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Disclaimer:

This is a work of fiction intended for adult audiences only. All characters depicted are over the age of 18, are not related by blood or marriage, and engage in consensual activities. The events, scenarios, and behaviors portrayed are purely fictional and are part of a highly sexualized fantasy. They do not reflect real-life desires, values, or recommendations. Reader discretion is advised.


Chapter One: The Key Turns

Nicole had always been a little bossy.
It started as teasing,snide little comments about Jason’s little white dick. But eventually, she stopped pretending. Why fake it for a boy who couldn’t satisfy her?

Jason was soft. Same height as her,5’6”,pale, no real muscle, and a cock that barely filled her palm. He wasn’t a man. Not really. Just a timid little thing that clung to her like a little bitch. And honestly? Nicole liked it that way.

So when he brought up chastity one night,nervously, eyes down, voice shaking, she was more than curious.

“I’ve been thinking about trying chastity... like, a chastity cage, you know,” he muttered. “It’s something I’ve seen online and... I thought maybe you’d, um... be in charge of it.”

Nicole smirked. “No I don’t um… you know. Geez can’t you even talk. You want to lock that pathetic thing up? Like a cuckold?”

He squirmed and nodded.

She laughed, low and cruel. “You know what? Fine. But if I’m taking charge, I make the rules. Go get your laptop. Show me what kind of filthy little porn you stroke to. What you really watch.”

Jason hesitated. “Really?”

“Now. And get undressed too, loser.”

He returned with his laptop and sat on the bed, his hard little cock already twitching. He was obviously so turned on. Nicole crossed her arms under her tits, watching as he played a cuckold video,a big Black bull fucking a white wife while the husband watched, stroking in the corner.

Nicole clicked her tongue. “So this is what turns you on? Watching a real man fuck a woman while a useless white cuck like you jerks that little clit in the corner?”

Jason flushed deep red. His hand moved faster.

“Stroke it. Faster. I want to see how fast my little boy blows his load watching a Black man fuck a white woman.”

His breath hitched. His balls tightened.

“Say it.”

“Say what?”

“Say what you are. Say it.”

“I’m a pathetic white cuck,” he whimpered. “I don’t deserve to fuck you.”

“Good little bitch,” she growled in his ear. “Now cum. Keep watching and cum to that black cock fucking her.”

He stroked like a man possessed,but just before the edge, Nicole slapped his hand away, and grabbed his cock at the base. It twitched once... twice... before spurting 3 long streams of cum onto his stomach in a ruined orgasm. His whole body trembled.

Nicole snorted. “That’s it? That’s what all that whining built up to? Jesus. You can’t cum more than that? Pathetic.”

She dipped a finger in the sticky mess and held it to his lips.

“Open.”

He obeyed without hesitation.

“Swallow. You made it, now eat it. Good sissy.”

Jason sucked her fingers clean, so ashamed but still hard. He couldn’t meet her eyes. He didn’t have to. She already knew. He was hers.

Nicole stood and walked to her own laptop.

“You’re staying locked from now on,” she said, typing. “I’ll pick out something fitting,pink, plastic, and pathetic. Just like your little clit.”

He whimpered.

“And until it arrives? No touching. No jerking. No asking. Your pleasure isn’t yours anymore. It’s mine. Only mine.”


Chapter Two: Training the Beta

The cage arrived the next day. Inside the plain cardboard box was a velvet pouch with the little pink chastity cage inside.
Nicole held it up, smirking. “Your little present, Jason.”

He stood naked and trembling in front of her, his pale cock already hard from the anticipation.

Nicole tilted her head, amused. “Seriously? You’re hard? From this?”
She stepped closer and grabbed his balls without warning, squeezing hard enough to make him whimper.

“I’m trying to lock up your pathetic dick, not give it a treat.”

She slapped the side of his hard cock,sharp, punishing.
He moaned.

“Oh, you like that, huh?” she sneered. “That’s not helping.”

Another slap. Then another. His cock throbbed, twitching every time.

“Fucking useless,” Nicole muttered. “You can’t even behave when I’m trying to cage you.”

She stepped back and swung a brutal slap across his face, then grabbed his chin. “Look at me.”

Jason’s eyes watered, lips parted, chest heaving.

She grinned. “That’s better.”

She reached down, smacked his balls again,harder, again and again, and finally, he wilted just enough.
Nicole grabbed the cage, slid the ring on, then shoved the tiny tube over his cock. It was still twitching, trying to get hard again.

She pushed the two pieces together. Click.

“There. That’s what you get. A tiny prison for your tiny dick. No more hard ons for you, just a small little clit.”

