

30 DAYS TO A PUSSYFREE CUCKOLD


Disclaimer

Intended for readers aged 18 or above, or the legal age to read erotica in your location. This is not a love story and contains elements of humiliation, female domination, BDSM, race play, and extreme sexual situations. This story is purely a work of fiction and is not based on actual persons. You are important and deserve to be loved and happy – this story is only a fantasy.


Chapter 1: The Beginning

Christine was everything Jimmy had ever dreamed of. At 5'2", she was a vision of beauty, with long brunette hair cascading down her back and framing her striking features. Her 32B breasts, thin waist, and bubble butt—perfectly sculpted from countless squats—made her the object of desire for many, but she was his. Weighing around 110 lbs, Christine was petite yet powerful, exuding a confidence that only made her more irresistible.

Jimmy often marveled at his luck. Standing just an inch taller than Christine, he weighed the same as she did and shared her waist size, which often led to her borrowing his shorts. His long blonde hair reached down to his lower back, and his light blue eyes had an ethereal quality. His face had an androgynous appearance, and his figure was girlish, not manly—not quite a girl, but not quite a boy either. He was a self-proclaimed sissy boy, a fact that only made his relationship with Christine more unique.

Despite his insecurities and the societal pressures to conform, Jimmy found comfort in Christine's acceptance of him. She loved him for who he was, and he cherished every moment with her. Yet, there was an unspoken desire within both of them—a yearning to explore deeper, more unconventional aspects of their relationship.


DAY 1 FRIDAY

Christine had always trusted Jimmy implicitly. They shared everything—hopes, dreams, and secrets. Christine had taken Friday off from work to get their taxes done. As Jimmy left for work, she began looking for some tax files on his laptop.

Initially, she was simply looking for a file she needed, but a folder on the desktop caught her eye. It was innocuously named "Private." A pang of guilt hit her as she double-clicked it open, but what she found inside sent a shockwave through her entire being.

Jimmy’s "Private" folder was a collection of adult content; it was filled with videos and images related to Black New World Order (BNWO) and cuckold humiliation. Her heart pounded as she clicked through the various files, each one confirming her worst suspicions. A quick check of his search history revealed more of the same—endless searches related to interracial domination and cuckolding scenarios.

Christine felt a mix of emotions—shock, betrayal, hurt. She couldn't believe that Jimmy, her Jimmy, had been hiding this from her. Anger bubbled up inside her, and she waited impatiently for him to come home, her mind racing with thoughts of what to say.

When Jimmy finally walked through the door, he was greeted not with the usual warm smile, but with Christine standing in the living room, his laptop in hand and an unreadable expression on her face.

"Jimmy," she began, her voice trembling with suppressed anger, "we need to talk."

Jimmy's eyes widened in confusion. He felt nervous and small like he always did when she was angry. More like a little boy than a husband. "What's wrong, Christine?"

Christine held up the laptop. "I found your porn folder and your search history."

The color drained from Jimmy's face. "Christine, I—"

"Don't you dare try to explain it away," she interrupted, her voice rising. "I trusted you, Jimmy. I thought we were open with each other about everything. But this? This is how you spend your time?"

Tears welled up in Christine's eyes. "BNWO? Cuckold humiliation? Is this really what you want, Jimmy? To be humiliated and degraded?"

Jimmy's heart sank. He had never intended for Christine to find out like this. He was ashamed at being caught but just hearing her say those words made his little cock begin to harden. "Christine, I'm so sorry. I didn't mean for you to find out this way. I... I just didn't know how to tell you."

Christine's anger flared again. "So, instead of talking to me, you decided to hide it and indulge in your fantasies behind my back? How could you do this to us?"

Jimmy felt a lump in his throat. "Christine, I never meant to hurt you. These are just fantasies... things I think about but never wanted to bring into our real life because I was afraid of how you'd react."

Christine took a deep breath, trying to steady her emotions. "Jimmy, if these are your fantasies, then we need to talk about them. But hiding them from me is not the way to go about it. We need to be honest with each other."

Jimmy nodded, tears in his own eyes. "You're right, Christine. I should have been honest with you. Can we please sit down and talk about this?"

Christine nodded, though the hurt was still evident in her eyes. "Not tonight. I have a lot to think about. We will talk tomorrow"


Day 2 - Saturday - A New Beginning

Christine had stayed up late, unable to sleep after the confrontation with Jimmy. Her curiosity got the better of her, and she delved deeper into his search history and saved files. What she discovered both amused and aroused her. Jimmy seemed to be captivated by the idea of BBC (Big Black Cock) and being controlled. The titles of the videos made her giggle—many of them were called "hypnos." She couldn't help but laugh at the irony, considering how hypnotized Jimmy seemed by these fantasies.

Most of the videos emphasized the size difference between black cocks and white dicks. Christine had to admit, the black cocks did look impressively big compared to Jimmy's modest 3 inches when hard. He had tiny little balls to match. As she watched more and more, she found herself rubbing her clit through her spandex shorts, the videos igniting a spark of excitement within her.

Just before midnight, she had impulsively ordered some hair removal cream and a small chastity cage for Jimmy. It seemed like most of the white boys in the videos were either in chastity or had tiny dicks like her husband. Living in a metro area had its advantages—the items were delivered the very next day, on Saturday.

Christine waited until the packages were delivered and then sat him down to talk. She could see the nervousness in his eyes, making him look more like a little boy than a husband. She took a deep breath and began.

"Jimmy, I've been thinking a lot about what I found yesterday," she started, her voice steady but with an underlying hint of amusement. "We're going to have an FLR—Female-Led Relationship. You’re going to remove all of your body hair with this cream," she held up the hair removal cream, "and then I’m going to put this on you." She displayed the pink plastic chastity cage, noting the mixture of anxiety and excitement in his eyes.

Jimmy swallowed hard. "Christine, are you sure about this?"

Christine nodded, her confidence growing. "Yes, Jimmy. This is what you need. This is what we both need. And while you're locked up, we're going to watch your videos together. You’ll learn exactly what it means to be my submissive little sissy."

Jimmy's face turned red with embarrassment, but he nodded, it was hard to admit how exciter this made him.

Christine continued, her tone turning mocking, mimicking the words and tone she had seen in the videos. "You’re going to be my little bitch, Jimmy. Just like all those pathetic white boys in your videos. I bet you love the idea of being controlled, don't you? You want to be my humiliated little cuck, drooling over big black cocks while your tiny little dick is locked up, don’t you?"

Jimmy’s cock twitched in his pants, and he could feel himself getting aroused despite the humiliation. "Y-yes, Christine," he stammered.

Looking down Christine saw his shorts tenting with his little hardon after hearing her talk about what they were going to do.

"That’s right," Christine sneered. "From now on, you’re going to worship big black cocks just like in those videos. You’ll be a good little sissy and do everything I say. Now, go and apply the cream. I want you smooth and hairless, just like a proper sissy should be."

Jimmy nodded and took the cream, heading to the bathroom. Christine followed him, watching as he nervously applied the cream to his body. "Make sure you rub it all over," she instructed, her voice firm. "I want every trace of your body hair gone." Jimmy obeyed, spreading the cream meticulously over every inch of his skin. Fifteen minutes later, every trace of his body hair washed down the shower drain.

Christine put on the chastity cage. She had actually done some research on it and watched some videos on how to put it on. The cage had multiple rings that went around the balls. She tried multiple ones till she found the one that fit best, the smallest one. "You have little white boy balls," she told Jimmy, giggling in a mean way.

"Hold still," she commanded, her voice cold and demanding.

Jimmy stood nervously as Christine expertly secured the cage around his now hairless cock and balls. She inspected her work, ensuring it was locked tightly. "Good boy," she cooed mockingly. "Now, let’s go watch some of your favorite videos."

She placed one key on a gold chain around her neck and the other she placed on the bathroom vanity. She intended to hide it later somewhere in the house. The key rested perfectly between her perky breasts. A little reminder for Jimmy to fixate on.

They sat down on the couch, Christine holding the laptop. She played one of the videos, the screen filled with the image of a massive black cock fucking a white girl and a humiliated white boy in chastity kneeling and watching. Christine turned to Jimmy, her eyes gleaming with excitement and power.

"Look at that, Jimmy. Isn’t it pathetic how small and useless those white boys are compared to those big black cocks? Just like you. You’re going to learn to love being humiliated, aren’t you?"

Jimmy nodded, his face burning red with shame and arousal. "Yes, Christine."

"Good," she said, a satisfied smile spreading across her face. "This is just the beginning, Jimmy. You’re going to be my perfect little sissy cuckold. And you’re going to love every minute of it."

As the video played on, Christine could feel the power dynamic between them shifting, solidifying. This was their new reality, and she was determined to enjoy every moment of it.

"Look at you, Jimmy," Christine sneered, her voice dripping with contempt. "Sitting there like a pathetic little sissy, locked up in that tiny cage. I bet you love seeing those big black cocks, don’t you? It’s so clear that white girls love BBC, and you’re just a loser who can never satisfy a woman like I deserve."

Jimmy's face burned hot with embarrassment, but his arousal was undeniable. The words Christine used cut deep, but they also stirred something within him that he couldn’t deny. "Y-yes, Christine," he stammered.

"That's right," Christine continued, her tone unwavering. "From now on, you're going to be a pussyfree sissy. No more touching yourself, no more orgasms. You exist to serve me and to worship real men with real cocks. Your tiny 3-inch dick is nothing but a joke, a clitty that’s not even worth using."

Christine had initiated the use of the hair removal cream and chastity cage to punish Jimmy. However, she discovered that she was increasingly aroused by the process. With each passing minute, the act of humiliating Jimmy gave her a thrill she didn't quite understand, but she found herself enjoying it more and more.

Christine paused the video and turned to Jimmy, her eyes blazing with excitement. "You know what BNWO stands for, right? Black New World Order. It’s a world where pathetic little white boys like you know their place—serving and worshipping superior black men. You’re going to learn to love it, to crave it."

Jimmy’s cock strained against the chastity cage, the mix of humiliation and arousal almost too much to bear. "Yes, Christine," he whispered, his voice barely audible.

Christine leaned closer, her sweet breath hot on his ear. "Say it louder, sissy. Tell me how much you love being a loser who can never satisfy his wife. Tell me how much you worship black cock."

Jimmy swallowed hard, his throat dry. "I love being a loser who can never satisfy you, Christine. I worship black cock."

Christine laughed, the sound both mocking and triumphant. "Good boy. You’re going to be the perfect little sissy cuckold. Black cock only from now on. You’re nothing but a pathetic excuse for a man. And you know what? I love it."

Christine resumed the video, her hand resting possessively on Jimmy’s caged cock, lightly squeezing his little balls. The screen showed a splitscreen of a powerful black man fucking a beautiful white girl while a white sissy had a hands free orgasm in chastity.

"See that, Jimmy? That’s your future. Serving and worshipping black men. You’re going to become obsessed with them, just like the sissies in your videos. But unlike them, you’ll have me guiding you, teaching you to be the perfect pussyfree cuckold."

As the video continued, Christine’s words drilled deeper into Jimmy’s psyche, each one a reminder of his new place in their relationship. The power she wielded over him was intoxicating, and Jimmy knew there was no turning back. He had no idea how dark and perverted Christine could be. This was their new reality, and he was ready to embrace it fully, under Christine’s strict control.


Chapter 3: Sunday Worship

It was Sunday morning, and Christine was ready to take their new dynamic to the next level. She had spent the morning preparing herself, mentally and emotionally, for what was to come. Today, she would introduce Jimmy to a new aspect of his submissive role: cum eating.

Christine found Jimmy in the living room, nervously fidgeting with his phone. "Jimmy, it's time to worship at the BBC church," she announced, her voice firm and commanding. He looked up, his face a mixture of anxiety and anticipation.

"No more regular orgasms for you," she continued. "From now on, you'll find pleasure in serving and worshipping black cock, just like the sissies in your videos."

Christine led him to the bedroom and unlocked his chastity cage. "Kneel and jerk off to this," she commanded, handing him her laptop with a BNWO porn video queued up. The video was filled with women chanting, "Stay pussy free, whiteboy," over and over again. A split-screen showed the girls repeating the chant while black men fucked the cutest white girls. She placed a plate in front of him, watching intently as he knelt and began to masturbate.

Jimmy's hands shook as he began stroking his tiny 3-inch cock, the words in the video echoing in his mind. It took only five minutes for him to cum, a heavy load due to missing a day of his usual daily masturbation. A big puddle of cum was on the plate on the floor between Jimmy’s knees. Christine scooped up the cum with her fingers, a glint of satisfaction in her eyes.

"Eat it," she commanded, holding her cum-covered fingers in front of his mouth. “Slurp it up sissy, just like you expect women to.”

Jimmy recoiled slightly, but Christine's stern expression left no room for defiance. "Be a good boy, Jimmy. If you want me to be your mistress, you need to do as I say."

Reluctantly, Jimmy opened his mouth and began to lick her fingers clean, the taste familiar from his previous sessions with sissy hypnos. Yet, the humiliation of doing it in front of Christine made it feel different, more intense.

"That's right, sissy," Christine taunted. "Swallow it all. You need to get used to this if you want to be my perfect little cuckold."

Once Jimmy had finished, Christine made him lick the plate clean. "Look at you, a pathetic little cum-eating sissy," she mocked. "Your tiny dicklette is only good for this."

Christine locked Jimmy's chastity cage back in place, the familiar click signaling his submission. "There you go, all locked up again. No more touching, no more cumming unless I say so."

That night, Christine decided to reward herself. She lay back on the bed, spreading her legs. "Come here, Jimmy. Lick my pussy until I cum. Make me feel good."

Jimmy obediently crawled between her legs and began to lick her, his tongue moving over her pussy lips and clit. Christine's moans grew louder, her body writhing with pleasure. She grabbed his head, pushing his face against her wet pussy, her hips grinding against his face.

"That's it, you little sissy. Make me cum. This is the only way you'll ever get to touch a pussy," she taunted.

Christine's orgasm was intense, her body shaking with pleasure as Jimmy continued to lick her through her climax. She finally pushed him away, breathing heavily, a satisfied smile on her face.

"Good boy," she said, patting his head mockingly. "Now go to sleep, locked up and frustrated, just like you deserve."

As they settled into bed, Christine drifted off to sleep, content and fulfilled. Jimmy lay beside her, his mind racing with the day's events, his tiny cock trapped in the cage, throbbing.


Chapter 4: Monday - Preparing for the Next Step

Christine had a busy day at work, but her mind was preoccupied with thoughts of their new lifestyle. As soon as she got home, she settled on the couch with her laptop, diving into research about Female Led Relationships (FLR) and cuckolding. She wanted to be fully prepared to guide Jimmy through this transformation, ensuring they both understood the dynamics and expectations. And she was getting more turned on by it all as each day passed by.

Jimmy, on the other hand, spent the evening trying to stay out of Christine's way. He could feel the tension in the air, knowing she was planning something new. He sat quietly in the corner of the living room, occasionally glancing up to see Christine engrossed in her reading.

"Jimmy," Christine called out suddenly, not looking up from her screen. "Have you ever used a butt plug before?"

Jimmy's face turned crimson. "N-no, Christine," he stammered, feeling the familiar wave of embarrassment wash over him.

Christine smirked, her eyes still glued to the laptop. "I thought so. You're going to need to get used to it. It's part of your training."

Jimmy swallowed hard, the thought of using a butt plug making him both nervous and oddly excited. He watched as Christine continued to browse, occasionally making notes or bookmarking pages.

After a while, Christine added a collection of butt plugs, surgical gloves and a huge bottle of lube to her online shopping cart. She chose plugs of varying sizes, starting small and gradually increasing to larger ones, ensuring Jimmy would be able to handle extended wear. The last few were gigantic, much larger than anything Jimmy had ever imagined.

Christine smirked as she added the final plug to the cart. She guessed it was about as wide as her fist "I want you to become a size queen, Jimmy. These last ones are enormous, and you're going to learn to love them."

"Jimmy, come here," Christine commanded.

