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Chapter 1


Jimmy was small for a guy, 5'2" with a slim body and narrow waist, most would call him too skinny. His light brown eyes were always looking around nervously, and his long brunette hair was always messy, like he hadn’t quite figured out how to make it lay right. Jimmy had always been self-conscious about his size, especially when standing next to Christine, who was petite but had a dominating presence. 

It didn’t help that he could fit perfectly into her clothes. He shared the same waist size as Christine, her panties and shorts fit perfectly on his slender hips, and it thrilled him. 

Jimmy had a secret. He’d always been drawn to powerful, dominant women—confident, assertive types who could take charge. He’d buried these feelings deep, thinking they were just fantasies. But now that he and Christine were married and living together, he found it harder to keep those fantasies at bay. 

Whenever Christine wasn’t home, Jimmy would seize the opportunity to indulge. Sliding into her lacy panties or tight shorts made him feel small, submissive, and free in a way he couldn’t explain. He’d spend hours locked in their bedroom, headphones on, gooning to BNWO and femdom porn—images of women towering over submissive men, strapons in hand, or dominant black men using white sluts. It wasn’t just arousing; it felt like stepping into a world where he didn’t have to pretend to be anything but what he secretly craved to be: submissive. 

Christine was naturally bossy, sometimes she was mean and bratty. At 5’2”, she had a small girlish body, her small ass firm and rounded with small perky tits. Though she was smaller, her presence was not. Christine knew what she wanted, and she wasn’t shy about speaking her mind, though she didn’t see herself as particularly dominant. She just didn’t like wasting time or letting anyone—especially Jimmy—walk over her. 

She’d married Jimmy because he was sweet and attentive. He wasn’t like the loud, overconfident guys she’d dated before. Jimmy listened to her, laughed at her jokes, and made her feel special. She liked being the more assertive one in their relationship, but she never thought much of it. 

Still, Christine had noticed little things about Jimmy that made her wonder. When they first met, she thought he might be gay—his shy demeanor, the way he blushed whenever she talked about guys, the way he seemed to avoid any physical contact unless she initiated it. He wasn’t the "take-charge" type, and she didn’t mind that. She liked being the one to call the shots. 

It wasn’t long after they moved in together that Christine started noticing small things that didn’t add up. Her panty drawer was messy when she distinctly remembered folding everything neatly. A pair of her lace panties were in the wrong spot. 

One day, as she was putting away laundry, she found her favorite black lace thong crumpled at the bottom of the drawer. 

“Jimmy?” she called, holding it up. 

He appeared in the doorway, his face immediately turning red. “Yeah?” 

“Why are my panties all messed up?, looking at him carefully. “Were you in my drawer?” 

Jimmy froze. His hands fidgeted nervously, and he avoided her gaze. Finally, he nodded. “Yeah… I was.” 

Christine raised an eyebrow, her tone sharp. “Why?” 

Jimmy hesitated, his voice barely audible. “I… I like wearing them.” 

For a moment, Christine just stared at him, processing what he’d said. Then, to Jimmy’s surprise, she shrugged. “Well, okay. But next time, ask me first. They’re not yours.” 

Jimmy blinked, unsure how to respond. “You’re… not mad?” 

Christine smirked, folding her arms. “Mad? No. But don’t think this means you can just take my stuff whenever you want.” 

She didn’t bring it up again after that, but her teasing smirk lingered in Jimmy’s mind, making him embarrassed and excited too. 

Jimmy didn’t stop. If anything, Christine’s teasing made his fantasies more intense. Whenever he had the apartment to himself, he’d put on her panties, lock the bedroom door, and grab his laptop. He’d pull up videos of dominant women humiliating submissive men, commanding them to do humiliating things. 

Wearing Christine’s panties added to his fantasizing about her dominating him—a reminder of her natural confidence and authority. Even though she didn’t know it, she was the woman he fantasized about in those moments: bossy, teasing, and totally in control. 

Jimmy knew it was risky, but he couldn’t help himself. His sessions grew longer, edging into hours of gooning. The thought of being caught terrified him, but the possibility also excited him in a way he didn’t fully understand. 

Christine started to notice other things about Jimmy. He was spending more time home alone. She even found one of her favorite pairs of panties stuffed under the bed one day. 

She didn’t say anything at first, but her curiosity grew. She began watching Jimmy more closely, wondering if there was more to him than she realized. 

Christine wasn’t angry—if anything, she found it amusing. Jimmy’s shy, nervous energy around her only confirmed what she already suspected: he was meek—and he was submissive. 

Chapter 2 

It had been a quiet afternoon. Christine had finished her classes early and decided to surprise Jimmy. She slipped into the apartment, setting her bag on the counter, and immediately noticed how silent it was. 

She walked toward their bedroom, the door was slightly ajar. The sight that greeted her stopped her in her tracks. 

Jimmy was laying on his back on the bed, propped up on pillows, completely unaware of her presence. He was slightly faceing away from her. He had his headphones on, his eyes glued to his laptop screen. Christine’s eyes flicked to the screen. A woman in thigh-high boots stood over a kneeling man, a massive black strapon jutting from her hips. She was taunting him, her voice dripping with mockery, and Christine couldn’t help but smirk as she realized what her husband had been doing. 

But the real kicker? He was wearing her favorite pink lace panties, they fit perfectly over his slender hips. His hard little dick tenting the fabric. 

Christine stepped forward, her shadow falling over him. Without warning, she tapped him sharply on the shoulder. 

“JIMMY!” she said, her voice loud and sharp. 

Jimmy jumped like he’d been electrocuted, fumbling with the laptop in a panic. His headphones yanked off his head, and his wide, terrified eyes met Christine’s amused gaze. 

“W-what are you doing home?” he stammered, scrambling to close the laptop. 

Christine crossed her arms, one eyebrow arched. “Oh, don’t stop now,” she said, her tone dripping with mockery. “What were you watching, huh? Show me.” 

“I-it’s nothing!” Jimmy stuttered, his face bright red. 

Christine stepped closer, snatching the laptop before he could stop her. She glanced at the screen, her smirk widening. “Really? ‘Nothing’? So you weren’t just watching a woman with a massive strapon pegging the hell out of some poor guy?” 

Jimmy buried his face in his hands, mortified. “Christine, I—” 

“Save it,” she interrupted, tossing the laptop onto the bed. “I don’t want excuses. I want answers. You're wearing my panties, too. Even after I told you not to.” 

Jimmy’s silence was all the confirmation she needed. Christine let out a short laugh, shaking her head. “Unbelievable. My husband—the one who’s too shy to even make eye contact with the cashier—sits here at home watching this stuff and prancing around in my underwear?” 

“I’m sorry,” Jimmy mumbled. 

“Sorry?” Christine repeated, stepping closer. “Don’t be sorry. Be honest.” She crouched down so her eyes were level with his. “Is this what you want, Jimmy? Huh? To be dominated? Humiliated?” 

Jimmy’s voice came out as a whisper. “I… I don’t know.” 

Christine stood, placing her hands on her hips. “Well, I do,” she said firmly. “Here’s how this is going to go: I’m tired of you sneaking around and lying. You want this? Fine. But it’s going to be on my terms. Total submission, or nothing at all. Got it?” 

Jimmy looked up at her, his light brown eyes wide with a mix of fear and anticipation. “What… what do you mean?” 

Christine leaned in, her voice dropping to a teasing whisper. “I mean, you’re mine now, Jimmy. No more hiding. No more sneaking. If you want to live out your little fantasies, you’ll do it as my obedient little sissy. And trust me, I’m going to enjoy every second of it.” 

Jimmy swallowed hard, his face burning with shame and excitement. “O-okay.” 

Christine smiled triumphantly. “Good. Now take those panties off. You don’t deserve them yet.” 

Jimmy obeyed, his hands trembling as he slipped off the pink lace panties. Christine snatched them from his grasp, holding them up with a smirk. “We’re going to have so much fun, Jimmy,” she said, walking out of the room with a sway in her step. 

For Jimmy, life as he knew it had just changed forever. 

 


Chapter 3


After her confrontation with Jimmy, Christine couldn’t stop thinking about what had happened. She found herself replaying the moment she caught him in her panties, watching strapon porn, and how meekly he had admitted to it all. She had always known Jimmy was a little femme, but this? This was a whole new side of him, and honestly, she wasn’t mad—she was intrigued. 

That night, after Jimmy went to bed early, too embarrassed to face her, Christine grabbed her laptop and started searching. “Dominating my husband,” she typed into the search bar, and the results that came up left her amazed. Articles, forums, and blogs all talked about Female-Led Relationships (FLR), chastity, feminization, and more. It was like opening a door to an entirely new world—a world where women like her took control and reshaped their relationships to suit their desires. 

Christine leaned back in her chair, scrolling through a blog titled “The Basics of Female-Led Relationships.” It talked about how an FLR wasn’t just about power but about balance—letting the naturally dominant partner take charge and creating a dynamic where both people thrived. She read about the benefits: a more attentive husband, deeper intimacy, and a dynamic that kept things fresh and exciting. 

But what really caught her attention were the stories about chastity. One post had a photo of a glittery plastic chastity cage and a caption: “Lock him up and take control.” Christine clicked on it, her curiosity piqued. 

As she read, she got more excited about it. Chastity wasn’t just about stopping a man from masturbating—it was about control, about taking his focus off himself and putting it entirely on his partner. She laughed quietly at the idea, imagining Jimmy squirming in frustration, unable to touch himself, completely dependent on her. 

