slap across his face. The sound echoed through the room, his head snapping to the side.

“Did I tell you to speak?” she hissed, her voice dripping with cruel satisfaction.

Jimmy shook his head quickly, eyes downcast. His face burned from the slap, but what humiliated him even more was how hard his cock tried to get—straining pointlessly against the cage.

Chris grabbed his chin roughly, forcing him to look up at her. “You love this, don’t you? Getting slapped like a little bitch turns you on.” She slapped him again, harder this time, watching as his face turned redder. “Pathetic.”

Jimmy whimpered softly, but the pathetic sound only seemed to excite her more. She stepped back, crossing her arms as she eyed him up and down. “Alright, since you clearly need something to keep that weak little body occupied, we’re going to start a new routine—yoga.”

“Y-yoga?” Jimmy stammered.

Chris raised an eyebrow, smirking. “Yes. You’re going to stretch and slim down. I want you flexible, soft, and weak, just like the bimbos you drooled over in your porn stash. Now get on the floor. Let’s see you stretch that skinny ass of yours.”

Jimmy obeyed, dropping to the floor as Chris barked out instructions. She made him hold uncomfortable poses, forcing him to stretch his legs wide, arch his back, and keep his posture perfect. Whenever he faltered, she delivered a swift kick to his ass or a slap to his face, enjoying every second of his humiliation.

By the time they finished, Jimmy was sore, trembling, and humiliated beyond belief. Chris didn’t offer him any reprieve, simply ordering him to clean the house while she relaxed. The day dragged on in a blur of chores, slaps, and taunts until finally, evening came.

“Alright, bitch,” Chris said, lounging on the bed in nothing but a pair of black lace panties. “Get over here. You’ve been working hard all day, so I’m going to give you a reward.”

Jimmy’s heart leapt at her words. Could it be? Was she actually going to let him cum? He climbed onto the bed eagerly, his eyes fixed on her smirking face.

“Lay down on your back,” she commanded, straddling his face as soon as he obeyed. Her wet pussy hovered just above his mouth, her scent filling his senses completely.

“Lick,” she ordered, grinding down against his face. Jimmy’s tongue darted out, sliding over her folds as she moaned softly. He worked frantically, desperate to please her, his caged cock throbbing painfully against the belt as she rode his mouth.

Chris’s moans grew louder, her hips moving faster as she chased her climax. “Fuck, yes, just like that. You’re good for one thing, aren’t you? Keep licking.”

Moments later, her entire body tensed as she came hard, grinding her clit against his tongue. Her pussy pulsed against his mouth, soaking him in her juices as she moaned loudly.

Finally, she lifted herself off his face, breathing heavily as she straddled his hips. Her eyes gleamed with wicked intent as she reached down, grabbing his caged cock through the belt. “You’ve been such a good little bitch today. I think you deserve a treat.”

She began grinding against his caged cock, her wet pussy sliding over the plastic as he gasped. The sensation was maddening—he couldn’t get fully hard, but the friction was enough to drive him wild. Chris reached back, slipping her fingers under the belt to pull the cage slightly away from his body.

“Let’s see what happens when I do this,” she whispered, grabbing his stiff little cock and stroking it quickly. Jimmy’s breathing hitched, his body trembling as he teetered on the edge.

“Please, Ma’am,” he whimpered, his voice desperate.

Chris grinned cruelly. “Cum for me, bitch. But don’t think you’re getting a real orgasm. This is going to be ruined, just like you.”

She stroked faster, her hand a blur as Jimmy gasped and moaned. Just as he was about to explode, she stopped suddenly, leaving him trembling and desperate. His cock jerked violently, spurting cum all over his stomach in pathetic little dribbles. It was a ruined orgasm—messy, unsatisfying, and utterly frustrating.

“Aw, poor baby,” Chris cooed mockingly. “Didn’t feel good, did it? That’s because you’re not supposed to cum.” She scooped up the sticky mess with her fingers, holding it in front of his face. “Open.”

Jimmy obeyed, opening his mouth as she shoved her cum-covered fingers inside. “Good boy. Swallow it all.”

He swallowed, humiliated beyond belief, as Chris laughed. “That’s your last orgasm, Jimmy. Hope you enjoyed it, because from now on, you stay locked and frustrated.”

With that, she gave his balls a hard smack, making him yelp in pain as his cock shriveled back down. She locked him back up, snapping the cage into place with a loud click.

“Sweet dreams, bitch,” she said, rolling over and pulling the covers up. “I’m going to sleep like a queen while you lie there needy and aching. Get used to it.”

Jimmy lay there, cum still drying on his stomach, his cock throbbing uselessly in its cage. His mind raced, torn between humiliation and arousal. This was his life now—locked, denied, and completely owned by Chris. And somehow, that only turned him on more.

Day 4
Spanking and Feminization

Jimmy had barely finished scrubbing the floors when Chris called out from the bedroom. Her voice carried that same tone of command he was quickly learning to fear—and crave. He wiped his hands on a towel and hurried to her, his caged cock already pressing uncomfortably against the chastity belt just from hearing her voice.

Chris stood by the bed, one of his leather belts in her hand, folded in half. She tapped it against her palm slowly, a wicked smile playing on her lips.

“Come here, Jimmy,” she said, her voice low and teasing. “It’s time for your first real punishment.”

Jimmy hesitated, heart pounding in his chest. The sight of her holding that belt—his belt—made his cock twitch helplessly in its cage. He stepped forward nervously, eyes fixed on the floor.

“Over the bed. Ass up,” she ordered sharply.

Jimmy obeyed, bending over the edge of the bed, his smooth, pale ass exposed and vulnerable. He could feel his face burning with humiliation, but his cock betrayed him yet again, straining uselessly against the unyielding cage.

Chris chuckled darkly. “You’re already hard, aren’t you? You pathetic little bitch. You’ve been jerking off to this kind of shit for years, haven’t you? Watching girls get spanked and humiliated. Well, now it’s your turn.”

Without another word, she brought the belt down across his ass with a sharp crack. Jimmy gasped, the sting making him flinch, but before he could recover, another strike landed, then another.

“Keep still,” Chris snapped, delivering another firm slap with the belt. “This is just the beginning. It’s not even that hard yet, so you’d better get used to it.”

Jimmy bit his lip, struggling to stay still as the belt struck his ass again and again. The sharp sting spread across his skin, each strike leaving a faint red mark. Despite the pain, his cock continued to throb uselessly in its cage, the combination of pain and humiliation turning him on more than he could admit.

Chris stopped after a dozen strikes, running her hand over his now-reddened cheeks. “There. That’s a good start. You’ll be getting daily spankings from now on, so don’t get too comfortable.”

She stepped back, folding the belt neatly and placing it on the nightstand. “Stand up,” she commanded.

Jimmy rose shakily to his feet, his ass still stinging from the spanking. Chris grabbed his chin, forcing him to meet her gaze. “New rule: I want perfect posture from you at all times. Stand up straight, chest out, ass out. If I catch you slouching, you’ll get the belt again. Got it?”

“Yes, My Queen,” Jimmy whispered, his voice trembling.