He approached her cautiously, his heart pounding. "Yes, Christine?"

Christine turned the laptop screen towards him, showing him the selection of butt plugs and lube. "This is what will be in your ass from now on. I expect you to be ready to take anal at all times. You need to get comfortable with the idea of being filled, just like the sissies in your videos."

Jimmy's eyes widened in shock as he saw the size of the biggest plug. "Christine, that is... it’s so big."

She completed the purchase. "Good. They'll be here soon, and we'll start your training as soon as they arrive. Until then, you can think about how much you're going to love being my little plugged sissy."

As she continued her research, Jimmy sat back down, his mind racing with thoughts of what was to come.

For the rest of the evening, Christine ignored Jimmy except for occasional embarrassing questions. Each one was designed to remind him of his new role and deepen his submission. She asked if he had ever fantasized about being a sissy before they started this journey, if he enjoyed the feeling of being locked up, and if he was excited about the idea of wearing a butt plug.

Each question made Jimmy blush and stammer, but it also solidified his role in their relationship. By the time they went to bed, Jimmy felt more submissive and humiliated than ever before, and Christine felt more confident and in control.

As they drifted off to sleep, Jimmy couldn’t help but wonder what the next few days would bring. He knew one thing for sure: Christine was taking their dynamic seriously. He was nervous and had some anxiety, reality was more than he had fantasized about.


Chapter 5: Tuesday - Stretching Limits

The metro area had its perks, and same-day shipping was one of them. By the time Christine returned home from work, the package containing the collection of butt plugs, lube, and rubber surgical gloves had already arrived and Jimmy was home. She felt a rush of excitement, eager to continue Jimmy’s training.

"Jimmy," she called out, her voice authoritative. "Come to the bedroom. It's time for your next lesson."

Jimmy nervously followed her, his chastity cage already feeling tighter in anticipation. Christine had set up her laptop with another BNWO video, this one filled with women chanting, "Stay pussy free, whiteboy," over and over.

"Get on all fours," Christine commanded, snapping on the rubber surgical gloves. Jimmy complied, his heart racing as he positioned himself on the bed.

Christine lubed up her fingers generously. "This might feel a bit uncomfortable at first, but you'll get used to it like all good white boys. We’re starting small today," she said, holding up the first butt plug. It was black, barely as wide as an average cock, but it looked intimidating to Jimmy nonetheless.

As the video played in the background, Christine's fingers began to probe Jimmy’s tight hole, loosening him up. "Relax, sissy. This is just the beginning. Soon you’ll be begging for bigger ones."

Jimmy whimpered as Christine’s fingers stretched him, her touch both firm and methodical. "You need to be prepared for everything I have planned for you. And remember, all these plugs are black, just like the cocks you’ll be worshiping."

Christine pumped the small plug back and forth, her movements slow and deliberate. The video’s chants filled the room, and Jimmy felt his humiliation deepen as his tiny cock leaked pre-cum from the chastity cage.

"You’re such a dirty sissy, Jimmy. Look at you, dripping like a slut while I stretch your ass," Christine taunted, her voice dripping with contempt. "This is your life now, serving me and learning to love having you ass full."

Christine's own arousal grew as she continued to stretch Jimmy’s ass, her fingers working expertly. She could feel herself getting wet, the video’s imagery and her control over Jimmy fueling her desires. The thought of a big black cock filling her own pussy flashed through her mind, making her breath hitch.

Jimmy's whimpers turned to moans as Christine increased the pace, pushing the plug deeper with each thrust. "You’re leaking all over, you pathetic sissy," she sneered, scooping up his pre-cum with the same gloved fingers that had been in his ass. "Open your mouth."

Jimmy hesitated for a moment, but Christine's stern look left no room for defiance. He opened his mouth, and she pushed her fingers inside, making him taste his own ass and his cum. "That’s it, swallow it all. You need to understand your place."

"You're such a dirty little slut," she continued, her voice a mix of mockery and satisfaction. "This is what you’re made for, serving me and learning to worship real men. You’re nothing but a sissy, a toy for my pleasure."

Christine's arousal reached its peak. She pushed Jimmy onto his back and straddled his face, grinding her wet pussy against his mouth. "Lick me, Jimmy. Make me cum. Think about how a black man would fuck me."

Jimmy obeyed, his tongue working feverishly to please her. Christine’s moans grew louder, her pussy grinding on his face. The images from the video and her fantasies of being taken by a powerful black man flooded her mind, pushing her closer to the edge.

With a final, body-shaking orgasm, Christine collapsed on the bed, her breathing heavy and satisfied. Jimmy kneeled beside her, his face flushed and his tiny cock throbbing painfully in its cage.

"Good boy," she panted, patting his head mockingly. "You’re learning well. But this is just the beginning. You have so much to learn."

As they drifted off to sleep, Christine felt a deep sense of satisfaction. The power dynamic between them was solidifying, and she was determined to enjoy every moment of their new reality. Jimmy, locked up and frustrated, could only wonder what the next day would bring.


Chapter 6: Wednesday - Collared and Controlled

Christine had a renewed sense of purpose. The previous days had solidified the power dynamic between her and Jimmy, but today, she would introduce an even more symbolic aspect of his submission: a collar and leash she had picked up at the pet store on the way home.

After dinner, Christine called Jimmy into the living room. She now had him wearing only her panties on a daily basis while in the house. He was expected to strip and plug himself as soon as he got home. She could see the telltale signs of his arousal—the dampness around his chastity cage, the nervous glances.

"Jimmy, today we’re going to take another step in your training," Christine said, holding up a thick black leather dog collar and chromed chain leash. "This collar will be a constant reminder that you belong to me."

Jimmy’s eyes widened at the sight of the collar. "Yes, Christine," he whispered, his voice trembling with a mix of nervousness and excitement.

Christine moved closer, her fingers brushing against his neck as she fastened the collar. The leather felt cooler, heavier than he expected, and the clink of the buckle seemed to echo in the room, solidifying his submission. She attached the leash and gave it a tug, forcing Jimmy to look up at her.

"This collar symbolizes your obedience, Jimmy," Christine explained, her voice firm. "When you wear it, you are mine—completely. You will follow my commands without question. Do you understand?"

"Yes, Christine," Jimmy replied, his voice barely audible.

Christine smirked, giving the leash another tug. "Good. And since you’re such a good little sissy, I have a new plug for you today." She held up a slightly larger black butt plug, one size up from the one he wore yesterday.

"Get on all fours," she commanded. Jimmy obeyed, feeling a fresh wave of arousal and humiliation wash over him as Christine removed the smaller plug and replaced it with the larger one. The sensation was intense, and he could feel the stretch as she pushed it in.

"Still leaking, I see," Christine noted, her tone mocking. "You really are a pathetic little sissy, aren’t you?"

Jimmy whimpered in response, his face burning with shame.

"And another thing," Christine continued, almost as an afterthought. "Your butthole needs to be bleached. No one wants to fuck a sissy with a stained butthole. We’ll take care of that soon."

Jimmy’s face turned even redder at the thought, but he nodded, accepting his fate.

As she finished securing the plug, Christine mentioned something she had noticed in Jimmy’s search history. "I saw you’ve been watching popper videos. They’re supposed to make sissies like you into little whores for anal, right?"

Jimmy nodded, unable to meet her gaze. "Yes, Christine."

Christine smiled, a plan forming in her mind. "Good. I’ve done some research, and I’m going to find some poppers for you. If they can help you gape and become the size queen you’re meant to be, then we’ll use them."

Jimmy’s heart pounded at the thought. He knew that with Christine’s determination, his training was only going to become more intense.

Christine pulled the leash, bringing his face closer to hers. "You’re going to become exactly what I want, Jimmy. A perfect, obedient, pussyfree sissy who loves being humiliated and filled. You’ll learn to crave it, to live for it."

She leaned in, her voice a whisper of dominance. "Now, crawl to the bedroom. It’s time for your training to continue."

Jimmy obeyed, crawling on all fours with the leash in Christine’s hand. His mind was a whirlwind of thoughts and emotions, but one thing was clear: Christine was in control, and the thought of her dominating him kept him constantly excited and on edge.

The rest of the day was spent with Christine reinforcing his new role. She made him watch more BNWO videos, ensuring he absorbed the imagery and the words. Each video was another layer of his conditioning, embedding the ideas of servitude and worship of black men deeper into his psyche.

Christine taunted him constantly, reminding him of his place and the expectations she had. "You’re going to be the best little sissy for me, Jimmy. Your only purpose is to serve and be humiliated. You’ll learn to love every second of it."

Jimmy could feel the larger plug inside him with every movement, a constant reminder of his submission. The verbal humiliation from Christine only heightened his arousal, despite the shame it brought.

As the day drew to a close, Christine made Jimmy lick her pussy again. She lay back, guiding his head between her legs, her fingers tangling in his long hair. "Make me cum, Jimmy. Think about how much better a black man would be at fucking me. You’ll never be enough for me, or any white girl."

Jimmy's tongue moved eagerly, desperate to please her. Christine’s moans grew louder, her hips bucking against his face as she imagined a powerful black man fucking her. The thought pushed her over the edge, and she came hard, her body shaking with the intensity of her orgasm.

"Good boy," she panted, pulling him away and patting his head mockingly. "You’re learning well. Keep doing a good job and I might reward you."

Chrstine fell into a contented sleep as Jimmy layed next to her needy and frustrated..


Chapter 7: Seeking the Alpha - Thursday Evening

Christine arrived home from work with a sense of purpose. She had spent the day thinking about their evolving dynamic and the steps she wanted to take to find the perfect alpha black man to fuck her and feminize Jimmy. As soon as she got home, she settled in front of her computer, ready to begin her search.

Jimmy, meanwhile, went about his usual evening chores. He couldn’t help but feel a mix of anxiety and excitement, knowing Christine had something planned for tonight.

"Jimmy, come here," Christine called out, her eyes glued to the computer screen.

Jimmy approached, the tightness of the chastity cage a constant reminder of his submission. "Yes, Christine?"

"I’ve been chatting with some potential alphas," Christine said, her voice direct and confident. "There are so many black men out there who can’t wait to show you what a real man looks like."

Jimmy’s face turned crimson with embarrassment. "Y-yes, Christine," he stammered.

Christine smirked, her eyes gleaming with amusement. "You're going to love this, Jimmy. You’ll get to watch me being pleasured by a real black man while you sit there, locked up and pathetic. How does that make you feel?"

Jimmy swallowed hard, his heart pounding. "I-it makes me feel... ashamed and aroused," he admitted, his voice barely a whisper.

"Good," Christine said, her tone mocking. "You should feel ashamed. You're nothing compared to these black men. Just a useless little white sissy with a tiny cock."

She reached into a drawer and pulled out a chastity cage belt she had ordered. A black elastic belt with snaps that connected to the ring of his chastity cage. "This is to make sure you stay locked up properly. No chance of slipping out, or that little clitty growing"

Jimmy watched nervously as Christine secured the belt around his waist, snapping the snaps and ensuring the chastity cage was firmly in place. The added pressure made his arousal even more intense, but he knew there was no escape.

"Now, let's take care of that butthole," Christine continued, holding up a bottle of bleaching cream. "No one wants to fuck a sissy with a dirty looking hole."

Jimmy felt a fresh wave of humiliation wash over him as Christine ordered him to get on all fours. She applied the bleaching cream, her clinical but still so embarrassing to him.

As the cream did its work, Christine continued to taunt him. "You're going to be the perfect little sissy for me, Jimmy. Smooth, clean, and ready to serve. You'll learn to love being humiliated and degraded."

Jimmy whimpered in response, feeling more submissive than ever. The combination of the chastity support belt, the bleaching cream, and Christine's verbal humiliation was overwhelming.

"By the way," Christine added, her tone casual but cruel, "one of the men I chatted with today said he’d love to meet us soon. He thinks you’d make the perfect little sissy cuckold."

Jimmy's heart raced at the thought. "R-really, Christine?"

"Yes," Christine replied, her smile wicked. "And I can’t wait to see the look on your face when you meet him. You’ll finally understand what it means to be completely dominated."

As the evening wore on, Christine continued to flirt and chat with potential alphas, updating Jimmy on her progress and mocking him at every turn. Each conversation, each taunt, deepened his humiliation and solidified his role as her submissive sissy.

"Jimmy, come here," Christine commanded, pulling him to her side. "Look at this," she said, showing him the messages from one of the alphas. "He says he can't wait to fuck me while you watch. How does that make you feel, knowing you're not enough for me?"

Jimmy’s face burned with shame. "It makes me feel... humiliated and aroused," he admitted.

"Good," Christine said, a satisfied smile playing on her lips. "That's exactly how I want you to feel. You're such a good boy, I know you love it."

By the time they went to bed, Jimmy was a bundle of nerves and arousal. Christine’s constant teasing and the thought of meeting an alpha soon filled his mind. As he lay there, locked up and frustrated, he was nervous but excited with everything that was happening.


Chapter 8: Serving His Mistress - Friday Evening

Christine arrived home from work to find Jimmy already waiting for her, his eyes filled with a mix of anticipation and nervousness. Every day as he arrived home before her he spent it thinking about serving her and being a good submissive. Tonight, she had a new set of tasks and challenges for him, designed to reinforce his submission and deepen his role as her obedient sissy.

"Jimmy," she began, her voice commanding, "from now on, you’re going to take care of all the household chores. You will clean, cook, and do any task I assign. You’ll do it all while in permanent chastity and with a plug in your ass. Do you understand?"

Jimmy nodded, his heart pounding. "Yes, Christine."

Christine smirked, lubing up the next larger size black butt plug. "Good. Let’s start with this. It's time to move up a size."

Jimmy’s eyes widened as he saw the size of the new plug. It was significantly larger than the one he had been wearing. "Christine, it’s so big..."

"Exactly," Christine replied, her tone firm. "You need to learn to handle it. Assume the position bitch."

Jimmy complied, getting on all fours, feeling a fresh wave of humiliation wash over him as Christine removed the smaller plug and began to insert the larger one. The stretch was intense, and he couldn’t help but whimper as she worked it in.

"You're born to be a sissy, Jimmy, Just take it like a good little bitch" Christine taunted. "Born to serve and be humiliated. Born to serve black men and be pussyfree."

Once the plug was securely in place, Christine handed him a pair of silky pink panties, a training bra, and sheer stockings. "Put these on. You need to look the part while you serve me."

Jimmy hesitated for a moment but quickly obeyed, slipping into the feminine clothing. The feel of the panties against his skin, the tightness of the bra, and the smoothness of the stockings heightened his sense of submission and arousal.

Christine watched him with satisfaction. "You look perfect, Jimmy. Now, start with the cleaning. I want this house spotless by the time I’m done with my shower."

As Christine disappeared into the bathroom, Jimmy began his chores, moving from room to room, cleaning and tidying as best he could. The larger plug was a constant reminder of his submission, and the restrictive chastity cage only added to his frustration.

Certainly! Here’s the revised and enhanced version:



When Christine emerged from the shower, she inspected Jimmy's work with a critical eye, her gaze sharp and unforgiving. She was dressed in nothing but a delicate lace thong and matching bra that framed her perky, tantalizing breasts, the soft fabric contrasting beautifully with her smooth, glowing skin. She enjoyed the power she held over Jimmy, relishing in the way his eyes widened and his breath hitched at the sight of her.

"Not bad, sissy," she remarked, her tone a mix of teasing and condescension. She stepped closer, her presence overwhelming and intoxicating, the faint scent of her body wash lingering in the air. Her hand trailed down his chest, stopping just above his chastity cage. "But I expect perfection."

Her eyes sparkled with a cruel delight as she watched Jimmy's futile attempt to respond to her proximity, his tiny cage preventing any real arousal. Christine's lips curled into a satisfied smirk. She wanted to be a constant tease, keeping him in a state of perpetual excitement and frustration.

"Now," she continued, her voice dripping with authority, "start on dinner. And remember, you’re doing this to serve me." She leaned in, her breath hot against his ear as she whispered, "Every second you spend in my service is a reminder of your place. Don’t forget it."

