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Foreword

This novella is a work of pure fantasy, born from the darkest corners of desire and submission. It explores themes of forced feminization, chastity, BBC cuckolding, and total surrender in explicit, unapologetic detail. Every character is fictional, every act consensual within the boundaries of the story’s world.

If you are here because you crave the humiliation of a small-dicked husband transformed into a locked, eager sissy who lives only to serve superior men and clean up after his dominant wife, then this book is for you.

If these kinks unsettle or offend you, please close it now.

For those who stay: thank you for trusting me with your fantasies. May Jasmine’s journey mirror the ache you carry in secret.

Joseph Robert North Pole, 2026


Chapter 1 – The Catch

Jasmine’s hips rolled in perfect, slutty circles, fake tits bouncing under the tight crop top as she rode backward on the thick black cock buried deep in her ass. She moaned like a woman in heat, high and needy, girly whimpers spilling from painted lips while her caged clitty leaked steady streams of clear fluid onto the sheets. The bull beneath her gripped her waist, thrusting up hard, making those sissy boobs jiggle with every slam. Lyn watched from the edge of the bed, heavy natural breasts heaving in her low-cut lace bra, fingers circling her clit as she smiled. “That’s it, baby girl. Ride him like the locked little slut you are. Show him how much you love getting stretched.”

Jasmine’s body shuddered. Another prostate orgasm ripped through her, cage twitching uselessly as she came again without ever getting hard, just waves of helpless feminine pleasure crashing over her. She threw her head back, long wig swaying, and cried out, “Thank you, thank you for fucking my sissy pussy!”

Lyn laughed softly, voice thick with lust. “Six months ago, you were jerking that pathetic four-inch clit to videos just like this. Now look at you. My perfect femboy cuckold.”

The scene dissolved.

Jon’s hand moved faster on his small cock, slick with pre-cum, eyes glued to the laptop screen. The video played on loop: a pretty femboy in chastity, wig askew, ass high as a massive BBC pounded him senseless. The boy’s locked clit dribbled, then spurted in ruined little bursts while he moaned like a porn star. Jon bit his lip, breath hitching. He was so close, teetering right on the edge.

The front door clicked open.

Lyn stepped inside fifteen minutes early, purse still on her shoulder, wearing the tight black sweater that hugged her thick curves and made her natural DD breasts look ready to spill out. She froze in the doorway to the living room, keys dangling from her fingers.

Jon yelped, fumbled to slam the laptop shut, but his hand slipped on the mouse. The volume was up too high; the femboy’s moans kept echoing through the room: “Yes, daddy, stretch my sissy hole, please!”

Lyn’s eyes flicked from Jon’s flushed, guilty face to his exposed, throbbing four-inch cock, still glistening in his hand, then to the frozen screen where the femboy was mid-thrust, face twisted in bliss.

For a long moment, no one moved.

Jon’s heart hammered so loud he was sure she could hear it. He grabbed the throw pillow, tried to cover himself, but his hands shook too much to make it convincing. “Lyn, I… this isn’t… I can explain.”

She didn’t speak at first. She simply closed the door behind her with a soft click, set her purse on the entry table, and kicked off her flats. Then she walked toward him, slow and deliberate, hips swaying just enough to make her breasts shift under the sweater.

Jon shrank back against the couch cushions. “Please don’t be mad. It’s just… porn. Everyone watches porn.”

Lyn stopped a foot away, looking down at him. Her expression wasn’t anger. It wasn’t disgust. It was something colder, sharper, more curious. She reached out, plucked the laptop from the coffee table before he could stop her, and turned it so the screen faced her.

She studied the paused image: the femboy’s smooth body arched, caged clit dripping, thick black cock disappearing inside him. Lyn tilted her head, lips parting slightly.

Jon swallowed. “I was just… curious. It doesn’t mean anything.”

Lyn closed the laptop with a quiet snap and set it aside. She sat on the arm of the couch, close enough that her knee brushed his thigh. “Curious,” she repeated, tasting the word. “How long have you been watching this kind of thing?”

Jon looked away, cheeks burning. “A while. A few months. Maybe longer.”

“And you never told me.”

“I didn’t want you to think I was… weird.”

Lyn let out a small, breathy laugh. “Weird. Right.” She reached down, fingers brushing the back of his hand where it still clutched the pillow. “Move that.”

Jon hesitated, then let the pillow fall away. His cock had softened slightly from the shock, but it still twitched under her gaze.

Lyn studied it for a moment, then met his eyes. “Four inches. Hard. And you’re jerking to videos of boys half your age getting fucked by cocks twice that size, locked up so they can’t even get hard themselves.”

Jon flinched at the bluntness. “Lyn…”

“Be quiet.” Her voice was calm, almost gentle, but there was steel underneath. She leaned closer, her heavy breasts pressing against the sweater as she did. “I’ve spent years pretending your little dick was enough for me. Pretending I didn’t notice how quick you finished, how you never really made me cum the way I needed. I faked it more times than I can count, Jon. And all this time, you were getting off to this?”

She gestured at the closed laptop.

Jon opened his mouth, closed it again. Tears pricked at the corners of his eyes.

Lyn reached out, cupped his chin, forced him to look at her. “Don’t cry yet. We’re not done talking.”

She stood, walked to the kitchen, poured herself a glass of wine. Jon watched her move, the way her ass filled out her jeans, the casual confidence in every step. She came back, sat beside him this time, close enough that her thigh pressed firmly against his.

She took a slow sip, then offered him the glass. He shook his head.

“Drink,” she said.

He took it, hands trembling, managed a small sip. The wine tasted sour on his tongue.

Lyn set the glass down. “Here’s what’s going to happen. I’m not leaving you. I’m not screaming or throwing things. But I’m also not pretending anymore. You’ve shown me what you really want, even if you didn’t mean to. And honestly? It’s turning me on more than you’ve managed in years.”

Jon’s eyes widened. “What?”

She smiled, small and wicked. “The thought of you like that. Locked. Dressed up. Begging for it. It’s hot. And I think you know it is.”

He stared at her, breath shallow.

Lyn traced a finger along his thigh, stopping just short of his softening cock. “But we’re not rushing into anything tonight. You’re going to sit here and think about what I saw. About what you were doing. About how pathetic it looked, stroking that tiny thing to someone else getting what you can’t give me.”

She stood again, towering over him for a moment. “No touching yourself for the rest of the night. No porn. No cumming. If I catch you even trying, I’ll make sure you regret it.”

Jon nodded mutely.

Lyn bent down, kissed him once on the forehead, soft and almost tender. “Tomorrow we’ll talk more. About what you really want. About what I might let you become.”

She turned toward the stairs, paused at the bottom step, looked back over her shoulder. “And Jon?”

He looked up, eyes wide and glassy.

“From now on, when you think about those videos, picture yourself in them. Because that’s where this is going.”

She climbed the stairs without another word, leaving him alone on the couch, cock aching, mind reeling, the echo of her voice curling through every shameful corner of his thoughts.

He didn’t touch himself that night.

But he couldn’t stop picturing it.

And somewhere deep inside, beneath the humiliation and the fear, a small, hungry part of him hoped tomorrow would come fast.


Chapter 2 – The Waiting Game

Jon barely slept.