She leaned in close, lips almost to his ear.
“I hope you’re happy. You should be grateful I even look at you.”

“I’m training you now,” she said a few nights later. “You wanted this, remember? Now I’m in charge.”

She started with hypno.

Beta reprogramming,those soft, droning voices that called him weak, submissive, brainless. Nicole found a whole collection of them. She’d press play, then sit beside him, stroking his hair as the screen flashed:
Obey. Submit. Serve.
You are a weak little beta.
Women are superior.

“Hands flat on the bed,” she’d whisper. “No touching that little clit. Just watch. Let it sink in. You’re not a man. You never were.”

Jason’s clitty twitched in its cage. The words filled his ears, soaked into his brain. His cock strained, leaking constantly now, as Nicole sat next to him smirking, watching him spiral down into submission.

Then came the 30-second rule.

“If you ever do earn release,” she said, “you get thirty seconds to cum. That’s it. If you fail? Right back in the cage. No begging. No do-overs.”

He nodded, eyes wide. Grateful and eager for a chance.

The first time she tested him. The panic, the pressure, the weeks of aching denial short-circuited him. His hand flailed over his little dick as the timer beeped and Nicole’s laugh rang out.

“Aww. Did my little sissy fail to cum?”
She slapped his face, hard.
“Back in the cage, clit-boy.”

His leaking got worse.

Every morning, wet panties. Every touch made him excited. His balls ached constantly, swollen.

And the whining… oh, the whining.

“Please, I just need to cum. Just one time,”
SLAP.
His head snapped sideways.
SLAP. The other cheek.
Then,SMACK,a sharp strike right to his little balls.

“Shut the fuck up,” she growled. “Sissies don’t get to beg.”

She grabbed the thick black dildo from her drawer. Held it up. His eyes locked on it like a puppy begging for food.

“You know what you can do though?”
She grabbed his chin, forced his mouth open.
“Open up and suck like a proper beta bitch.”

Tears ran down his flushed face as he took it between his lips, gagging softly. His caged clit throbbed. She slapped his face again, even as he sucked, and he moaned through the pain.

Nicole no longer saw a partner in him. Just a pet. A crying, locked-up, submissive sissy who lived to serve.

She never let him touch her. Never let him inside her pussy. But she used his mouth every night.

She’d straddle his face, full weight, grinding her wet pussy across his mouth while he gasped and licked, his cage leaking and untouched.

“Harder, beta,” she’d growl, pulling his hair. “Tongue deeper. This is your purpose now.”

She came every time,full-body orgasms and animalistic moans,while Jason laid under her, his face covered in her juices, cock untouched and leaking into his panties.

But her hardest orgasms came when she hurt him.

“Such a weak little beta,” she moaned one night, riding his face while slapping his balls again and again. “You’ll never fuck me again. You don’t deserve to.”

He sobbed into her pussy. His cage throbbed. And Nicole? She grinned down at him,glowing, dominant, loving it.

The more she dominated and disciplined him, the more she got off on it. Regular sex wasn’t enough for her anymore. She wanted it rough and degrading for him.


Chapter Three: Her Throne, His Face

Jason no longer begged for release. He knew his place.

Nicole didn’t tease anymore. She owned him,his mouth, his little caged clit, his daily routine. He wasn’t a husband. He wasn’t a man. He was her property.

And property doesn’t get a say.

“Good boys serve,” Nicole whispered, stroking his cheek. “But bad boys? Bad boys get slapped.”

She caught him whining again,folding her panties, dragging his feet,and the punishment was instant. A sharp crack across his face.

He gasped, dropping the panties like a scolded child. Nicole just smiled and turned away, hips swaying in tight yoga pants. Wet, as always, after disciplining her sissy.

It became routine.

Whine? Slap.
Hesitate? Slap.
Coffee too cold? Slap. Slap.,one across the cheek, one right to his caged, twitching clit.

Every strike made her wetter.

She’d rub her pussy after every time she corrected him. And soon… slaps weren’t enough.

“Get on the bed,” she said one night, opening her drawer. Her voice was calm. Cold. Final.

Jason saw the strap-on and froze.

Thick. Black. Long.
So much bigger than he’d ever been.

He whimpered just a little but still got slapped for it.

SLAP.

“Open your mouth.”

He hesitated, tears already forming.

SLAP.
Harder.

“Suck it, now.”

The tip pressed against his lips. He sobbed,and opened wide. Nicole slid it in slowly, threading her fingers through his hair.