Christine's gaze lingered on him for a moment longer before she turned away, the sway of her hips mesmerizing and deliberate, leaving Jimmy with a racing heart.

Jimmy moved to the kitchen, starting on dinner as Christine watched. "You’re born to serve, Jimmy. Born to be a sissy and worship black men. You’ll never be anything more."

As he cooked, Christine continued her verbal assault. "You’ll never touch a pussy again, Jimmy. You’re pussyfree now, just a little sissy meant to serve and be humiliated. You’ll learn to love it, to crave it."

Dinner was finally ready, and Jimmy served it to Christine, kneeling beside her chair as she ate. "Good boy," she said between bites. "This is your life now, Jimmy. Serving me and learning to accept your place."

After dinner, Christine led him back to the bedroom. "Now, for your final task of the evening," she said, pulling out her laptop. "You’re going to watch more BNWO videos while I relax. Let the words sink in, let them become your reality."

Jimmy sat on the floor, his eyes glued to the laptop screen. A splitscreen video was playing with images of powerful black men dominating submissive white sissies on one side and sexy white girls on the other. The repetitive chants of "Stay pussyfree, whiteboy" echoed in his mind, sending shivers down his spine. His heart raced with a mixture of humiliation and arousal, the forbidden images intensifying his sense of submission.

Christine lounged on the bed,watching him with a satisfied smile, her eyes glinting with a mix of amusement and dominance. The sight of Jimmy, so entranced and vulnerable, fueled her growing lust for control.

"Look at you," she purred, her voice low and sultry, "so eager to embrace your role." She shifted slightly, her legs parting just enough to give him a tantalizing glimpse of her lace-covered pussy. "Is this what you want, sissy? To be reminded of who you truly are?"

Jimmy's breath hitched, his cheeks flushing with shame and desire. He nodded, unable to tear his gaze away from the screen, the chants growing louder in his mind. Christine's smile widened, her dominance over him feeling more intoxicating with each passing moment.

"Good boy," she murmured, her voice a soft, dangerous caress. "Keep watching. Let it sink in. You're mine, and you'll do anything to please me." She leaned back, her fingers trailing sensuously over her body, exciting herself more as she teased him.

Christine's satisfaction deepened as she watched Jimmy's fixation on the video. The sight of him so utterly captivated by the images of powerful black men dominating submissive white sissies and white women filled her with a dark, exhilarating pleasure. She knew that, with time, he would fully embrace his new role.

"Remember, Jimmy," she said, her voice a soft but commanding whisper. "You were born to be a sissy. Born to serve and be humiliated. Born to worship black men and stay pussyfree."

As the night drew to a close, Christine's dominance was undeniable. The chastity cage a permanent symbol of Jimmy's submission. "Good night, sissy," she said, patting his head gently. "Dream of your place, and remember who you serve."

Christine had recently set up a small bed at the foot of hers for Jimmy, reinforcing his submissive role and ensuring he was always close by to serve her needs, even at night. The bed was simple, just a small mattress with basic bedding, but it served as a constant reminder of his position.

Jimmy crawled into his own small bed at the foot of hers, his mind racing with the events of the day. The mattress felt thin beneath him, a stark contrast to the luxurious bed Christine reclined in. He knew this was just the beginning of his training, and he was determined to embrace his role as Christine's perfect sissy.

His thoughts swirled with the day's humiliations and the promises of more to come. The ache in his restrained member served as a constant reminder of his chastity and his purpose. As he closed his eyes, the chants of "Stay pussyfree, whiteboy" echoed in his mind, blending with Christine's commanding words. His dreams were filled with images of servitude and submission, each one reinforcing his place beneath her.


Chapter 9: Weekend Training Begins - Friday Evening

Christine arrived home with a new level of determination. The weekend was approaching, and she had planned an intensive training regimen for Jimmy. Tonight would mark the beginning of a crucial phase in his transformation.

"Jimmy," Christine called as she entered the house. "Come here."

Jimmy appeared quickly, anticipation making his heart race. His chastity cage was secure, and his neediness had grown with each passing day.

"We're going to take your training to the next level this weekend," Christine announced, holding up a new, larger black butt plug. "This is 2 inches wide. You’ll be wearing it all weekend from tonight until Monday morning."

Jimmy's eyes widened at the size of the plug. "Yes, Christine," he said, his voice trembling with a mix of anxiety and arousal.

Christine led him to the bathroom for his first enema. "From now on, you’ll have daily enemas. We need to keep you clean and ready for anything."

Jimmy felt the warm liquid filling him, the discomfort mixing with the submissive pleasure of being prepared for Christine's commands. Once it was over, Christine led him back to the bedroom, the anticipation building.

Back in the bedroom, Christine held up a small yellow bottle. "These are poppers. They’ll help you relax and make it easier for you to take the larger plug."

Jimmy nodded, his heart racing as Christine instructed him to get on all fours. She applied a generous amount of lube to the plug and his stretched hole, the slick substance glistening under the light. "Take a deep breath, sissy," she commanded, holding the bottle of poppers to his nose.

Jimmy inhaled deeply, the pungent smell of the poppers hitting him immediately. He felt a wave of relaxation wash over him as Christine began to insert the larger plug. The stretch was intense, and Christine had to work it in slowly, twisting and pushing, the glistening lube making it easier but no less daunting.

"Good boy," Christine cooed as she finally got the plug in place, her voice dripping with a mix of condescension and satisfaction. "You're going to wear this all weekend, and you’ll learn to love it."

Once the plug was securely in place, Christine attached his collar and leash. "You’ll be collared and leashed all weekend as well. You need to remember your place."

As the evening continued, Christine made Jimmy follow her around the house, completing various chores while leashed and collared. She took every opportunity to taunt and humiliate him, reminding him of his role and the expectations she had.

Before bed, Christine lay back on the bed and spread her legs. "Time for your nightly pussy worship, sissy. Make me cum."

Jimmy obediently crawled between her legs and began to lick her, his tongue moving with practiced skill. Christine moaned with pleasure, her hips grinding against his face.

"That's it, Jimmy," she taunted. "You'll never be enough for a real woman. You're just a sissy meant to serve and be humiliated."

As Christine's orgasm built, she pulled Jimmy's face deeper into her pussy. Her body shook with pleasure as she came, her moans filling the room. "Good boy," she panted, patting his head. "Now, I have something to discuss with you."

Christine sat up and looked down at Jimmy, who was still on his knees. "I’ve been thinking about hormone therapy and a boob job for you. What do you think about that, sissy?"

Jimmy's heart raced at the thought. "I... I’ll do whatever you want, Christine," he replied, his voice barely audible.

Christine smiled wickedly. "Good. We’ll talk more about it later. For now, I’m going to give you a special treat."

She unlocked his chastity cage, releasing his tiny cock. "Masturbate for me, Jimmy. I want to see you cum."

Jimmy began to stroke himself, the pent-up arousal making it difficult to control himself. It didn’t take long before he reached the edge, and with a few more strokes, he came hard. The load was gigantic, a result of being denied for so long.

Christine scooped up his cum with her fingers and held them up to his mouth. "Eat it, sissy. This is what you deserve."

Jimmy obediently licked her fingers clean, the taste familiar but the act still humiliating.

Christine locked his chastity cage back in place. "You’ve done well, Jimmy. But this is just the beginning. We have so much more to explore."

Jimmy crawled into his small bed at the foot of hers, his mind racing with the events of the day. The weekend was just starting, and he knew it would be intense. But he was determined to embrace his role as Christine’s perfect sissy, no matter what it took.


Chapter 10: A New Routine - Sunday

Christine was determined to establish a strict routine for Jimmy, one that would solidify his role as her obedient sissy and ensure that he remained clean and prepared for any further training.

"Jimmy," she called as she finished her breakfast. "Come here."

Jimmy approached, still collared and leashed, feeling the weight of the 2-inch plug in his ass. It was a constant, humiliating reminder of his submission.

"From now on, you will have a daily routine," Christine began. "You will take your enema, clean and maintain your chastity device and butt plug every morning. This is your responsibility, and I expect perfection."

Jimmy nodded, his heart pounding with anxiety and arousal. "Yes, Christine."

"Good. Let’s start with cleaning you up," she said, leading him to the bathroom. Christine removed the plug and his chastity device, handing him cleaning supplies. "Make sure everything is spotless."

Jimmy cleaned meticulously, knowing that any mistake would lead to further humiliation. Once he was finished, Christine inspected his work, nodding in approval.

"Now for your enema," Christine said, preparing everything meticulously. She filled the enema bag with warm water and a cleansing solution, hanging it up so it dangled ominously above them, the clear tubing leading down to the nozzle. "Get on all fours," she commanded.

Jimmy complied, feeling vulnerable and exposed. Christine lubricated the nozzle generously before slowly inserting it into his anus. The initial intrusion made him tense, but Christine’s firm hand on his lower back reminded him to relax.

"Take deep breaths," Christine instructed. "You need to be completely cleaned out."

She released the clamp, allowing the warm water to flow into Jimmy. The sensation was strange and uncomfortable, but Jimmy focused on his breathing, trying to remain as still as possible. Christine watched him intently, ensuring the process went smoothly.

Once the first enema bag was empty, Christine instructed Jimmy to hold the water in for a few moments before allowing him to expel it. He rushed to the toilet, feeling a mix of relief and humiliation as he released the water and waste.

"We’re not done yet," Christine said, refilling the enema bag for the second round. "Get back in position."

Jimmy returned to all fours, his body already feeling tender from the first enema. Christine inserted the nozzle again, repeating the process. This time, the sensation was even more intense, but Jimmy endured it, knowing it was part of his training.

After the second enema, Christine allowed him to expel the water again. When he was done, she inspected him, ensuring he was thoroughly cleaned out. Satisfied, she led him back to the bedroom.

"Now, let’s get you plugged again," Christine said, holding up the oversized butt plug. She smeared lube onto the plug, making it glisten under the light. She pushed it back into his ass, filling him completely.

"Clean and ready, just as you should be," Christine said, securing the plug in place. "Very good, sissy. Now, let’s move on to something new."

Christine retrieved a large dildo from her drawer. It was the same width as the plug, 2 inches, and intimidating in its size. "Get on the bed, on all fours," she commanded. Jimmy complied, his heart racing with anticipation.

Christine applied a generous amount of lube to the dildo and to Jimmy’s already stretched hole. "You’re going to take this dildo, Jimmy. I’m going to fuck you with it until you understand your place."

She began to push the dildo into Jimmy’s ass, the stretch intense and almost overwhelming. Christine’s movements were deliberate, each thrust pushing the dildo deeper until it was fully inside.

"Look at you, taking it like a good little sissy," Christine taunted. She started to pound his ass hard, the dildo moving in and out with force. Jimmy could feel every inch, the sensation both painful and pleasurable.

Christine increased her pace, thrusting harder and faster. Jimmy’s body began to respond involuntarily, bucking and grinding against the dildo. The pleasure built up inside him until he couldn’t hold back any longer. With a shudder, he experienced a sissygasm, his cock twitching in the chastity cage as he came without even touching himself.

Christine laughed, watching him. "You just came like a bitch from getting fucked. How pathetic."

She scooped up his cum and held her fingers to his mouth. The cum glistened on her fingers as she held them up to his mouth. "Eat it, sissy. Thank me for making you cum."

Jimmy obediently licked her fingers clean, tasting his own cum. "Thank you, Christine," he whispered, his voice filled with humiliation and gratitude.

Christine smeared the last of his cum on the oversized butt plug and rammed it back into his gaping ass. "This is where you belong, filled and humiliated."

That evening, Christine led Jimmy to the bedroom for his nightly task. "Worship my pussy, sissy. Make me cum."

Jimmy eagerly complied, his tongue moving with practiced skill. Christine’s moans grew louder, her hips grinding against his face. She grabbed his head, pushing him deeper into her pussy, riding his face until she reached a mind-blowing orgasm.

Christine’s body shook with pleasure, her juices soaking the sheets. "Good boy," she panted, pulling him away. "You made me cum so hard."

Jimmy crawled into his small bed at the foot of hers, his mind racing with the events of the day. The routine was set, and he knew that this was just the beginning of his journey. He was determined to be the best sissy he could be for Christine, no matter what it took.


Chapter 11: Setting Boundaries and Expectations - Monday Evening

Christine had spent much of the day thinking about the next steps in their journey. She was determined to find a suitable alpha who could help solidify Jimmy’s role as a submissive sissy. Throughout the day, she continued chatting with potential candidates online, discussing boundaries and expectations to ensure they found the perfect match.

Meanwhile, Jimmy had gone to work feeling empty and needy. The absence of his plug was a constant distraction, leaving him feeling incomplete. All day, he fantasized about the moment he could go home and resume his routine.

As soon as he got home, Jimmy wasted no time. He prepared his enema supplies and gave himself a thorough double enema, making sure he was completely clean. The process was becoming a regular part of his day, and he found a strange sense of comfort in the routine.

Once he was cleaned out, Jimmy dressed in his silky pink panties, sheer stockings, and training bra. The feminine clothing heightened his sense of submission, making him feel more connected to his role as Christine’s sissy.

By the time Christine arrived home, Jimmy was already in the kitchen, preparing dinner while dressed and plugged. The larger plug filled him completely, providing a sense of fullness that he had missed all day.

Christine walked in and immediately noticed Jimmy’s attire. She smirked, enjoying the sight of him dressed up and serving her. "Good evening, sissy," she greeted, her tone mocking. "I see you couldn’t wait to get back into your role."

Jimmy blushed, his face burning with humiliation. "Yes, Christine. I missed feeling... complete."

Christine laughed, a cruel edge to her voice. "Of course you did. You’re nothing without your plug and your panties. Just a pathetic little sissy meant to serve and be humiliated."

As Jimmy continued to prepare dinner, Christine settled in front of her laptop, resuming her chats with potential alphas. She occasionally glanced up, taunting and humiliating Jimmy as she typed.

"These men can’t wait to fuck me," Christine said, her eyes glinting with excitement. "They all want to train you to be the perfect sissy. You’ll learn to worship them, just like you worship me."

Jimmy’s cock strained against the chastity cage, the mixture of arousal and humiliation almost too much to bear. "Yes, Christine," he whispered, his voice trembling.

"Do you know what one of them said?" Christine continued, her tone light but mocking. "He said he wants to see you take a real cock. To see you on your knees, worshiping him while I watch."

Jimmy’s heart raced at the thought. "R-really, Christine?"

"Yes," Christine replied, a wicked smile playing on her lips. "And you’ll do it. You’ll do whatever I say, won’t you?"

"Yes, Christine," Jimmy repeated, his voice barely audible.

As the evening wore on, Christine continued to chat with the men online, laying out her expectations and boundaries. She was clear about what she wanted and how Jimmy would be involved. The potential alphas were eager, excited by the prospect of training Jimmy and dominating Christine.

After dinner, Christine pulled Jimmy close, her voice a soft whisper of dominance. "You’re going to be the perfect sissy for me, Jimmy. You’ll learn to love being humiliated and degraded. And soon, you’ll have real men to worship. Men who will show you your true place."

Jimmy nodded, his heart pounding with a mix of anxiety and excitement. "Thank you, Christine."

Christine smirked, patting his head. "Good boy. Now, clean up the kitchen. I have more men to chat with."

Jimmy obediently cleaned the kitchen, his mind racing with the possibilities of what was to come. The idea of serving real men, of being trained and humiliated in front of Christine, was both terrifying and thrilling. He knew that this was just the beginning of his journey, and he was determined to embrace his role fully.

As Christine continued her conversations with potential alphas, she glanced over at Jimmy, a satisfied smile on her face. She was confident that they would find the perfect man to dominate and train him, solidifying their new dynamic and taking their relationship to the next level.


Chapter 12: Full Day Plug and Unexpected Guests - Tuesday Evening

Christine had decided that Jimmy would wear his butt plug for a full day, and today was the day. She had made sure he was thoroughly prepared the night before, and this morning, she inserted the large plug, ensuring it was secure.

"Remember, Jimmy," she said sternly, "you'll be wearing this all day, even to work. And you'll start practicing cum eating more regularly. I want you to be a needy cumslut."