Chris smiled, satisfied. “Good. Now, let’s move on. It’s time to make you look a little more… presentable.”

She grabbed a small makeup bag from the dresser and pulled out a tube of pink lip gloss and a black eyeliner pencil. Jimmy’s stomach twisted in both humiliation and arousal as he realized what was coming next.

“Sit down,” she ordered, pointing to the chair by the vanity. “And remember—perfect posture.”

Jimmy sat carefully, keeping his back straight and chest out as instructed. Chris leaned in, holding his chin steady with one hand while she carefully applied the pink lip gloss to his trembling lips. The sticky substance coated his mouth, leaving them shiny and humiliatingly feminine.

“There. That’s better,” she said with a grin, stepping back to admire her work. “Now, let’s do your eyes.”

She grabbed the eyeliner pencil and began carefully lining his eyes, her touch surprisingly gentle despite her usual harsh demeanor. When she finished, she stepped back again, her smile widening.

“Perfect. From now on, you’ll be wearing lip gloss and eyeliner every day. I want you to look like the pretty little bitch you are.”

Jimmy’s face burned with shame, but he didn’t dare protest. Chris grabbed a mirror and held it up in front of him. “Take a good look, Jimmy. This is what you are now—a smooth, makeup-wearing sissy with a caged little dick.”

He stared at his reflection, barely recognizing the person looking back at him. His smooth, hairless skin, shiny pink lips, and lined eyes made him look more feminine than he ever thought possible. His caged cock twitched helplessly at the sight, only adding to his humiliation.

Chris set the mirror down and crossed her arms, a mischievous gleam in her eye. “Now, let’s put that pretty little mouth of yours to good use.”

She reached under the bed and pulled out a strap-on harness, complete with a normal-sized dildo attached. The leather straps gleamed in the soft light as she tightened them around her waist, adjusting the fit until the dildo stood proudly in front of her.

“If you think it’s hot to watch girls get throat-fucked, then you’re going to learn how it feels,” she said with a smirk. “On your knees.”

Jimmy’s heart raced as he dropped to his knees, the shiny pink gloss on his lips making the sight even more degrading. Chris grabbed the back of his head, guiding his mouth toward the tip of the dildo.

“Open wide, bitch,” she ordered.

Jimmy opened his mouth, his lips stretching around the thick dildo as Chris pushed it in slowly. The taste of rubber filled his mouth, and he fought the urge to gag as it slid deeper.

“Relax your throat,” Chris said, gripping his hair tightly. “Take it all, just like those sluts you love watching.”

She began thrusting slowly at first, letting him adjust, but soon picked up the pace. The dildo slid in and out of his mouth, each thrust making him gag as it hit the back of his throat. Drool started to drip from the corners of his mouth, running down his chin and onto his chest.

Chris laughed cruelly. “Look at you, drooling all over yourself. You’re a natural little cock-sucker, aren’t you?”

Jimmy could barely think, his mind overwhelmed by the humiliation and the relentless thrusting. Tears formed in the corners of his eyes as Chris fucked his mouth harder, the tip of the dildo slamming into his throat over and over.

“Good boy,” she said breathlessly, pulling out suddenly and wiping the drool from his chin. “You’re learning. And you’re going to keep learning until you can take the whole thing without gagging. Got it?”

Jimmy coughed, gasping for air, and nodded weakly.

Chris smiled down at him, her eyes gleaming with satisfaction. “Good. Now clean yourself up and get back to work. You’ve got a long day ahead of you, and I expect you to look perfect at all times. If I catch you without your makeup or slouching, you’ll get the belt again. Understood?”

“Yes, My Queen,” Jimmy whispered, his voice hoarse from the throat-fucking.

Chris patted his head mockingly before turning away. “Good. Now get moving.”

As Jimmy cleaned himself up and returned to his chores, he couldn’t help but feel both humiliated and aroused. His throat was sore, his ass still stung from the spanking, and his caged cock throbbed painfully with unfulfilled need.

Day 5
Throat Training Begins

Jimmy was already exhausted when Chris called him into the bedroom. The day had started early with yoga—Chris barking orders while he struggled to hold awkward poses designed to stretch him out and keep him weak. His muscles ached from the low-weight, high-rep exercises she had insisted on, and now, he could only guess what fresh humiliation she had planned.

Chris stood in front of the mirror, adjusting the leather straps of her custom strap-on harness. The dildo hung proudly in front of her, shining under the dim bedroom light. It fit her perfectly—tight around her hips, the black leather giving her an imposing, dominant presence. She caught Jimmy’s reflection in the mirror and smirked.

“Come in, Jimmy,” she said sweetly, her tone dripping with mockery. “We’re going to work on that pathetic little throat of yours today. If you’re going to be my bitch, you might as well learn how to suck cock properly.”

Jimmy’s heart pounded in his chest as he stepped forward. He was already dreading what was coming. The soreness in his throat from yesterday’s session hadn’t even faded yet, and now she wanted more.

“Before we begin,” Chris said, reaching over to the nightstand, “I found something interesting while I was reading about sissy training.” She held up a small brown bottle and waved it in front of his face. “Poppers. Ever heard of them?”

Jimmy swallowed nervously but shook his head.

Chris grinned. “They’ll help loosen you up. Both ends, apparently. But today, we’re focusing on that gag reflex of yours. Now, sniff.”

She unscrewed the cap and held the bottle under his nose. Jimmy inhaled hesitantly, the sharp chemical scent hitting him instantly. His head swam, a dizzy warmth spreading through his body. He felt his throat relax slightly, the tension melting away.

“Good boy,” Chris cooed, setting the bottle down. “Now on your knees. If we’re going to do this, we’re going to do it right.”

Jimmy dropped to his knees in front of her, his pink lip gloss shining under the light. Chris gripped the back of his head, guiding his mouth toward the dildo.

“Open wide, bitch,” she ordered, pressing the tip against his lips.

Jimmy parted his lips, taking the dildo into his mouth as Chris began to push forward. The slick rubber slid across his tongue, filling his mouth completely. He fought the urge to gag as the head nudged the back of his throat, but the poppers dulled the reaction slightly, making it easier to take.

“Relax,” Chris said mockingly, gripping his hair tighter. “You wanted this, remember? Now take it like a good little cock-sucker.”

She began to thrust slowly, the dildo sliding in and out of his mouth. Each time it hit the back of his throat, Jimmy gagged slightly, drool dripping from the corners of his lips. Chris laughed cruelly, enjoying the sight of him struggling to please her.

“Pathetic,” she sneered, picking up the pace. “You love watching girls get throat-fucked, don’t you? Well, now you’re learning what it feels like. Keep going. Don’t stop.”

Jimmy’s eyes watered as the relentless thrusting continued. His throat felt raw, but the poppers helped dull the discomfort, allowing him to take more than he had before. Drool pooled at his chin, dripping down onto his bare chest as Chris pushed him harder.

“Good boy,” she moaned, the power trip turning her on. “Look at you, gagging and drooling like a proper little bitch. Keep sucking. Make it sloppy.”