“There’s my good little beta baby,” she cooed. “Mommy’s sissy always feels better with a cock in his mouth, doesn’t he?”

He nodded, gagging softly.

“On your hands and knees,” she commanded, her tone leaving no room for hesitation.

Jason scrambled to obey, his body trembling as he positioned himself on the bed. Nicole applied lube, her hands gripping Jason's hips as she guided it in. No gentleness, no mercy. Just using Jason like a bitch.

“Here we go baby,” Nicole said, her voice husky. “You’re going to take all of it. Deep and hard. Soon you’ll be begging me for it.”

Jason’s breath caught as the tip of the strap-on dildo pressed against his asshole. Nicole moved deliberately, her firm grip and hard thrusts leaving no doubt who was in control.

Jason moaned out loud as she slid in and began pumping. She didn’t care and honestly it turned he on to hear him sob as she fucked him. Every sob and whimper she would slap his ass.

“You’re mine,” she said, her voice low and commanding. “Every part of you. Your ass, your mouth, your little cock. All of it belongs to me.”

“Yes, ma’am,” Jason choked out, his voice trembling.

Nicole smirked, slow and deliberate as she pushed deeper. “Good girl,” she murmured. “You’re learning your place a little more each day. That’s exactly what I want.”

By the end of the week, it was part of his morning routine. Nicole would wake up, slide the harness on, and slap him before he even had a chance to disobey.

“Just getting ahead of your whining,” she’d say, laughing. “You need structure. My hand. My cock.”

Every slap made him ache. Every humiliation made him love it more.

She made him thank her for the beatings.

“Thank you for correcting me, Mommy.”
“Good boy,” she’d whisper, guiding her cock past his lips. “Now suck. And don’t make Mommy use the paddle.”

Then came the next phase. Real use.

The first time had been slow. Gentle.

But by the second time? She pounded his ass hard. Fucking him like a whore. Using his ass like a pussy. Soon she was sliding in and out easily. She had him broken in hard and loosened up. No more messing around she fucking loved fucking him. Nicole was moaning, loud and raw. Her pussy was soaking wet.

Jason sobbed into the pillow. He couldn’t take it,and yet he didn’t dare tell her no.

When she finally pulled out, the dildo glistened. His hole gaped open, ruined by her.

Nicole smiled, and without a word, pushed a plug inside him. As wide as her strapon dildo, pink, silicone.

“You stay stretched now,” she said, smacking his balls. “Good little sissy holes stay stretched and plugged.”

Jason whimpered.

“Thank you, Mommy…”

“Shhh,” she whispered, resting her palm on the base of the plug. “You’re doing so well. Mommy’s so proud of her obedient little slut.”


Chapter Four: Talking Bulls

Nicole was bored.

Jason did everything she asked,licked her pussy when told, sucked her strapon like it was sacred, wore his plug and panties without complaint. He was a good little beta.

But good wasn't good enough.

He couldn’t satisfy her. Never could really.
And now, after weeks of ruined orgasms and soaked panties, Nicole needed some real cock.

So she started planting seeds.

“I think I want a real man,” she said casually one evening as Jason knelt on the floor, folding her laundry in nothing but a tight pink crop top and his plug.

He froze. “Wait… like, actually?”

She smirked, cocking her head. “I’ve been flirting online. Want to see who I’ve been chatting with?”

She spun her phone around, screen full of texts from confident, hung Black men. One message after another,dick pics, promises to stretch her out like she deserved.

Jason’s eyes widened. His caged clitty throbbed instantly.

Nicole laughed. “Ohhh, look at that. Your pathetic little clit loves the idea. You’d probably cum just from watching, wouldn’t you?”

He whimpered.

“Here,” she said sweetly, “help me rate them. Which bull should fuck me first?”

She scrolled through the pictures slowly. “Mmm... this one’s thick. Look at that girth. Or maybe this one,those abs, that cock… I bet he’d wreck me.”

Jason nodded helplessly, humiliated, aroused.

Nicole reached down and cupped his pathetic balls through his panties.

“You want a little reward, don’t you, sissy?” she cooed.

He nodded again, desperate.

“I’ll unlock you. Just for a test. But you get thirty seconds to cum,and you watch what I say.”

She led him to the bed, positioned him on the edge, and set the phone up.

It was a cumshot compilation.
Black cocks. White wives. Thick loads. Moaning women getting cum sprayed all over their faces and in their mouths.

Nicole started the timer. “If you don’t cum in thirty seconds, forget it.”

Jason stroked.
One second… five… ten… his body trembled.
At twenty-three seconds, he exploded.