Jimmy nodded, feeling a mix of excitement and dread. The plug was a constant reminder of his submission, and the thought of wearing it all day at work was both thrilling and humiliating.

As he dressed for work, Jimmy's mind was preoccupied with the sensation of the plug and the tightness of his chastity cage. He carefully put on his khakis, hoping they would conceal any evidence of his arousal.

At work, the plug was a constant distraction. Each movement reminded him of his submission, and he found it difficult to concentrate. By midday, he could feel the dampness in his khakis, a result of his leaking arousal. The humiliation was intense, but he endured it, knowing it was what Christine wanted and he was so submissive he secretly loved it.

During his lunch break, Jimmy nervously approached his hot female boss, Tanya. He had decided to request to work from home, hoping to avoid further embarrassment. "Tanya, I was wondering if I could work from home for a while," he stammered.

Tanya, who was Christine's old college roommate, smiled knowingly. "I already spoke with Christine, Jimmy. She told me everything. I think it's a good idea for you to work from home. It might be... more comfortable for you."

Jimmy's face turned crimson with embarrassment. "Thank you, Tanya," he managed to say, his voice barely audible.

Little did Jimmy know, Christine had already invited Tanya over for dinner. As he hurried home to prepare the meal, he had no idea what awaited him.

Once home, Jimmy quickly changed into his lingerie, his silky pink panties, sheer stockings, and training bra. He put on his apron and began to cook, the plug still firmly in place. The feeling of being dressed so femininely while preparing dinner added to his arousal and humiliation.

As he worked in the kitchen, he heard the front door open. Christine and Tanya walked in, their voices filled with excitement.

"Look at you, Jimmy," Christine taunted. "Dressed up and ready to serve."

Tanya's eyes widened in amazement as she saw Jimmy in his lingerie, cage, and butt plug. "Oh my God, Christine, he's so small," she exclaimed, pointing to the chastity cage.

Christine laughed, her eyes gleaming with amusement. "I know, right? It's pathetic."

Jimmy felt a fresh wave of humiliation wash over him as he continued to prepare dinner, the women's laughter echoing in his ears. Once the meal was ready, he served them, kneeling beside their chairs as they ate.

After dinner, Christine stood up and attached a collar and leash to Jimmy. "Tanya had a great idea," she said, leading him to the living room. "We're going to have some fun."

Tanya smirked, a mischievous glint in her eyes. "Let's spank him, Christine. I want to see him squirm."

Christine grinned. "I love that idea."

They took turns spanking Jimmy, their hands striking his ass with firm, deliberate movements. Each smack was a reminder of his submission, and the pain mixed with his arousal, making his cock throb in the cage. With each successive strike, his ass grew redder, the stinging sensation intensifying and spreading across his skin.

"Raise your ass higher, Jimmy," Christine commanded, her voice firm and authoritative. "Show us how much you want it."

Jimmy obeyed, lifting his ass higher into the air, presenting himself more fully to the two women. The vulnerability of the position only heightened his humiliation and arousal. Tanya's hand came down next, the sharp crack of her palm against his skin resonating in the room.

"Look at that, Christine," Tanya said with a smirk. "His ass is getting nice and red. I think he likes it."

Christine laughed, landing another hard smack on Jimmy's already tender ass. "Of course he does. He was born to be a sissy and take his punishment."

Jimmy whimpered as the pain intensified, his ass burning and stinging with each hit. The rhythmic spanking continued, each woman taking turns to ensure his punishment was thorough and complete. His cheeks were a vivid shade of red, the skin hot to the touch and throbbing with a dull ache.

"Keep it up, sissy," Tanya taunted, her hand coming down hard. "Raise that ass higher. Show us how much you need this."

Jimmy's body shook with each strike, but he did as he was told, arching his back and lifting his ass higher, presenting himself eagerly for their punishment. The mixture of pain and arousal was almost overwhelming, his cock straining painfully against the confines of the chastity cage.

Christine leaned in close, her voice a whisper of dominance. "You love this, don’t you, Jimmy? Being spanked and humiliated. This is where you belong, taking your punishment like a good little sissy."

With one final, powerful smack, Christine and Tanya stepped back, admiring their work. Jimmy’s ass was a deep, angry red, the skin marked by their firm, deliberate strikes.

"Now, let's move on to something more fun," Christine said, retrieving the large dildo from the drawer. "Keep that ass in the air, Jimmy."

Jimmy obeyed, his heart pounding. Christine carefully pulled out the oversized butt plug, revealing Jimmy's gaping, stretched hole. "Look at that, Tanya," she said with a smirk. "He's gaping wide open, ready for more."

Tanya chuckled, leaning in to get a closer look. "That's impressive. He's really trained well."

Christine applied a generous amount of lube to the large dildo and to Jimmy’s already stretched hole. She then began to push the dildo in, the initial stretch intense and almost overwhelming for Jimmy. He could feel every inch as Christine worked the dildo in and out, each thrust deeper than the last.

"Take it, Jimmy," Christine taunted. "Take it like the good little sissy you are."

The dildo moved with firm, deliberate strokes, stretching Jimmy further with each push. His body responded involuntarily, his hips bucking against the intrusion. The mixture of pain and pleasure was almost too much to bear.

Tanya watched with fascination. "Why don’t we make him do ass to mouth?" she suggested, a mischievous glint in her eye.

Christine laughed, pulling the dildo out slowly. "That's a great idea. Ewwwww, what a disgusting sissy."

She held the dildo up to Jimmy's face, the slick surface glistening with lube and his ass juice. "Open your mouth, Jimmy. Suck it clean."

Jimmy hesitated for a moment, his face burning with shame, but Christine's stern look left no room for defiance. He opened his mouth, and Christine pushed the dildo in, making him taste his own ass. The humiliation was intense, but he obediently sucked the dildo, cleaning it with his tongue.

"Good boy," Christine mocked, pulling the dildo out and then thrusting it back into his ass. The cycle continued, each time she pulled the dildo out, she made him suck it clean before pushing it back in. The repeated humiliation and the sensation of the dildo moving in and out pushed Jimmy closer to the edge.

Tanya and Christine took turns thrusting the dildo into Jimmy’s ass, their laughter and taunts filling the room. "You love this, don't you, sissy?" Tanya taunted. "Being fucked and humiliated, sucking on this dirty dildo."

Jimmy could only moan in response, his body trembling with a mixture of arousal and shame. With each thrust, the pleasure built up inside him, until he could no longer hold back. His body shook with a sissygasm, his cock twitching in the chastity cage as he came without touching himself.

Christine scooped up his cum and held her fingers to his mouth. "Eat it, sissy. Thank us for making you cum."

Jimmy obediently licked her fingers clean, his voice filled with humiliation and gratitude. "Thank you, Christine. Thank you, Tanya."

Christine and Tanya laughed, their voices filled with amusement. "You’re such a sissy," Christine said, patting his head mockingly. "You'll be caged forever, Jimmy. This is your life now."

As the night drew to a close, Jimmy cleaned up, the laughter and giggles of Christine and Tanya a constant reminder of his place. He knew that this was just the beginning of his journey, and he was determined to embrace his role as Christine’s perfect sissy, no matter what it took.


Chapter 13: Meeting the Alpha - Wednesday Evening

Christine had been meticulously planning this meeting for days. She had finally found a suitable black alpha male who was interested in their dynamic and had experience in training and feminizing sissies. His name was Jerome, and tonight they were all going to meet him.

Christine invited Tanya to join them. Tanya, with her busty D cups and slightly taller stature, was excited about the meeting. She had become increasingly interested in Jimmy's training and found immense pleasure in his humiliation.

When Jimmy arrived home from work, Jimmy was dressed in his silky pink panties, sheer stockings, and training bra. Christine had him put on some white silky shorts and a pink v neck tee along with pink ankle socks and white sneakers. "We're meeting someone very special tonight," she said with a smirk. "You are to be on your best behavior, and remember, you are not to speak unless spoken to. Understand?"

"Yes, Christine," Jimmy replied, his voice trembling with anticipation.

They arrived at a small, semi-private coffee shop, a perfect setting for their meeting. Christine led the way, followed by Tanya and Jimmy, who kept his eyes downcast, feeling the familiar weight of humiliation.

Jerome was already there, his presence commanding and imposing. At 6'2", 30 years old, muscular, and with a 7-inch uncut cock, he was exactly what Christine had been looking for. His confident demeanor made it clear that he was in control.

Christine greeted Jerome with a warm smile and a kiss. "Jerome, it's so good to finally meet you in person."

Jerome smiled back, shaking her hand firmly. "Likewise, Christine. I've heard a lot about your sissy here."

Christine gestured for everyone to sit. "This is Tanya, my good friend and Jimmy's boss."

Tanya extended her hand, her eyes twinkling with excitement. "Nice to meet you, Jerome."

As they settled into their seats, Christine turned to Jimmy. "Remember, sissy, you are to remain silent unless spoken to. Understood?"

Jimmy nodded meekly. "Yes, Christine."

Jerome looked at Jimmy with a critical eye, his lips curling into a smirk. "So, this is the little white sissy I've heard so much about. Christine told me all about your training. Ass to mouth, butt plugs, cum eating, and those BNWO videos. You've been quite busy, haven't you?"

Jimmy blushed deeply, his humiliation palpable. "Yes, sir."

Christine and Tanya giggled, their eyes gleaming with amusement. "He's been doing very well," Christine said proudly. "But we know there's still a lot more to learn."

Jerome leaned back in his chair, his gaze never leaving Jimmy. "I can't wait to start working with him. First thing's first, we'll get him on hormones. It'll help with his feminization and make him even more obedient."

Tanya clapped her hands in delight. "That's perfect! I've been looking forward to seeing him develop more."

Christine nodded in agreement. "Absolutely. The hormones will be a crucial part of his transformation. And Jerome, we want to make sure he's fully feminized. He's been very responsive to his training so far."

Jerome chuckled. "I've dealt with sissies like him before. He'll be begging for this big black cock soon enough."

Christine leaned forward, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. "He's been so eager to please, especially with the ass to mouth training. He needs to understand his place completely."

Jerome's smile widened. "Oh, he'll understand, alright. By the time I'm done with him, he'll be the perfect little sissy, eager to serve and humiliate himself."

Jimmy felt a shiver run down his spine as the conversation continued, the reality of his situation sinking deeper. Christine, Tanya, and Jerome discussed him as if he weren't there, each comment and plan designed to further degrade and humiliate him.

"Imagine how pretty he'll look with a pair of nice, perky breasts," Tanya said, giggling. "I can't wait to see him in a cute little dress."

Christine nodded enthusiastically. "Exactly. He'll be irresistible."

Jerome leaned closer to Jimmy, his eyes piercing. "You're going to love your new life, sissy. By the time we're done, you'll be the perfect little pussyfree cuckold. Ready to serve, worship, and humiliate yourself at every opportunity."

Christine smiled wickedly. "And remember, Jimmy, this is what you were born to do. To serve and be humiliated. To worship black men and stay pussyfree forever."

Jimmy nodded, his heart pounding. "Yes, Christine. Thank you."

As the evening drew to a close, Christine, Tanya, and Jerome continued to discuss the details of Jimmy's training and feminization. The plans were set, and Jimmy knew that his life was about to change even more dramatically. He was determined to embrace his role fully, no matter what it took, and to become the perfect sissy for Christine and Jerome.


Chapter 14: Collared and Controlled - Thursday Evening

Christine had laid out the collar and leash for Jimmy before heading to work, a clear indication of what was expected of him today. The collar had become a symbol of his submission, and today it would be worn all day as a constant reminder of his place.

Jimmy found the collar waiting for him on the kitchen table. He took a deep breath, his heart pounding with a mix of anticipation and anxiety, and fastened it around his neck. The feeling of the leather against his skin sent a shiver down his spine.

His next task was to prepare himself for the evening. He performed his daily enema, ensuring he was clean, then dressed in his silky pink panties, sheer stockings, and training bra. He inserted the now-familiar 2-inch butt plug, the stretch both uncomfortable and strangely comforting.

By the time Christine and Tanya arrived, Jimmy was already in the kitchen, preparing dinner. Tanya greeted him with a smirk, her eyes gleaming with amusement.

"Good evening, sissy," she said, her tone mocking. "I see you're already dressed and ready to serve."

Christine attached the leash to Jimmy's collar, giving it a gentle tug. "From now on, you'll wear this collar all day. And when you're home, you'll be on a leash, ready to obey our every command. Understood?"

"Yes, Christine," Jimmy replied, his voice trembling.

"Good," Christine said, leading him into the living room where Tanya was waiting. "Tanya will be here every evening to help with your training. You'll follow her commands as if they were mine."

Tanya took the leash from Christine, a mischievous smile playing on her lips. "Come on, sissy. Let's see how well you can crawl."

Jimmy hesitated for a moment, but a sharp tug on the leash made him drop to his hands and knees. He crawled around the living room, feeling utterly humiliated as Tanya led him, her laughter ringing in his ears.

"Look at you, crawling around like a little dog," Tanya taunted. "This is where you belong, on your hands and knees, ready to serve."

As Jimmy crawled, Christine prepared dinner, occasionally glancing over with a satisfied smile. "You've been doing so well with your training, Jimmy. But remember, there's always more to learn."

After dinner, the real training began. Tanya and Christine continued with the routine of ass to mouth, butt plugs, and cum eating. They made Jimmy watch more BNWO videos, reinforcing his submission and humiliation.

Tanya decided to add a new layer to his training. "Let's see how you handle being a dog for real," she said, a wicked glint in her eye. "Sit."

Jimmy obeyed, sitting back on his heels, his hands resting on his thighs. The position was uncomfortable, but he knew better than to complain.

"Beg," Tanya commanded, her voice dripping with mockery.

Jimmy raised his hands in front of him, mimicking a begging dog, his face burning with shame. "Please, Tanya," he whispered, his voice barely audible.

"Good boy," Tanya cooed, patting his head. "Now, crawl over here and lick my shoes."

Jimmy crawled over, his heart pounding. He lowered his head and began to lick Tanya's shoes, his tongue moving over the leather as she watched with satisfaction.

"See, Christine?" Tanya said with a smirk. "He's a natural."

Christine laughed, watching the scene unfold. "He is. And there's so much more he can learn."

As the evening continued, Tanya and Christine pushed Jimmy further, making him crawl, beg, and serve them in every way they desired. Each command was met with immediate obedience, each task a further step in his submission.

Before bed, Christine led Jimmy to the bedroom. "It's time for your nightly pussy worship, sissy. Make me cum."

Jimmy eagerly complied, his tongue moving with practiced skill. Christine’s moans grew louder, her hips grinding against his face. She grabbed his head, pushing him deeper into her pussy, riding his face until she reached a mind-blowing orgasm.

Christine’s body shook with pleasure, her juices soaking the sheets. "Good boy," she panted, pulling him away. "You made me cum so hard."

Tanya watched with amusement. "He's really getting the hang of it. But remember, Jimmy, this is just the beginning. You'll continue to learn and serve us every day."

Jimmy nodded, his heart filled with a mix of anxiety and excitement. "Yes, Christine. Yes, Tanya."

As they settled in for the night, Christine locked Jimmy back into his chastity cage and secured the plug in place. "Remember, Jimmy, this is your life now. Serving us and embracing your role as our perfect sissy."

Jimmy crawled into his small bed at the foot of theirs, his mind racing with the events of the day. The routine was set, and he knew that this was just the beginning of his journey. He was determined to be the best sissy he could be for Christine and Tanya, no matter what it took.


Chapter 15: Planning the First Encounter - Friday Morning

Christine, Tanya, and Jerome had arranged a video call to discuss the next phase of Jimmy's training. Christine ensured that Jimmy was occupied in the other room, headphones on, completely absorbed in a BNWO hypno video. This was a conversation he wasn't meant to hear.

The screen flickered to life, showing Christine and Tanya on one side, with Jerome's commanding presence filling the other. Jerome leaned back in his chair, a confident smile on his face.