He lay on his side of the bed, staring at the ceiling while Lyn breathed slow and even beside him. Every time he closed his eyes, the image replayed: her standing in the doorway, the laptop screen glowing with that frozen femboy mid-moan, his own four-inch cock twitching uselessly in his hand. Her voice kept looping in his head. “Picture yourself in them. Because that’s where this is going.”

He stayed hard for hours. Not raging, just a persistent, aching throb that refused to fade. He didn’t dare touch it. She’d said no touching, and the quiet authority in her tone had rooted itself somewhere deep. So, he suffered through the night, sheets twisted around his legs, mind spinning between shame and a strange, guilty anticipation.

Morning came gray and damp through the bedroom curtains. Lyn woke first. She stretched, heavy breasts shifting under the thin tank top she slept in, then rolled toward him with a sleepy smile that felt too knowing.

“Morning, baby,” she murmured. Her hand slid under the covers, found his cock still half-hard from the night’s torment, and gave it a single lazy squeeze. Jon gasped. She withdrew her hand just as quickly. “Still desperate, I see. Good.”

She slipped out of bed, padded to the bathroom in her panties and tank, leaving him aching again. When she returned, hair tied back, face freshly washed, she was already dressed for the day: tight jeans that hugged her thick thighs and ass, a low-cut white blouse that strained across her natural DD breasts, the top two buttons undone just enough to show the swell of cleavage.

Jon sat up, blanket pooled around his waist. “Are we… going to talk about last night?”

Lyn leaned against the doorframe, arms crossed under her breasts, pushing them up even more. “We will. But first, breakfast. And you’re going to make it. Naked.”

Jon blinked. “Naked?”

“Yes. No clothes until I say otherwise. I want to see exactly what I’m working with.” She tilted her head. “Unless you’d rather argue?”

He didn’t argue.

He cooked eggs and toast in the kitchen, cock bobbing with every movement, face hot as the stove. Lyn sat at the island, sipping coffee, watching him the whole time. She didn’t comment on his erection, didn’t mock it outright, but her eyes lingered, measuring, appraising. When he set the plate in front of her, she patted the stool beside her.

“Sit.”

He did. The cool wood against his bare ass made him flinch.

Lyn ate slowly, fork in one hand, other resting on his thigh. “I spent some time thinking after I went upstairs,” she said between bites. “About what I saw. About what it means.”

Jon stared at his untouched plate. “I’m sorry.”

“Don’t be sorry. Be honest.” She set her fork down. “Do you want to be like those boys in the videos? Locked up. Dressed up. Used.”

The question hung between them. Jon’s throat worked. “I… I don’t know. Maybe. Sometimes. It’s just fantasy.”

Lyn’s fingers traced slow circles on his skin, inching higher. “Fantasies don’t make you leak pre-cum for hours. Fantasies don’t keep you hard all night because your wife caught you and didn’t run screaming.” She leaned closer. “Tell me the truth, Jon. When you were stroking to that femboy getting fucked, were you imagining it was you?”

His voice came out small. “Yes.”

She nodded, as if she’d already known. “And when he came through the cage, shaking and moaning like a girl, did that turn you on most?”

Jon closed his eyes. “Yes.”

Lyn’s hand closed around his cock again, not stroking, just holding. “Then we’re going to explore that. Slowly. I’m not going to force anything you truly don’t want. But I am going to push you. And if you safeword out at any point, we stop. No questions. Deal?”

Jon nodded, pulse racing under her fingers.

“Good boy.” She released him. “Finish eating. Then we’re shopping.”

The rest of breakfast passed in tense silence. Jon couldn’t taste the food. His mind kept flashing to her words: slowly. Push you. Good boy.

After the dishes were cleared, Lyn pulled out her phone. She sat on the couch; legs crossed and patted the cushion beside her. Jon sat, still naked, cock jutting up shamelessly.

She opened a shopping app, scrolled through pages of lingerie. Pink lace panties with ruffled edges. Sheer bralettes. Short pleated skirts in pastel colors. Fishnet stockings. Crop tops that would barely cover anything. She added item after item to the cart without asking his opinion.

“Wigs too,” she said, almost to herself. “Two should be enough to start. One long and wavy, one bob with bangs. Realistic. I want you to look pretty.”

Jon’s breath caught. “You’re really buying all this?”

Lyn glanced at him. “Yes. And heels. Only two inches. I don’t want you breaking an ankle before you learn to walk in them.” She tapped a few pairs: strappy black, glossy pink, simple nude. Into the cart they went.

She paused on a page of realistic breast forms. Different sizes, different skin tones. She studied them for a long moment, then looked at Jon’s flat chest.

“Not yet,” she decided. “We’ll get there. But I want to see you in the basics first. Feel what it’s like.”

Jon swallowed. “What happens when they arrive?”

Lyn set the phone down. “When the packages come, you strip. I dress you. Piece by piece. Panties first. Then the bralette, even if there’s nothing to fill it yet. Skirt. Stockings. Heels. Wig. Makeup if I feel like playing. And you stay like that until I say you can change.”

She reached over, stroked his cheek. “And no touching that little clit. Not once. If you get hard, you deal with it. If you leak, you leave it. I want you aching, desperate, thinking about what’s coming.”

Jon’s cock throbbed at her words. A bead of pre-cum welled at the tip.

Lyn noticed. She swiped it with her thumb, brought it to his lips. “Open.”

He parted them. She pressed her thumb inside. He tasted himself, salty and slick.

“Get used to tasting things you’re not allowed to have,” she whispered. “Because soon you’ll be tasting a lot more.”

She stood, smoothed her blouse over her curves, and headed for the stairs. “I’m going to finish the order upstairs. You stay down here. Naked. No touching. Think about how pretty you’re going to look for me.”

Jon sat frozen on the couch as her footsteps faded. The house felt too quiet. His erection refused to soften. Every heartbeat sent another pulse through it.

He didn’t touch himself.

But he couldn’t stop imagining it: lace against his skin, the weight of a wig on his head, two-inch heels forcing him to take small, careful steps. Lyn’s hands guiding him. Lyn’s voice telling him how good he looked.

How obedient.

How hers.

He stayed hard for the rest of the morning.

And when the confirmation email pinged on Lyn’s phone two hours later, she came downstairs smiling.

“Three to five business days,” she said. “Plenty of time for you to get used to waiting.”

She kissed him once, soft and slow, then pulled back.

“Start practicing your edges tonight, baby. No cumming. Just building. Because when those boxes arrive, I want you dripping before I even open the first one.”

Jon nodded, voice hoarse. “Yes, Lyn.”

She smiled wider. “Good girl.”

The word hit him like a spark. He shivered.

And somewhere in the back of his mind, the shame started to feel less like punishment and more like promise.


Chapter 3 – The First Taste

The packages arrived on a Tuesday afternoon; three heavy boxes stacked on the porch like promises wrapped in brown cardboard. Jon had spent the intervening days in a state of constant, low-grade torment. Lyn enforced the rules with quiet precision: no clothes in the house unless she said so, no touching his four-inch cock except to edge under her supervision, no porn, no release. She made him kneel beside her on the couch each evening while she scrolled through the tracking updates, describing in detail how each item would look on him, how it would feel against his skin. Her voice stayed calm, almost clinical, but her eyes glittered every time she noticed the bead of pre-cum that inevitably formed at his tip.