Jimmy obeyed, his lips stretched tight around the dildo as he worked his tongue, trying desperately to please her. The room filled with the obscene sounds of gagging, drooling, and Chris’s satisfied laughter.

After what felt like an eternity, Chris finally pulled out, leaving Jimmy gasping for air, his chin glistening with spit. She patted his head mockingly. “You’re getting better. Still pathetic, but better.”

She pulled off the harness, setting it aside. “Now clean yourself up and get back to your chores. We’re not done for the day.”

The rest of the day passed in a blur of chores, yoga, and more degrading orders. By the time dinner rolled around, Jimmy was completely drained, both physically and mentally. He served Chris her meal, standing by silently as she ate, the key to his cage gleaming around her neck.

Once dinner was finished, Chris leaned back in her chair, wiggling her bare toes. “Come here, Jimmy. Time for your evening duty.”

Jimmy knelt at her feet without hesitation, taking her foot in his hands and gently massaging it. Chris closed her eyes, letting out a satisfied sigh as he worked his fingers over her tired soles.

“That’s it,” she murmured. “Good little bitches know how to pamper their Queen. Don’t stop until I’m completely relaxed.”

Jimmy continued massaging her feet, moving from one to the other, careful not to miss a single spot. Despite his exhaustion, he worked diligently, knowing that disappointing her would only result in more punishment.

After several minutes, Chris opened her eyes, a wicked smile spreading across her face. “Alright, Jimmy. You’ve earned a treat. Get under the table and eat my pussy.”

Jimmy scrambled under the table, positioning himself between her legs as she spread them wide. Her black lace panties were already damp with arousal. She pulled them aside, revealing her glistening folds.

“Lick,” she ordered, gripping the back of his head.

Jimmy obeyed, his tongue darting out to taste her. He licked slowly at first, savoring the taste of her wetness, then focused on her swollen clit, circling it with his tongue. Chris moaned softly, her hips pressing forward as she rode his face.

“That’s it,” she gasped. “Don’t stop. Make me cum, bitch.”

Jimmy worked his tongue frantically, desperate to please her. Her wetness coated his lips and chin as he sucked and licked, her moans growing louder with each passing second.

“Oh, fuck, yes!” she cried out, her body tensing as she came hard. Her pussy pulsed against his mouth, flooding him with her juices as she rode out the intense orgasm.

Finally, she released his head, pushing him back with a satisfied sigh. “Good boy,” she murmured, wiping her wet fingers across his lips. “Now go clean up and get ready for bed. You’ll be sleeping on the floor again, locked and needy, just like you should be.”

Jimmy obeyed silently, his caged cock throbbing painfully as he cleaned himself up. The taste of Chris’s pussy still lingered on his lips as he curled up on the floor, humiliated, denied, and completely owned. Yet, despite the frustration, he couldn’t help but feel a sick thrill.

Day 6
Total Control

The morning began like every other—Jimmy waking up to his new reality. The soreness in his ass from yesterday’s spanking hadn’t faded, and the dull ache in his throat served as a constant reminder of Chris’s dominance. He rose slowly, careful to keep his posture perfect—chest out, back straight, ass slightly pushed out—just as she had ordered.

When he entered the kitchen, his eyes immediately fell on something new: a dog food bowl sitting on the floor at Chris’s feet. His heart sank as he realized exactly what it was for. Chris sat at the table, the key to his cage dangling around her neck.

Without even glancing at him, she spoke in that calm, cruel tone that always made his stomach twist. “Morning, bitch. From now on, you’ll only eat whatever scraps I feel like giving you. Bread crusts, maybe a little leftover toast. If you’re good.”

“Coffee, scrambled eggs, and toast. Now.”

“Yes, My Queen,” Jimmy whispered, hurrying to obey.

Jimmy’s cock throbbed uselessly in its cage as he knelt down beside her. His face burned with humiliation, but he didn’t dare protest. Chris picked up a crust of bread from her plate, holding it above the bowl before dropping it in.

“There. That’s breakfast for you. But before you eat, suck my toes, bitch.”

Jimmy hesitated for only a second before leaning forward, taking her foot gently in his hands. He pressed his lips to her toes, sucking them obediently, his face growing redder with every passing second. Chris smirked, wiggling her toes in his mouth, clearly enjoying his humiliation.

“That’s it,” she purred, watching him intently. “Get them nice and wet. You’re a pathetic little foot slave now.”

Drool began to collect around his lips as he worked diligently, sucking each toe in turn, his caged cock throbbing painfully with arousal. Chris laughed softly, enjoying the sight of him on his knees, degraded and powerless.

After several minutes, she finally pulled her foot back, wiping it on his smooth chest.

Jimmy lowered his head, eating the crust from the bowl. The taste of stale bread filled his mouth, but the shame of eating from a dog bowl was far worse than the bland food. Chris watched him closely, a satisfied grin on her face as he chewed and swallowed.

Chris took a bite of her toast, her eyes never leaving the screen of her phone. After a few minutes of silence, she finally looked up, smirking.

“Jimmy, we need to make a few changes around here,” she said casually. “Starting with your bank account.”

Jimmy froze. “M-my bank account?”

Chris rolled her eyes, setting down her coffee cup. “Yes, your bank account. I’m taking control of it. From now on, I handle all the money. You’ll get an allowance, but only if I feel like you’ve earned it.”

“But—”

Chris’s eyes narrowed dangerously. “Did I say you could question me?”

Jimmy shook his head quickly, his heart racing. “No, My Queen. I’m sorry.”

“Good.” She tapped a few buttons on her phone before holding it up for him to see. “I already transferred everything to our joint account. You’re officially mine in every way—money, body, everything.”

Jimmy’s stomach churned with a mix of fear and arousal. He was completely at her mercy now.

“And that’s not all,” Chris continued. “Your diet changes today too. No more junk food, no more snacks. I want you skinny and weak, just like the little sissy you’re meant to be.” She gestured toward the kitchen counter, where a small meal prep container sat. “From now on, that’s all you get. Measured portions, healthy food. You’ll eat when I say, and only as much as I allow.”

Jimmy glanced at the container—a pathetic portion of plain chicken, broccoli, and rice. His stomach grumbled at the sight, but he knew better than to complain.

“Yes, My Queen,” he said softly.

Chris smiled, clearly pleased with his obedience. “Good boy. Now, finish your chores. When you’re done, I’ll give you your daily spanking.”

Jimmy spent the next few hours cleaning the house, his stomach growling as the smell of Chris’s breakfast lingered in the air. He moved quickly, desperate to avoid any mistakes that might earn him additional punishment. By the time he finished, his muscles ached, and his caged cock throbbed relentlessly, but he knew the worst was yet to come.

“Done already?” Chris asked, leaning back on the couch as he entered the living room. “Good. Come here.”

Jimmy approached nervously, his eyes fixed on the leather belt lying beside her.

“Over my lap,” she commanded, patting her bare thighs.

He hesitated for only a moment before draping himself across her lap, his smooth, hairless ass perfectly positioned. Chris grabbed the belt, folding it in half before delivering the first sharp slap.

Crack!