 


Chapter 4


The next night Christine was up late again, scrolling through chastity blogs and FLR forums, her excitement growing with every new piece of information. She felt like she had stumbled onto a treasure trove of ideas for reshaping her marriage. 

This time, she had a more specific goal: finding the perfect chastity cage for Jimmy. She typed “best beginner chastity cages for submissive husbands” into the search bar, and a world of options appeared. She filtered by color, her finger pausing over the pink selection. “Pink,” she thought, her lips curling into a smirk. “That’s perfect for my little sissy.” 

She clicked through the options, her eyes lighting up at the sight of the glossy, baby pink plastic cages. They were dainty yet durable, and most importantly, they screamed sissy to her. Some came with little heart-shaped locks, while others were smooth and sleek. One product description caught her attention: 

“For the submissive man who embraces his softer side, this pink plastic chastity cage is lightweight, secure, and irresistibly cute.” 

Christine giggled. “Cute? Oh, Jimmy, this is so you,” she thought. She imagined him squirming as she snapped the cage into place, locking away his “tiny problem” and replacing it with something that matched the sissy she knew was inside him. 

Her browsing didn’t stop there. Christine discovered support belts designed to keep the cage snug and secure, ensuring no chance of slipping out. Some belts even matched the cages, coming in soft pink or black. 

“This is genius,” she whispered to herself. “No more ‘accidents’ or escape attempts for you, Jimmy.” 

She found a matching set—a glossy pink plastic cage with a built in lock and an adjustable pink belt that hugged the hips perfectly. The product photos showed it worn under both lingerie and regular clothes, ensuring comfort and invisibility. Christine added it to her cart without hesitation. 

As she checked out, she thought about the symbolism of it all: Jimmy wearing a pretty pink cage, completely at her mercy, while she held the key. It wasn’t just about control—it was about ownership, about transforming him into the devoted, submissive partner she knew he could be. 

The next morning, Christine couldn’t resist teasing Jimmy a little as they sat together eating breakfast. 

“Hey, Jimmy,” she said, her voice light but with a teasing edge. “If I told you I ordered something special for you, would you be excited or scared?” 

Jimmy looked up from his cereal, confused. “Um… I don’t know?” he said nervously. 

Christine smirked, leaning across the table. “Good. Because when it gets here, you’re going to have a whole new role in this relationship. And trust me—it’s going to look great on you.” 

Jimmy’s face turned red, and Christine couldn’t help but laugh. She was growing more comfortable in her dominance every day, and the thought of locking her husband in that pink cage made her giddy with anticipation. 

“Oh, Jimmy,” she thought to herself. “You’ll look so adorable in pink. Just wait until you see what I’ve got planned for you.” 





Chapter 5


The package arrived two days later. Christine had been tracking it obsessively, her excitement growing with every passing hour. When she heard the delivery driver drop it off, she nearly sprinted to the door, grabbing the small box and holding it like a precious gift. 

She brought it to the bedroom, unboxing the pink plastic chastity cage and the matching support belt with a sense of triumph. The cage was even cuter than she imagined, its baby pink color glossy and smooth. She snapped the pieces together, testing the lock and key, and giggled at the faint click as it locked into place. 

“Oh, Jimmy,” she murmured, holding it up and imagining how it would look on him. “You’re going to look adorable.” 

That evening, Christine didn’t wait for the perfect moment. After dinner, she stood in front of the couch where Jimmy was sitting, her hands on her hips, holding the cage and belt in one hand. 

“Jimmy,” she said, her tone sharp enough to make him sit up straight. 

“Y-yes?” he asked nervously, his eyes flicking to the pink cage in her hand. 

“It’s time,” she said, smirking. “I told you this was coming, and now it’s here. Take off your pants.” 

Jimmy hesitated, his face flushing. “Right here?” 

Christine raised an eyebrow. “Did I ask if you were comfortable? No. Pants. Off. Now.” 

Jimmy swallowed hard and obeyed, his trembling hands fumbling with his waistband as he slid his pants and boxers to the floor. Standing there in just his t-shirt, his tiny, limp dick exposed, he looked every bit the nervous, submissive husband Christine knew he was. 

"Good boy," she said, stepping closer. "Now, let's get you fitted." 

She knelt in front of him, taking her time as she slid the pink plastic cage over his little cock, carefully securing it in place. He started to get hard when Christine squeezed his little balls firmly, making him squeal as his tiny dick shrank back down. Jimmy whimpered as the plastic snugly enclosed him, his cheeks burning when Christine snapped the support belt around his hips, adjusting it to fit perfectly. 

"There," she said, standing up and dangling the key in front of him. "Locked, secured, and owned." 

Jimmy’s face was a mix of embarrassment and arousal. “Christine, this is…” 

“Shhh,” she interrupted, pressing a finger to his lips. “You don’t speak unless I say so. Got it?” 

Jimmy nodded quickly. 

“Good,” she said with a smirk. “And from now on, you’re going to call me Mommy.” 

Jimmy’s eyes widened. “M-Mommy?” 

“Yes, Mommy,” she repeated firmly, placing her hands on her hips. “You clearly can’t take care of yourself like a real man, so I’ll take care of you. And since I’m in charge, you’re going to treat me with the respect I deserve. Now say it.” 

Jimmy hesitated for a moment before whispering, “Yes, Mommy.” 

“Louder,” Christine demanded. 

“Yes, Mommy,” he said, his voice trembling. 

Christine smiled triumphantly. “That’s better. Now, there’s one more thing we need to address.” 





Chapter 6


Christine sat down on the couch and patted her lap. “Come here, Jimmy. Over my knee.” 

Jimmy froze. “What? Why?” 

Christine rolled her eyes. “Do I need to explain everything to you? This is punishment—for sneaking around, for lying to me, and for trying to hide who you really are. Now, come here.” 

Jimmy hesitated but obeyed, draping his slim body over her lap. His heart raced as he felt her hands on his bare backside, adjusting his position until he was perfectly balanced with his ass high in the air. 

“Good boy,” she murmured, running her hand over his smooth skin. “Now, Mommy’s going to teach you a lesson.” 

The first smack landed with a sharp crack, making Jimmy yelp. Christine grinned at the way he squirmed, her hand coming down again and again, each strike firm but measured. His pale ass was getting redder and showing her handprints. 

“You’re going to learn,” she said between spanks, “that Mommy is in charge now. You don’t get to touch yourself. You don’t get to hide from me. And you don’t get to misbehave. Do you understand me?” 

“Yes, Mommy!” Jimmy gasped, sobbing, his voice muffled as he buried his face in his arms. 

Christine continued, the spanking alternating between sharp smacks and soft, teasing caresses that made Jimmy shiver. By the time she was done, his backside was pink and warm, and he was trembling from head to toe. 

Christine helped him up, her smirk returning as she looked at his tear streaked, flushed face. “Good boy,” she said, pulling him into a hug. “Now, let’s see if you can behave for Mommy. If you do, maybe I’ll reward you someday. But for now, you just need to focus on being a good boy.” 

Jimmy nodded, his voice a whisper. “Yes, Mommy.” 





Chapter 7


Jimmy stood in the kitchen one evening, making Christine’s favorite pasta while she lounged on the couch, scrolling through her phone. He felt the cage pressing against him with every movement, a constant reminder of his helplessness. 

“Jimmy,” Christine called from the other room. 

“Yes, Mommy?” he replied, setting the spoon down and walking over. 

Christine smirked, looking him up and down. “You’re dripping.” 

Jimmy froze, glancing down to see a small wet spot forming on the front of his panties. His face burned with embarrassment. 

Christine burst into laughter. “Oh my God, you’re pathetic. One little word from me, and you can’t even control yourself? What a good-for-nothing sissy.” 

“I’m sorry, Mommy,” Jimmy stammered, his voice trembling. 

Christine stood, walking over to him. She pressed a finger under his chin, forcing him to look at her. “Oh, you will be. Now, get on your knees.” 

Jimmy obeyed immediately, his knees hitting the carpet as Christine sat back on the couch and spread her legs. She wasn’t wearing anything under her shorts, and the sight of her glistening pussy made Jimmy whimper. 

“Eat,” she commanded, her voice firm but playful. 

Jimmy leaned forward, his tongue tentatively exploring her folds. Christine let out a satisfied moan, tangling her fingers in his hair as she pressed him closer. 

“That’s a good little sissy,” she cooed. “This is your real purpose now, Jimmy. Pleasing me. Making me happy. But don’t think for a second you’ll get anything in return. You don’t deserve it.” 

Jimmy whimpered into her as her words stung and aroused him in equal measure. Every moan she let out made his cage tighten, his body aching for relief he knew wouldn’t come. 

After she came, Christine pushed him away with a smirk. “Clean yourself up. Dinner better not be burned.” 

“Yes, Mommy,” Jimmy whispered, wiping his face and hurrying back to the kitchen. 





Chapter 8


That night, as Jimmy lay in bed beside her, fidgeting in frustration, Christine was on her laptop, scrolling through more FLR forums and blogs. She’d seen dozens of stories of women who kept their husbands in chastity for weeks or months at a time. But one post caught her attention: 

“Permanently Locked: Why My Husband Will Never Be Free Again.” 

She clicked on it, her eyes lighting up as she read. The woman explained how keeping her husband locked indefinitely had transformed their relationship, making him more devoted, attentive, and submissive. She listed tips for managing long-term chastity, from regular cleaning to emotional reinforcement. 

Christine smirked, glancing over at Jimmy, who was curled up on his side, his caged little cock making a bulge in his panties. “Imagine what he’ll be like after a month. Or a year.” 