When the doorbell rang, Jon was naked on the living room floor, scrubbing the baseboards as instructed. Lyn answered the door in a fitted black top that clung to her heavy breasts and high-waisted leggings that accentuated the curve of her ass. She signed for the delivery, tipped the driver with a bright smile, and carried the boxes inside one by one.

Jon stayed on his knees, heart pounding.

Lyn set the boxes on the coffee table and turned to him. “Upstairs. Now.”

He followed her to the master bedroom, cock already stiffening with anticipation and dread. The room smelled faintly of her perfume and the clean linen she’d changed that morning. Lyn closed the door behind them, locked it, then faced him.

“Strip,” she said, even though he was already naked. “Habit. I like hearing you obey.”

Jon swallowed. “Yes, Lyn.”

She opened the first box, pulled out layers of tissue paper, and began laying items across the bed: pink lace panties with delicate ruffles along the legs, a matching bralette with thin straps, a short-pleated skirt in soft lavender, sheer black fishnet stockings, and a pair of glossy two-inch strappy heels in pale pink. From the second box came the wigs: one long, wavy chestnut cascade and one sleek black bob with soft bangs. The third held more lingerie sets, crop tops, and a small makeup bag she’d added on impulse.

Lyn picked up the pink panties first. “Hands behind your back.”

Jon clasped them at the small of his back. She knelt in front of him, close enough that her breasts brushed his thighs as she slid the lace up his legs. The fabric was cool and soft, hugging his caged imagination even though no cage existed yet. She pulled them over his stiff cock, tucking him carefully so the lace cupped him like a cruel tease. The ruffles tickled the tops of his thighs.

“Pretty,” she murmured. “Now the bralette.”

She slipped the straps over his shoulders, fastened the clasp in back. The empty cups hung loose against his flat chest, a reminder of what wasn’t there yet. Jon’s breath hitched.

Next came the skirt. She zipped it at the side, the hem barely reaching mid-thigh. Every movement made it swish against his skin. Lyn smoothed it down, fingers lingering on his hips.

“Stockings.”

She rolled the fishnets up his legs with practiced care, attaching them to the garter clips she’d included in the order. The mesh gripped his calves, making his legs look longer, smoother.

Finally, the heels. She had him step into them one at a time, buckling the thin straps around his ankles. Two inches wasn’t much, but it forced his posture to change: hips tilted forward, ass pushed out slightly, small uncertain steps when she told him to walk.

Lyn stepped back, circled him slowly. “Almost there.”

She chose the long chestnut wig, brushed it out with her fingers, then settled it on his head. She adjusted the bangs, tucked strands behind his ears, then guided him to the full-length mirror on the closet door.

Jon stared.

The reflection showed someone softer, smaller, vulnerable. The skirt flared at his hips, the bralette framed his narrow chest, the stockings shimmered under the bedroom light. His cock strained against the pink lace, a visible wet spot already forming.

Lyn stood behind him, hands on his shoulders. “Say hello to Jasmine.”

Jon’s voice cracked. “Hello… Jasmine.”

Lyn’s lips curved. “Good girl.” She pressed her body against his back, heavy breasts squishing warmly against him. “Feel how pretty you are? How helpless?”

He nodded, unable to look away from the mirror.

Lyn reached around, palmed his cock through the panties. “No cumming. Not yet. But you can leak all you want.”

She released him, walked to the bed, and picked up her phone. “I’ve been chatting with someone. Discreet. No names yet. Just… testing the waters.”

Jon’s stomach flipped. “Already?”

Lyn smiled. “I don’t waste time when I know what I want.” She tapped the screen, opened a messaging app. “His name is Kia. Tall. Built. And very well-endowed, from the pictures he sent. He’s local. He knows I’m married. He knows I want to watch my husband help.”

Jon’s knees felt weak. “Help… how?”

Lyn set the phone down. “You’ll see. Tonight he’s coming over. Not to fuck me yet. Just drinks. Conversation. A little show.”

She crossed to him again, cupped his chin. “You’re going to stay dressed like this. Serve us drinks. Sit quietly unless I tell you otherwise. And if I decide he gets to see more, you’ll show him exactly what a good little femboy can do.”

Jon’s cock throbbed hard enough to hurt. “Lyn, I don’t know if I can…”

“You can. And you will.” Her thumb brushed his lower lip. “Because deep down, this is what you’ve been stroking to for months. Locked boys. Pretty outfits. Big cocks owning the room. Tonight you get your first real taste.”

She kissed him once, slow and deep, tongue sliding against his. When she pulled back, her eyes were dark with hunger.

“Practice walking in those heels. Small steps. Hips swaying. I want you graceful by the time the doorbell rings.”

She left him there, trembling in front of the mirror, and went downstairs to prepare.

Jon took one shaky step. Then another. The heels clicked softly on the hardwood. The skirt swished. The wig brushed his shoulders. Every movement reminded him how exposed he was, how transformed.

By the time the sun dipped low, and the doorbell finally rang, Jasmine had learned to walk without wobbling. She had also learned that the ache between her legs wasn’t going away, no matter how many deep breaths she took.

Lyn called up the stairs, voice sweet and commanding. “Jasmine, darling. Come down and greet our guest.”

Jasmine hesitated at the top of the stairs, heart slamming against her ribs.

Then she started down, one careful step at a time, hips swaying just like Lyn had taught her.

The game had begun.


Chapter 4 – Kia’s First Visit

The doorbell rang at exactly eight o’clock.

Jasmine stood at the top of the stairs, frozen for a heartbeat, palms damp against the banister. The two-inch heels made her calves ache in a way that felt strangely right, the fishnets whispering with every small shift of weight. The lavender pleated skirt barely covered the tops of her thighs; one wrong move and the pink lace panties would peek out. Her long chestnut wig framed her face in soft waves, bangs brushing her eyebrows. Lipstick, a soft rose shade Lyn had applied herself, felt sticky and foreign on her mouth. Mascara made her lashes feel heavy. She looked like someone else entirely.

Lyn’s voice floated up from below, warm and welcoming. “Coming!”

Jasmine heard the door open, the low rumble of a man’s voice, deep and smooth. “Evening. You must be Lyn.”

“And you must be Kia. Come in, please. Make yourself comfortable.”

Jasmine forced her legs to move. Small steps. Hips swaying just enough to feel feminine, the way Lyn had drilled into her all afternoon. Each click of the heels on the hardwood sounded too loud in her ears.

She reached the bottom step and paused in the doorway to the living room.

Kia stood near the couch, easily six-four, broad shoulders filling out a fitted black polo, dark jeans hugging powerful thighs. His skin was a rich deep brown; arms corded with muscle that spoke of years in the gym. He turned when he heard the heels, eyes sweeping over Jasmine slowly, appraising, then flicking to Lyn with a small, knowing smile.

Lyn stood beside him, one hand resting lightly on his forearm. She wore a deep red blouse, unbuttoned low enough to show generous cleavage, her heavy natural breasts rising and falling with each breath. Tight black jeans clung to her curves. She looked every inch the confident hotwife.

“Kia, this is Jasmine,” Lyn said, voice sweet. “My pretty little helper tonight.”

Jasmine felt heat flood her face. She managed a small curtsy, awkward but practiced from the hours Lyn had made her rehearse. “Hello.”