"Good evening, ladies," Jerome greeted, his deep voice resonating through the call. "I’m looking forward to meeting you all in person again soon."

"Good evening, Jerome," Christine replied, her eyes glinting with excitement. "We’ve been preparing Jimmy for this. He’s come a long way, but we’re ready to push his limits even further."

Tanya nodded eagerly. "Absolutely. I loved having him lick my shoes. The humiliation really gets to him. I want to see much more of that."

Jerome chuckled. "Don’t worry, Tanya. We’ll make sure he’s thoroughly humiliated. So, let’s talk about the plan for our next in-person meeting."

Christine leaned forward, her voice lowering to a conspiratorial whisper. "We want to include everything we’ve been training him for: ass to mouth, butt plugs, cum eating, and the BNWO videos. But we also want to introduce some new elements."

Jerome’s eyes gleamed with interest. "I’ll make him suck my big balls and deepthroat my big black cock. We’ll need to have him ready to handle that. And I’d like both of you to fist him. We’ll need to have poppers on hand to make sure he can take it."

Christine nodded. "We’ve been using poppers to help with the larger plugs. We can get him ready for fisting. He’ll be gaping wide and eager for more."

Tanya smirked. "I can’t wait to see his reaction. The humiliation is going to be intense. I want to push him to his absolute limits. Make him crawl, beg, and degrade himself in every possible way."

Jerome leaned closer to the camera, his voice dropping to a low, commanding tone. "We’re going to break him down completely. He’ll worship my balls and my cock, and you two will help him understand his place. I want him to feel every bit of his submission."

Christine and Tanya exchanged a look of excitement. "We’re on the same page," Christine said. "He’s already so deep into his training. This will solidify everything we’ve been working on."

Tanya grinned. "I want him to be so humiliated that he can’t look at himself in the mirror. We’ll make him beg for every bit of attention, make him feel worthless and completely owned."

Jerome nodded. "Perfect. I’ll arrive this evening. We’ll have a full weekend to push his limits. Make sure he’s prepared mentally and physically."

Christine’s eyes sparkled with anticipation. "We’ll have him ready. He’s been responding well to the training, and this will take him to the next level."

Tanya leaned back, her smile wicked. "I can’t wait to see him break. This is going to be unforgettable."

As the call ended, Christine and Tanya felt a rush of excitement. The plan was set, and the upcoming weekend promised to be a pivotal moment in Jimmy’s transformation. They knew that with Jerome’s help, they would push Jimmy’s boundaries further than ever before, solidifying his role as their obedient, humiliated sissy.


Chapter 16: The First Encounter - Day 21 Friday Evening

The house buzzed with anticipation. Christine and Tanya had spent the entire day preparing for this moment, ensuring everything was perfect for Jerome's arrival. They had made sure Jimmy was ready, both mentally and physically, for the intense weekend ahead. Tonight, Jerome would push Jimmy's limits further than ever before.

Jimmy, oblivious to the full extent of what was planned, was in the living room, nervously tidying up. He wore his usual training attire: silky pink panties, sheer stockings, and a training bra. The 2-inch butt plug was firmly in place, and his collar and leash were ready for use.

Christine and Tanya were in the kitchen, whispering excitedly about the evening’s plans. They had everything they needed: poppers, lube, and various toys to push Jimmy’s boundaries.

The doorbell rang, and Christine's heart skipped a beat. She exchanged a knowing look with Tanya before heading to the door. She opened it to reveal Jerome, who towered over her with his commanding presence. He was dressed casually, but his aura of dominance was unmistakable.

"Good evening, Jerome," Christine greeted, stepping aside to let him in. "We’ve been looking forward to this."

Jerome smiled, his eyes gleaming with anticipation. "Good evening, Christine. I’m ready to see how far we can push your sissy."

Christine led Jerome into the living room where Jimmy was waiting, his heart pounding with anxiety and excitement. As soon as he saw Jerome, he felt a mix of anxiety and arousal. Jerome's presence was overwhelming, and Jimmy knew that tonight would change everything.

"Jimmy, you remember Jerome," Christine said, her voice firm. "You will obey his every command. Understood?"

"Yes, Christine," Jimmy replied, his voice trembling.

Jerome stepped closer, towering over Jimmy. "We’re going to break you down completely, sissy. By the end of this weekend, you’ll know your place."

Christine handed the leash to Jerome, who gave it a firm tug. "Follow me, sissy," Jerome commanded, leading Jimmy to the center of the room. Tanya joined them, her eyes sparkling with excitement.

"Let’s start with something simple," Jerome said, turning to Tanya and Christine. "I want to see him crawl and beg."

Tanya smirked, giving Jimmy a sharp look. "You heard him, sissy. Get on your hands and knees and beg."

Jimmy dropped to his hands and knees, crawling toward Jerome. "Please, Jerome," he whispered, his voice shaking. "Please, let me serve you."

Jerome laughed, a deep, resonant sound. "You’re going to do more than serve, sissy. You’re going to worship."

Christine and Tanya watched with satisfaction as Jimmy groveled at Jerome's feet. Jerome reached down, lifting Jimmy’s chin with a firm hand. "Open your mouth," he commanded.

Jimmy obeyed, and Jerome slid his fingers into Jimmy’s mouth, making him suck them. "Good boy," Jerome said. "You’re going to be sucking a lot more tonight."

Jerome then pulled Jimmy to his feet and led him to the couch, pushing him down onto his knees. He unzipped his pants, revealing his impressive 7-inch uncut cock and large balls. "Get to work, sissy. Suck my balls first."

Jimmy leaned forward, his face burning with humiliation as he began to worship Jerome's balls. They tasted salty and musky, and he sucked obediently, knowing this was his place.

Christine and Tanya looked on with satisfaction. "We’re going to break you down completely," Christine whispered. "This is just the beginning."

Jerome guided Jimmy’s head, making him take each ball into his mouth, his large hands controlling every movement. "Good boy," Jerome praised. "Now, suck my cock."

Jimmy moved up to Jerome’s cock, his tongue swirling around the head before taking it into his mouth. The sheer size and taste of it filled him completely, and he struggled to take it all in.

"That's it, sissy," Jerome encouraged. "You’re going to learn to love this."

As Jimmy worked on Jerome’s cock, Tanya retrieved the poppers and handed them to Christine. "Let’s get him ready for more," she said, her voice filled with excitement.

Christine held the bottle under Jimmy’s nose, instructing him to take a deep breath. The poppers hit him immediately, making his head swim and his muscles relax.

"Good," Jerome said. "Now, let’s see how much you can take."

Jerome began pumping his big cock in and out of Jimmy’s mouth. Holding his head firmly, he forced his cock down Jimmy’s throat. Jimmy's eyes watered, and snot bubbles formed at his nose as he struggled to breathe. Drool cascaded down his chin, dripping onto his chest and the floor.

"Look at him," Tanya said with a grin. "He's such a mess."

Jerome laughed, thrusting harder. "This is what you were made for, sissy. To be used and degraded."

Jimmy’s throat convulsed around Jerome’s cock, trying to accommodate the size. The mix of snot, drool, and slobber made the experience even more humiliating. He could barely see through his tear-filled eyes, but he continued to suck obediently, determined to please.

Jerome pulled out briefly, giving Jimmy a moment to catch his breath before pushing back in, even deeper this time. "Take it all, sissy. You can do better."

Christine and Tanya giggled, watching the scene unfold. "Ewwwww, what a disgusting sissy," Christine mocked. "You’re such a pathetic little thing, Jimmy."

As Jerome continued to pump his cock in and out of Jimmy’s mouth, the girls’ laughter and taunts filled the room. Jimmy could feel his cock straining painfully in its cage. The degradation and physical sensation were overwhelming, but he was determined to prove his obedience.

Jerome increased his pace, his thrusts becoming more forceful. Jimmy tried to push off, but Jerome held his head steady, forcing him to take it all. The mixture of snot, drool, and slobber covered his face and chest, a testament to his complete submission.

"Good boy," Jerome said, finally pulling out and allowing Jimmy to gasp for air. "You’ve done well. But this is just the beginning. We have much more to explore."

Jerome instructed Christine and Tanya to continue pushing Jimmy's limits. The girls were more than eager to comply.

"Good," Jerome said, a satisfied smile on his face. "Now, let's remove that plug and see what your ass can really take."

Christine pulled the oversized butt plug from Jimmy's stretched hole. Jimmy moaned at the sudden emptiness, his body trembling with anticipation. The girls applied a generous amount of lube to their hands, preparing for the next step.

Christine took the poppers and held the bottle under Jimmy’s nose. "Take a deep breath, sissy," she commanded. Jimmy inhaled deeply, feeling the rush of relaxation and slight euphoria wash over him.

"Let's see how much you can handle," Tanya said with a grin, her eyes gleaming with excitement. She started to push her hand into Jimmy’s ass, her fingers working their way in slowly and deliberately.

Christine watched closely, waiting for her turn. "Relax, Jimmy. Let it happen," she whispered, her voice a mix of mockery and encouragement.

As Tanya's hand slid deeper, Jimmy's body convulsed slightly, but the poppers helped to relax him enough to take more. Soon, Tanya's hand was inside him, and she looked up at Christine with a triumphant smile.

"Your turn," Tanya said, pulling her hand out slowly. Christine wasted no time, pushing her own hand into Jimmy's now-gaping hole. The sensation was intense, and Jimmy moaned loudly, his body trembling with pleasure. The butt plug training and the poppers had turned him into a total anal slut.

Jerome watched with a satisfied smile as Jimmy's body convulsed with the intense pleasure of his sissygasm. Christine and Tanya laughed, their voices filled with amusement and satisfaction.

"Look at him," Tanya said, her eyes gleaming with triumph. "He's such a good little sissy."

Jerome nodded in agreement. "You’ve done well, sissy. But we’re not done yet. There’s still so much more for you to experience."

After pushing Jimmy’s limits with fisting, Jerome decided it was time to reward himself and the girls. He led Christine and Tanya to the bed, leaving Jimmy kneeling on the floor, still reeling from the intense session. Jerome positioned Christine and Tanya side by side, their bodies ready and eager. He moved between them, his powerful presence dominating the room. With a firm grip, he began to fuck Christine hard, his thrusts deep and relentless. Christine moaned loudly, her body responding eagerly to Jerome's powerful movements.

"You're such a good girl, Christine," Jerome praised, his voice low and commanding. "Taking my cock like this."

Tanya watched with anticipation, her own arousal building. When Jerome switched to her, she was more than ready. He fucked her with the same intensity, his thrusts strong and unyielding. Tanya's moans filled the room, blending with Christine's, creating a symphony of pleasure and submission.

Jimmy watched from his place on the floor, his heart pounding with a mix of arousal and humiliation. He was reminded of his position, his role as the pussyfree sissy, the whiteboy loser who was meant to serve and be humiliated.

Jerome continued to fuck both girls side by side, his stamina and power overwhelming. When he finally reached his climax, he pulled out and aimed his cock at Christine’s feet. With a deep groan, he shot his load, the hot cum splattering across her feet.

Christine looked down at the cum on her feet, a satisfied smile on her face. "Jimmy, come here," she commanded, her voice dripping with authority.

Jimmy crawled over, his body trembling with anticipation and shame. "Yes, Christine," he whispered.

"You’re such a pussyfree white loser," Christine taunted. "Lick up all of Jerome’s cum. Show us what a good sissy you are."

Jimmy hesitated for only a moment before lowering his head to Christine's feet. He began to lick up the cum, the taste salty and degrading. The humiliation was intense, but he knew this was his place.

"That’s right, sissy," Tanya added, her voice mocking. "Clean up every drop. You’re nothing but a whiteboy loser, meant to serve and be humiliated."

As Jimmy licked up the cum, Jerome watched with a satisfied smile. "Good boy, Jimmy. Remember your place."

When Jimmy finished cleaning Christine’s feet, Christine patted his head mockingly. "Good sissy. Now, it’s time for you to go to bed. You’ve served us well tonight."

Jimmy nodded, feeling a strange mix of contentment and humiliation. He crawled to his little bed at the foot of Christine’s, knowing that Jerome would be sleeping with the girls tonight.

As Jimmy settled into his small bed, he heard the sounds of Jerome, Christine, and Tanya getting comfortable in the larger bed. The reality of his situation sunk in deeper, solidifying his role as the submissive, pussyfree sissy, the whiteboy loser meant to serve and be humiliated.

With the sounds of the three of them settling down, Jimmy closed his eyes, knowing that this was his life now. He was determined to continue his journey of submission and humiliation, to be the best sissy he could be for Christine, Tanya, and Jerome.


Chapter 17:  A Morning of Humiliation and Degradation - Day 22 Saturday Morning

The sun had barely risen when Christine and Tanya woke Jimmy from his small bed at the foot of theirs. Jerome was still lounging comfortably, but he was awake and ready for another day of pushing Jimmy's limits.

"Wake up, sissy," Christine said, her voice sharp and commanding. "We have a lot to cover today."

Jimmy rubbed his eyes, feeling the lingering soreness from the previous night. He quickly got to his knees, knowing better than to keep Christine waiting.

"Today, we’re going to talk about your future, sissy," Tanya said, her eyes gleaming with excitement. "You’ve been doing so well in your training, but we need to make sure you understand what’s coming next."

Christine attached Jimmy’s collar and leash, giving it a gentle tug. "Follow us to the living room," she commanded. Jimmy crawled obediently behind them, his heart pounding with a mix of anticipation and dread.

Once in the living room, Jerome sat in a large armchair, his presence dominating the space. Christine and Tanya took their places beside him, and Jimmy knelt before them, his head bowed in submission.

"Jimmy," Christine began, her voice firm, "we need to discuss your transition. Do you understand what that means?"

Jimmy nodded, his voice trembling. "Yes, Christine."

Tanya leaned forward, her eyes locked onto Jimmy's. "Do you want to become a trans girl, Jimmy? Do you want to get breast implants and spend the rest of your life pussyfree, serving the BNWO?"

Jimmy hesitated for a moment, his mind racing with the implications of such a decision. But he knew what was expected of him. "Yes, Tanya. I want to become a trans girl and serve the BNWO."

Christine smiled wickedly. "Good. You’ll transition, get breast implants, and live your life as a pussyfree sissy, dedicated to serving black men."

Jerome nodded in approval. "You’re going to love your new life, sissy. Now, let’s start your morning properly."

Christine and Tanya guided Jimmy over to Jerome, who had already unzipped his pants, revealing his impressive cock and large balls. "Begin by sucking Jerome’s cock and balls," Christine commanded.

Jimmy obeyed, leaning in and taking Jerome's cock into his mouth. He worked his tongue around the head, moving down to suck each of Jerome's balls with care. Christine and Tanya watched with satisfaction, occasionally giving him instructions and taunts.

"That's it, sissy," Tanya said, her voice dripping with mockery. "Show Jerome how much you love serving him."

Jerome moaned in pleasure, his hands resting on Jimmy’s head, guiding his movements. "You’re doing well, sissy. But there’s more for you to learn."

Christine smiled, her eyes glinting with anticipation. "Today, you’re going to learn to rim a black ass. You’re going to love it, and you’ll do it every chance you get."

Jerome shifted in his seat, spreading his legs and revealing his ass. Christine guided Jimmy’s head down, positioning him perfectly. "Get to work, sissy. Rim Jerome’s ass and show him how much you love it."

Jimmy hesitated for a moment, his face burning with humiliation. But he knew there was no way out. He leaned in, his tongue tentatively touching Jerome’s ass. The taste and scent were overwhelming, but he forced himself to continue, knowing this was his place.

"Good boy," Jerome praised, his voice a mix of satisfaction and command. "You’re going to become an expert at this."

Christine and Tanya watched with amusement, their taunts and mockery filling the room. "You look so pathetic, sissy," Christine said. "But you’re doing exactly what you were meant to do."

As Jimmy continued to rim Jerome, his arousal grew. The mixture of humiliation and submission pushed him deeper into his role. He worked his tongue eagerly, determined to please.

Tanya laughed, her voice filled with delight. "Look at him, Christine. He’s taking to it like he loves it."