The idea thrilled her. She wasn’t just toying with him anymore—this was about control, about reshaping their relationship into something where she held all the power. 

By the end of the second week, Christine had made up her mind: Jimmy would stay locked. Permanently. He didn’t need access to his cock—he was hers to control, and the cage was the perfect symbol of that control. 

One night, as they lay in bed, Christine turned to him, dangling the key to his cage in front of his face. 

“You see this, sissy?” she asked. 

“Yes, Mommy,” Jimmy whispered. 

“This is your freedom. And you’re never getting it back,” she said with a wicked grin. “From now on, you’re permanently locked. No touching, no stroking, no cumming. Ever. The only thing that matters is me—and if you’re a good little sissy. 

CHAPTER 9 

It had been a week since Christine locked Jimmy in chastity, and she was loving every second of it. Watching him squirm, blush, and obey her every command made her feel more powerful than ever. That morning, as Jimmy served her breakfast wearing her pink satin panties under his shorts, Christine had another idea to push things further. 

After breakfast, she motioned for Jimmy to follow her to the bathroom. 

“Mommy needs you looking a little better, Jimmy,” she said, her tone firm yet teasing. 

“Better, Mommy?” Jimmy asked, his heart racing as he followed her inside. 

Christine turned to face him, her hands on her hips. “Yes, better. Smooth. Feminine. All this hair? It’s got to go.” 

Jimmy looked down at himself, instinctively crossing his arms over his chest. “But I don’t have much hair…” 

Christine smirked. “Exactly. You’re already halfway there, so this won’t take long. Now, strip.” 

Jimmy hesitated, his cheeks flushing. “Right here?” 

Christine raised an eyebrow, her voice sharpening. “Yes, right here. Now. Don’t make me repeat myself.” 

Jimmy quickly obeyed, removing his clothes until he was standing in just his pink cage. 

As soon as the cage was removed, Jimmy’s tiny cock sprang to life, hard and twitching with excitement, drawing a mocking laugh from Christine. “Look at that,” she sneered. “All it takes is a little freedom, and you’re already acting like a desperate, little boy.” 

Christine grabbed the shaving cream and razor from the counter and gestured toward the tub. “Get in.” 

He climbed into the tub, sitting awkwardly as Christine ran warm water and began lathering up his legs with shaving cream. She worked methodically, her movements deliberate as she shaved him smooth. 

“There we go,” she murmured, admiring her work. “You’re already looking better, Jimmy. Softer. More like the sissy you’re meant to be.” 

Jimmy whimpered, his face red with embarrassment. 

Christine moved to his chest, then his underarms, carefully removing every trace of hair. By the time she was finished, Jimmy’s body was completely smooth and gleaming under the bathroom lights. 

Christine stepped back, placing her hands on her hips as she looked him over. “Perfect,” she said with a giggle. “Now, doesn’t that feel better? You’re so much cuter this way. Feminine. Smooth. Like a proper sissy.” 

Jimmy nodded nervously. “Yes, Mommy.” 

“Good,” Christine said, tossing the razor aside. “I’m booking you a laser hair removal appointment soon. This way, we won’t have to deal with this stubble nonsense. You’re practically hairless anyway—it’ll be easy.” 

Jimmy’s eyes widened, but he didn’t dare protest. 

Christine’s gaze dropped to his still-hard cock, and she let out a derisive chuckle. “Oh, you thought that little thing staying like this was an option?” she taunted. Without warning, her hand shot out, delivering a sharp, stinging smack to his balls. Jimmy yelped, the sudden pain making him curl forward as his erection immediately wilted under her control. 

“There we go,” she said with a smirk, grabbing the pink cage and sliding it back into place. She locked it securely, giving the cage a light tap. “All locked up, nice and safe. Better get used to it—you’re not coming out again for a while.” 

Jimmy whimpered, cheeks burning, as she dangled the key in front of him before tucking it away. 

CHAPTER 10 

As they walked back into the bedroom, Christine opened her makeup bag and pulled out a tube of shimmery pink lip gloss. She held it up, smirking at Jimmy. 

“From now on, whenever you’re in the house, you’ll wear this,” she said, unscrewing the cap. 

“Lip gloss?” Jimmy asked hesitantly. 

“Yes, lip gloss,” Christine said, rolling her eyes. “And if we’re home all day alone, you’ll wear eyeliner too. No excuses. Got it?” 

“Yes, Mommy,” Jimmy whispered, lowering his head. 

“Good boy,” Christine said, stepping forward. She tilted his chin up with one finger and began applying the gloss to his lips, smooth and glossy. 

When she was finished, she stepped back to admire her work. The light pink sheen on Jimmy’s lips made him look even more feminine, his lips looked fuller and plumper. 

“There we go,” she said with a satisfied smile. “Now you look like my little sissy. And remember, this isn’t optional. Every day. Understand?” 

“Yes, Mommy,” Jimmy replied, his voice trembling with a mix of embarrassment and arousal. 

Christine leaned in, her voice dropping to a whisper. “Good. Now go clean up the kitchen—and don’t smudge that gloss. I want it to be perfect when I check later.” 

“Yes, Mommy,” Jimmy said, hurrying out of the room. 

As she watched him scurry away, Christine couldn’t help but laugh softly to herself. Jimmy’s transformation was coming along beautifully—and they were just getting started. 

Christine’s confidence as the dominant partner grew quickly. What had started as teasing and control over Jimmy’s chastity had now blossomed into a daily dynamic where her authority was unquestionable. She delighted in finding new ways to assert herself, watching Jimmy become more obedient and pliable with each passing day. 

One evening, after dinner, Christine leaned back in her chair, sipping a glass of wine as Jimmy cleared the table. She watched him move around the kitchen, the faint pink shimmer of his lip gloss catching the light, and smiled to herself. 

“Jimmy,” she called out. 

“Yes, Mommy?” he replied, turning to face her. 

Christine smirked, looking him up and down. “You’re dripping.” 

Jimmy froze, glancing down to see a small wet spot forming on the front of his panties. His face burned with embarrassment. 

Christine burst into laughter. “Oh my God, you’re pathetic. One little word from me, and you can’t even control yourself? What a good-for-nothing sissy.” 

“I’m sorry, Mommy,” Jimmy stammered, his voice trembling. 

Christine stood, walking over to him. She pressed a finger under his chin, forcing him to look at her. “Oh, you will be. Now, get on your knees.” 

Jimmy obeyed immediately, his knees hitting the carpet as Christine sat back on the couch and spread her legs. She wasn’t wearing anything under her skirt, and the sight of her glistening pussy made Jimmy whimper. 

“Eat,” she commanded, her voice firm but playful. 

Jimmy leaned forward, his tongue tentatively exploring her folds. Christine let out a satisfied moan, tangling her fingers in his hair as she pressed him closer. 

“That’s a good little sissy,” she cooed. “This is your real purpose now, Jimmy. Pleasing me. Making me happy. But don’t think for a second you’ll get anything in return. You don’t deserve it.” 

Jimmy whimpered into her as her words stung and aroused him too. Every moan she let out made his cage tighten, his body aching for relief he knew wouldn’t come. 

Christine moaned and grabbed Jimmy’s head and ground her pussy against his mouth. After she came, Christine pushed him away with a smirk. “Clean yourself up. Dinner better not be burned.” 

“Yes, Mommy,” Jimmy said, wiping his face and hurrying back to the kitchen. 

That night, as Jimmy lay in bed beside her, fidgeting in frustration, Christine was on her laptop as usual, scrolling through more FLR forums and blogs. She’d seen dozens of stories of women who kept their husbands in chastity for weeks or months at a time. But one post caught her attention: 

“Permanently Locked: Why My Husband Will Never Be Free Again.” 

She clicked on it, her eyes lighting up as she read. The woman explained how keeping her husband locked indefinitely had transformed their relationship, making him more devoted, attentive, and submissive. She listed tips for managing long-term chastity, from regular cleaning to emotional reinforcement. 

Christine smirked, glancing over at Jimmy, who was curled up on his side, his caged little cock barely making a bulge in his panties. “He’s already leaking after a week,” she thought. “Imagine what he’ll be like after a month. Or a year.” 

The idea thrilled her. She wasn’t just toying with him anymore—this was about control, about reshaping their relationship into something where she held all the power. 

CHAPTER 11 

Christine walked into the clinic with Jimmy trailing nervously behind her. She looked completely at ease, her confident stride a sharp contrast to Jimmy’s anxious fidgeting. Dr. Mitchell greeted them at the door to her private office, a bright smile spreading across her face. 

“Christine! It’s so good to see you,” she said warmly, pulling her into a quick hug. Her piercing green eyes flicked over to Jimmy, and her smile widened knowingly. “And this must be your little project.” 

“That’s right,” Christine replied, smirking as she winked at the doctor and placed a hand on Jimmy’s lower back. “Jimmy’s been doing so well in chastity, but I think it’s time to take things to the next level. I want him on hormones, soften him up a bit, give him some curves, maybe even some tits to play with.” 

Dr. Mitchell chuckled, motioning for them to follow her into the exam room. “You know, my husband’s been on hormones for a year now,” she said casually, glancing back at Jimmy. “He’s made some incredible progress. You’d barely recognize him.” 

Jimmy’s cheeks burned as they entered the room, the implications of her words sinking in. Christine had mentioned once that Dr. Mitchell and her husband had a… unique dynamic, but this was the first time he was hearing it confirmed. 