Kia’s smile widened, slow and predatory. “Hello, Jasmine. You look… very sweet.”

Lyn laughed softly. “Doesn’t she? Go on, darling. Serve our guest a drink.”

Jasmine nodded, turned toward the kitchen on unsteady legs. She poured whiskey over ice for Kia, wine for Lyn, water for herself, hands trembling enough to make the ice clink. When she returned, balancing the tray, Kia had settled on the couch, legs spread wide. Lyn sat close beside him, one hand on his knee.

Jasmine set the drinks down, careful not to spill. Kia took his glass, fingers brushing hers deliberately. “Thank you, pretty girl.”

Jasmine’s cock twitched hard against the lace. She stepped back, unsure where to go.

Lyn patted the armchair across from them. “Sit there, legs together, hands in your lap. Be good.”

Jasmine obeyed, perching on the edge of the cushion, knees pressed tight, skirt riding up dangerously. She kept her eyes down at first, but curiosity won. She glanced up.

Kia was watching her, sipping his whiskey, relaxed and in command. Lyn leaned into him, murmuring something low that made him chuckle. Her hand slid higher on his thigh.

They talked for what felt like forever: casual things at first, how they’d connected online, what Kia did for work (personal trainer, as it turned out), how long Lyn had been thinking about this. Jasmine sat silent, burning, the conversation washing over her like background noise. Every time Lyn laughed or shifted, her breasts jiggled softly in the low-cut blouse. Every time Kia’s deep voice rumbled, Jasmine’s clitty leaked another drop into the panties.

Finally, Lyn set her wineglass aside. “Jasmine’s been very patient tonight. Haven’t you, baby?”

Jasmine nodded, throat dry. “Yes, Lyn.”

Lyn smiled at Kia. “She’s new to all this. But eager. Would you like to see how eager?”

Kia leaned back, arms spread along the couch. “I’d like that very much.”

Lyn stood, walked to Jasmine, and offered her hand. “Come here.”

Jasmine rose, heels clicking, and let Lyn lead her to stand between Kia’s spread knees. Up close, Kia smelled faintly of clean sweat and cologne, masculine in a way that made Jasmine’s stomach flutter.

Lyn placed Jasmine’s hands on Kia’s shoulders for balance. “Kneel, darling.”

Jasmine sank to her knees slowly, the carpet soft under her stockings. Her face was level with Kia’s lap. The bulge in his jeans was unmistakable, thick and heavy.

Lyn knelt beside her, fingers threading through Jasmine’s wig. “Show him how pretty you can be.”

Jasmine’s hands shook as she reached for Kia’s belt. She fumbled the buckle, then the zipper. Kia lifted his hips helpfully. The jeans slid down just enough. No underwear. Kia’s cock sprang free, thick, veined, easily ten inches and still only half hard. Dark skin glistened faintly at the tip.

Jasmine stared, breath shallow.

Lyn’s hand guided hers. “Touch it. Gently.”

Jasmine wrapped her fingers around the base. Hot. Heavy. Her small hand couldn’t close all the way. She stroked once, tentative, feeling it thicken and lengthen under her palm.

Kia groaned low in his throat. “Good girl.”

Lyn pressed closer, breasts brushing Jasmine’s arm. “Taste him. Just the tip.”

Jasmine leaned forward. Her lips parted. She took the head into her mouth, tongue swirling over the slit. Salty. Musky. Overwhelming. Kia’s hand settled on the back of her head, not forcing, just resting there.

Jasmine bobbed shallowly, cheeks hollowing. Lyn whispered encouragement in her ear. “That’s it. Suck like you mean it. Show him what a good little sissy can do.”

Jasmine moaned around the cock, the vibration making Kia hiss. Her own clitty throbbed painfully in the lace, leaking steadily now, a wet spot spreading on the front of her panties.

Lyn reached down, palmed Jasmine through the skirt. “Soaking already. Pathetic little thing.”

Kia chuckled. “She’s a natural.”

Lyn stood, unbuttoned her blouse slowly, letting it fall open. Her heavy breasts spilled into a black lace bra, nipples hard against the fabric. She climbed onto the couch beside Kia, straddling one of his thighs, grinding slowly while she watched Jasmine work.

“Deeper, baby,” Lyn said. “Show me you can take it.”

Jasmine tried, gagging slightly when the head hit the back of her throat. Tears pricked her eyes. She pulled back, gasping, then dove down again, more determined. Kia’s hand tightened in her wig, guiding her rhythm.

Lyn kissed Kia then, slow and hungry, tongue sliding against his while her hand cupped one of her own breasts, squeezing. When she broke the kiss, her voice was husky. “I think she’s earned a reward.”

Kia nodded. “Let’s move this upstairs.”

Lyn helped Jasmine to her feet. The heels wobbled; her legs felt like jelly. Kia stood, cock still hard and glistening from her mouth, and followed them up the stairs.

In the master bedroom, Lyn pushed Jasmine gently onto the bed on her back. “Legs up, knees to your chest. Show him your pretty panties.”

Jasmine obeyed, skirt falling back, pink lace stretched tight over her leaking clitty. Kia knelt between her legs, stroked himself lazily while he looked down.

Lyn stripped off her jeans and bra, breasts swaying free, heavy and perfect. She climbed onto the bed beside Jasmine, straddling her face. “Lick me while he decides what he wants first.”

Jasmine’s tongue darted out, tasting Lyn’s wetness, familiar and intoxicating. Lyn ground down slowly, moaning softly.

Kia moved closer, rubbing the head of his cock along the lace-covered cleft of Jasmine’s ass. “I think I’ll take her first. Open her up nice and slow.”

Lyn smiled down at Jasmine. “Hear that, baby girl? Your first real cock. Be a good sissy and take it all.”

Jasmine whimpered into Lyn’s pussy, hips twitching helplessly.

Kia pulled the panties aside, pressed the thick head against her hole. He pushed in, inch by slow inch.

Jasmine’s eyes rolled back. The stretch burned, then bloomed into something else, something deep and aching and perfect. She moaned loudly against Lyn, hips rocking instinctively.

Kia bottomed out, groaned. “Fuck. Tight little sissy pussy.”

Lyn laughed breathlessly. “Told you she’d be perfect.”

Kia started to thrust, slow at first, then deeper, harder. Jasmine’s body shook with each stroke, fake clitty trapped and leaking, prostate lighting up like fireworks. She came without warning, cage-less but helpless, spurting weak ropes through the lace in ruined little bursts while her whole body clenched around Kia’s cock.

Lyn ground harder on her face. “That’s it. Cum like a girl for him.”

Jasmine did, again and again, waves of prostate pleasure crashing through her while Kia fucked her senseless and Lyn rode her tongue to her own shuddering climax.

When Kia finally pulled out and painted Jasmine’s stomach with thick ropes of cum, Lyn scooped some up on her fingers and fed it to her sissy.

“Taste what a real man gives you,” she whispered.

Jasmine sucked Lyn’s fingers clean, dazed and trembling.

Lyn kissed her forehead. “Good girl. Very good girl.”

Kia zipped up, smirking. “Call me anytime.”

He left without another word.

Lyn curled around Jasmine on the bed, heavy breasts pressed to her back, hand resting possessively over the cum-streaked panties.

“First taste,” Lyn murmured. “And we’re only getting started.”