Jimmy gasped, the sting spreading across his skin. Chris didn’t pause, delivering several more strikes in quick succession. Each one was firm, enough to leave his ass stinging and red.

“This is your daily maintenance spanking,” Chris said calmly, continuing the steady rhythm. “It’s to remind you who’s in charge and keep you in line.”

Jimmy whimpered softly, his cock straining uselessly against the cage as the spanking continued. Despite the pain, he felt himself growing more aroused, the combination of humiliation and submission overwhelming him.

After a dozen more strikes, Chris finally stopped, running her hand over his red, sore cheeks. “There. That should keep you obedient for the day.” She gave his ass a playful squeeze before pushing him off her lap.

Jimmy knelt at her feet, breathing heavily, his face burning with shame.

“Now, one last thing,” Chris said, reaching over to the end table. She held up a small, black butt plug, grinning wickedly. “You’re going to wear this every day from now on. I want you stretched and ready at all times.”

Jimmy’s eyes widened, but he didn’t dare protest. He knew better by now.

“Bend over,” she ordered, holding up the bottle of lube.

Jimmy turned around, getting on all fours and spreading his legs. Chris applied a generous amount of lube to the plug before pressing it against his tight entrance.

“Relax,” she said mockingly. “This is going to be a daily thing, so you might as well get used to it.”

Jimmy inhaled sharply as the plug slid inside, the stretch uncomfortable but manageable. Chris twisted it slightly before pushing it all the way in, the base settling snugly between his cheeks.

“There. All plugged up, just like a good little sissy.” She gave his ass a playful smack, making him wince. “Now, go finish your day. And remember—you don’t make any decisions anymore. I do. Whether we’re home or in public, you defer to me. Got it?”

“Yes, My Queen,” Jimmy whispered, his voice trembling with both humiliation and arousal.

Chris smiled, clearly pleased with his response. “Good boy. Now run along. You’ve got more chores to do.”

As Jimmy shuffled off to continue his duties, the butt plug pressing inside him, he couldn’t help but feel completely owned. Chris controlled his money, his body, and now even his diet. He was locked, denied, and utterly powerless.

And yet, despite the constant frustration, he found himself craving more. This was his life now—Chris’s obedient little sissy, locked, plugged, and completely at her mercy.

Day 7
Humiliation in Public

Jimmy’s heart pounded as he stood nervously by the door, waiting for Chris. He was already plugged, the medium-sized butt plug pressing uncomfortably inside him, a constant reminder of his submission. His pink lip gloss shimmered under the soft lighting of their home, and his eyeliner was carefully applied—Chris had made sure of that, watching him closely in the mirror as he got ready.

Chris entered the room, looking stunning in a tight black dress that showed off her curves. The key to his chastity cage dangled proudly from a thin gold chain around her neck, gleaming under the light. She gave him a once-over, her eyes narrowing critically.

“Stand up straight,” she barked, stepping closer. “Chest out. Ass out. Perfect posture at all times, remember?”

“Yes, My Queen,” Jimmy whispered, immediately adjusting his stance.

Chris smirked, clearly pleased. She leaned in, grabbing his chin roughly. “You look like a proper little bimbo now. Just like those dumb sluts you loved watching in your filthy videos.” She gave him a hard slap across the face, the sharp sound echoing through the room.

Jimmy gasped, his cheek stinging from the impact, but he didn’t dare protest. His cock strained uselessly in its cage, throbbing harder with each humiliating slap.

“Good girl,” Chris said mockingly, patting his cheek where she had just slapped him. “You’re learning.” She grabbed her purse and opened the door. “Let’s go. You’re taking me out tonight.”

The restaurant was crowded, but Chris didn’t seem to care. She walked confidently through the room, the key swinging from her neck in plain sight. Jimmy followed closely behind, trying to keep his head down, but he couldn’t help but notice the occasional glance people gave them—especially when Chris took his hand and pulled him along like a disobedient pet.

Once they were seated, Chris picked up the menu without even glancing at him. “I’ll order for both of us,” she said casually, her eyes scanning the options. “Good girls don’t make decisions; they follow orders.”

Jimmy’s face burned with shame, but he didn’t dare say a word. When the waiter arrived, Chris smiled sweetly, ordering her meal and then his without consulting him. “He’ll have a salad,” she said with a smirk, handing the menus back. “Nothing too heavy. I like to keep my girl slim.”

The waiter raised an eyebrow slightly but didn’t comment, walking away with their order. Jimmy shifted uncomfortably in his seat, the butt plug pressing deeper as he moved. Chris noticed, of course.

“Something wrong, Jimmy?” she asked loudly enough for nearby tables to hear. “That plug bothering you already? I thought you liked being filled.”

Jimmy’s cheeks flushed bright red, and he shook his head quickly. “No, My Queen.”

“Good,” she said with a satisfied grin. “You’d better get used to it. You’ll be wearing it every day.”

When their food arrived, Chris made a show of cutting his salad into tiny pieces before feeding him a bite with her fork. “Open,” she ordered, her voice dripping with condescension. Jimmy obeyed, taking the bite as she smirked. “Good girl. Chew slowly. You don’t want to choke, do you?”

The humiliation was unbearable. Every glance from nearby diners felt like a dagger to his pride, but Chris didn’t let up. She continued feeding him small bites, occasionally wiping his lips with a napkin like he was a child.

Halfway through the meal, she leaned in close, her voice low but firm. “When we get to the movie, you’re going to thank me properly. I want you on your knees in the bathroom, sucking my toes. Got it?”

Jimmy nodded quickly, his heart racing. “Yes, My Queen.”

Chris leaned back in her chair, clearly enjoying his embarrassment. “Good. And keep that pretty posture while we finish. Chest out, ass out. If you slouch, I’ll slap you right here in front of everyone.”

At the movie theater, Chris bought the tickets and chose their seats, making every decision while Jimmy followed silently. Once they were seated, she crossed her legs, the hem of her dress riding up slightly to reveal her smooth thighs. Jimmy couldn’t help but glance down, his caged cock throbbing painfully as he took in the sight.

Chris caught him looking and gave him a hard slap on the thigh, making him flinch. “Eyes up here, bitch. You don’t get to stare unless I say so.”

“Yes, My Queen,” he whispered, sitting up straighter, trying desperately to maintain his posture.

Halfway through the movie, Chris leaned over and whispered in his ear. “Bathroom. Now.”

Jimmy stood up nervously, following her out of the theater. She led him into the family restroom, locking the door behind them before sitting on the counter and crossing her legs.

“On your knees,” she ordered, slipping off one of her heels. “Suck my toes, bitch.”

Jimmy dropped to his knees without hesitation, taking her foot in his hands. He pressed his lips to her toes, sucking them gently as Chris watched with a smug grin.

“That’s it,” she murmured, wiggling her toes in his mouth. “You’re such a pathetic little sissy. Sucking my toes in a public bathroom like the desperate slut you are.”

She let him continue for several minutes, enjoying every second of his humiliation, before finally pulling her foot back. “Good girl. Now fix your makeup—we’re going back in.”

Jimmy scrambled to reapply his pink lip gloss, his hands trembling slightly. Chris watched him intently, a satisfied smirk on her face.