Dr. Mitchell gestured for Jimmy to sit on the exam table while she and Christine took seats nearby. “So, tell me, Jimmy,” she began, flipping through his chart. “How do you feel about all this?” 

Jimmy hesitated, glancing at Christine for reassurance. “I… I don’t know. I just want to make Mommy happy.” 

Dr. Mitchell smirked, glancing at Christine. “He calls you Mommy? That’s adorable.” 

Christine laughed softly. “Oh, he’s more than adorable, Doctor. He’s completely pathetic. Always leaking, always desperate. And now it’s time to make those fantasies a little more permanent.” 

Dr. Mitchell set the chart aside and leaned forward, resting her chin on her hand. “Well, Jimmy, before we start you on hormones, I’ll need to do a full exam. Strip down for me.” 

Jimmy froze, his eyes darting between the two women. “Everything?” 

Christine’s voice was sharp. “Now, sissy. Don’t make Mommy repeat herself.” 

With trembling hands, Jimmy began undressing, peeling off his shirt and sliding down his pants and panties until he stood naked before them, his pink chastity cage glinting under the bright lights. A bead of precum had already formed at the tip, and Dr. Mitchell’s sharp eyes didn’t miss a thing. 

“Christine,” she said with a laugh, “you weren’t kidding about the leaking. He’s a drippy little sissy.” 

Christine smirked. “That’s nothing, Doctor. Wait until you see how eager he gets when he’s really pushed.” 

Jimmy squirmed as they talked about him, his face burning as he stood there. His hands covering his tiny, caged dick. Knees and feet together like a little girl. 

“Oh, no,” Dr. Mitchell said firmly, standing and pulling on a pair of gloves with a loud snap. “Hands at your sides, sissy. I need to see everything.” 

Jimmy obeyed reluctantly, trembling as the doctor stepped closer. 

Dr. Mitchell grabbed a bottle of lube and squeezed a generous amount onto her gloved fingers. The thick gel glistened as she smeared it over one gloved hand, glancing at Christine with a smirk. “You’ve really got him trained, haven’t you?” 

Christine laughed. “Oh, you have no idea. But he’s still got a long way to go.” 

Dr. Mitchell turned back to Jimmy. “Bend over the table, sissy. Let’s see how eager you really are.” 

Jimmy hesitated, but Christine’s stern voice snapped him into action. “Now, Jimmy. Be a good boy for the doctor.” 

Jimmy bent over, gripping the edge of the table as Dr. Mitchell positioned herself behind him. She spread his cheeks with one hand, the other pressing the lubed-up finger against his tight asshole. 

“You’re going to feel some pressure,” she said mockingly. “Just relax.” 

The finger slid in slowly, and Jimmy whimpered, his body trembling. Dr. Mitchell worked methodically, sliding the finger in and out, her touch firm but teasing. 

“Look how eager he is,” she said, glancing at Christine. “He’s practically pulling me in.” 

Christine smirked. “That’s my little sissy. Always desperate for attention.” 

Dr. Mitchell added a second finger, then a third, carefully working them inside as Jimmy gasped and moaned. His cage was dripping uncontrollably now, and the women’s laughter filled the room. 

“He’s dripping all over the floor,” Dr. Mitchell said with a grin. “You weren’t kidding about the leaking.” 

Dr. Mitchell winked at Christine and said, “Watch this,” before beginning to massage Jimmy’s prostate with precise, calculated movements. Jimmy’s body tensed, his breathing growing ragged as the sensation overwhelmed him. 

“No… I… I can’t—” Jimmy whimpered, his voice trembling. 

“Oh, yes, you can,” Dr. Mitchell purred, her fingers pressing firmly. 

After a few more strokes, Jimmy cried out, his body convulsing as thick ropes of cum erupted from his caged clitty, spilling onto the exam table. Both women burst into laughter. 

“Did he just…?” Dr. Mitchell asked, pulling her fingers out and discarding her gloves. 

“He did,” Christine said, doubling over with laughter. “From a prostate exam, no less. God, you’re pathetic, Jimmy.” 

Jimmy collapsed onto the table, his face burning with humiliation as the women continued laughing. 

Dr. Mitchell patted his ass, her voice mockingly gentle. “Don’t feel bad, sissy. It just shows how well Christine’s been training you.” 

Christine leaned down, tilting Jimmy’s chin up to meet her gaze. “This is just the beginning, sissy. Hormones are next, and after that? Who knows what we’ll turn you into.” 

Jimmy nodded weakly. “Yes, Mommy,” he whispered. 

Dr. Mitchell smiled, handing Christine the prescription for the hormones. “You’ve got a lot to work with, Christine. Keep me updated on his progress—and let me know if you need any help. My husband’s already well-trained. Maybe they can compare notes someday.” 

Christine laughed, pocketing the prescription. “Oh, Doctor, I’ll definitely take you up on that.” 

As Jimmy dressed, his hands still trembling, the two women continued chatting like old friends, plotting his future as if he wasn’t even there. 

CHAPTER 12 

Christine had wasted no time filling Jimmy’s prescription for feminizing hormones. Every morning, she’d stand over him as he swallowed his daily dose, the ritual reinforcing her absolute control over his body. 

“Open your mouth,” she commanded one morning, holding the pill between her fingers. Jimmy obeyed instantly, his lips parting as she slipped it onto his tongue. “Swallow,” she added, watching closely to make sure he did. 

Once he gulped it down, she smiled triumphantly. “Good girl,” she said, ruffling his hair. “Soon, you’ll be softer, sweeter, and even more pathetic for Mommy.” 

Jimmy blushed deeply. He knew better than to protest—Christine’s dominance had only grown sharper in the weeks since they’d visited Dr. Mitchell. She had embraced her role with a confidence that left Jimmy completely at her mercy, and he was powerless to resist. 

A week later, Christine’s next “gift” for Jimmy arrived: a petite pink strapon, perfectly sized for training her sissy. She unboxed it at the dining table, her smirk growing as she held it up and examined the smooth, shiny shaft. 

“Isn’t it cute, Jimmy?” she said, dangling it in front of him as he knelt beside her chair. “Small, just like your pathetic clitty. But don’t worry—we’ll work our way up soon enough.” 

Jimmy swallowed hard, his eyes fixed on the toy. “Yes, Mommy,” he whispered. 

That evening, Christine strapped it on for the first time, adjusting the harness in front of the mirror while Jimmy watched from the bed, trembling with anticipation. The sight of her standing tall and confident, the pink shaft jutting out in front of her, made his cage ache painfully. 

“Get on your knees,” Christine ordered, snapping her fingers. 

Jimmy scrambled off the bed and dropped to his knees before her. Christine grabbed the back of his head and pushed his face toward the strapon. 

“Suck it,” she commanded. 

Jimmy hesitated for only a moment before wrapping his lips around the tip. Christine held his head firmly, watching as he slowly took more of the shaft into his mouth. 

“That’s it,” she cooed. “Good little sissy. Get it nice and wet for Mommy.” 

She made him suck it for several minutes, thrusting gently into his mouth as she mocked him. “You’re such a natural, Jimmy. Maybe one day I’ll let you graduate to the real thing.” 

Once she was satisfied, Christine guided Jimmy onto the bed, positioning him on all fours. She spread lube all over the strapon and pressed the tip against his boi pussy. 

“Relax,” she said with mock gentleness. “This is part of your training. You want to make Mommy happy, don’t you?” 

“Yes, Mommy,” Jimmy whimpered, his body trembling. 

The initial penetration was slow and deliberate, Christine savoring every gasp and whimper as she pushed the strapon deeper inside him. She began moving in steady, controlled thrusts, her grip firm on his hips as she established a rhythm. 

“Look at you,” she said, laughing softly. “Squirming, moaning—such a good little toy for Mommy.” 

Jimmy’s cage dripped uncontrollably, his mind a haze of humiliation and desperate arousal. He wanted nothing more than to please Christine, to prove his devotion in any way she demanded. 

When she was finished, Christine pulled out and grabbed his hair, yanking his head around to face her. 

“Clean it,” she ordered, holding the strapon inches from his lips. 

Jimmy obeyed without hesitation, his tongue darting out to lick the shaft clean. He bagan to suck it with entusiasm as he got into being a good girl for Christine. She watched with a satisfied smirk, running her fingers through his hair as he sucked. He was hard in his cage loving the attention and more and more of a needy slut each day. 

Christine removed the strapon and reclined on the bed, spreading her legs and motioning for Jimmy to crawl between them. 

“Now, show Mommy how grateful you are,” she said. 

Jimmy buried his face between her thighs, his tongue eagerly lapping her pussy as Christine moaned. She tangled her fingers in his hair, pulling hard and guiding his movements and pulling when she wanted more. 

“That’s it,” she murmured. “Good little sissy. Keep going—Mommy deserves this.” 

She made him stay there until her body shuddered, gripping his hair tightly as she rode out her climax. When she was done, she pushed his head away and smirked down at him. 

“You’re getting better,” she said, her tone teasing. “Maybe one day I’ll actually be proud of you.” 

Jimmy nodded, his face flushed and coated in her juice. “Thank you, Mommy.” 

Christine laughed softly, reaching over to pat his caged clitty. “Don’t thank me yet, sissy. Tomorrow, we start again—I have more plans for you.” 

Jimmy’s eyes widened, but he knew better than to argue. “Yes, Mommy,” he whispered. 

Christine leaned back with a satisfied sigh, already planning how to push him further. Jimmy’s desperation to please her had become the foundation of their dynamic, and she intended to make the most of it. 