A thick, desperate, shuddering orgasm,ropes of cum splashing onto the floor as he cried like a bitch in heat.

Nicole’s expression darkened.

SLAP.
Once across his face.
Then again.
Then a sharp smack to his balls.

“You pathetic little loser! Twenty-three seconds?! That’s the best you can do? You’re useless.”

Jason gasped, body twitching, tears streaming down his cheeks. But he loved the humiliation. He thanked her and meant it. “Thank you for letting me cum and slapping me.”

Nicole grabbed a dildo and shoved it between his lips.

“Suck. That filthy mouth needs something to do.”

He obeyed, trembling, suckling like a broken doll. His little dick throbbed, still hard from her abuse.

When he finally calmed down a bit, Nicole pointed to the mess on the hardwood.

“Clean it. With your tongue.”

He hesitated.

SLAP.

“Now.”

Jason dropped to his knees and licked up every drop of his own cum, tongue dragging slowly across the floor while she watched,legs crossed, one eyebrow raised.

“Next time you cum, it’ll be while I’m getting pounded by a real man,” she whispered. “And you’ll be in your cage, on your knees, watching.”

She leaned in close, dragging a finger along his cheek.

“You’ll thank us for it, won’t you, baby?”

Jason nodded, clit pulsing, lips quivering. He was still hard and aching.

Nicole slapped his cock and balls till he was soft and limp. She snapped the cage shut and gave his ass a slap.

“Such a good little cum-licking bitch. Maybe if you’re extra obedient, I’ll let one of them use your mouth too.”


Chapter Five: The First Visit

His name was Darius.

Nicole said it like it meant nothing,as if she hadn’t spent the last week sexting him nonstop, sharing pics, teasing her sissy husband with every filthy message.

“He’s coming over tonight,” she said, lazily painting her nails. “So be a good little boy, do as you are told, and don’t embarrass me.”

Jason’s stomach flipped. His tiny caged clit started leaking.

Darius didn’t just enter the house.
He owned it.

Tall,at least 6’2”,broad shoulders, dark skin, confident. That cocky smirk said alpha before he even spoke. His tight T-shirt hugged every bulge of muscle. His black jeans strained at the crotch.

Jason instantly felt smaller. Softer. Worthless.

Nicole came into the room in spandex shorts and a tight crop top, slutty. No bra. Her nipples clearly outlined through the fabric, her whole body smooth and shimmering with lotion. She was glowing.

She walked straight into Darius’s arms and kissed him. Not a friend's kiss. Wet with tongue. Her body pressed against his like he owned her.

Jason stood there humiliated, pink cage locked, plug snug inside him, wearing nothing but a tiny white apron that barely covered his smooth ass.

“Oh hey,” Darius said casually, finally acknowledging him. “This the boy?”

Nicole smirked. “That’s my little beta bitch. He does what he is told.”

Jason’s face burned.
Boy.
Not a husband. Not even sissy. Just... boy.
Because standing next to Darius? That’s exactly what he was.

Nicole pulled Darius to the couch and dropped to her knees like it was perfectly normal. Slow and easy like she did it every day.

She undid his jeans, reached in, and pulled out the biggest cock Jason had ever seen. Thick, veined, heavy. Already hard. A real man's cock, not like his.

And then she moaned as she slid it between her lips.

Jason had never heard that moan before. Not from her.

Darius sighed, hand on her head. Then looked at Jason,like a king addressing a pet.

“Come closer, boy. I want you to see what a real cock looks like in your wife’s mouth.”

Jason crawled forward, cage aching, plug pressing deep inside him.

Nicole paused only to smirk over at him.

“You never made me moan like this, beta.”

Ten minutes later, she was on her back, shorts off, legs wide. Darius fucked her like he’d claimed her. Deep hard thrusts. His big Black cock wet with her juice.

Jason knelt nearby, hands behind his back like a good bitch, watching his wife shake through two shuddering orgasms.

She didn’t look at him once.

Then Darius groaned, pulled out, and exploded. Thick, white ropes coated Nicole’s used pussy.

He didn’t even pause.

“Clean her up, boy.”

Jason crawled forward and licked. The taste, the scent, it overwhelmed him. His little dick pulsed. He loved it and licked up every drop, wanting more.

He moaned like a fucking whore.

Nicole laughed, running fingers through his hair.
“Look at you. Licking up a Black man’s cum. You really are a pathetic little sissy.”

Jason whimpered.

She turned to Darius. “Want to watch him cum like the worthless bitch he is?”

Darius grinned. “Hell yeah.”