Once he was done, she leaned in, giving his freshly glossed lips a light tap with her finger. “Perfect. Now, remember—you don’t speak unless I tell you to. You don’t make decisions. You just follow orders. Got it?”

“Yes, My Queen,” Jimmy whispered.

Chris smiled, opening the door and stepping out confidently. “Good. Now let’s finish the movie. And when we get home, you’re giving me a foot massage before bed.”

As they walked back to their seats, Jimmy couldn’t help but feel completely owned. Every step he took, every glance from a stranger, reminded him of his place—locked, plugged, and utterly humiliated. And despite the overwhelming shame, his caged cock throbbed relentlessly, desperate for a release that would never come.

Day 8
Advanced Feminization

Morning

She didn’t waste any time. As soon as I crawled out of bed, she was waiting with a smug smirk, holding a small shopping bag filled with new, humiliating items—a delicate pink training bra and matching panties, both adorned with lace trim and little bows. I swallowed hard, my face already burning with shame as she pulled them out one by one.

“These are for you,” she said, her tone dripping with condescension. “Since you’re so thin and delicate, it wasn’t hard to find something in your size. Now strip.”

My hands trembled as I obeyed, peeling off my loose t-shirt and boxers, leaving me standing naked and exposed in front of her. She tossed the panties at me first.

“Put them on, sissy,” she ordered, crossing her arms and leaning against the doorframe.

I stepped into the soft, pink fabric, pulling the panties up my legs. They fit snugly, hugging my hips and trapping my caged cock tightly. The feeling of the silky material against my smooth skin made me shiver with both embarrassment and unwanted arousal.

Next came the bra. She watched intently as I clumsily slipped it over my arms and struggled to fasten it behind my back. The training bra fit perfectly, the elastic band sitting snugly under my flat chest.

“Perfect,” she said, circling me slowly like a predator inspecting its prey. “You look adorable, sissy. But we’re not done yet.”

She reached into the bag again and pulled out a pair of pink heels. My heart sank. I had never worn heels before, and just the thought of trying to walk in them made me feel even more pathetic.

“You’re going to practice walking in these all morning,” she said with a grin. “Around the house. Don’t even think about taking them off until I say so.”

With a heavy heart and shaky hands, I stepped into the heels, wobbling slightly as I adjusted to the unfamiliar height. She laughed as I stumbled forward, grabbing onto the wall for balance.

“Come on, sissy,” she taunted. “You’d better get used to it. Real women wear heels all the time, and since you want to act like a little bitch, you’re going to learn how to walk like one.”

For the next hour, I tottered around the house, trying my best to stay upright as she watched, occasionally barking out instructions and laughing at my clumsy attempts. Every step was a painful reminder of my new reality, each wobble making me feel smaller and more humiliated.

Afternoon

Once she was satisfied with my progress, she allowed me to take off the heels, but I had to keep the bra and panties on. She handed me a feather duster and ordered me to clean the living room while she lounged on the couch, scrolling through her phone.

“You look so cute doing chores in your little outfit,” she teased, snapping a photo as I bent over to dust the lower shelves. “Maybe I’ll send this to a few friends. They’d love to see how far you’ve come.”

My cheeks burned with shame, but I didn’t dare protest. The threat of further humiliation kept me obedient as I continued cleaning, the soft fabric of the panties rubbing against my smooth skin with every movement.

Evening

After dinner, she told me to go upstairs and wait for her in the bedroom. My heart pounded as I obeyed, knowing what was likely coming next. I sat nervously on the edge of the bed, my hands clasped tightly in my lap.

When she entered the room, she was holding a bottle of poppers in one hand and her favorite strap-on in the other. The sight of the thick, black dildo made my stomach twist with a mix of fear and anticipation.

“You know the drill,” she said, walking over to me and tilting my head back. “Open wide.”

She held the bottle under my nose, and I inhaled deeply, the rush hitting me almost instantly. My head spun, and my body relaxed as the familiar warmth spread through me.

“Good boy,” she cooed, strapping on the dildo with practiced ease. “Now, on your knees.”

I slid off the bed and knelt before her, my heart racing as she approached. She gripped the back of my head firmly, guiding the thick dildo toward my mouth.

“Open up, sissy. Let’s see how deep that throat of yours can take it.”

I parted my lips, and she slid the dildo in slowly, the tip pressing against the back of my throat. I gagged slightly, but she didn’t stop, pushing deeper until my nose was nearly pressed against her hips.

“That’s it,” she murmured, gripping my hair tightly. “Take it like a good little slut.”

With the poppers still coursing through my system, my throat relaxed more than usual, allowing her to thrust in and out with ease. She began to fuck my throat with slow, deliberate strokes, each one deeper than the last. Drool poured from my mouth, dripping down my chin and soaking the front of my training bra.

“Look at you,” she said breathlessly, her arousal evident in her voice. “You’re drooling all over yourself, making a mess like the pathetic little bitch you are.”

Her pace quickened, the dildo sliding in and out of my mouth with a wet, sloppy sound. Tears streamed down my cheeks as I struggled to keep up, but she didn’t care, using my mouth like a toy.

Finally, she pulled out, leaving me gasping for air, my chin and chest soaked in drool. She climbed onto the bed and spread her legs, revealing her glistening pussy.

“Come here,” she commanded, beckoning me forward. “I’m so wet from using you. Now, get that tongue to work and make me cum.”

I crawled onto the bed, positioning myself between her legs. The musky scent of her arousal filled my nostrils as I leaned in, my tongue darting out to taste her. She moaned softly, gripping my hair as I licked and sucked her clit.

“That’s it,” she gasped, grinding her hips against my face. “Don’t stop until I’m screaming.”

I obeyed, my tongue moving frantically as she rode my face, her moans growing louder with each passing second. Her wetness coated my lips and chin, mixing with the drool from earlier. She came hard, her thighs trembling as she pressed my face deeper into her, grinding against me until her orgasm subsided.

She released me, pushing me back onto the bed. I lay there, breathing heavily, my face glistening with a mix of her juices and my own drool.

“Good boy,” she said with a satisfied grin. “You’re finally learning your place.”

She grabbed her phone and opened a folder. “Oh, and by the way,” she added, scrolling through the saved videos. “Eventually, you’re going to experience everything I found in your search history. Every twisted, perverted fantasy you jerked off to. Payback for all the women men have abused over the years.”

Day 9
Pampering Her

Morning

I woke up early, still locked in chastity, my body aching with need. She was already awake, lounging in bed, scrolling through her phone with a satisfied smirk.

“Good morning, sissy,” she said without looking up. “Today, you’re going to pamper me all day. I expect nothing but complete devotion. Now, start with a massage. My shoulders are sore.”

I hurried to her side, my heart pounding as I knelt on the bed behind her. My hands trembled slightly as I began to knead her shoulders, trying my best to please her.

“Harder,” she commanded, her tone sharp. “Don’t be useless.”

I applied more pressure, my fingers digging into her tense muscles. She let out a satisfied sigh, closing her eyes as I worked. The humiliating pink bra and panties from the previous day still clung to my body, a constant reminder of my status.