Chapter 13 

Jimmy didn’t know but Christine had been spending her evenings chatting online with dominant Black men, learning more about the cuckolding lifestyle and exploring her fantasies of bringing a real bull into their dynamic. Her confidence had grown immensely, and she felt ready to take the next step—not just for herself, but to further train Jimmy and add to his humiliation. 

One black man, Marcus, had quickly caught her attention. Tall, muscular, and radiating dominance, Marcus was everything Jimmy wasn’t. He was confident, assertive, and knew exactly how to take control. After weeks of chatting, Christine decided it was time to meet him—and to introduce him into their lives. 

Jimmy had no idea what Christine was planning. As far as he knew, his days were focused solely on pleasing Mommy. Christine had recently upgraded her strapon, replacing the petite pink toy with a larger, medium-sized one. 

She made a show of unboxing it in front of Jimmy, holding it up with a mischievous smile. “Look at this, sissy,” she said, running her fingers along the smooth shaft. “Mommy needed something bigger. The little one just wasn’t enough anymore.” 

Jimmy’s eyes widened as she strapped it on, the larger size intimidating him. “Mommy… I don’t know if I can—” 

“Of course you can,” Christine snapped. “You’ll take whatever I give you, sissy. Now, get on your knees and show me how grateful you are.” 

Jimmy obediently knelt, taking the larger strapon into his mouth as Christine guided his head with a firm hand. She thrust gently, watching as he gagged slightly, tears forming in his eyes. 

“That’s it,” she cooed. “Good little sissy. You’re going to get used to this—because soon, you’ll have to handle something much bigger.” 

Jimmy blinked up at her, confused but too afraid to question her words. 

A few days later, Christine dropped the bombshell. It was after dinner, and Jimmy was kneeling at her feet, licking the strapon clean after another intense session. Christine leaned back in her chair, casually swirling a glass of wine as she spoke. 

“I’ve been talking to someone,” she said, her tone light but deliberate. “His name is Marcus. He’s going to be joining us.” 

Jimmy froze, his tongue hovering over the shaft of the strapon. “J-joining us?” he stammered. 

Christine smirked, setting her glass down and leaning forward to stroke his cheek. “That’s right, sissy. Marcus is my black bull. He’s everything you’re not—strong, confident, and capable of pleasing me in ways you never could. He has an eight inch long black cock. You’ll meet him this weekend.” 

Jimmy’s heart raced, a mix of fear and arousal coursing through him. “But, Mommy… I—” 

“Shhh,” Christine interrupted, pressing a finger to his lips. “This isn’t about you, sissy. It’s about me. Marcus is here to give me what I deserve. Your job is to obey, to watch, and to serve.” 

In preparation for Marcus’s arrival, Christine intensified Jimmy’s training. She began incorporating poppers into their sessions, handing him a small bottle as she prepared the medium strapon. 

“Sniff this,” she ordered, holding the bottle under his nose. 

Jimmy hesitated, but Christine’s sharp glare left no room for argument. He inhaled deeply, his head spinning as a wave of warmth and relaxation washed over him. 

“Good boy,” Christine said, smirking as she lubed up the strapon. “Now, let’s see how much more you can take.” 

The poppers made everything feel hazy and surreal. As Christine worked the larger strapon into him, Jimmy found himself moaning softly, his body trembling as the dildo filled him up. Christine laughed, grabbing his hair and pulling his head back to look at her. 

“See? You’re getting better, sissy. Soon, you’ll be ready for the real thing.” 

Jimmy whimpered, his mind too clouded to fully grasp her words. 

CHAPTER 14 

The weekend came, and Marcus arrived at their home for the first time. Jimmy opened the door nervously, his cheeks flushing as he looked up at the tall, imposing black man. Jimmy was naked except for a pair of pink panties and his chastity cage as usual. Marcus exuded dominance, his broad shoulders and confident smirk making Jimmy feel even smaller than usual. 

“Hey, little sissy,” Marcus said, brushing past him without waiting for an invitation. 

Christine appeared a moment later, her face lighting up as she greeted Marcus with a kiss. Jimmy stood awkwardly in the corner, unsure of what to do. 

“Come here, sissy,” Christine called, snapping her fingers. 

Jimmy hurried to her side, kneeling instinctively. Christine rested a hand on his head, smirking down at him. “Marcus, this is Jimmy. My pathetic little sissy.” 

Marcus chuckled, looking Jimmy up and down. “Damn, Christine, you weren’t kidding. He really is tiny.” 

Christine laughed, pulling Marcus toward the couch. “You have no idea. But don’t worry—he’s eager to serve.” 

She turned to Jimmy, her voice sharp. “Get us some drinks. And make it quick.” 

Jimmy scrambled to obey, his hands shaking as he poured wine for Christine and whiskey for Marcus. When he returned, Christine motioned for him to get on all fours in front of her. She placed her feet on his back, sipping her wine. 

“This is how it’s going to be from now on, sissy,” she said, her tone dripping with authority. “Marcus is in charge here, too. You’ll show him the same respect you show me. Understand?” 

“Yes, Mommy,” Jimmy whispered, his voice trembling. 

Christine smiled at Marcus, clinking her glass against his. “Welcome to the family.” 

As the evening went on, Christine’s dominance only grew. She made Jimmy kneel and watch as she kissed and teased Marcus, her laughter filling the room as she ignored her sissy’s growing humiliation. 

“Don’t worry, Jimmy,” she said, glancing at him over her shoulder. “You’ll get to play your part soon enough. For now, just watch and learn.” 

Marcus smirked, leaning back as Christine climbed onto his lap. Jimmy’s cage ached, his desperation mounting as he realized just how much his life had changed. 

Later in the evening, Christine stood in the bedroom, adjusting the straps of her harness as Jimmy knelt before her, trembling with anticipation. She held the medium strapon in one hand, the poppers in the other, her smirk growing as she watched him squirm. 

“Open,” she ordered, holding the bottle under his nose. 

Jimmy obeyed, inhaling deeply as the poppers sent a wave of warmth and dizziness through his body. Christine tapped the strapon against his lips, guiding it into his mouth as he struggled to adjust to its size. 

“Deeper,” she commanded, gripping the back of his head. 

Jimmy gagged, his lips stretching around the shaft as Christine pushed further. “You’re going to learn how to take it all, sissy,” she said with a laugh. “Marcus is watching, and I expect you to make Mommy proud.” 

Marcus leaned against the doorframe, as he watched them. His eyes glinted with amusement as Christine worked the strapon deeper into Jimmy’s throat, pulling it out occasionally to let him gasp for air before thrusting back in. 

“Look at him drooling all over himself,” Marcus said, laughing. “Pathetic little thing.” 

Christine smirked, holding the strapon still as Jimmy gagged and coughed around it. “He’s getting better,” she replied. “But he still needs a lot of work. Why don’t you show him how it’s done?” 

She unstrapped the harness and tossed it aside with a grin. “Gladly.” 

Marcus stepped forward, unzipping his pants and pulling out his thick, erect cock. Jimmy’s eyes widened as he stared at its size, his caged clitty throbbing as Christine’s laughter filled the room. 

“Don’t just sit there, sissy,” she snapped. “Show Marcus what you’ve learned.” 

Jimmy hesitated, but Christine grabbed his hair, forcing him closer. “Go on,” she said. “Open wide.” 

Jimmy’s lips trembled as he wrapped them around Marcus’s cock, his mouth stretching to accommodate the girth. Christine grabbed the poppers again, holding them under his nose to relax him further. She knew from her reading that it would relax Jimmy’s throat too. 

“That’s it,” she cooed, stroking his hair. “Take it all, sissy. Be a good little toy for Marcus.” 

Marcus groaned as Jimmy struggled to take him deeper, his hands gripping the sissy’s head to guide him. “Damn, Christine,” he said with a smirk. “You’ve been training him well. He’s eager.” 

Christine laughed, kneeling beside them to whisper in Jimmy’s ear. “Don’t disappoint me, sissy. You know what happens if you do.” 

Jimmy whimpered around Marcus’s cock, his throat constricting as the bull thrust deeper, using his mouth like a pussy. Drool spilled from the corners of his lips, dripping down his chin and onto his flat bare chest as Marcus groaned in pleasure. 

“Good boy,” Marcus said, gripping Jimmy’s hair tightly. “You’re gonna make a perfect little throat toy.” 

Christine reached down, pinching Jimmy’s nipples and squeezing Jimmy’s liitle balls. “You hear that, sissy? Marcus likes you. Maybe if you’re lucky, he’ll let you lick up his cum.” 

Marcus’s thrusts grew rougher, his cock sliding in and out of Jimmy’s throat with ease. Drool spurted from Jimmys mouth as Marcus throat fucked him. Christine watched with a satisfied smirk, her hand resting on Jimmy’s head as she guided him. 

“Almost there, sissy,” she said softly. “Be ready to swallow every drop.” 

With a final groan, Marcus erupted, thick ropes of cum spilling into Jimmy’s mouth. As He was cumming Marcus growled “don’t swallow yet bitch.” Jimmy held the cum in his mouth, his body trembling as Christine stroked his hair. 

“Don’t spill a single drop,” she warned, tilting his head up to meet her gaze. “Show me.” 

Jimmy opened his mouth, Marcus’s big load was pooled in his mouth and glistening on his tongue. Christine smiled, leaning in to kiss his forehead. “Good girl. Now swallow and then lick Daddys cock clean.” 