She unlocked the cage. Pulled off the cage and the base ring. His cock was pale and tiny from being locked up for so long.

“Two fingers only, Jerk it. You’ve got twenty seconds.”

Jason grabbed his tiny cock with his thumb and index finger, already dripping. Darius stood in front of him, cock still hard, slick and thick, just inches from Jason’s face.

Nicole sat next to him, reached between his thighs, and,

SLAP.

Right to the balls. Then again. Harder.

Jason gasped, stroking faster.

“Look at that cock, beta,” she growled. “That’s your bull. Look at it while you cum.”

Jason’s eyes locked on Darius’s shaft. He moaned. He shook. Then,

Spurt. Spurt. Spurt.

Jason had cum within seconds. He came harder than he ever had in his life, and it still looked like nothing next to the huge load Darius had deposited on his wife earlier.

Nicole shoved him to the floor.

“Eat it.”

Jason dropped and licked his own mess like it was a treat, slurping it up. Darius watched, chuckling. Nicole’s eyes sparkled.

“Good boy,” she said. “Next time you cum, it’ll be when I’m on all fours with your bull behind me. You’ll kneel in the corner, cage locked, plug in, drooling like a sissy bitch.”

She leaned close to his ear and whispered:

“And you’ll thank us for it.”

Jason nodded.

Tears on his cheeks.


Chapter Six: Weekend Routine

It didn’t take long to become a ritual.

Darius came back the next weekend.
And the one after that.
And then more Bulls followed. Confident, hung, dominant men who barely acknowledged Jason except to laugh or give orders.

Friday nights had changed.

Once, Jason looked forward to them. Now they were a countdown to degradation, a standing appointment for his weekly retraining. His wife was no longer his. She belonged to men who made her moan. While he kneeled on the floor.

Nicole didn’t pretend anymore.

“He’s here,” she’d say, walking towards the door. “Get in position.”

Jason would crawl to the door and kneel,plug deep inside him, cage locked tight, panties stretched over his ass. Kneeling.

Knock knock.

Nicole opened the door like a hostess welcoming royalty. She always smiled. She always stepped aside.

And the Bull,Darius, Marcus, Terrence, whoever it was that week,would step in, gaze dropping instantly to the sissy on his knees.

“Damn. You’ve got him trained.”

“He’s learning,” Nicole smirked. “Beta, greet your superior.”

Jason crawled forward and kissed the Bull’s shoes,tongue dragging across leather, his voice trembling.

“Thank you, Sir… it’s an honor to kiss your boots.”

And the Bulls? They loved it.

“You hear that? He’s moaning from licking my boots. Pathetic little sissy’s about to leak through his panties.”

Once inside, Nicole got wild.

She wore heels and nothing else. She moaned loudly as her Bulls used every inch of her. On the couch. The kitchen counter. On the stairs.

Jason was just a servant.

He crawled. He fetched drinks. He held phones to record it. He knelt at the edge of the bed while the Bulls pounded Nicole so hard the bed shook.

And at the end?
Always the same ritual.

“Lick it up, boy,” a Bull would grunt, pulling out and painting Nicole’s used cunt in thick white ropes of cum.

Jason would crawl in, tongue out, and clean, licking shamefully, eyes wet, heart racing.

Sometimes, they made him suck their cocks.
“Clean my cock. Get her pussy juice off it.”
And Jason would suck,lips stretching, tears falling,as Nicole spanked him with each gag.
Crack. Crack.
She always moaned louder when he sobbed around the shaft.

They called him names like: loser, beta bitch, pussyfree whiteboy, Little boy, sissy

Nicole laughed hardest when they made Jason kneel beside the bed, inches from her shaking thighs, listening to her pant and moan as they wrecked her.

And she made him recite.

“I’m a pussyfree sissy.”
“I’ll never fuck my wife again.”
“Black men are superior.”
“I only cum with permission.”

When she did allow release, it was always the same:

Bulls standing above him, cocks out.
Nicole slapping his balls.
Jason jerking furiously while she spat on him.

Until he came, pathetic, twitching, cumming onto the floor.

Then… the tongue.

He licked it all up, thanking them as he swallowed every drop.

Nicole had never been happier.

She lived for it, slapping his face in front of her Bulls, yanking his collar when he was too slow, forcing him to crawl around the house as her and the bull lounged around the house.

The Bulls adored her. Worshipped her power.

“She’s the Queen of Cuckoldry,” one of them said.

“This white boy? Fully broken. He’s a joke.”

Nicole just smiled.

“He’s not my husband. He’s my sissy maid.”

And Jason?

He didn’t cry anymore.