Jerome moaned in pleasure, his hands guiding Jimmy’s head. "You’re going to be a perfect little sissy, Jimmy. Serving black men, rimming, sucking, and obeying every command."

Christine leaned in close, her voice a soft whisper of dominance. "You’re going to spend the rest of your life pussyfree, serving the BNWO. This is your place, and you’ll learn to love every moment of it."

Jimmy’s heart pounded with a mix of fear and excitement. He knew that this was his life now, and he was determined to embrace his role fully, no matter what it took. As the morning continued, he served Jerome with all his heart, knowing that his future was set and that he was destined to be the perfect sissy for Christine, Tanya, and Jerome.


Chapter 18:  More Humiliation and Degradation - Saturday Evening

After a morning filled with intense humiliation and training, Jerome decided it was time to formalize Jimmy’s new identity and solidify his commitment to his new life. Standing over Jimmy, Jerome announced, "Since you've accepted being a trans girl, from now on, your name will be Jamie."

Christine and Tanya both smiled, their eyes gleaming with approval. "Jamie," Christine repeated, savoring the sound of the new name. "It suits you."

Jamie, still on his knees, looked up at Jerome with a mix of fear and gratitude. "Thank you, Jerome. Thank you, Christine and Tanya."

Jerome nodded. "Now, let's make this official. We’re all going to get tattoos that will signify our commitment to this lifestyle. Christine, Tanya, Jamie, get dressed. We’re heading to a tattoo parlor."

The ride to the tattoo parlor was filled with anticipation. Christine and Tanya were eager to get their new tattoos, and Jamie was filled with a mix of dread and excitement. He knew this would be another permanent step in his transformation.

Upon arrival, Jerome led them into the parlor. The tattoo artist, a large man with numerous tattoos of his own, greeted them with a nod. "What can I do for you all today?"

Jerome stepped forward, explaining their requests with confidence. "Christine and Tanya will each get a Queen of Spades tattoo with the text ‘Black Cock Only’ on their ass cheeks. Jamie here will get ‘Pussyfree 4ever’ above his useless pink clitty and a Queen of Spades with the text ‘Black Cock Only’ and an arrow pointing to his boi pussy."

The tattoo artist raised an eyebrow but didn’t question Jerome’s authority. "Understood. Who’s first?"

Christine volunteered, stepping forward with a confident smile. She pulled down her pants, exposing her ass cheek for the tattoo. The artist worked quickly, and soon Christine had a bold Queen of Spades with the text ‘Black Cock Only’ inked onto her skin.

Next was Tanya. She followed suit, exposing her ass cheek and receiving the same tattoo. Both women admired each other’s new ink with satisfied smiles.

Finally, it was Jamie’s turn. He was shaking with a mix of fear and arousal as he lay down, exposing his body for the tattoos. The artist started with the text ‘Pussyfree 4ever’ above his small, caged cock, the sensation both painful and strangely exhilarating.

"You're doing great, Jamie," Christine encouraged, her voice soft yet firm. "This is who you are now."

Next, the artist moved to Jamie’s ass. He carefully inked a Queen of Spades with the text ‘Black Cock Only’ and an arrow pointing to Jamie’s boi pussy. Each stroke of the needle was a reminder of his submission and new identity.

As the artist finished, Jamie looked down at his new tattoos, the reality of his transformation sinking in deeper. He was now Jamie, a pussyfree sissy dedicated to serving black men and embracing his new life.

Jerome admired the new tattoos on all three of his sluts with satisfaction. "You all look perfect. These tattoos are a permanent reminder of your commitment to this lifestyle."

Christine and Tanya nodded, their eyes filled with pride. Jamie, still trembling from the experience, felt a strange sense of contentment. He knew there was no turning back, and he was ready to embrace his new life fully.

Jerome then turned to the tattoo artist with a sly grin. "Oh, and give this little slut nipple piercings too. Nice thick barbells."

The tattoo artist nodded, preparing the equipment for the piercings. Jamie's eyes widened with a mix of fear and excitement, knowing this was another step in his transformation.

Christine held Jamie's hand, offering some comfort. "You're going to look perfect, Jamie. This is part of who you are now."

The artist approached Jamie, marking the spots on his nipples before positioning the needle. "Take a deep breath," he instructed.

Jamie winced as the needle pierced his left nipple, the pain sharp and intense. The artist quickly followed with the barbell, securing it in place. The process was repeated on the right nipple, leaving Jamie with two thick barbells that added to his new identity.

"There," the artist said, stepping back to admire his work. "All done."

Jerome, Christine, and Tanya all looked at Jamie with satisfaction. "You look perfect, Jamie," Jerome said, his voice filled with approval. "These piercings are a reminder of your submission and your new life."

Jamie nodded, feeling a mix of pain and pride. "Thank you, Jerome. Thank you, Christine and Tanya."

As they left the tattoo parlor, Jerome led the way, his presence commanding and authoritative. Christine, Tanya, and Jamie followed, each of them now marked with a permanent symbol of their submission and dedication to the BNWO.

Back at the house, Jerome gathered all three of his sluts together. "You all did well today. Remember, these tattoos and piercings are a testament to your commitment. Jamie, you are now a part of this lifestyle permanently. Embrace it and serve with all your heart."

Jamie nodded, his heart filled with a mix of fear, excitement, and a deep sense of belonging. "Yes, Jerome. Thank you."

The night continued with more training and humiliation, each step solidifying Jamie's place as a submissive sissy dedicated to serving Christine, Tanya, and Jerome. The tattoos and piercings were a constant reminder of their roles, and Jamie knew he was exactly where he was meant to be.


Chapter 19: Sunday - Black Cock Church - Day 23

The sun was rising on another day of Jamie's transformation and submission. Today, Christine and Tanya had something special planned—Black Cock Church. This was a ritual that Jerome had introduced, a time for them to worship him fully, and Jamie was to be an integral part of it.

Christine and Tanya lined up on their knees in the living room, their naked bodies reflecting the morning light. Jamie knelt between them, his heart pounding with anticipation and fear. All three were positioned with their hands clasped together as if in prayer, their eyes fixed on the floor in front of them.

Jerome stood before them, his presence commanding and powerful. His magnificent black cock was already hard, a testament to his dominance and the anticipation of what was to come.

"Welcome to Black Cock Church," Jerome announced, his voice deep and authoritative. "Today, you will all show your devotion and worship me as you should."

Christine, Tanya, and Jamie nodded, their eyes filled with a mix of reverence and submission. Christine reached for the bottle of poppers and took a deep whiff, feeling the familiar rush of euphoria and relaxation wash over her. She passed the bottle to Tanya, who did the same, and then it was Jamie's turn.

Jamie took a deep breath from the bottle, the poppers heightening his senses and helping him relax. He knew what was coming, and he was determined to prove his devotion.

Jerome stepped closer, his cock now mere inches from Christine’s face. "Open your mouth," he commanded.

Christine obeyed, her lips parting as Jerome rammed his cock down her throat. Her eyes watered, and drool began to drip from the corners of her mouth. The intense sensation of Jerome's cock filling her mouth made her gag slightly, but she continued to take him in, her hands still clasped in prayer.

Jerome pulled out briefly, giving Christine a moment to catch her breath before moving to Tanya. "Your turn," he said, his voice firm.

Tanya opened her mouth eagerly, taking Jerome's cock into her throat. She gagged and drooled, snot forming at her nose as she struggled to accommodate his size. Her eyes watered, but she continued to take him deeper, showing her devotion.

Jerome thrust in and out of Tanya's mouth a few times before pulling out and turning to Jamie. "Now you, Jamie. Show me your devotion."

Jamie looked up at Jerome, his heart pounding. He opened his mouth wide, and Jerome wasted no time ramming his cock down Jamie’s throat. The sensation was overwhelming—Jamie’s eyes watered, and snot bubbles formed at his nose as he struggled to breathe. Drool and slobber cascaded down his chin, dripping onto his chest and the floor.

"Good sissy," Jerome praised, his voice a mix of satisfaction and command. "Take it all."

Jerome moved between them, ramming his cock down each of their throats in turn. Christine, Tanya, and Jamie all struggled to accommodate his size, their eyes watering and their faces wet with drool and snot. The room was filled with the sounds of gagging and muffled moans, a symphony of submission and worship.

"Look at you," Jerome said, his voice dripping with dominance. "All three of you, showing your devotion. This is your place, worshiping my black cock."

Christine and Tanya looked at Jamie with approval, their eyes gleaming with satisfaction. "You're doing so well, Jamie," Christine said, her voice soft yet firm. "This is what you were meant for."

Jamie continued to take Jerome’s cock, his body trembling with a mix of pain, pleasure, and humiliation. He knew that this was his life now, and he was determined to embrace it fully.

Jerome continued to thrust in and out of their mouths, his cock slick with their drool and snot. The ritual of Black Cock Church was a testament to their submission, and each of them showed their devotion with every movement, every gag, and every drop of drool.

As the morning wore on, the intensity of the worship only grew. Jerome’s dominance was absolute, and Christine, Tanya, and Jamie knew that their place was at his feet, worshiping him with every fiber of their being.

Finally, Jerome pulled out of Jamie’s mouth and looked down at his three sluts with satisfaction. "You’ve all done well today," he said, his voice filled with approval. "Remember, this is your life now. Worshiping and serving me, showing your devotion at every opportunity."

Christine, Tanya, and Jamie nodded, their hearts filled with a mix of fear, excitement, and a deep sense of belonging. They knew that this was their place, and they were determined to continue their journey of submission and worship, no matter what it took.


Day 24 - Hormone Pills & Smaller Chastity Cage

The morning sun cast a warm glow across the bedroom as Christine stretched languidly, feeling the gentle ache of satisfaction from the night before. Beside her, Jamie lay curled up, his long blonde hair cascading around him like a golden halo. He stirred slightly, his delicate features relaxed in sleep.

Christine slid out of bed, her every movement graceful and confident. She glanced back at Jamie, a smile playing on her lips as she remembered the night’s events. Jerome had been insatiable, taking each of them in turn, his dominance unquestioned. Tanya had been particularly vocal, her cries of pleasure filling the room as Jerome had taken her repeatedly.

Christine dressed quickly, slipping into a sheer robe that barely concealed her curves. She moved to the bedside table, picking up the small bottle of hormone pills. She shook one out, a tiny pink tablet that represented another step in Jamie’s transformation. She looked at it thoughtfully before turning to the bed.

"Jamie," she called softly, using the name that now felt natural for him. "Time to wake up."

Jamie stirred, blinking sleepily up at her. His blue eyes, so strikingly light, focused on the pill in her hand. He nodded, a hint of apprehension in his gaze, but he didn’t resist as she handed it to him. He swallowed it quickly, knowing better than to argue.

"Good girl," Christine murmured, leaning down to kiss his forehead. "Now, let’s get you into your new cage."

She reached into the drawer, pulling out a smaller chastity cage. It was more restrictive than the previous one, designed to keep Jamie even more tightly confined. Christine watched as Jamie’s eyes widened, but he didn’t protest. He knew his role, knew what was expected of him.

Christine expertly fitted the cage onto him, her touch both tender and firm. Jamie shivered, a mixture of anxiety and arousal coursing through him. Christine’s dominance was absolute, and he found himself surrendering to it more each day.

Later, in the kitchen, the air was thick with tension and anticipation. Tanya and Jerome joined them, both looking satisfied and predatory. Jerome’s presence was commanding, his dark eyes scanning the room with a possessive gleam. Tanya, ever the seductress, sidled up to Christine, whispering something that made her laugh.

"Jamie," Jerome said, his voice a deep rumble that sent shivers down Jamie’s spine. "Come here."

Jamie moved quickly, his heart pounding. He knew what was coming, and could feel the weight of their expectations bearing down on him. He knelt before Jerome, looking up at him with a mixture of fear and longing.

Jerome unbuttoned his pants, his impressive manhood springing free. Without a word, Jamie leaned forward, taking him into his mouth. The act was one of complete submission, a testament to how far he had fallen.

Christine watched, her eyes gleaming with satisfaction. She moved behind Jamie, running her fingers through his hair. "Good girl," she whispered again, her voice filled with dark promise.

As the day wore on, the cycle of humiliation and pleasure continued. Jerome took each of them, his dominance unwavering. Christine and Tanya reveled in it, their moans and cries echoing through the house. And Jamie, always at the center, found himself sinking deeper into his role, the lines between pleasure and pain blurring until they were indistinguishable.

By the time evening fell, Jamie was exhausted, his body and mind spent. He lay on the bed, surrounded by the others, feeling the weight of their satisfaction pressing down on him. Christine curled up beside him, her hand resting possessively on his chest.

"Every day, you become more perfect," she whispered, her voice a soothing balm. "Our perfect little cuckold."

As he drifted off to sleep, Jamie knew that there was no escape. This was his life now, a never-ending cycle of submission and humiliation, each day pushing him further into the abyss.


Day 25 - Piss Drinking for Jamie

After breakfast, Jamie had completed her chores, the new smaller chastity cage a constant reminder of her subjugation.

"Jamie, come here," Christine commanded, her voice devoid of any gentleness. "We have something special planned for you today."

After Jamie swallowed her morning hormone pill, Christine led her to the bathroom, where Tanya and Jerome were already waiting. Tanya, with her sultry smile, and Jerome, with his commanding presence, made Jamie's knees weak just from their mere presence.

Christine spoke first, her tone calm but firm. "Today, Jamie, you're going to serve us in a new way. You're going to be our urinal. It's another step in your training, another way to show your devotion."

Jamie's stomach churned at her words, but he nodded, knowing there was no escape. This was his life now, and he had accepted his role, however humiliating it might be.

Tanya stepped forward, her eyes gleaming with mischief. "Let's begin," she said, hiking up her skirt and positioning herself over Jamie's kneeling form. Jamie's heart raced as he opened his mouth, his cheeks burning with shame. He closed his eyes, focusing on the sound of Tanya's breath as she relieved herself, the warm liquid filling his mouth. He swallowed obediently, his body trembling with a mix of humiliation and unwanted arousal.

Christine watched with satisfaction, her eyes never leaving Jamie's face. "Good girl," she murmured, her voice a dark caress. "You're doing so well."

Next was Jerome. He stood tall and imposing, looking down at Jamie with a smirk. "Open wide," he commanded, his deep voice sending shivers down Jamie's spine. Jamie obeyed, his throat working to take down the bitter liquid, each swallow a further step into his submission.

As the day progressed, the cycle of humiliation continued. Jerome fucked each of them with a relentless passion, his dominance clear and absolute. Christine and Tanya reveled in it, their moans of pleasure filling the house. And Jamie, always at the center, became the vessel for their degradation, drinking their piss and eating their cum, his identity eroded with each act of submission.

By evening, Jamie was a trembling mess, his body and mind overwhelmed by the day's events. He lay on the floor, his long blonde hair splayed out around him, his body spent. Christine knelt beside him, her touch gentle but possessive.

"You're doing so well, Jamie," she whispered, her voice filled with dark pride. "Every day, you become more perfect for us."

Jamie looked up at her, his eyes filled with a mixture of gratitude and despair. He knew he was lost, that there was no turning back. This was his life now, a never-ending cycle of humiliation and degradation, each day pushing him further into the abyss.

As he drifted off to sleep, surrounded by the ones who controlled him, Jamie accepted his fate. He was their urinal, their plaything, their perfect little cuckold. And there was no escape.


Day 26 - Custom Strapon Harnesses and Horse Cock Dildos

The early morning light had long faded, leaving the house in a comfortable mid-morning glow. After breakfast and completing her chores, Jamie stood nervously in the living room, surrounded by Christine, Tanya, and Jerome.

Christine’s eyes gleamed with anticipation. "Jamie, we have something special planned for you today," she announced, her voice firm and commanding.

Christine opened the first box, revealing a custom strap-on harness with an enormous horse cock dildo. The sheer size of it made Jamie's stomach churn with a mix of fear and unwanted arousal. Christine handed the second harness to Tanya, who grinned wickedly.