Jasmine closed her eyes, spent and shaking, the ache in her ass a sweet reminder that everything had changed.

And she couldn’t wait for more.


Chapter 5 – Deepening the Change

The morning after Kia left, Jasmine woke sore in places she had never felt before. Her ass ached with a dull, satisfying throb that made every shift on the sheets a reminder of the thick cock that had claimed her. Cum had dried in flaky patches on her stomach and the front of the pink lace panties; Lyn had not let her clean up before they fell asleep. The wig was crooked, mascara smudged under her eyes, lipstick long gone. She looked wrecked in the mirror across the room, and the sight sent a fresh pulse through her trapped clitty.

Lyn stirred beside her, stretched languidly, heavy breasts swaying as she rolled onto her side. She propped herself on one elbow and studied Jasmine with sleepy satisfaction.

“Morning, pretty girl,” she murmured. “How does your sissy pussy feel?”

Jasmine flushed. “Sore. But… good sore.”

Lyn’s smile was slow and approving. She reached down, slipped a hand under the skirt Jasmine still wore, and cupped the cum-crusted lace. “Still leaking a little. Perfect. That means you’re learning to love it.”

She sat up, breasts bouncing softly, and swung her legs over the side of the bed. “Shower first. Then we shop some more.”

Jasmine followed her into the bathroom. Lyn turned on the water, adjusted it hot, and stripped without ceremony. Naked, her thick curves gleamed under the bathroom lights, natural DD breasts full and heavy, nipples already pebbled. She stepped under the spray, beckoned Jasmine in.

“Clothes off, darling. Everything but the panties. I want you to feel the mess while we wash.”

Jasmine peeled off the skirt, stockings, bralette, heels, wig. The panties stayed, clinging wetly to her skin. Under the hot water, Lyn soaped her hands and began washing Jasmine with deliberate slowness: shoulders, chest, down the flat stomach, then lower. She rubbed the lace-covered clitty in slow circles until Jasmine whimpered and bucked against her palm.

“No cumming,” Lyn warned. “Just edge. Feel how desperate you get.”

Jasmine nodded, biting her lip, hips twitching helplessly.

Lyn washed herself next, letting Jasmine’s soapy hands glide over her breasts, her ass, between her thighs. When they were both clean, Lyn turned off the water and wrapped them in towels. She led Jasmine back to the bedroom, still in nothing but the damp pink panties.

“Sit,” she said, pointing to the vanity stool.

Jasmine obeyed. Lyn opened the makeup bag from the delivery, selected a few items, and began the lesson.

“Foundation first. Blend it well so your skin looks smooth.” She demonstrated, then handed the sponge to Jasmine. “Your turn.”

Jasmine copied her movements, clumsy at first, then steadier. Lyn guided her through concealer, powder, blush, eyeshadow in soft pinks and browns, eyeliner, mascara. When the lipstick came, Lyn applied it herself, leaning close enough that her bare breasts brushed Jasmine’s arm.

“Pout for me,” she whispered.

Jasmine did. Lyn painted the color on slowly, then pressed her lips to Jasmine’s in a soft, lingering kiss that left a perfect transfer.

“There. Now you look like a proper little slut.”

Lyn retrieved the long wig from the floor, brushed it out, and settled it on Jasmine’s head again. She stepped back, tilted her head.

“Better. But you need more.”

She opened her laptop, pulled up the same shopping app, and scrolled to the breast forms section. Realistic silicone, various cup sizes, adhesive backed. Lyn selected a pair of C-cups, natural-looking with subtle veining and soft nipples. She added them to the cart without hesitation.

“These will arrive in two days,” she said. “Until then, you’ll practice feeling empty. But when they come, I’m gluing them on. Permanent for now. You’ll have sissy titties to bounce while you get fucked.”

Jasmine’s breath caught. “Permanent?”

“For as long as I want,” Lyn corrected. “You’ll feel them every time you move. Every time a bull grabs them. Every time you look in the mirror.”

She closed the laptop and turned to Jasmine. “But we’re not waiting for those to keep training you.”

The rest of the day passed in a haze of feminization drills. Lyn made Jasmine walk circuits around the living room in the two-inch heels, correcting posture, hip sway, arm swing. She taught her to sit with knees together, to cross her legs demurely, to curtsey properly. When Jasmine got it right, Lyn rewarded her with a slow stroke through the panties, edging her until tears welled in her eyes.

By late afternoon, Lyn had Jasmine on her knees again, this time with a thick silicone dildo suctioned to the floor. “Practice,” she ordered. “Show me how you’ll ride a real cock.”

Jasmine straddled it, pulled the panties aside, and lowered herself slowly. The stretch was familiar now, almost comforting. She started to move, rocking forward and back, then circling her hips the way she had when Kia fucked her. Lyn watched from the couch, legs spread, fingers lazily circling her clit.

“Faster. Roll those girly hips like a pro.”

Jasmine obeyed, moaning softly as the toy pressed against her prostate. Her clitty leaked steadily, soaking the lace. She came without warning, body clenching, spurting weak ropes through the fabric in helpless little bursts. She kept riding through it, hips never stopping, chasing the aftershocks.

Lyn clapped slowly. “Good girl. That’s how you take it. Eager. Slutty. Like you were born for it.”

That night, Lyn brought out her phone again. She showed Jasmine the messages with Kia: filthy compliments, promises of next time, a photo of his thick cock already hard just thinking about her. Then she opened a new chat window, started typing to another BBC she’d matched with days earlier.

“Variety is good,” Lyn explained. “Kia was fun, but I want options. And you’ll serve them all.”

Jasmine knelt beside her on the bed, head resting on Lyn’s thigh, watching the screen. Lyn’s fingers combed through the wig absently.

“When the breast forms arrive,” Lyn continued, “I’ll glue them on once. You’ll feel them settle, heavy on your chest. Then they’re yours. Sissy titties. Boy boobs. Fake tits that bounce when you get railed. You’ll thank me every time you cum through your cage.”

Jasmine shivered. “Yes, Lyn.”

Lyn set the phone aside, pulled Jasmine up onto the bed, and curled around her from behind. Her heavy breasts pressed warmly against Jasmine’s back, one hand slipping under the panties to cup the still sensitive clitty.

“No release tonight,” she whispered. “Just feel how full you are. How owned.”

Jasmine nodded, body trembling with denied need.

Lyn kissed the back of her neck. “Tomorrow we wait for the delivery. The day after, you get your tits. And then we really start playing.”

She turned off the lamp.

In the dark, Jasmine lay awake, ass still tender, clitty throbbing against Lyn’s palm, mind spinning with the promise of more: more cocks, more outfits, more surrender.

And for the first time, the shame felt less like a weight and more like wings.

She closed her eyes and let herself imagine it: fake tits jiggling as she rode another thick BBC, hips rolling like a pro, moaning like the desperate little slut she was becoming.

Sleep came slowly, but when it did, her dreams were full of heat and stretch and helpless, girly pleasure.


Chapter 6 – The Old Roommate

Two days after the breast forms arrived, Lyn glued them on in the master bathroom with careful, almost ceremonial slowness. The adhesive was strong; she pressed the silicone firmly against Jasmine’s chest until they settled, heavy and realistic, C-cup curves that matched her narrowing waist and the flare of the pleated skirts she now lived in. Once the glue set, Lyn stepped back and ran her palms over the new fake tits, thumbs brushing the soft nipples.