He just leaked.

He served.
He thanked them.

And when they used him… he moaned.


Chapter Seven: Cracked Wide Open

Nicole wanted more.

One cock wasn’t enough anymore. She didn’t want to be loved, she wanted to be used. Fucked. Owned.

“Two tonight,” she said, already wet between her legs. “You’ll be there, beta. Kneeling. Watching. Cleaning of course. Just think, double the cum for you to eat.”

Jason swallowed hard. His clit pulsed in its cage, the plug in his hole twitching with anticipation.

They arrived together.

Darius. And Marcus, cocks outlined in their jeans. Alpha energy radiated from both.

Nicole greeted them like royalty: a deep kiss for Darius, then Marcus. Her nipples pressed through her top as she moaned into their mouths.

Then she stripped. Right there in the living room. No words. No shame. Just peeled her clothes off.

“I’ve been dripping for hours,” she purred, crawling up onto the couch and spreading her legs. “Come take what’s yours.”

Jason knelt nearby, silently, obediently, caged clit leaking, making his panties wet. This was her real life now. And his? His was the floor.

They took her like animals.

Marcus behind, pounding deep with thick, brutal strokes. His cock going deep in her stretched pussy. Darius in front, feeding her his cock, watching her lips stretch as she gagged and moaned. Each Black cock slick from her pussy juice or her drool.

Jason’s eyes wide as he watched it all.
Nicole had never looked so alive.

Her makeup smeared. Tits bouncing. Hair a mess. She choked, moaned, and begged for more.

“That’s it. Use me. Ruin me. I’m your filthy fuckhole.”

She came with her whole body shaking, legs wide, mouth full, Black owned.

And when they finished,one after the other, neither man said a word.

They just stepped back.

Nicole pointed to her dripping pussy.

“Clean it bitch.”

Jason crawled closer on shaky limbs, tongue already out as he leaned in to lap up the thick mess dripping from between his wife’s raw, stretched lips. She grabbed his hair with one hand, grinding his face in deeper with a satisfied moan. “That’s it, baby,” she sneered, voice dripping with cruelty. “Real men fuck. Little cucks like you clean up.” One of the Bulls chuckled and leaned over him, spitting onto Jason’s face. “You hear that, bitch? A real man would never be on all fours licking up another man’s load.” The second Bull laughed coldly. “He’s not a man. He’s a cum eating cuck. Hell, he’s probably throbbing in his little cage.” Nicole tilted his face up, cum coated his lips. She spit directly in his mouth. “Swallow it, loser. Every drop. Maybe if you beg hard enough, they’ll fuck me again—so you can have seconds.”

The next weekend, Nicole brought in Trey.

Openly bi. Cocky. Huge Black cock. Cruel grin.

“Tonight,” she said with a smirk, strapping on her harness, “you get spit-roasted, baby.”

Jason froze. His clit jumped in its cage. His ass twitched around his butt plug.

He crawled onto the bed and Nicole pulled out the plug. Leaving Jason's trained hole gaping.

Nicole got in front of him holding the dildo in front of his mouth.

“That’s it. Beg for Mommy and Trey to fuck you.”

Jason whimpered, eyes wide and watery, lips trembling as he stared at the thick strap-on inches from his mouth and felt Trey’s cock rubbing between his ass cheeks. “P-please…” he whispered, then louder, more desperate, “Please, I need it so bad.” His voice cracked, and his cheeks flushed bright pink. “I need your cock in my throat, and his in my ass. Please… I deserve it. I’m not a man, I’m your little sissy.”

He looked up at Nicole, eyes wide with pleading. “Use me like the pathetic fucktoy I am. Please… please don’t make me wait… I’m so empty, so fucking empty without you both inside me…”

Trey pressed in from behind. Hot. Hard. Real.

Jason moaned around the strapon dildo as they fucked him together, Nicole in his mouth, Trey’s cock deep in his guts, both of them moaning, laughing, slapping him.

Nicole was slapping his face and spitting on it as she pushed her cock deep in his mouth, gagging him. He really was just a fucktoy now. Drooling running down his chin as she fucked his mouth.

“You’re nothing,” she growled. “Just a little bitch for Black cock. That’s all you are now.”

Jason gagged. Trey groaned, thrust one last time, and emptied inside him,cum pumping deep, stretching him wider than ever before. Buried balls deep as he pumped his load into him.

Jason gasped.

Nicole yanked out and pushed Jason.

“Turn around. Ass to mouth. Now.”

He obeyed. Turned and took Trey’s slick, still-hard cock into his mouth, trembling, his clit spurting into its cage without a single stroke. Cumming as he sucked Treys Black cock clean.