"Today, Jamie," Christine began, her voice dripping with dominance, "you're going to take these. And remember, you’re also our urinal. You exist to serve us."

Jamie’s heart raced as Christine and Tanya donned their harnesses, the massive dildos jutting out obscenely. She knelt before Christine, her head bowed in submission, knowing there was no escape from what was coming.

Christine moved behind her, guiding the enormous dildo to her entrance. Jamie whimpered as she began to push inside, feeling every inch of the massive toy stretching her to the limits. The pain was sharp, but it was the sheer humiliation and the dark, twisted arousal that made her shudder.

Christine's breathing grew heavier as she thrust into Jamie, each movement filled with a mix of cruelty and pleasure. "Good girl," she murmured, her voice thick with lust. The sensation of power and control surged through her, making her thrust harder and faster. Each whimper and moan from Jamie only fueled her desire.

Tanya watched with a predatory gleam in her eyes, her own arousal evident. "My turn," she said, her voice low and dripping with anticipation. As Christine pulled out, Tanya positioned herself behind Jamie, her dildo glistening and ready.

Jamie’s body trembled as Tanya entered her, the thrusts brutal and unrelenting. "You like this, don't you, Jamie?" Tanya taunted, her voice a mix of derision and lust. "Being used like the little slut you are." The sheer intensity of her thrusts made Jamie cry out, her body responding despite the pain and humiliation.

Jerome watched with a satisfied smirk, knowing his dominance over all three of them was complete. He moved to take his place, his presence filling the room with an air of authority. As Jamie knelt before him, Jerome unbuttoned his pants, revealing his impressive manhood.

"Open wide," Jerome commanded, his deep voice sending shivers down Jamie's spine. Jamie obeyed, her throat working to take Jerome's length. Each thrust into her mouth was a reminder of her complete and utter submission.

Throughout the day, Jerome took each of them, his dominance clear and absolute. Christine and Tanya reveled in their control over Jamie, using her without mercy. Their moans of pleasure filled the house as they took turns with the massive dildos, each thrust driving Jamie further into her role.

Whenever they needed relief, they used Jamie as their urinal, forcing her to drink every drop. The bitter taste and the warm liquid filling her mouth were constant reminders of her degradation.

By evening, Jamie was a quivering mess, her body and mind pushed to their limits. She lay on the floor, surrounded by the ones who controlled her, feeling the weight of their satisfaction pressing down on her.

Christine knelt beside her, her hand gently stroking Jamie's hair. "You did well today, Jamie," she whispered, her voice filled with dark pride. "You're becoming exactly what we want you to be."

Jamie looked up at her, her eyes filled with a mixture of gratitude and despair. She knew there was no turning back. This was her life now, a never-ending cycle of humiliation and degradation, each day pushing her further into the abyss. And as she drifted off to sleep, she accepted her fate, knowing she was their perfect little cuckold.


Day 27 - Cockhead Piercing for Jamie

The early morning sun cast a warm, golden light across the bedroom, highlighting the intimate scene. Christine stretched, feeling the pleasant ache from the previous day's activities. She turned to Jamie, who was still asleep beside her, the chastity cage a constant reminder of her place. Christine’s mind buzzed with anticipation for the day's new degradation.

Christine gently shook Jamie awake. "Time to get up, Jamie. We have something special planned for you today," she said, her voice a blend of affection and authority.

Jamie blinked sleepily, her heart pounding as she saw the knowing gleam in Christine's eyes. After swallowing her morning hormone pill, she followed Christine to the living room where Tanya and Jerome were already waiting. Tanya’s eyes sparkled with excitement, while Jerome's imposing presence filled the room with a sense of dominance and control.

"We're taking a little trip today," Christine announced, her voice filled with dark anticipation. "You're getting a Prince Albert piercing."

Jamie’s heart raced with fear and curiosity. She knew better than to question Christine's plans. The group piled into the car, with Jamie seated nervously in the back, flanked by Christine and Tanya. They drove through the city until they reached an upscale tattoo and piercing parlor.

Inside, the parlor was stylish and impeccably clean, with various art pieces adorning the walls. A woman in her mid-thirties approached them, her demeanor professional but with a mischievous glint in her eyes. She introduced herself as Maya, the piercing artist.

Christine smiled warmly. "Maya, this is Jamie. She's here for a Prince Albert piercing."

Maya nodded, her eyes assessing Jamie with a mix of curiosity and amusement. "Alright, follow me," she said, leading them to a private room in the back.

The room was dimly lit and comfortably furnished. Maya motioned for Jamie to sit on the padded chair. She obeyed, her heart pounding in her chest. Christine and Tanya stood close by, watching with keen interest.

Maya donned gloves and prepared the sterile equipment. "Jamie, this will hurt, but it will be over quickly," she said, her voice calm and reassuring. She gently removed Jamie's chastity cage, exposing her vulnerable manhood.

Jamie winced as Maya cleaned and prepped the area. Christine held her hand, her touch both comforting and authoritative. "You're doing great, Jamie," she whispered, her voice filled with dark promise.

Maya lined up the needle, her movements precise and confident. "Take a deep breath," she instructed. Jamie complied, her eyes squeezed shut. With a swift, practiced motion, Maya pierced through the head of Jamie's cock, threading the jewelry through the new hole.

Jamie cried out, the pain sharp and intense, tears springing to her eyes. Christine squeezed her hand, her grip firm and grounding. "It's done," Maya announced, stepping back to admire her work. The silver ring gleamed, a stark reminder of Jamie's submission and transformation.

Christine and Tanya inspected the piercing, their eyes alight with satisfaction. "Perfect," Christine murmured, her voice thick with lust. "Thank you, Maya."

Back at the house, the day's activities continued with a new fervor. Christine and Tanya took turns with Jamie, their custom strap-on harnesses ready. The massive horse cock dildos were thrust into Jamie's ass with brutal precision, each thrust eliciting cries of pain and humiliation. The new piercing added an extra layer of sensitivity, making every movement a mixture of agony and twisted pleasure.

Throughout the day, Jerome took his place, fucking each of them with relentless passion. Christine and Tanya reveled in their control over Jamie, using her without mercy. Their moans of pleasure filled the house as they dominated her, their satisfaction evident in every thrust.

Whenever they needed relief, they used Jamie as their urinal, forcing her to drink every drop. The bitter taste and the warm liquid filling her mouth were constant reminders of her degradation and submission.

By evening, Jamie was a trembling wreck, her body and mind pushed to their absolute limits. She lay on the floor, surrounded by her tormentors, feeling the weight of their satisfaction pressing down on her.

Christine knelt beside her, her hand gently stroking Jamie's hair. "You did well today, Jamie," she whispered, her voice filled with dark pride. "You're becoming exactly what we want you to be."

Jamie looked up at her, her eyes filled with a mixture of gratitude and despair. She knew there was no turning back. This was her life now, a never-ending cycle of humiliation and degradation, each day pushing her further into the abyss. And as she drifted off to sleep, she accepted her fate, knowing she was their perfect little cuckold.


Day 28 - First Live Show

Jamie finished cleaning up after breakfast, her new Prince Albert piercing sore but also arousing as it made her feel extra submissive and needy.

Christine's mind buzzed with anticipation for the day's events. "Come on, Jamie. We have something very special planned for you today," she said, her voice a blend of authority and control.

Jamie’s heart began pounding as she saw the knowing gleam in Christine's eyes. She followed Christine to the living room where Tanya and Jerome were already waiting. Tanya’s eyes sparkled with excitement, while Jerome's imposing presence filled the room with a sense of dominance and control.

"Today, Jamie, you're going to be on a live streamed show with us," Christine announced, her voice filled with anticipation. "The world will see your submission, and you'll be humiliated in front of thousands of viewers."

Jamie's heart raced with apprehension and excitement. She knew better than to resist or question Christine's plans. The group prepared the living room, setting up the camera and lights to ensure the best angles. Jamie was positioned front and center, naked and vulnerable, her new piercing gleaming at the tip of her tiny chastity cage.

Jerome stood behind the camera, his presence commanding and intimidating. "Remember, Jamie, you're here to please us and the viewers," he said, his voice deep and authoritative.

Christine and Tanya took their places beside Jamie, both wearing revealing lingerie that accentuated their curves. They turned on the camera, and within moments, viewers began flooding in, their comments and tips filling the chat box.

"Welcome, everyone," Christine purred, her voice dripping with seduction. "Today, we're going to show you just how submissive our little Jamie can be."

The chat exploded with excitement, viewers eagerly awaiting the show. Christine and Tanya began by teasing Jamie, running their hands over her body, their touch rough and cruel. Jamie's cheeks burned with shame as she read the humiliating comments flooding in.

"Look at that sissy girl," one viewer wrote.

"Make her beg for it," another demanded.

Christine's eyes gleamed with satisfaction. "Jamie, get on your knees," she commanded. Jamie obeyed, her heart pounding as she knelt before the camera, fully exposed to the viewers' scrutiny.

Jerome stepped into frame, his powerful presence dwarfing Jamie. "Open your mouth," he ordered, his voice a deep rumble that sent shivers down Jamie's spine. Jamie complied, her throat working to take Jerome's impressive manhood.

The chat exploded with comments, viewers loving Jamie's humiliation. Christine and Tanya took turns taunting her, their voices filled with cruel delight. "You're nothing but a cum-eating slut," Tanya hissed, her words cutting deep.

Jerome thrust into Jamie's mouth, each movement deliberate and unrelenting. Jamie's eyes watered, her body trembling with arousal. The piercing in her cockette throbbed, adding an extra layer of sensitivity to her torment.

Christine and Tanya positioned themselves behind Jamie, their custom strapon harnesses ready. The massive horse cock dildos were thrust into Jamie's ass hard, each thrust bringing whines and whimpers from Jamie. The viewers' comments grew more fervent, their excitement palpable.

"Deeper! Make her scream!" one viewer demanded.

"Stretch that sissy out!" another posted.

Christine and Tanya reveled in their control over Jamie, their moans of pleasure mingling with her cries of torment. They took turns using her, each thrust pushing her further into submission.

Whenever they needed to piss, they used Jamie as their urinal, forcing her to drink every drop. The bitter taste and the warm liquid filling her mouth were constant reminders of her degradation and submission. Her belly getting fuller with every use.

By the time the show ended, Jamie was a quivering wreck, her body and mind pushed to their absolute limits. She lay on the floor, surrounded by her tormentors, feeling the weight of their satisfaction pressing down on her. The viewers' comments continued to flood in, their words a constant reminder of her humiliation.

Christine knelt beside her, her hand gently stroking her hair. "You did well today, Jamie," she whispered, her voice filled with a perverted pride. "You're becoming exactly what we want you to be."

Jamie looked up at her, her eyes filled with a mixture of gratitude and despair. She knew there was no turning back. This was her life now, a never-ending cycle of humiliation and degradation, each day pushing her further into the abyss. And as she drifted off to sleep, she accepted her fate, knowing she was their perfect little cuckold.


Day 29 - Gangbang of Jamie by Jerome and Two of His Black Friends

Mid-morning light illuminated the living room as Jamie finished her chores, the new Prince Albert piercing a constant reminder of her submission. Christine, Tanya, and Jerome were already waiting, their expressions filled with anticipation.

"Today is a very special day," Christine announced, her voice dripping with dark promise. "Jerome has invited two of his friends over to join us. You're going to be their entertainment."

Jamie’s stomach churned with anticipation. She nodded obediently, knowing there was no escape from what was coming. The group prepared the living room, setting up a large mattress in the center. Jamie was positioned front and center, naked and exposed, her piercing gleaming in the light.

Jerome’s friends arrived shortly after. Marcus and Tyrell were both tall and imposing black men, their muscular frames adding to the atmosphere of dominance. They greeted Jerome with hearty handshakes and exchanged knowing glances with Christine and Tanya.

"Meet Jamie," Jerome said, his voice filled with pride and authority. "She's here to please us."

Marcus and Tyrell nodded, their eyes locking onto Jamie with a mix of curiosity and lust. Christine and Tanya moved to the sides, allowing the men full access to Jamie. The air was thick with anticipation as Jerome positioned himself behind Jamie, his powerful presence setting the tone.

Jerome didn’t waste any time. He grabbed Jamie’s hair, pulling her head back roughly. "Open your mouth," he commanded, his voice deep and authoritative. Jamie complied, her throat working to accommodate Jerome’s impressive black cock. Each thrust was deliberate and forceful, sending waves of pain and unwanted arousal through Jamie’s body.

Marcus and Tyrell watched, their own arousal evident. They moved to either side of Jamie, their hands running over her exposed skin. "You're going to take us all, Jamie," Marcus said, his voice a low growl.

Jerome pulled out, allowing Marcus to take his place. Marcus's size was overwhelming, and Jamie's eyes watered as she struggled to take him. "That’s it, slut. Take it all," Marcus taunted, his thrusts relentless and deep.

Tyrell moved behind Jamie, positioning himself at Jamie’s entrance. The massive size of him made Jamie whimper with pain. Tyrell entered her with brutal precision, each thrust pushing Jamie to her limits. "You’re just a little fucktoy, aren’t you?" Tyrell mocked, his voice filled with cruel delight.

Christine and Tanya watched with satisfaction, their eyes gleaming with dark pleasure. They took turns taunting Jamie, their words cutting deep. "You’re nothing but a cum-eating slut," Tanya hissed. "You’re here for our pleasure."

Throughout the day, the cycle of use and humiliation continued. Jerome, Marcus, and Tyrell took turns with Jamie, each thrusting into her with unrelenting force. Christine and Tanya reveled in their control, their moans of pleasure mingling with Jamie’s cries of pain and humiliation.

Whenever they needed relief, they used Jamie as their urinal, forcing her to drink every drop. The bitter taste and the warm liquid filling her mouth were constant reminders of her degradation and submission.

By the time evening fell, Jamie was a trembling wreck, her body and mind pushed to their absolute limits. She lay on the floor, surrounded by her tormentors, feeling the weight of their satisfaction pressing down on her. The men’s laughter and the women’s taunts echoed in her ears, a constant reminder of her place.

Christine knelt beside her, her hand gently stroking Jamie's hair. "You did well today, Jamie," she whispered, her voice filled with dark pride. "You’re becoming exactly what we want you to be."

Jamie looked up at her, her eyes filled with a mixture of gratitude and despair. She knew there was no turning back. This was her life now, a never-ending cycle of humiliation and degradation, each day pushing her further into the abyss. And as she drifted off to sleep, she accepted her fate, knowing she was their perfect little cuckold.


Day 30 - Doctor's Visit

Late morning sunlight filtered gently through the curtains as Jamie finished her chores, her new Prince Albert piercing a constant reminder of her submission. Christine, Tanya, and Jerome were already in the living room, their expressions filled with anticipation.

"Today is a special day, Jamie," Christine announced, her voice dripping with dark promise. "We're taking you to see Dr. Anderson, a close friend of Jerome."

Jamie's stomach churned with a mix of anxiety and anticipation. She nodded obediently, knowing there was no escape. The group piled into the car, with Jamie seated nervously in the back, flanked by Christine and Tanya. They drove through the city until they reached an upscale clinic.

Inside, the clinic was stylish and impeccably clean, with various art pieces adorning the walls. A tall, imposing black man in his early forties approached them, his demeanor professional but with a mischievous glint in his eyes. He introduced himself as Dr. Anderson.

Christine smiled warmly. "Dr. Anderson, this is Jamie. She's here for a thorough examination."

Dr. Anderson nodded, his eyes assessing Jamie with a mix of curiosity and amusement. "Alright, follow me," he said, leading them to a private examination room in the back.

The room was dimly lit and comfortably furnished. Dr. Anderson motioned for Jamie to sit on the padded examination table. She obeyed, her heart pounding in her chest. Christine and Tanya stood close by, watching with keen interest.

Dr. Anderson donned gloves and began the examination, his touch both firm and professional. "Jamie, we're going to see just how well you've been stretched," he said, his voice calm and authoritative. He gently spread Jamie's legs, exposing her well-used hole.