“Not bad,” she murmured after a while. “Now, go run me a hot bath. I want it perfect, with bubbles and scented oils.”

I scrambled off the bed, rushing to the bathroom to prepare her bath. I carefully adjusted the water temperature, added her favorite bath oils, and watched as the bubbles formed. Once everything was ready, I returned to her, bowing my head submissively.

“Your bath is ready, My Queen,” I said softly.

She smiled, rising gracefully from the bed. As she passed me, she gave my caged cock a teasing tap, making me wince. “Good boy. Maybe if you’re perfect all day, I’ll let you kiss my feet tonight.”

Afternoon

The rest of the day was a blur of errands and chores. She sent me out to run various errands, all while dressed in tight jeans that showed off the outline of my chastity cage. Each task was accompanied by a barrage of teasing texts:

“Don’t forget, everyone can see what a pathetic little thing you are.”

“Make sure you hurry back. My nails need painting.”

When I returned, she was waiting on the couch with a glass of wine in hand. “Massage my feet,” she ordered, extending one perfectly pedicured foot toward me.

I knelt before her, gently taking her foot in my hands. As I began to rub, she sipped her wine and scrolled through her phone, occasionally throwing in a humiliating comment.

“You look so cute down there,” she said with a smirk. “Like a proper little servant. This is exactly where you belong.”

Evening

After dinner, which I prepared and served while she relaxed, she called me to the bedroom.

“Time for your final task of the day,” she said, slipping off her robe to reveal her naked body. “Get on your knees and make me cum.”

I knelt at the edge of the bed, my heart racing as she spread her legs. The scent of her arousal filled the air, making my caged cock throb painfully. Without hesitation, I leaned forward, my tongue darting out to taste her.

“That’s it,” she moaned, gripping my hair tightly. “You’re getting better at this, sissy. Keep going.”

I licked and sucked her clit, desperate to please her. Her moans grew louder, her hips grinding against my face as she neared her climax. Finally, she cried out, her body tensing as she came hard against my mouth.

“Good boy,” she said breathlessly, pushing me back. “Now, clean yourself up and go to sleep. You’re still locked, of course. No release for you tonight.”

I nodded, swallowing hard as I wiped my face. The familiar ache of denial settled over me as I climbed into my makeshift bed on the floor, my caged cock throbbing with frustration.

As she drifted off to sleep, a satisfied smile on her face, I lay awake, needy and horny as usual, knowing that this was my new normal—pampering her, serving her, and being left desperate and denied every night.

Day 10
Increased Discipline

Morning

The day started with a simple command: “On all fours, bitch.” Her voice was sharp, leaving no room for hesitation.

I obeyed immediately, crawling into position in the middle of the living room. My face pressed against the cold floor, and my ass was raised high in the air, fully exposed.

She circled me slowly, the wooden paddle in her hand tapping against her palm. “You’ve been getting off too easy lately,” she said with a smirk. “It’s time to remind you who’s in charge.”

The first strike landed hard, a loud crack echoing through the room as the paddle met my bare skin. I yelped, the sting radiating through my body. Before I could recover, another strike followed, harder than the first.

“Face down, ass up, bitch,” she barked. “Stay still unless you want more.”

I bit my lip, struggling to stay in position as the paddle rained down on me. Each strike left my ass red and sore, the pain building with every blow. Just when I thought it couldn’t get worse, she aimed lower, delivering a sharp smack to my little balls. I gasped, tears welling up in my eyes.

“Oh, did that hurt?” she mocked, delivering another strike to my sensitive balls. “Good. Maybe now you’ll learn to be a proper little sissy.”

By the time she was finished, my ass was red and throbbing, and my whole body ached. She stood over me, the paddle resting on her shoulder, a satisfied grin on her face.

“Get up,” she ordered. “It’s time for your next lesson.”

Afternoon

She led me to the vanity, where a collection of makeup products was laid out neatly. “Today, you’re going to learn how to do your makeup properly,” she said. “I want it flawless. No excuses.”

I picked up the foundation nervously, unsure of where to start. My hands shook slightly as I applied it, trying my best to follow the steps she had taught me before.

“That’s awful,” she said bluntly, slapping me hard across the face. The sharp sting made my eyes water, but I didn’t dare protest.

“Try again,” she commanded. “And don’t stop until it’s perfect.”

Each time I made a mistake, she slapped me hard, her strikes leaving my cheeks red and sore. By the time I finally managed a passable result, my face was burning, both from the makeup and the repeated slaps.

“Better,” she said, inspecting my work closely. “But you’ll need more practice. We’ll do this every day until you can make yourself look pretty without any help.”

New Rule

After dinner, she announced a new rule. “From now on, you must always wear a dog collar while you’re at home,” she said, giggling as she spoke. “We’ll go buy one soon. I want something pink and sparkly—something that screams ‘bitch.’”

I swallowed hard, nodding obediently. The thought of wearing a collar all the time was humiliating, but I knew better than to argue.

“Good boy,” she said with a smirk. “Now, get ready for bed. Tomorrow, we’ll go shopping for your new accessory.”

As I lay down on the floor, still sore from the spanking session, I couldn’t help but wonder what other humiliations she had in store for me. One thing was certain—my life was no longer my own.

Day 11
Anal Training

Morning

The day began with a harsh belt maintenance spanking. Her strikes were swift and brutal, each one leaving his ass burning and sore. He whimpered with every blow, but she showed no mercy, alternating between his ass and his sensitive little balls.

“Face down, ass up, bitch,” she commanded as she delivered another stinging strike. His whole body trembled under her control.

By the time she finished, he was gasping for breath, his ass red and throbbing. She leaned down, her lips close to his ear. “If you’re going to be a proper little sissy, you need to get used to being filled.”

She held up a medium-sized butt plug, coated in lube. His eyes widened in both fear and anticipation as she pressed the tip against his sore, exposed hole.

“Relax,” she said mockingly. “You’ll be wearing this all day.”

With a firm push, the plug slid inside him, making him gasp. The fullness was immediate and overwhelming, the plug pressing against sensitive spots he didn’t even know existed.

“Good boy,” she cooed, patting his sore ass. “Now, clean yourself up and come eat my pussy. Belting you made me so wet.”

He crawled to the bed, his movements awkward with the plug inside him. She spread her legs, and he buried his face between her thighs, licking eagerly as her arousal coated his tongue. She moaned softly, grinding against his mouth as he worked to please her.

“That’s it,” she gasped, gripping his hair tightly. “Keep going, sissy.”

Afternoon

After she was satisfied, she sent him off to continue his chores. The plug remained inside him, a constant reminder of his submission. Every step, every movement made him acutely aware of its presence.

“Don’t forget your yoga and exercise routine,” she said with a smirk as he passed by. “I want you to be flexible and fit. And don’t even think about taking that plug out.”

He obeyed, going through his usual routine despite the discomfort. The plug stretched him with every pose, making the simplest movements feel humiliatingly erotic. By the end of the day, his body was sore and aching, but she was pleased.