Jason moaned around Trey’s cock, eyes rolling back as his caged clit pulsed uncontrollably, spurting in pathetic squirts. Nicole saw it all—the twitch, the drip, the raw humiliation of her sissy husband cumming just from sucking the dirty cock of the Bull who had just bred him.

She grabbed his hair and yanked his head back, Trey’s cock popping free with a wet slap. “You disgusting little bitch,” she spat. “You came just from sucking the cum out of your own stretched-out hole? You didn’t even need a touch. Just his cock and the taste of your own ass?”

Jason whimpered, still drooling, unable to speak.

Nicole slapped his face hard. “You’re not even a man. You’re a cock sucking, cum drunk sissy. Look at you—caged, leaking, and thankful for it.”

Trey chuckled behind them. “Bitch needs a collar and a bowl on the floor.”

Nicole laughed coldly. “Oh, he’s getting both. But first…” She grabbed his face and spit directly into his mouth. “Lick your mess off the sheets. Every drop.”


Chapter Eight: Fully Owned

There was no more pretending.

Jason was gone.

“You’re Jesse Girl now,” Nicole said one morning, her voice sweet and cruel as she dropped the last pair of his boxers into the trash. “Your name was already soft. I just made it honest.”

He stood there trembling, lace panties hugging his hips, pink cage locked tight over his clitty, a plug nestled in his stretched hole.

Because now?

It did.

Chastity wasn’t temporary anymore.
It was permanent.

Big butt plugs during the week, enough to keep him stretched, sore, and aware. But Fridays?

Fridays were for the huge plug.

Thick and wide. A full stretch to prepare him for what Fridays really meant:

Mommy’s strapon and the Bulls’ massive, Black cocks.

“It’s Friday plug day, baby,” she’d coo, spreading him open. “You want to be nice and wide for Mommy’s cock, don’t you?”

He never said no of course. He was well trained and honestly he loved every minute of his humiliation. It was painfully obvious from the way he was trained to cum.

Jesse Girl didn’t wear clothes in the house at all anymore. Just panties.

Lace. Mesh. Ribbons. Bows.
Each pair pulled snug over his caged clitty.

And the Bulls noticed.

They loved slapping his ass when he passed.
Spanking him hard when he forgot to say “Sir.”
One even bent him over his lap and turned his cheeks red while Nicole rubbed her pussy and moaned, watching her sissy get spanked like a little bitch by a real man.

Nicole introduced a new rule:
Anal orgasms only for Jesse.

No hands.
No jerking.

Only sissygasms.

His pleasure now belonged to her. A tool. A trigger. Something she could pull whenever she wanted to see him squirm, shake, and sob.

The first time it happened, Jesse Girl was lying flat,Nicole grinding on his face, riding his tongue, while a Bull pushed slow and deep into his stretched hole.

Nicole reached down, tugged the cage.

“Good little girls cum from their pussy,” she whispered.

Then: “Cum, Jesse.”

And just like that,he did.

He sobbed. Moaned. Shook violently as his caged clitty spurted untouched, triggered by humiliation and that big Black cock fucking him.

His first real sissygasm.

Nicole giggled like a proud Mommy. “Awwww, you came from your pussy, baby! That’s my girl.”


Chapter Nine: The Brainwash

Jesse Girl didn’t know what day it was.

Her clit had been locked so long, it no longer even twitched, just leaked like a broken faucet.

“That was never a cock,” Nicole would say, slapping her little balls with her manicured hand. “It’s just a clitty.”

And Jesse?

She didn’t argue. She didn’t protest. She wasn’t Jason anymore.

She was a pathetic, pussyfree, cock hungry cumrag,and she knew it.

It had started with little humiliations.

Nicole mocking her. Calling her names. Pointing to her cum stained panties.

“You leak more than a horny teen,” she’d laugh. “Except they get to fuck. You just get to watch.”

And Jesse would leak. Constantly.

From a slap to her cage.
From a whispered “good sissy.”
From the scent of a Black man's cock and balls.

Her body responded before her brain did,shaking, dripping through the opening of her cage.

She lived for it.

“Look at you,” Nicole would whisper, dragging her long nails down Jesse’s thigh. “So needy. So easily broken. You’re nothing but a leaking little girl now, aren’t you?”

“Yes, Mommy…”

And she was.

The triggers got stronger.

She leaked from the sound of a zipper. From hearing Darius unzip and knowing what came next.

Once, Nicole caught her dribbling through her panties just from seeing Marcus’s cock.