“There,” she said softly. “Your sissy titties are permanent now. Feel how they move when you breathe? How they jiggle when you walk?”

Jasmine cupped them tentatively. The weight pulled at her skin, sent a strange shiver through her core. She nodded, voice small. “Yes, Lyn. They feel… real.”

Lyn smiled, kissed the top of one silicone breast. “Good girl. Tonight they get their first real test.”

She had already texted Jamal from Jon’s old phone that afternoon, using the same casual tone Jon might have used years ago. “Hey man, long time no see. Lyn and I are having a quiet night. Come over for beers? Catch up like old times.”

Jamal replied within minutes. “Hell yeah. Been too long. See you at 8?”

Lyn showed Jasmine the thread, then tucked the phone away. “He has no idea what he’s walking into. But he will soon.”

Jasmine spent the afternoon in full femboy mode: long chestnut wig brushed smooth, makeup flawless (pink lips, smoky eyes), fishnet stockings clipped to a garter belt under a short black pleated skirt, crop top stretched tight across her new fake tits. The two-inch pink heels clicked nervously as she helped Lyn set out drinks and snacks in the living room. Every step made her sissy titties bounce lightly, a constant reminder of how far she had fallen.

The doorbell rang at eight sharp.

Lyn answered in a low-cut red blouse that showcased her heavy natural breasts and tight jeans that hugged her thick thighs. She greeted Jamal with a warm hug, pressing close enough that her curves molded against his broad chest for a second longer than friendly.

“Jamal! God, you look exactly the same. Come in.”

Jamal stepped inside, six-two and still built like the college linebacker he had been, dark skin gleaming under the entry light, easy smile fading the instant he saw Jasmine standing in the living room doorway.

His eyes widened. He froze mid-step.

Jon’s old roommate stared at the feminized figure in the short skirt and heels, fake tits straining the crop top, long wig framing a made-up face that was unmistakably familiar.

“Jon?” Jamal’s voice cracked on the name. “What the fuck?”

Lyn closed the door behind him, locked it with a soft click. “Not Jon anymore. Meet Jasmine. My pretty little sissy.”

Jamal’s gaze darted between them. “This some kind of joke? Lyn, what is this?”

“No joke,” Lyn said calmly. She walked to Jasmine, slipped an arm around her waist, hand resting possessively on one fake tit. “Jon confessed a few weeks ago. Caught him jerking to femboy porn. Locked boys taking big black cock. He wanted it. I decided to give it to him. And honestly? It’s been the hottest thing we’ve ever done.”

Jamal swallowed hard, eyes locked on Jasmine’s chest, then lower to the visible bulge under the skirt. “Man… I mean… Jasmine. You really did this?”

Jasmine nodded, cheeks burning. Her voice came out soft, higher than Jon’s ever was. “Yes. I’m Her’s now.”

Jamal rubbed the back of his neck, shifting his weight. “I don’t know about this. We were roommates. Straight dudes. Beer pong. Football. This is… a lot.”

Lyn stepped closer to him, breasts brushing his arm. “I know it’s a lot. That’s why I invited you. Remember college? How I used to stare at you during parties? I had the biggest crush. Never acted on it because I was scared. Scared of what people would think. Scared of big black cock.” She smiled slowly. “I’m not scared anymore. And Jasmine here is going to help me get what I’ve wanted for years. But first, she’s going to help you relax.”

Jamal’s breathing grew heavier. “Help me how?”

Lyn guided Jasmine forward until she stood directly in front of him. “On your knees, baby girl. Show your old roommate how good you’ve gotten.”

Jasmine sank slowly, heels clicking, skirt riding up to show the tops of her fishnets. She looked up at Jamal with wide, mascara-lined eyes.

Jamal hesitated, hands flexing at his sides. “I don’t know, man. This feels wrong.”

Lyn pressed against his side, hand sliding down to cup the growing bulge in his jeans. “It’s not wrong. It’s hot. Look at her. Those pretty lips painted just for you. Those fake tits begging to bounce. She’s not Jon anymore. She’s Jasmine. And she wants this.”

Jasmine reached up, fingers trembling, and worked Jamal’s belt open. He didn’t stop her. When she tugged his jeans and boxers down, his cock sprang free, thick and heavy, already thickening to nine solid inches. Dark veins pulsed along the shaft.

Jamal groaned low. “Fuck.”

Jasmine leaned in, lips parting. She took the head into her mouth, tongue swirling slowly. Jamal’s hand hovered, then settled on the back of her wig, not pushing, just resting.

Lyn kissed Jamal’s neck, whispering. “See? She’s eager. Let her suck you. Let her show you what a good sissy can do.”

Jamal’s resistance cracked. His hips rocked forward slightly. Jasmine moaned around him, bobbing deeper, cheeks hollowing. Her fake tits jiggled with each movement. Pre-cum coated her tongue, salty and thick.

After a few minutes, Lyn pulled Jasmine off with a wet pop. “Enough warmup. I want to see him fuck you first.”

Jamal’s eyes darkened with sudden hunger. “You serious?”

“Dead serious.” Lyn led them both upstairs to the bedroom.

On the bed, Jasmine stripped to just the panties, garters, stockings, and heels. Lyn had her lie on her back, legs spread, knees pulled high. The panties were tugged aside, exposing her smooth, lubed hole.

Jamal stood at the foot of the bed, stroking his thick cock, still hesitant but clearly hard as steel. “You sure about this, Jon… Jasmine?”

Jasmine looked up at him, voice breathy. “Please. I need it.”

Lyn knelt beside her, stroking her fake tits. “Go slow at first. Let her feel every inch.”

Jamal climbed onto the bed, positioned himself between her legs. He pressed the fat head against her tight ring, pushed gently. Jasmine gasped as the stretch began, burning sweetly. Jamal sank in inch by inch, groaning at the vise-like grip.

“Fuck, so tight,” he muttered.

When he bottomed out, balls resting against her ass, Jasmine’s eyes fluttered shut. The fullness was overwhelming, pressing right against her prostate. She whimpered, hips twitching.

Jamal started to thrust, shallow at first, testing. Each stroke dragged over that sensitive spot. Jasmine’s body lit up. Her clitty leaked steadily into the lace, trapped and throbbing.

Then it hit.

The first prostate wave crashed through her, magical and unstoppable. Her whole body arched, fake tits bouncing wildly. A high, feminine moan tore from her throat. She came without a touch, cage-less but helpless, spurting weak ropes through the soaked panties in shuddering bursts. The orgasm made everything sharper, more feminine: her moans pitched higher, her hips rolled instinctively, rocking back to meet his thrusts like a needy slut in heat.

Jamal’s eyes widened. “Holy shit. She’s cumming.”

Lyn laughed breathlessly, pinching Jasmine’s nipples. “Told you. Keep going. Fuck her like she deserves.”

Jasmine fucked back harder now, tight sissy pussy clenching around his thick shaft, hips circling and grinding like she had practiced on the dildo. Her fake tits jiggled with every slam, heels digging into the mattress for leverage. She moaned like a woman possessed, “Yes, yes, fuck my sissy pussy, Jamal, please!”