“Good boy,” she said as he knelt before her that evening. “You’re learning. Tomorrow, we’ll see how much further you can go.”

As he crawled into bed that night, the plug still firmly in place, he knew that this was only the beginning of his anal training. His life was no longer his own—it belonged to her, and he would do anything to please her.

Day 12
Deeper Humiliation

Morning

The morning began as it often did now, with Chris issuing her commands to Jimmy. The tone in her voice was sharper, more assured—the transformation from vanilla wife to confident domme becoming more evident with each passing day.

“Get dressed. We’re going shopping,” she said, tossing him a pair of tight jeans and a pastel pink t-shirt that did nothing to hide the outline of his chastity cage. “And don’t forget the heels. I want you to practice walking in public.”

Jimmy swallowed hard but obeyed, slipping into the feminine outfit and wobbling slightly as he adjusted to the heels. Chris laughed softly, enjoying his awkwardness. Once he was ready, she grabbed her purse and headed for the door.

Shopping Trip

The mall was bustling with people, and Jimmy’s heart raced as they entered. Chris didn’t waste any time, steering him toward the cosmetics store.

“We need to get you more makeup,” she said with a grin. “Your collection is pathetic.”

Inside the store, she made him pick out various items—foundation, blush, lipstick—all in bright, feminine shades. As they moved through the aisles, she didn’t hesitate to correct him loudly whenever he hesitated or picked the wrong thing.

“No, sissy, not that one,” she said, her voice carrying across the store. “Get the pink gloss. You’re not trying to look subtle.”

Jimmy’s cheeks burned with humiliation as nearby shoppers turned to stare. He tried to avoid their eyes, focusing instead on fulfilling Chris’s demands as quickly as possible.

At the checkout counter, the clerk, a young woman with a knowing smirk, scanned their items. Chris leaned over, patting Jimmy’s cheek condescendingly.

“Aren’t you going to thank her, sissy?” she asked sweetly.

Jimmy stammered, “Th-thank you.”

Chris frowned, clearly not satisfied. “Louder. And call me what you’re supposed to.”

Jimmy hesitated, glancing nervously at the clerk, who was watching the scene unfold with barely concealed amusement.

“Thank you, My Queen,” he said loudly, his voice trembling.

Chris smiled, pleased. As they left the store, she couldn’t resist adding another layer of humiliation. In front of a small crowd, she delivered a sharp slap to his ass, making him yelp.

“Good boy,” she said. “You’re learning.”

Afternoon

Once they returned home, Chris wasted no time. “Strip,” she commanded, pointing to the living room floor.

Jimmy obeyed, standing naked before her except for his chastity cage. She circled him slowly, the leather paddle in hand.

“You embarrassed me a little back there,” she said casually. “I don’t like hesitation. So, it’s time for a maintenance spanking.”

She made him bend over, face down and ass up, before delivering a series of harsh strikes. Each smack echoed through the room, leaving his skin red and sore. She didn’t stop until tears welled up in his eyes.

“Better,” she said, tossing the paddle aside. “Now, get on your knees and show me how sorry you are.”

Jimmy knelt before her, his lips parting as she guided him between her legs. He licked and sucked eagerly, desperate to please her. Chris moaned softly, gripping his hair tightly as she rode his face.

“That’s it,” she gasped. “Keep going, sissy. Make your Queen happy.”

Evening

Later that evening, Chris decided to take things further. “You’ve gotten better at eating pussy,” she said, smirking. “But there’s more to learn.”

She turned around, presenting her ass to him. “Lick,” she commanded, her tone leaving no room for argument.

Jimmy hesitated for only a moment before obeying, his tongue darting out to trace the curve of her ass. Chris moaned in satisfaction, pushing back against him as he worked to please her.

“Good boy,” she said breathlessly. “You’re becoming exactly what I want.”

As the night ended, Chris lay back in bed, a satisfied smile on her face. Jimmy, still locked and denied, curled up on the floor beside her, the ache of his unrelieved arousal a constant reminder of his submission.

“Sleep tight, sissy,” she said with a chuckle. “Tomorrow’s a new day, and I’ve got even more plans for you.”

Jimmy closed his eyes, knowing that whatever she had in store, he would have no choice but to obey.

Day 13
Full Submission

Morning

The day began with a chilling declaration. Chris sat on the edge of the bed, her legs crossed elegantly, watching Jimmy with a smirk.

“You’ve been fantasizing about this for years, haven’t you?” she said, her voice calm but commanding. “Well, it’s going to happen. I’m thinking of finding a bull—a real man—to satisfy me while you watch. Wouldn’t that be perfect?”

Jimmy’s heart pounded in his chest, a mixture of fear and arousal coursing through him. He opened his mouth to respond, but no words came out. Chris laughed softly, clearly enjoying his reaction.

“No need to answer,” she said. “Just know that when I decide, you won’t have a choice. Now, get ready for your task.”

Task: The Full Body Massage

Dressed in nothing but a pair of lacy white panties, a matching training bra, his chastity cage, and the medium-sized butt plug she had inserted the day before, Jimmy knelt before her.

“You look ridiculous,” she said with a sneer. “Like the pathetic little sissy you are. From now on, your name is Kandy. That’s what you’ll be called when you’re serving me. Understand?”

Jimmy nodded quickly, his cheeks burning with humiliation.

“Good. Now, start with my feet,” she commanded, extending one leg toward him.

Kandy began massaging her feet, his small hands working carefully over her soft skin. Chris leaned back, sighing contentedly as he continued up her legs.

“You’re such a loser,” she said casually, running her fingers through his hair as he worked. “Imagine thinking you’d ever be man enough for me. All you’re good for is serving and being humiliated.”

The verbal degradation stung, but Kandy knew better than to stop. He moved his hands up to her calves, kneading them gently under her watchful eye.

“Keep going,” she said, spreading her legs slightly. “Don’t miss a single inch.”

As he continued the massage, Chris’s taunts grew harsher. She reminded him constantly of his place, of how lucky he was to even be allowed to touch her.

“You’ll never touch me like a real man,” she said. “But you can rub my body while I think about a real cock. Maybe I’ll even let you watch when it happens.”

Afternoon

The massage lasted well into the afternoon, with Kandy moving from her legs to her back, then to her arms and shoulders. By the time he finished, his hands ached, and his face was flushed from both the effort and the relentless humiliation.

Chris stretched lazily, clearly satisfied. “Not bad, Kandy. You’re getting better at this. Maybe you’ll be useful after all.”

She stood up, adjusting her robe as she glanced down at him. “Stay in your outfit. I want you looking like a proper little sissy all day. And don’t forget your name. You’re Kandy now.”

Kandy lowered his head submissively. “Yes, My Queen.”

Chris smiled, pleased by his obedience. “Good girl. Now go clean the house. I expect it to be spotless by the time I’m ready for dinner.”

Evening

As night fell, Chris called Kandy back into the bedroom. She lounged on the bed, her robe open slightly, revealing smooth, bare skin beneath.

“Come here,” she said, beckoning him forward. “Time for your evening task. And remember, Kandy, you exist to serve me. Nothing more.”