“God, Jesse,” Nicole laughed, snapping a photo. “You’re leaking before he’s even hard.”

Marcus smirked. “Bitch is addicted.”

It was true.

She came once, fully, trembling, just from licking a bulls cum off the floor while Nicole called her a pussyfree loser.

Another time, Nicole and Trey timed her.

Trey pressed in, thick and slick, it was so easy now. While Nicole counted.

“Three… two… one…”

Spurt. Spurt. Spurt. Jesse girl moaned as she had her sissygasm.

“See?” Nicole cooed. “You don’t even need your clitty to be touched. You’re a triggered toy, Jesse Girl. That’s your whole life now.”

And Jesse loved it.

She crawled to the door on Fridays, clitty pulsing, plug deep, eyes glassy in need. She’d kneel in her panties, waiting.

The moment a Bull entered, she’d lean down and kiss their boots. Kissing as long and however they liked it. Some would hold their foot up for har to lick the boot sole. Others would make her lick all over till the boot was shiny.

“Thank you, Sir,” she would whisper as her cage leaked.

Darius grinned. “Damn. This bitch would probably cum from sniffing my sock.”

Nicole giggled. “She probably would.”

Her brain was wired now.

She wasn’t allowed to cum unless she was being used by a Black man.
No hands. No jerking. No stroking.
Just being used or humiliated.

Sometimes from across the room.
Sometimes while being used.
Sometimes while cleaning the cock Nicole had just finished riding.

And it never took long.

A few moans. A few thrusts. A countdown.

A slap. A whisper.

Then Jesse would whimper, body trembling, clitty pulsing in its cage, as a wet, weak spurt dribbled out onto her own panties.

No pride. No pleasure. Just shame, and obedience.


Chapter Ten: Queen of Cock

Nicole wasn’t just dominant anymore.

She was a Queen.

Every weekend, a new Bull, or two, or three,walked into her home like royalty. And Nicole? She didn’t greet them with a handshake. She offered her throat. Her pussy. Her holes.

“My little sissy is already kneeling,” she’d purr, heels clicking on tile, voice dripping with power. “Just how you like her.”

And Jesse Girl?

She lived for it.

At the door, kneeling in sheer pink panties, plug deep, cage soaked, body smooth, thighs trembling.

She wasn’t allowed to look up. Not until ordered.

Each Bull made her prove it.

“Kiss my boots, bitch.”
“Lick her cum-filled tits clean.”
“Slurp it off the floor. Don’t miss a drop.”

And Jesse Girl obeyed.
Every.
Single.
Time.

While Nicole moaned, pinned under a Bull, Jesse crawled forward to clean the mess.

If it dripped from her wife’s mouth, Jesse caught it with her tongue.
If it hit the couch cushion, she sucked it dry.
If cum soaked the carpet, she moaned while licking.

“You’re such a good little cum dumpster,” Nicole cooed, fingers tangled in her sissy’s hair. “Always hungry. Always so fucking weak.”

Nicole had become cruel, and Jesse Girl needed it.

Beltings were routine now.

CRACK – “You forgot to call him Sir.”
CRACK – “You didn’t kneel fast enough.”
CRACK – “You fucking leaked before I gave you permission.”

After each punishment, Nicole bent her over the bed, strapped on the biggest dildo they owned, and fucked her hard.

“You love being punished, don’t you, Jesse Girl?”
“Y-Yes, Mommy…”
“Tell me what you are.”
“I’m your pussyfree sissy… your obedient cumrag…”

And she wasn’t lying.

Jesse Girl didn’t just accept her place, she craved being degraded.

Ignored? She whimpered.
Spat on? She smiled.
Slapped? She said thank you.

“You’re a sick little bitch,” one Bull muttered after she licked up the cum dribbling out of Nicoles freshly fucked ass.

Jesse looked up, spit and cum on her lips and chin.

“I know…”

She licked everything. Cum from Nicole’s tits. Out of her pussy. From assholes. Hers. Theirs. Anyone’s.

It was pathetic.
It was perfect.

Nicole loved watching her fall deeper.

After rough use, she’d recline like a Queen, legs spread, pussy dripping, and snap her fingers.

“Clean. Every drop.”

And Jesse Girl would crawl. Tongue out. Cage twitching. Starving.

If she hesitated for even a second, SLAP.

“What are you waiting for, slut? You should be grateful I let you exist in this house.”

And Jesse Girl was.

Over and over again.

She wasn’t the man of the house.

She was the entertainment.
The cumrag.
The maid.
The trained little sissy who belonged on her knees.
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