Jimmy obeyed, swallowing the cum, his tongue darting out to lick Marcus' thick black cock clean as the bull chuckled. “You’ve got yourself a good little sissy here, Christine,” Marcus said. 

Christine smirked. “He’s getting there. But this is just the beginning.” 

She turned to Jimmy, her voice sharp. “You’re mine, sissy. And from now on, you’ll do whatever Marcus wants, too. Do you understand?” 

“Yes, Mommy,” Jimmy whispered, his voice trembling with humiliation and submission. 

“Good,” Christine said, standing tall. “Now crawl to the bathroom and clean yourself up. You’re a mess.” 

Jimmy obeyed, crawling away on shaky limbs as Marcus and Christine shared a laugh, already planning the next steps in his training. 

CHAPTER 15 

Christine had discovered just how far she could push Jimmy, and it thrilled her to no end. The poppers had become a regular part of their sessions, making him pliable, eager, and helplessly obedient. But her latest acquisition—a massive strapon with a doggy knot as wide as her closed fist—had taken things to a whole new level. 

“You’re going to take it, sissy,” Christine said one evening as she stood over him, adjusting her new custom leather harness around her hips. “No excuses. No hesitation. Mommy’s proud of how much you’ve learned, and now it’s time to push those limits.” 

Jimmy knelt before her on the bedroom floor, his body trembling as he stared at the intimidating new knotted dildo. It glistened with lube, the sheer size making him pant he was so nervous and needy at the same time. 

“Mommy…” he whispered, his voice shaking. 

“Quiet,” Christine snapped, holding the bottle of poppers under his nose. “Breathe deep, sissy. You’re going to need it.” 

Jimmy obeyed, the familiar warmth and dizziness flooding his senses as Christine grabbed his hips and guided him onto the bed. She positioned him on all fours, spreading his cheeks with one hand as she pressed the tip of the huge dildo against his hungry hole. 

“Relax,” she commanded, smirking as he whimpered beneath her. “This is going to stretch you like nothing else, but you’ll take it for Mommy, won’t you?” 

“Yes, Mommy,” Jimmy whimpered, his body trembling but desperate to serve. 

Christine pushed forward slowly, her hips rocking as she worked the dildo into him inch by inch. Jimmy gasped, his caged clitty dripping uncontrollably as the pressure mounted. 

“That’s it,” Christine murmured, her voice low and teasing. “You’re such a good little sissy. Look how much you can take. Soon, I’ll have you stretched wider than you ever thought possible.” 

When the knot finally popped inside, Jimmy cried out, his body shaking from the overwhelming sensation. Christine paused for a moment, her hands resting on his hips as she admired her work. 

“See?” she said, laughing softly. “You took it. I knew you could.” 

Jimmy whimpered, his face buried in the sheets, his breaths coming in ragged gasps. 

“Aww, poor baby,” Christine cooed mockingly, her nails digging into his hips. “Does it feel too big for you? Or are you just so desperate you don’t know what to do with yourself?” 

Before he could respond, she began pulling the knot back out, painfully slow, savoring the way Jimmy moaned and squirmed beneath her. His body tensed, every nerve alive with sensation. When the knot was almost free, she thrust it back in hard, drawing a sharp, high-pitched squeal from him. 

“That’s right,” Christine said, her tone dripping with amusement. “I could do this all night.” 

Jimmy’s only response was a choked moan, his fingers gripping the sheets tightly as Christine picked up her pace, working the knot in and out of him with rhythmic precision. 

“You’re such a mess,” she teased, her voice laced with mockery. “Look at you, taking it like the pathetic little thing you are. You should thank me for making you feel this good.” 

Jimmy stammered, barely coherent through his gasps. “Th-thank you, Christine. Thank you…” 

She laughed, her voice ringing out triumphantly. “Good boy. Keep begging if you want me to stop—or maybe I’ll just keep going until you can’t even think anymore.” 

After a few more relentless minutes, Jimmy’s body shuddered violently as he reached a sissygasm, spurting his cum all over the bed. Christine pulled the knot out with a wet pop and stood back, her hands on her hips as she surveyed the mess. 

“Look at this,” she said, shaking her head. “You’re disgusting. You made a mess, so now you’re going to clean it up.” 

Jimmy hesitated, still trembling, but Christine’s sharp voice cut through his daze. “Now. On your knees. Lick it up, every drop.” 

Blushing furiously, Jimmy obeyed, his tongue darting out to lap up the sticky mess from the sheets as Christine watched with a smirk. 

When he was done, she held up the doggy dildo, its surface still slick with ass juice. “This too,” she commanded, dangling it in front of him. “Suck it clean like the good little bitch you are.” 

Jimmy’s eyes widened, but he didn’t dare protest. He took the dildo in his mouth, sucking and cleaning it obediently as Christine chuckled. 

“See?” she said, leaning back with a satisfied sigh. “You’re finally learning your place.” 

After she finished with Jimmy, Christine unstrapped harness and tossed it onto the floor. “Stay right there, sissy,” she said, patting his reddened cheeks. “I have something else to take care of.” 

Jimmy stayed on all fours as Christine left the room, returning moments later with Marcus in tow. His imposing frame filled the doorway, and he smirked as he looked down at Jimmy’s trembling body. 

“Good boy,” Marcus said, running a hand over Jimmy’s head. “You’re keeping him in line, Christine.” 

“Oh, he’s learning,” Christine replied, pulling Marcus toward the bed. “But this isn’t about him. This is about what I deserve.” 

She pushed Marcus onto the mattress, crawling on top of him as Jimmy knelt helplessly on the floor, forced to watch. Christine kissed Marcus deeply, her hands roaming over his chest before sliding down to his cock. 

Jimmy’s heart sank as Christine wrapped her lips around Marcus, taking him into her mouth without hesitation. It was a level of enthusiasm she had never shown Jimmy, and the realization made his cage ache painfully. 

“She never did that for me,” he thought, his face burning with humiliation. 

Christine worked her mouth up and down Marcus’s length, moaning softly as she pleased him. When she finally pulled away, she smirked over her shoulder at Jimmy. 

“See, sissy?” she said, her voice dripping with mockery. “This is what a real man deserves. Watch closely—you might learn something.” 

She climbed onto Marcus’s lap, guiding him inside her with a soft gasp. Her hips moved with practiced ease as she rode him, her moans filling the room as Marcus gripped her waist and thrust upward. 

Jimmy whimpered, his cage dripping uncontrollably as he watched Christine give Marcus everything she had denied him. When she leaned forward, whispering something into Marcus’s ear, he grinned and flipped her onto her stomach, spreading her cheeks as he positioned himself behind her. 

Christine looked back at Jimmy, a wicked smile on her face. “You’re about to see something special, sissy,” she said. 

Jimmy’s eyes widened as Marcus pressed into Christine’s ass, her gasp turning into a low moan as he filled her completely. 

“She’s letting him fuck her ass,” Jimmy thought, his humiliation reaching new heights. 

Marcus took his time, thrusting into her steadily as Christine clutched the sheets and moaned with pleasure. Her cries grew louder, her body trembling as Marcus drove her to the edge. 

When he finished, Marcus pulled out and leaned back, his cock glistening. Christine turned to Jimmy, her smirk returning. “Come here, sissy,” she said, snapping her fingers. 

Jimmy crawled to the bed, his face burning as Christine grabbed his hair and guided him forward. “Clean him up,” she ordered. 

Jimmy obeyed, his tongue darting out to lick Marcus clean as both of them watched with satisfied smirks. Just as Jimmy finished, Christine pulled him back by the hair and turned her body, her tone sharp. 

“Not so fast,” she said, arching her back slightly to expose her slick, glistening ass. “You’re not done yet. Come lick me clean too.” 

Jimmy’s stomach churned, but he didn’t hesitate. He leaned in, his cheeks flushed with shame as his tongue slid across her, collecting the mixture of cum and her juices. Christine let out a low, mocking laugh, her hand keeping a firm grip on his hair as he worked. 

“That’s it,” she purred. “Be thorough. I want it spotless.” 

Marcus chuckled from the side, lighting a cigarette. “You’ve really got him trained, haven’t you?” 

Christine smirked, tilting her head back in satisfaction. “Of course. He’s good for something, after all.” 

When he was done, Christine patted his head and pushed him back onto the floor. “You’re getting better, sissy,” she said. “But remember: Marcus is in charge now, too. You’ll serve him just like you serve me. No questions, no hesitation.” 

“Yes, Mommy,” Jimmy whispered, his voice trembling. 

Christine leaned down, her expression softening for a moment. “Good boy,” she said, ruffling his hair. “Now go clean yourself up. I’ll call you when I need you again.” 

Jimmy crawled away, his body sore and his mind reeling as Christine and Marcus shared a laugh behind him. This was his life now—completely controlled, completely humiliated, and completely theirs. 

CHAPTER 16 

Christine’s confidence and dominance had grown to unshakable levels. Marcus wasn’t just a guest in their dynamic anymore—he was a permanent fixture. Christine loved spending time with him, whether they were at home or out on their regular dates, which had quickly become part of Jimmy’s new reality. 

“Marcus and I are going out tonight,” Christine announced one evening as she adjusted her makeup in the mirror. She wore a sleek black dress that hugged her curves perfectly, her neckline plunging and exposing half of her small but firm and perky tits. She knew the effect it would have on Marcus—and on Jimmy. 

Jimmy knelt at her feet, his pink cage tight as he watched her apply a glossy red lipstick. “Yes, Mommy,” he whispered, his voice trembling. 