Kandy crawled toward her, his heart racing as he prepared to fulfill her every demand. He knew that this was his life now—complete submission, constant humiliation, and the ever-present reminder of his place beneath her.

Day 14
BNWO Payback

Morning: The Pet Store Visit

Chris’s dominance over Kandy had reached a new level, and today was no exception. She drove them to a local pet store, parking the car with a smug grin.

“Come on, Kandy,” she said, stepping out confidently. “We have something important to get today.”

Kandy followed her nervously, her head low, knowing better than to question what was coming. Dressed in tight jeans, her chastity cage barely concealed, and a pastel top that clung to her slim frame, she felt every gaze as they walked into the store.

Chris led her straight to the pet accessories aisle, stopping in front of the collars. Her fingers traced over several options before settling on a pink leather collar adorned with sparkling rhinestones.

“This one suits you perfectly,” she said with a chuckle. “Pretty, pink, and pathetic.”

She grabbed the collar and turned to Kandy. “Let’s get you a tag too. You need something that tells the world exactly what you are.”

They walked over to the custom tag-making station. Chris selected a heart-shaped tag and entered the engraving details into the machine. She typed the word “BITCH” in bold, uppercase letters.

When the tag was ready, she handed it to the clerk, who looked between them with a raised eyebrow. Chris didn’t miss a beat.

“It’s for her,” she said loudly, her voice dripping with mockery. “My little pet.”

Kandy’s face burned with humiliation as the clerk smirked, handing back the tag. Chris attached it to the collar, fastening it snugly around Kandy’s neck.

“There. Now everyone will know exactly what you are,” she said with satisfaction. “Let’s go.”

Evening: Full Sissy Declaration

That night, Chris sat on the couch, lounging comfortably while Kandy knelt at her feet, the new collar and tag around her neck. Chris looked down at her, a wicked gleam in her eyes.

“This is your life now, Kandy,” she said, her voice calm but firm. “You exist to serve me and my lovers. Get used to it, because there’s no way out.”

Kandy swallowed hard, the weight of Chris’s words sinking in. She knew Chris wasn’t bluffing; this was her new reality.

“I’ve been thinking a lot about reparations,” Chris continued, a cruel smirk forming on her lips. “It was mostly white men who caused all the pain and suffering. So now, you’re going to pay it back—personally.”

Kandy’s eyes widened, but she didn’t dare interrupt.

“I’m going to fuck Black men in front of you,” Chris said, her tone matter-of-fact. “You’ll watch, locked in chastity, knowing you’ll never have me again. You’ll be a pussy-free loser for the rest of your life. Permanent chastity, Kandy. No more fantasies—this is real.”

Chris leaned forward, gripping Kandy’s chin tightly, forcing her to meet her gaze.

“I’ll be a queen for Black men, and you?” she sneered. “You’ll be a no-limits trans fucktoy. Eventually, you’ll crave nothing else. You’ll live to be used, and you’ll beg for it.”

Tears welled in Kandy’s eyes, but Chris only smiled.

“Good girl,” she said softly. “Now, crawl to the bedroom. It’s time for your nightly training.”

Without hesitation, Kandy obeyed, crawling on all fours as Chris followed behind, the sound of her heels clicking ominously against the floor. The future Chris promised was clear, and there was no escape for Kandy—only deeper submission and total surrender.


Day 15
Sissy for the BNWO 

Morning: The Arrival of the Bull

Chris sat in the living room, her legs crossed elegantly, a glass of wine in hand. She glanced toward Kandy, who knelt at her feet in nothing but her chastity cage, pink panties, and the rhinestone-studded collar with the "BITCH" tag gleaming under the light.

“Today’s a special day, Kandy,” Chris said with a cruel smile. “I’ve invited a guest—a real man—to help with your training. He’ll be here any minute, so you’d better behave.”

Kandy’s heart pounded in her chest. She didn’t dare speak, knowing that anything less than perfect obedience would result in severe punishment.

Moments later, the doorbell rang. Chris stood gracefully, her heels clicking against the floor as she went to answer the door. She returned moments later with Malik, a tall, muscular Black man exuding confidence and dominance.

“This is Malik,” Chris said, gesturing toward him. “He’s going to be your bull. You’ll serve us both from now on.”

Malik eyed Kandy with a smirk, clearly enjoying the sight of the feminized sissy kneeling before him.

“Nice to meet you, Kandy,” he said, his deep voice sending shivers down her spine. “Chris tells me you’re eager to serve.”

“Yes, Sir,” Kandy whispered, her voice trembling.

“Good. Let’s see what you can do,” Malik said, taking a seat beside Chris. “Start with a massage. Don’t miss a spot.”

Kandy began, her delicate hands trembling as she began massaging Malik’s broad shoulders. Chris watched with amusement, occasionally sipping her wine as her sissy worked diligently.

“You’re going to get even more changes soon,” Chris said casually. “Hormones, fake tits, the works. By the time we’re done, you won’t just look like a sissy—you’ll be a dumb, useless bimbo who lives only to serve the BNWO.”

Later that day, Chris handed Kandy a small bottle of pills.

“These are your hormones,” she said with a smirk. “You’ll take them every day. Soon, you’ll start growing tits of your own. Isn’t that exciting, Kandy?”

“Yes, My Queen,” Kandy replied, her voice barely above a whisper.

Chris laughed, clearly enjoying Kandy’s humiliation. “Good girl. Now, swallow.”

Kandy obediently took the pill, the weight of her new reality settling over her. There was no escape—this was her life now.

Evening: Serving the Bull

That evening, Kandy’s training intensified. She was made to serve both Chris and Malik in every way imaginable. She massaged, cleaned, and catered to their every whim, her body aching from the constant work and the ever-present plug that Chris had insisted she wear.

At one point, Malik stood over her, his expression stern.

“You missed a spot,” he said, pointing to the floor she had just cleaned.

“I-I’m sorry, Sir,” Kandy stammered.

“Sorry isn’t good enough,” Malik growled. He grabbed the paddle from the table and delivered several harsh strikes to her ass, each one harder than the last.

Chris watched with a satisfied smile, clearly pleased by the discipline.

“You’re learning, Kandy,” she said. “But you still have a long way to go.”

Night: A Life of Submission

As the night wore on, Kandy knelt by the bed, her body sore and her mind spinning. Chris lay beside Malik, resting comfortably after an evening of pleasure.

“This is your life now, Kandy,” Chris said. “You’ll serve me, my lovers, and any Black man I choose. Permanent chastity, hormones, fake tits—you’ll become exactly what you were always meant to be: a no-limits sissy bimbo who lives to serve the BNWO.”

Tears welled in Kandy’s eyes, but she didn’t dare protest. She knew Chris’s words were true. This was her future—a life of humiliation, submission, and total obedience.

Chris reached down, patting Kandy’s head mockingly.

“Good girl,” she said with a smirk. “Now, get some rest. Tomorrow, we’ll continue your transformation.”

Kandy closed her eyes, the weight of her new reality settling over her. There was no escape, no hope of a different life. She belonged to Chris and Malik now, destined to serve the BNWO for the rest of her days.
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