Jamal lost the last of his hesitation. He gripped her hips, pounded deeper, faster. The wet slap of skin on skin filled the room. Jasmine’s second sissygasm hit seconds later, body convulsing, clitty spurting again in ruined waves while her ass milked him relentlessly.

Jamal growled, thrusts turning erratic. “Gonna cum.”

“Inside her,” Lyn ordered. “Fill my sissy up.”

Jamal buried himself to the hilt and erupted, thick ropes pumping deep into Jasmine’s ass. The hot flood triggered one final, shattering orgasm in her. She cried out, back arching off the bed, fake tits heaving, clitty dribbling one last pathetic spurt as her sissy pussy clenched and fluttered around the pulsing cock.

Jamal collapsed forward, breathing hard, still buried inside her. After a long moment he pulled out slowly, a thick trickle of cum leaking from her stretched hole.

Lyn scooped some up on her fingers and fed it to Jasmine. “Taste what your old roommate just gave you.”

Jasmine sucked greedily, dazed and trembling.

Jamal sat back on his heels, staring down at her wrecked, cum-filled body. “Jesus. That was…”

“Hot,” Lyn finished. She kissed him once, slow and deep. “You’re welcome back anytime. No strings.”

Jamal dressed quietly, still stunned. At the door he paused, looked back at Jasmine curled on the bed, fake tits rising and falling, cum leaking between her thighs.

“Take care of her, Lyn,” he said softly.

Lyn smiled. “Oh, I will.”

The door closed.

Lyn crawled onto the bed, wrapped around Jasmine from behind, heavy breasts pressing against her back.

“My perfect little sissy,” she whispered. “You fucked back like a champ. Came like a girl. Twice.”

Jasmine shivered, ass still throbbing with aftershocks. “Thank you.”

Lyn kissed her neck. “Rest now. Tomorrow we plan the next bull. And the next. You’re only getting better.”

In the quiet dark, Jasmine closed her eyes, feeling the weight of her fake tits, the ache in her sissy pussy, the sticky warmth inside her.

And for the first time, she didn’t feel broken.

She felt claimed.

Completely.


Chapter 7 – Repeat Performances

The days after Jamal’s visit blurred into a rhythm of satin, lace, and aching denial. Jasmine lived in her new skin now: fake tits always heavy on her chest, long wig brushed smooth each morning, makeup applied with growing skill, two-inch heels clicking across hardwood floors like a metronome of submission. Lyn kept the steel cage locked tight, upgrading it twice in quick succession: first a smaller, more confining ring that pressed her four-inch clitty flat against her body, then a version with a short urethral insert that made every leak feel like a slow, humiliating drip. No more spurting without permission; only ruined, trembling releases triggered by a thick cock pressing the right spot inside her.

Lyn brought home strangers from the gym, from discreet apps, from late-night bar runs. No names stuck. No numbers exchanged beyond a quick text for the next hookup. They were tools, and Jasmine was the eager accessory. She fluffed them on her knees while Lyn watched, lips painted and eager; she held Lyn’s thick thighs apart while a new bull pounded her on the marital bed, heavy natural breasts bouncing wildly with each thrust; she crawled between them afterward, tongue lapping up thick creampies from Lyn’s swollen pussy while the man stroked himself back to hardness for round two.

But Kia and Jamal kept returning, casual as old friends dropping by for coffee, except the coffee was replaced by Jasmine’s mouth and ass.

Kia came first, midweek, unannounced. He texted Lyn a single line: “Need that tight sissy pussy tonight.” Lyn replied with a heart emoji and told Jasmine to prepare the bedroom: fresh sheets, lube on the nightstand, her in the full slut uniform, crop top stretched over fake tits, short pleated skirt flipped up, panties pulled to the side.

Kia arrived in gym shorts and a tank, cock already half-hard under the fabric. He didn’t bother with small talk. He pushed Jasmine face-down on the bed, yanked the panties down her thighs, and slid in with one long, slow thrust. Jasmine moaned into the pillow, hips lifting instinctively. The stretch was familiar now, addictive. Kia gripped her waist, fucked her deep and steady, each stroke dragging over her prostate until the first sissygasm hit like lightning.

Her body clenched, fake tits mashed against the mattress, heels kicking uselessly. She came hard through the cage, clear fluid dribbling in weak pulses while her sissy pussy fluttered around him. The orgasm sharpened everything: her moans turned higher, needier, hips rolling back like a pro, grinding circles to take him deeper. Kia growled, slapped her ass once, hard enough to leave a pink handprint, then pounded faster.

Lyn sat in the armchair, legs spread, fingers buried in her own pussy, watching her sissy get railed. “Look at her go. Fucking back like she was born for it.”

Jasmine did. She rocked her girly hips in perfect rhythm, ass swallowing every thick inch, moaning “Yes, daddy, stretch my sissy pussy” between gasps. The second orgasm crashed through her before the first had fully faded, body shaking, cage twitching helplessly as another ruined release leaked out. Kia buried himself deep and unloaded, flooding her with hot spurts that triggered one final, shuddering wave. Jasmine collapsed forward, ass still clenching around the softening cock, cum leaking down her thighs.

Kia pulled out, zipped up, kissed Lyn once on the mouth, and left with a casual “See you soon.”

Lyn crawled onto the bed, scooped cum from Jasmine’s stretched hole, and fed it to her. “Good girl. You came three times without a single touch. My perfect locked slut.”

Jamal returned the following weekend. This time Lyn invited him for “dinner,” but the table stayed empty. He walked in to find Jasmine already on her knees in the living room, fake tits spilling from a low-cut bralette, skirt hiked up, mouth open and waiting.

Jamal hesitated only a second longer than last time. “Damn. You really are all in now.”

Jasmine looked up, eyes glassy with need. “Please, Jamal. Use me first.”

Lyn lounged on the couch in lingerie, heavy breasts barely contained, watching with a lazy smile. “She’s been practicing. Show him, baby girl.”

Jamal dropped his jeans. His thick cock sprang free. Jasmine crawled forward, took him deep in one smooth motion, throat relaxing from weeks of training. Jamal groaned, hand in her wig, guiding her rhythm. After a few minutes he pulled her off, bent her over the arm of the couch, and slid into her ass without preamble.

The stretch burned sweetly. Jasmine pushed back immediately, hips rolling like she had on Kia, like she had in every practice session. Jamal fucked her hard, hands gripping her fake tits, squeezing the silicone until they jiggled with every thrust. Jasmine moaned like a woman in heat, high and desperate. Her prostate lit up again, sissygasm ripping through her in seconds: body arching, cage spurting weak ropes onto the couch cushion, ass clenching tight around him.

She fucked back harder, rocking her girly hips in frantic circles, grinding down to take him to the root. “Fuck my sissy pussy, Jamal, please, fill me up!”

Jamal’s control snapped. He pounded her relentlessly, balls slapping against her, until he buried deep and came with a low growl, pumping thick load after thick load into her spasming hole. The hot flood triggered Jasmine’s second orgasm, then a third in quick succession, each one leaving her trembling, moaning, leaking helplessly through the cage while her sissy pussy milked him dry.

He pulled out slowly, cum dripping from her stretched rim. Jasmine stayed bent over, ass presented, fake tits heaving with every ragged breath.

Lyn stood, walked over, and kissed Jamal softly. “Thanks for the deposit. Come back whenever.”