Christine smirked at him through the mirror. “While we’re gone, I want you to ride the new toy I got you.” 

She pointed to the bed, where the massive dildo sat waiting. It was jet black, veiny, and impossibly thick—easily the largest one yet. The sheer size made Jimmy’s stomach drop, but he knew better than to argue. Being in permanent chastity just the thought of doing as he was told made his clitty ache and leak. 

Christine picked up her phone and snapped a picture of him, kneeling helplessly beside the bed. “And don’t forget,” she added, her tone dripping with mockery. “I want videos of you using it. I want to see how desperate my little sissy gets while I’m out having fun with a real man.” 

Jimmy swallowed hard. “Yes, Mommy.” 

After they left, Jimmy got the dildo and took it to the spare room, his heart pounding as he stared at the massive toy. It gleamed,as he squirted lube over it and spread it around with his small soft hands. 

Christine’s instructions had been explicit: he was to edge himself over and over, riding the dildo and watching the extreme BNWO porn she had queued up on the home office PC. The wide screen showed the hypno videos in the highest resolution. The videos were far more intense than anything she had allowed him to watch before—Black men towering over submissive, feminized white men, humiliating them, using them. 

The sound of the dominant voices filled the room as Jimmy lubed up the toy, the harsh words cutting deep into his psyche: 

●       “You’re nothing but a pathetic little white boy.” 

●       “Your only purpose is to submit to black men.” 

●       “You were born to be a sissy.” 

Jimmy straddled the toy, and moaned as the thick head pressed against his boi pussy. It stretched him wider than he ever had been, the pain blending into an overwhelming sensation as he worked it deeper. 

Christine’s text came in just as he sank halfway down: “Think you can take it all, sissy? I want proof. Send me a video.” 

Jimmy grabbed his phone with trembling hands, positioning it to capture himself riding the toy. His moans filled the air as he inched further down, the sheer girth forcing him to pause every few seconds to adjust. 

Christine sent another text moments later, a photo of her and Marcus at dinner. She was laughing, his hand resting on her thigh as she smirked at the camera. The caption read: “Look at us, sissy. Don’t you wish you could join us? Too bad. Keep riding that toy—it’s the only thing you deserve.” 

Jimmy’s body trembled as he followed her orders, grinding on the massive dildo as the degrading words from the video washed over him. His cage ached unbearably, his frustration mounting with every passing second. His caged clitty leaked uncontrollably as he rode the huge black dildo and watched the sissy hypno videos over and over. 

Hours later, Jimmy was still in the bedroom when he heard the front door open. Christine’s laughter echoed through the house, followed by Marcus’s deep voice. Jimmy quickly pulled himself off the toy and scrambled to kneel in the living room. His ass was sore from hours of grinding on the dildo. 

Christine walked in first, her dress slightly rumpled and her lipstick smudged. Marcus followed close behind, his shirt unbuttoned at the collar. 

“Well, well,” Christine said, spotting Jimmy on the floor. “Look who’s waiting for us like a good little sissy.” 

Marcus smirked, running a hand through his hair. “Did you do what Mommy told you, boy?” 

“Yes, Sir,” Jimmy whispered, his head bowed. 

Christine walked over to him, tilting his chin up with her finger. “Good. Because now, you have a new job.” 

She turned to Marcus, her smirk growing. “Why don’t you show him what we’ve been up to?” 

Marcus chuckled, unzipping his pants and pulling out his cock. Jimmy’s eyes widened as he smelled Christines Pussy on Marcus cock. Christine leaned back against the couch, watching with a satisfied smile as Marcus stepped closer. 

“Clean him up, sissy,” Christine ordered, her voice firm. 

Jimmy hesitated for only a moment before leaning forward, his tongue darting out to lick Marcus clean. The taste of Christine was unmistakable, and the realization made his humiliation complete. Jimmy’s little cockette was straining against his chastity cage. 

As he worked, Christine picked up her phone and began filming. “Look at you,” she said, laughing softly. “Cleaning up after a real man. This is exactly where you belong, sissy.” 

When Marcus was satisfied, he stepped back, leaving Jimmy kneeling on the floor, his fchin coated in drool. Christine crouched down beside him, her tone soft but mocking. 

“You’re such a good little sissy,” she said, stroking his cheek. “But that’s all for you tonight” 

“Yes, Mommy,” Jimmy whispered, his voice trembling. He was so needy and frustrated he would do anything. 

Christine stood, placing a hand on Marcus’s shoulder as they walked toward the bedroom. “Goodnight, sissy,” she called over her shoulder. “Make sure the living room is spotless before you go to bed. And get a good nights sleep. We'll be using you tomorrow.” 

Jimmy watched as they disappeared down the hallway, his cage throbbing painfully as their laughter echoed through the house. 

CHAPTER 17 

Christine stood in the living room, her arms crossed, with Marcus seated comfortably on the couch. Jimmy knelt on the floor, his face flushed as Christine circled him, her smirk growing with every step. 

“You’ve come a long way,” Christine said, her tone dripping with mockery. “But ‘Jimmy’ doesn’t suit you anymore. You’re not a man—not even close. From now on, your name is Lola.” 

Jimmy’s face burned at the sound of it. “L-Lola, Mommy?” he stammered, his voice trembling. 

“Yes,” Christine said firmly. “Lola. Soft, girly, and pathetic—just like you.” 

Marcus chuckled, setting his drink down. “I like it, Christine. It’s perfect for him. Don’t you think so, Lola?” 

Jimmy lowered his gaze to the floor. “Yes, Daddy,” he whispered, the words falling from his lips like a plea. 

Christine clapped her hands, her smile widening. “Good girl. Now, Lola, we’re going to see Dr. Mitchell tomorrow. I think it’s time we show her just how far you’ve come—and how much more you can take.” 

The next day, Christine and Marcus strode confidently into Dr. Mitchell’s office, with Lola trailing behind them, his head bowed in submission. The doctor greeted them warmly, her sharp green eyes scanning the trio before focusing on Lola. 

“Well, well,” she said, her lips curling into a smile. “It looks like our little sissy has had quite the transformation. And who’s this?” 

Marcus stepped forward, shaking her hand. “I’m Marcus, but Lola here calls me Daddy,” he said with a smirk. 

Dr. Mitchell laughed softly, turning her attention to Christine. “You’ve done wonders with him. What can I help with today?” 

Christine’s smile grew wicked. “Fisting,” she said simply. “I want you to show us how to take him to the next level.” 

Dr. Mitchell grabbed a pair of gloves from the counter, the sharp snap of latex making Lola’s stomach twist in anticipation. She squeezed a big glob of lube onto her hand, spreading it over her fingers as she spoke. 

“Alright, Lola,” she said, her tone cool and clinical. “Strip and get on the table. All fours. Let’s see what Mommy and Daddy have been training you for.” 

Lola stripped and scrambled onto the exam table, his body trembling as Dr. Mitchell approached. She spread his cheeks with one hand, pressing two slick fingers inside with ease. 

“He’s stretched well,” Dr. Mitchell remarked, glancing at Christine and Marcus. “But there’s plenty of room for improvement.” 

Christine smirked, leaning against the counter. “That’s why we’re here. Show us everything.” 

Dr. Mitchell nodded, sliding in a third finger, then a fourth. Lola whimpered, his cage dripping uncontrollably as the pressure mounted. 

“Look at him,” Marcus said, chuckling as he watched Lola squirm. “He’s so desperate for it.” 

Dr. Mitchell smirked and glanced at Christine. “Give him some poppers,” she said casually, her tone authoritative. “Let’s see how much more he can take when he’s nice and relaxed.” 

Christine grinned, retrieving a small bottle from the drawer beside her. She unscrewed the cap and held it under Lola’s nose. “Sniff, sissy,” she commanded, tilting his head slightly to ensure he inhaled deeply. 

Dr. Mitchell added more lube, her voice dripping with mockery. “Oh, I’ve seen this before. My own sissy begs for it now. They can’t help themselves—it’s like they’re addicted to the humiliation.” 

Christine laughed. “Lola’s the same way. The more we push him, the more eager he gets.” 

Lola moaned softly as Dr. Mitchell worked her entire hand inside, the sensation overwhelming him. She paused for a moment, looking over at Marcus with a smirk. “Watch this.” 

She began massaging Lola’s prostate with rhythmic, calculated movements, her gloved hand sliding in and out as she expertly manipulated his most sensitive spot. Lola’s body convulsed, his moans growing louder as the pleasure built to an unbearable level. 

“Look at him,” Christine said, laughing as Lola’s face flushed with desperation. “He’s going to lose it.” 

With one final thrust, Lola cried out, his body trembling as thick ropes of cum erupted from his caged clitty, spilling onto the table. 

Both women burst into laughter. 

“He came from just that?” Marcus said, shaking his head. “Damn, Christine, you’ve got him trained well.” 

But Dr. Mitchell wasn’t done. She leaned back slightly, her smirk widening as she removed her hand, only to curl it into a tight fist. 

“Let’s see how much more he can take,” she said, her voice dripping with wicked amusement. 

Christine raised an eyebrow, intrigued. “Oh, this I have to see.” 

Dr. Mitchell began to punch her fist into Lola’s loose, stretched ass, each thrust drawing a loud, guttural moan from him as his body rocked against the table. “There we go,” she murmured, her movements unrelenting. “Nice and open, just the way we like it.” 

Lola’s cries filled the room, his trembling frame completely at their mercy as Dr. Mitchell’s fist worked in and out, the sound of wet, sloppy fist fucking filling the room. Christine leaned back, sipping her wine as she watched with a smirk. 