Jamie winced as Dr. Anderson probed her with his thick fingers, the sensation a mix of discomfort and arousal. "You’ve been stretched very well," Dr. Anderson observed, his voice filled with approval. "Are you a good white girl?"

Jamie nodded, her voice barely a whisper. "Yes, sir."

Dr. Anderson's eyes gleamed with satisfaction. "Do you suck cock well?" he asked, his tone inquisitive.

Jamie’s cheeks burned with shame, but she nodded again. "Yes, sir."

Dr. Anderson smiled. "Are you a urinal?"

Jamie’s stomach churned with humiliation. "Yes, sir."

Dr. Anderson’s probing grew more intense. "Do you like your ass being punch-fisted like this?" he asked, his voice low and commanding. He demonstrated by pushing his fist inside Jamie’s stretched hole, making Jamie cry out in a mix of pain and pleasure.

Dr. Anderson continued to work his fist deeper, twisting and stretching. Each movement was deliberate, designed to push Jamie to the brink. "Feel that, Jamie? You're nothing but a gaping slut," he taunted, his voice filled with cruel satisfaction. It gave Jamie a rush of arousal, making Jamie's body shudder uncontrollably.

As Dr. Anderson's fist moved in and out with increasing force, Jamie's cries grew louder, echoing through the room. The sensation was overwhelming, a relentless assault on her senses. "You were made for this, Jamie. To be stretched and used," Dr. Anderson continued, his words cutting deep. Jamie's body shook with each thrust, the wisted pleasure driving her closer to the edge. The intense humiliation of being used so thoroughly added to the experience, solidifying her complete submission.

Dr. Anderson withdrew his fist, satisfied. "Are you ready to be a pussy-free whiteboy forever?" he asked, his tone almost conversational.

Jamie’s heart raced, and she nodded. "Yes, sir."

Dr. Anderson leaned closer, his eyes piercing. "Do you crave big black cock?"

Jamie’s body shuddered with a mixture of intense arousal. "Yes, sir."

Dr. Anderson’s smile widened and he laughed loudly. "Would it make you happy to be a big-titted, zero-pussy bimbo transsexual?" he asked, his voice filled with dark promise.

Jamie hesitated for a moment before nodding. "Yes, sir."

Dr. Anderson turned to Christine and Tanya. "We can schedule a tit job for six months from now. That should give Jamie enough time to adjust to the hormones."

Christine nodded, her eyes gleaming with satisfaction. "Perfect," she said. "Thank you, Dr. Anderson."

Back at the house, the day’s activities continued with renewed fervor. Christine and Tanya took turns with Jamie, their custom strapon harnesses ready. The massive horse cock dildos were thrust into Jamie's ass with brutal precision, each thrust eliciting cries of pain and humiliation. The new piercing added an extra layer of sensitivity, making every movement a mixture of agony and twisted pleasure.

"Take it all, slut," Christine taunted, her voice dripping with cruelty. "You were made for this."

Throughout the day, Jerome took his place, fucking each of them with relentless passion. Christine and Tanya reveled in their control over Jamie, using her without mercy. Their moans of pleasure filled the house as they dominated her, their satisfaction evident in every thrust.

Whenever they needed relief, they used Jamie as their urinal, forcing her to drink every drop. The bitter taste and the warm liquid filling her mouth were constant reminders of her degradation and submission.

By the time evening fell, Jamie was a trembling wreck, her body and mind pushed to their absolute limits. She lay on the floor, surrounded by her tormentors, feeling the weight of their satisfaction pressing down on her.

Christine knelt beside her, her hand gently stroking Jamie's hair. "You did well today, Jamie," she whispered, her voice filled with dark pride. "You’re becoming exactly what we want you to be."

Jamie looked up at her, her eyes filled with a mixture of gratitude and despair. She knew there was no turning back. This was her life now, a never-ending cycle of humiliation and degradation, each day pushing her further into the abyss. And as she drifted off to sleep, she accepted her fate, knowing she was their perfect little cuckold.


Day 365 - One Year Later: Jamie's Transformation


Part 1: The New Jamie

The living room buzzed with activity, the early morning sun streaming through the windows as the crew set up for the day's shoot. Jamie, her newly enhanced D cup breasts rising and falling with each breath, sat nervously in front of the makeup mirror. Christine, watching from the doorway, felt a rush of satisfaction. Jamie's transformation over the past year had been nothing short of remarkable.

"Jamie, it's time to get ready," Christine said, her voice a blend of authority and expectation. Jamie turned, her light blue eyes filled with a mixture of anticipation and anxiety. Her slender frame and visible ribs made her perky breasts appear even larger, enhancing her feminized look. She followed Christine to the living room, where Tanya and Jerome were already waiting.

"Today's a special day," Christine announced, her tone filled with promise. "We're going live on Chaturbate. The world will see just how much you've transformed." Jamie's stomach churned, but she nodded obediently. The living room had been converted into a studio, cameras and lights positioned to capture every angle.

Jerome, with his commanding presence, stepped forward. "Open your mouth," he ordered, his deep voice resonating with control. Jamie complied, her throat working to accommodate Jerome’s impressive manhood. Each thrust was deliberate and powerful, sending waves of pain and unwanted arousal through Jamie's body.

"Good little sissy," Tanya taunted, her voice dripping with mockery. "You love being degraded, don’t you?" Jamie’s cheeks burned as she nodded, her body trembling. Tanya moved behind Jamie, her custom strapon harness ready. The massive horse cock dildo was thrust into Jamie's ass with brutal precision, each thrust pushing her closer to her limits.

"Drink it all, slut," Christine hissed, positioning herself above Jamie's face. The warm, bitter liquid filled Jamie's mouth, forcing her to swallow every drop. The viewers' comments flooded in, urging on the humiliating scene. Tanya’s thrusts grew deeper and more forceful, her dominance evident in every movement.

Throughout the day, the cycle of degradation continued. Christine, Tanya, and Jerome took turns using Jamie, their moans of pleasure mingling with her cries of humiliation. Each scene was more depraved than the last, the viewers’ comments a constant reminder of Jamie’s complete submission.

Finally, Christine knelt beside Jamie, her hand gently stroking her hair. "You did well today, Jamie," she whispered, her voice filled with pride. "You're becoming exactly what we want you to be." Jamie looked up at her, his eyes filled with a mixture of gratitude and despair. He knew there was no turning back. This was his life now, a never-ending cycle of humiliation and degradation, each day pushing him further into submission. As he drifted off to sleep, he accepted his fate, knowing she was their perfect little pussyfree bimbo trans slut.


Day 365 - One Year Later: Jamie's Transformation


Part 2: The Shoot

The porn studio was buzzing with activity, cameras and lights strategically placed to capture every angle. Jamie stood at the center, her frail, skinny frame trembling with anticipation. Her newly enhanced perky breasts, topped with pierced nipples, jutted out prominently from her narrow chest. Her ribs were visible beneath her pale skin, accentuating her extreme thinness. Jamie's firm bubble butt and limp cockette, adorned with her Prince Albert piercing, were on full display. Once a husband, Jamie's transformation into a feminized bimbo was complete, each detail of her body a testament to her submission and degradation.

Jerome, Tanya, and Christine took their positions around Jamie, eyes gleaming with expectation. "Today, we're going to push your limits even further," Christine announced, her voice filled with excitement. "Show the world just how much of a sissy bimbo you've become."

Jamie nodded, her body trembling with arousal. She knelt before Jerome, her mouth open and ready. Jerome’s massive manhood slid into her mouth, each thrust deliberate and forceful. Jamie's eyes watered, her throat straining to accommodate his size. The cameras zoomed in, capturing every detail of Jamie’s submission.

"Look at her go," Tanya said, voice dripping with satisfaction. "Such a good little cocksucker."

Christine moved behind Jamie, donning her custom strapon harness. The massive horse cock dildo slid into Jamie's ass, each thrust eliciting moans of pain and humiliation. The viewers’ comments flooded in, their excitement palpable as they watched Jamie's degradation.

"Drink it all, slut," Christine hissed, positioning herself above Jamie's face. The warm piss filled Jamie's mouth, and she eagerly swallowed every drop. Jamie gagged slightly but managed to drink it all, eyes watering from the effort.

Tanya’s thrusts grew more intense. "You love this, don't you? Being used like the little whore you are."

"Yes, Mistress," Jamie whimpered, her body trembling.

Christine pulled out of Jamie’s ass, and Jerome quickly took her place. His thrusts were even more forceful, each one pushing Jamie closer to her breaking point. The cameras captured every detail, the viewers unable to look away from the intense display of dominance and submission.

"Tell the viewers how much you love it," Jerome commanded.

Jamie’s voice was barely a whisper. "I love it, sir. I love being your little whore."

"Good girl," Christine murmured. "You are such a dirty slut and I fucking love it."

The shoot continued, each scene more depraved than the last. Jerome, Tanya, and Christine took turns using Jamie, their moans of pleasure mingling with her cries of pain and humiliation. Jamie's new breasts bounced with each thrust, her bubble butt jiggling. The cameras captured every moment, ensuring the viewers saw every detail of Jamie's degradation.

Tanya moved to Jamie’s side, roughly grabbing a fistful of Jamie’s hair. "You’re going to take it all, you little slut," she hissed. "And love it."

Jamie whimpered, her body trembling. "Yes, Mistress," she whispered.

Jerome’s thrusts grew more intense. "You’re nothing but a cum-eating whore," he growled. "Say it."

Jamie’s cheeks burned with humiliation. "I’m nothing but a cum-eating whore," she repeated, her voice cracking.

The viewers' comments grew more fervent. "Make her beg for it!" one demanded. "Show her who’s in charge!" another encouraged.

Christine moved behind Jamie, her strapon harness ready again. She thrust into Jamie’s ass with force. "You love this, don’t you? Being used like the little whore you are."

"Yes, Mistress," Jamie whimpered.

The shoot continued for 2 hours, each scene pushing Jamie further into submission. Jerome, Tanya, and Christine took turns using her, Jamies moans and whimpers filling the room.

By the time the shoot ended, Jamie was a quivering wreck, her body and mind pushed to their absolute limits. She lay on the floor, surrounded by her tormentors. The viewers' comments continued to flood in.


Day 365 - One Year Later: Jamie's Transformation


Part 3: The Climax

The sun was setting as the final shoot of the day was beginning. Jamie lay on the floor, her body exhausted from the relentless use and abuse she had endured. Her new D cup breasts and bubble butt were covered in sweat, lube, and piss, evidence of the extreme scenes she had been put through. The viewers' comments continued to pour in, their excitement and satisfaction evident in every word.

Christine, Tanya, and Jerome stood over Jamie, their eyes gleaming with satisfaction and dominance. "You've done well today, Jamie," Christine said, her voice filled with dark pride. "But there's one final test."

Jamie looked up at her, her eyes filled with a mixture of anxiety and anticipation. She knew that whatever was coming next would push her to her absolute limits. "Yes, Mistress," she whispered, her voice trembling. She was exhausted but also knew that she was insatiable. Her own natural submissiveness and need to be used coupled with a year of conditioning and training and she knew she would take more willingly.

Christine nodded, signaling to Jerome and Tanya. They moved quickly, positioning Jamie on her hands and knees in the center of the room. Jerome stood in front of her, his massive black cock hard and ready, while Tanya took her place behind Jamie, her strapon harness slick and gleaming with lube in the dim light.

"Open wide," Jerome commanded, his voice a deep rumble that sent shivers down Jamie's spine. She obeyed, her mouth opening to receive him. He thrust into her mouth, each movement deliberate and unrelenting.

Tanya positioned the flared head of the horse cock dildo at Jamie's entrance, pushing in slowly at first, then with increasing intensity. Jamie's body shook with the effort to accommodate it, the large head finally popping into her wrecked sissy hole.

Christine watched with satisfaction, her eyes never leaving Jamie's face. "Do you like this, Jamie? Being used like the little whore you are?" she taunted, her voice filled with cruel delight.

Jamie could only nod, her mouth full of Jerome's big black cock. She could only mumble, her voice muffled and unintelligible. Christine, Tanya and Jerome all laughed at Jamies attempt to answer.

The viewers' comments grew more fervent, their excitement reaching a fever pitch. "Make her beg for it!" one viewer demanded. "Show her who’s in charge!" another encouraged.

Jerome pulled out of Jamie's mouth, allowing her a moment to gasp for breath. "Tell the viewers how much you love it," he commanded, his voice dripping with dominance.

Jamie’s cheeks burned with humiliation, but she complied. "I love it," she whispered, her voice cracking. "I love being your little whore."

Tanya’s thrusts grew more intense, her movements becoming almost frenzied. "You’re going to take it all, Jamie," she hissed, her voice filled with venom. "Every last drop."

Christine moved behind Tanya, watching closely as Jamie's body was pushed to its limits. "You crave this, don't you? Crave being used and humiliated by us?"

Jamie’s voice was barely a whisper. "Yes, Mistress," she whimpered, her body trembling.

Jerome and Tanya's movements became synchronized, their thrusts deliberate and punishing. Jamie's new breasts bounced with each impact, her bubble butt jiggling as she was pounded from behind. The viewers couldn't look away, their comments a constant reminder of Jamie's degradation.

"Drink it all, slut," Jerome growled, releasing a warm stream of urine into Jamie's open mouth. She gagged slightly, but managed to swallow every drop.

Tanya's thrusts grew more intense, her voice filled with cruel delight. "You love this, don't you? Being used like the little whore you are."

"Yes, Mistress," Jamie whimpered, her body trembling.

Christine watched with satisfaction, her eyes gleaming with pride. "You're have become exactly what we wanted you to be," she murmured.

As the final scene concluded, the live stream neared its end, and the cameras were poised to shut down. Christine, Tanya, and Jerome gathered around Jamie, who remained on her knees. Christine lifted Jamie's chin, compelling her to meet the gaze of the camera. "Are you ready to tell everyone who you are, Jamie?" she asked, her voice commanding and unwavering.

Jamie nodded, her voice barely a whisper, filled with resignation, "Yes, Mistress."

Christine's grip tightened and she used two hands to point Jamies face right at the camera, and she leaned in closer. "Louder, Jamie. I want everyone to hear you."

Jamie swallowed hard, her eyes glistening with a mixture of shame and acceptance. "Yes, Mistress," she repeated, louder this time.

Tanya smirked and nudged Jerome. "Look at her, Jerome. Our little project. Isn't she pathetic?"

Jerome chuckled, crossing his arms. "Absolutely. But she's exactly where she belongs."

Christine glanced at Jamie and then back at the camera. "Tell them, Jamie. Tell them everything."

Jamie took a deep breath, her voice trembling as she began. "I was married to you, Christine..."

Christine interrupted, her voice sharp. "What were you then, Jamie? Tell them the whole truth."

"I was... I was a weak, pathetic husband," Jamie stammered.

Tanya laughed, a mocking sound that echoed in the room. "Go on, Jamie. Tell them what you are now."

Jamie continued, her face flushed with humiliation. "I’m a pathetic white boy that worships big black cock..."

Jerome stepped forward, a smirk playing on his lips. "And what else, Jamie? What else do you worship?"

"Black asses and balls sir…" Jamie confessed, her voice breaking slightly.

Christine's eyes sparkled with a cruel satisfaction. "And what are you now, Jamie? What have you become?"

Jamie looked down, tears welling up. "A weak and needy slut, a piss drinking urinal" she whispered.

"Look at the camera, Jamie," Tanya demanded. "Let them see your shame."

Jamie lifted her head, her eyes meeting the lens. "I’m a pussy-free whiteboy, a skinny little white trans bimbo," she said, her voice barely audible.

Christine leaned in closer, her voice a low, menacing whisper. "And who owns you, Jamie? Who do you belong to?"

Jamie closed her eyes briefly, then opened them, staring directly into the camera. "I’m owned by my black Daddy Jerome and my Mistresses Christine and Tanya."

As Jamie finished, a heavy silence filled the room. The camera captured every nuance of her expression, immortalizing the moment. The stream ended, the cameras powered down, and Jamie remained kneeling, surrounded by the people who had reshaped her life entirely. The humiliation was palpable, a testament to her complete and utter submission.
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