Jamal dressed, gave Jasmine one last long look, then left.

Lyn helped Jasmine to the bed, curled around her from behind, one hand cupping a fake tit, the other resting over the cum-slick cage.

“You’re getting so good at this,” Lyn whispered. “Cumming like a real girl every time a big cock stretches you. Rocking those hips like you can’t get enough.”

Jasmine shivered, ass still throbbing with aftershocks. “I love it. I love being your sissy.”

Lyn kissed her neck. “I know you do. And tomorrow we start planning the party. A few bulls at once. You’ll serve them all. Fluff, clean, take them in every hole while I watch.”

Jasmine’s clitty twitched at the thought, another drop leaking out.

Lyn laughed softly. “Rest now. You’re going to need your energy.”

In the quiet dark, Jasmine closed her eyes, feeling the weight of her fake tits, the sticky warmth leaking from her sissy pussy, the constant pressure of the cage.

She no longer questioned it.

She craved it.

And Lyn knew exactly how to feed that hunger, one thick cock at a time.


Chapter 8 – Permanent Sissy Contract

The living room smelled of fresh coffee and Lyn’s perfume, a warm, intoxicating mix that made Jasmine’s head swim. She knelt in the center of the rug, knees pressed together, hands resting palms-up on her thighs the way Lyn had taught her. The two-inch black heels dug into the carpet, forcing her posture straight, fake tits thrust forward under a sheer white crop top. The long chestnut wig cascaded over her shoulders, bangs framing eyes lined in soft black. Her lips were painted a glossy cherry red that matched the tiny bow on the front of her black lace panties. The steel cage with its urethral insert pressed relentlessly against her clitty, a constant reminder that release was no longer hers to claim.

Lyn sat on the couch in front of her, legs crossed, heavy natural breasts straining the low-cut black bodysuit she wore. In her lap rested a single sheet of paper, printed crisp and clean. Beside it lay a black fountain pen.

Jasmine’s heart hammered so hard she could feel it in her fake tits.

Lyn picked up the paper, held it out so Jasmine could read the heading in bold type: Permanent Sissy Contract.

“Read it aloud, baby girl,” Lyn said softly. “Every word. I want to hear you accept what you’re becoming.”

Jasmine swallowed, voice trembling but clear.

“I, Jasmine formerly known as Jon, of my own free will, hereby surrender all rights to my masculinity, autonomy, and sexual release to my wife, Lyn. I acknowledge that my four-inch clitty is inadequate and unworthy of freedom. I consent to permanent chastity in a locked steel device, to be removed only at Lyn’s discretion and never for the purpose of penetration or orgasm as a man.”

Her voice cracked on the last word. Lyn reached forward, stroked her cheek with the back of her fingers.

“Keep going.”

“I agree to full-time feminization. I will present as female at all times in private and, when Lyn deems appropriate, in public. This includes wigs, makeup, lingerie, skirts, heels no higher than two inches, and realistic breast forms glued permanently in place.”

Jasmine’s breath hitched. The words felt heavier on her tongue than the cock she had taken so many times.

“I consent to serve as Lyn’s sissy cuckold. I will fluff, prepare, and assist any bull Lyn chooses. I will clean creampies from her pussy and ass with my tongue. I will offer my sissy pussy for use whenever Lyn commands, taking thick black cock first if she desires, riding like a desperate slut, rocking my girly hips, and cumming only through prostate stimulation in my locked cage.”

Lyn’s eyes darkened with satisfaction. She uncrossed her legs, let one foot rest lightly on Jasmine’s thigh.

“Last paragraph, darling.”

Jasmine’s voice dropped to a whisper.

“In exchange, Lyn promises to provide endless casual encounters with superior men, ensuring my sissy pussy is regularly stretched and filled. She promises a life of total submission, denial, and humiliating pleasure. I sign this contract freely, knowing there is no revocation.”

Silence settled thick between them.

Lyn lifted the pen, offered it to Jasmine. “Sign.”

Jasmine took it with shaking fingers. She leaned forward, placed the paper on the coffee table, and wrote her new name in careful, looping script: Jasmine.

Tears welled in her eyes as the ink dried. One dropped onto the page, smudging the final letter.

Lyn picked up the contract, blew gently on the signature, then folded it neatly and set it aside.

“No tattoo,” Lyn said quietly. “No legal name change either. Those can wait or stay forever optional. What matters is this: you signed. In your heart, in your body, in every leaking drop from that pathetic clitty, you belong to me now. And to the cocks I choose to let use you.”

Jasmine nodded, tears tracking mascara down her cheeks.

Lyn stood, pulled Jasmine to her feet, and led her to the full-length mirror in the hallway. She positioned Jasmine in front, standing behind her, hands on her shoulders.

“Look at yourself.”

Jasmine stared. The reflection showed a fully feminized sissy: fake tits heaving with each shaky breath, crop top sheer enough to show the silicone nipples, skirt short enough to flash lace panties, heels forcing a delicate arch in her back. The cage bulged obscenely under the fabric, a small wet spot already forming from the constant drip of pre-cum.

Lyn pressed her body close, heavy breasts squishing warmly against Jasmine’s back. One hand slid down to cup the cage through the panties, the other cupped a fake tit and squeezed.

“This is you now,” Lyn whispered. “Locked. Feminized. Owned. Every time a bull bends you over, every time you cum shaking through your cage, every time you taste cum from my pussy, you’ll remember this moment. You chose it. You signed for it.”

Jasmine whimpered, hips twitching forward into Lyn’s palm.

Lyn kissed the side of her neck. “No more Jon. Only Jasmine. My perfect locked femboy cuckold sissy.”

She turned Jasmine around, kissed her deeply, tongue claiming her mouth. When she pulled back, her eyes were bright with possession.

“Go upstairs. Strip to your panties and heels. Wait on the bed, ass up, face down. I’m calling Kia and Jamal. Tonight we celebrate your new contract. Both of them. At the same time.”

Jasmine’s clitty throbbed hard against the cage, another drop leaking out.

“Yes, Lyn.”

Lyn smiled, swatted her ass lightly. “Good girl. Hurry. I want you dripping before they arrive.”

Jasmine climbed the stairs on trembling legs, heels clicking, fake tits bouncing with every step. At the top she paused, looked back.

Lyn stood at the bottom, phone already in hand, typing messages with a wicked grin.

Jasmine entered the bedroom, stripped slowly, folded each piece neatly as trained. She climbed onto the bed, positioned herself ass-high, knees spread, face pressed to the sheets. The cage dangled between her thighs, heavy and unyielding.

She waited.

Minutes later she heard the front door open, deep voices rumbling, Lyn’s laughter bright and commanding.

Footsteps on the stairs.

Jasmine’s heart raced. Her sissy pussy clenched in anticipation.

The door opened.

Lyn’s voice filled the room, thick with lust.

“Gentlemen. Meet the newly contracted Jasmine. She signed everything. She’s yours to use tonight. Stretch her. Fill her. Make her cum like the desperate little slut she is.”

Jasmine moaned softly into the sheets, hips rocking back instinctively.

Kia’s low chuckle. Jamal’s sharp intake of breath.

Then hands on her hips. Thick fingers spreading her cheeks.

The celebration had begun.

And Jasmine knew, with absolute certainty, that this was only the start of forever.
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