“Good little toy,” she said, her tone mocking. “You’re making us proud.” 

Marcus chuckled, lighting a cigarette. “He might just break at this rate.” 

Dr. Mitchell laughed, delivering another deep punch before pulling her fist out fast. “Oh, he’ll take it,” she said confidently. “They always do.” 

She stepped back to admire her work, a satisfied smirk on her face. Lola’s ass remained stretched wide, gaping obscenely, and trembling from the relentless abuse. 

“Look at that,” Christine said with a mocking laugh, leaning in for a closer look. “Completely ruined. I don’t think it’s ever going back to normal.” 

Dr. Mitchell chuckled, peeling off her gloves. “Good. That’s exactly the point.” 

Dr. Mitchell discarded the gloves with a smirk. “It doesn’t take much for a sissy like this. They’re just so eager to please.” 

Christine stepped forward, grabbing Lola’s chin and tilting his face up to meet her gaze. “You’re pathetic, Lola,” she said, her voice sharp. “But you’re mine. And you’re going to keep getting better.” 

“Yes, Mommy,” Lola whispered, his voice trembling. 

CHAPTER 18 

Christine had decided it was time to take Lola’s feminization to the next level. After monthss of planning and discussions with Marcus, she booked a trip to a renowned clinic in Thailand, known for its expertise in sissy transformations. The facility was discreet yet highly professional, catering specifically to clients seeking body modifications to match their submissive roles. 

Lola’s flight was filled with nervous anticipation. Christine had spent the entire journey reminding her of what awaited: breast implants, nipple enhancements, and a perfectly feminized body. “You’re going to look so beautiful,” Christine cooed, resting a hand on Lola’s thigh. “Mommy can’t wait to see you with those big, round tits bouncing in your lingerie.” 

“Yes, Mommy,” Lola whispered, her voice trembling. 

Marcus chuckled from across the aisle, his deep voice cutting through Lola’s haze of fear and arousal. “You’re going to be unrecognizable, Lola. And you’ll thank us for every second of it.” 

The clinic staff greeted them with professional smiles, their demeanor calm and practiced. They didn’t bat an eye at the sight of Lola shuffling nervously behind Christine and Marcus, her chastity cage under her pink lace panties and a massive butt plug stuffed in her ass. 

Dr. Yuthika, the lead surgeon, reviewed the procedures with Christine and Marcus while Lola knelt silently by their side. “We’ll begin with the breast implants,” the doctor explained in her lightly accented English. “I recommend high-profile round implants—perky and obviously fake, as you’ve requested. How large are we thinking?” 

Christine grinned. “I want her to turn heads. Something bold—let’s go with 800cc.” 

Dr. Yuthika nodded approvingly. “Excellent choice. We’ll also enhance the nipples, making them longer and thicker for a more… noticeable effect.” 

Marcus chuckled. “Perfect. She’s going to be irresistible.” 

Christine stroked Lola’s hair. “You hear that, Lola? You’re going to be stunning. Isn’t that exciting?” 

“Yes, Mommy,” Lola whispered, her voice barely audible. 

After the consultation, Lola was taken to her private room to prepare for surgery. One of the nurses, a striking woman named Nurse Ananya, took a particular interest in her. 

“You’re a lucky girl,” Nurse Ananya said with a smirk as she helped Lola undress. “Not everyone gets to look so beautiful.” 

Lola blushed deeply as Nurse Ananya removed the massive butt plug, her movements efficient yet teasing. “We’ll keep you nice and stretched after surgery,” she said, patting Lola’s reddened cheeks. 

After the surgery, Nurse Ananya personally ensured Lola’s chastity cage was securely locked back into place, her gloved hands moving with practiced ease. She inserted a urethral catheter into Lola’s caged clitty, ensuring it remained completely useless during the healing process. 

“Your Mommy must be very proud of you,” Nurse Ananya teased, stroking Lola’s cheek. “She’s making sure you’ll never forget your place.” 

The surgery was a complete success. When Lola woke, her chest was wrapped in bandages, but the weight of her new implants was impossible to ignore. Nurse Ananya smiled down at her, holding up a mirror. 

“See how beautiful you’re going to be?” she said softly. “Those breasts will be perfect—big, round, and so perky.” 

As the bandages came off days later, Christine’s face lit up with delight. The implants were flawless—800cc round orbs that sat high on Lola’s chest, perfectly fake and unmissable. Her nipples, now longer and thicker, stood proudly, accentuating the exaggerated femininity of her new figure. 

Christine clapped her hands in excitement. “Oh, Lola, you’re stunning! I can’t wait to dress you up.” 

Marcus smirked, running a hand over Lola’s chest. “She’s turning into quite the doll, Christine. You’ve outdone yourself.” 

CHAPTER 19 

Back home, Christine wasted no time dressing Lola in her new lingerie collection. She pulled a lacy pink bra over Lola’s new breasts, the cups barely able to contain the exaggerated implants. A matching thong completed the look, the fabric clinging to her softening body. A newer and smaller nano cage now contained Lola’s pathetic little white clitty. 

“Look at you,” Christine said, spinning Lola around to admire her in the mirror. “So girly, so perfect. You were meant for this, Lola.” 

Marcus entered the room, his eyes scanning Lola’s transformed figure. “She looks incredible,” he said, his voice dripping with approval. 

Christine smirked, pushing Lola toward him. “Show Daddy how grateful you are, Lola. Let him know you appreciate everything we’ve done for you.” 

Lola dropped to her knees, her new breasts bouncing slightly as she knelt. “Thank you, Daddy,” she whispered, her voice trembling. 

Marcus laughed, stroking her hair. “Good girl. You’re just getting started, Lola. There’s so much more to come.” 

Lola’s transformation had changed her life completely. College was a distant memory; her days were now consumed by serving Christine and Marcus, fulfilling their every whim, and maintaining her feminized appearance. To contribute financially, Christine had Lola start performing live shows online, catering to an eager audience of sissy enthusiasts and admirers of her exaggerated femininity. 

Christine managed every aspect of Lola’s online presence. “You’ll show them exactly what Mommy wants,” she instructed, adjusting Lola’s pink lingerie before each stream. Her massive, round implants strained against the sheer material, and her makeup was applied flawlessly, creating the perfect image of a submissive sissy doll. 

“Say thank you to everyone who tips, Lola,” Christine instructed as she monitored the chat. “And don’t forget to call them Sir or Daddy. Show them your appreciation.” 

“Yes, Mommy,” Lola replied, her voice high-pitched and sweet, a result of constant training. She obeyed without hesitation, performing exactly as Christine directed, knowing there would be consequences if she didn’t meet expectations. 

When Lola wasn’t performing online, her days revolved around her submission to Christine and Marcus. Christine insisted that Lola wear a massive butt plug daily, the oversized toy stretching her as part of her ongoing training. “You’re going to stay nice and open, Lola,” Christine said one morning, smirking as she lubed up the plug and pressed it against Lola’s already-stretched entrance. “You want to make Mommy and Daddy proud, don’t you?” 

“Yes, Mommy,” Lola whimpered, her body trembling as the plug slid into place. 

Christine laughed softly, giving her a firm smack on her exposed cheeks. “Good girl. Now get dressed—we have work to do.” 

One evening, as Marcus relaxed on the couch and Christine sipped her wine, she called Lola into the room. “Lola, come here,” she said sharply, snapping her fingers. 

Lola scurried into the living room, kneeling beside Christine as instructed. “Yes, Mommy?” she asked, her voice trembling with anticipation. 

Christine glanced at Marcus, her smirk widening. “It’s time we added something new to your training, Lola. From now on, you’re going to indulge in a feast of Daddy's ass. It’s part of your submission, and I expect you to do it eagerly. Understood?” 

Lola’s eyes sparkled with a mix of surprise and delight as she whispered, “Yes, Mommy.” 

Christine gestured toward Marcus, who leaned back on the couch, his smirk growing as he watched Lola's anticipation. “Go on, Lola. Show Daddy just how much you love this special treat.” 

Lola crawled forward eagerly, her heart pounding with excitement as Marcus shifted to give her access. Christine watched with a satisfied smile as Lola’s tongue eagerly licked deep between Marcus ass cheeks, her movements enthusiastic from the start. 

“Good girl,” Christine cooed, crossing her legs and sipping her wine. “See, Marcus? She adores it.” 

Marcus chuckled, resting a hand on Lola’s head. “She's a natural. Keep at it, Lola. Don’t stop until I tell you to.” 

As Lola’s live shows gained popularity, Christine began incorporating elements of her submission to Marcus into her online performances. “You’ll tease them,” Christine explained one evening, adjusting Lola’s camera. “Let them know how much you love serving Daddy. They’ll eat it up.” 

“Yes, Mommy,” Lola replied, her cheeks burning with humiliation. 

Christine made sure to manage every detail, from Lola’s wardrobe to her script. “You’ll tell them how much you love being stretched, how eager you are to serve, and how grateful you are for Mommy and Daddy’s guidance. And don’t forget to smile.” 

Lola obeyed, performing as instructed while Christine monitored the chat, laughing at the enthusiastic responses. When the stream ended, Christine turned to Lola, her smirk returning. “See how much they adore you? You’re not just serving us, Lola—you’re showing the world what it means to be a good little sissy.” 

Lola knelt in the living room, her heart racing as she polished the heels Christine had laid out for her. The faint ache of the massive butt plug filling her was a constant reminder of her submission. Christine and Marcus’s voices echoed from the kitchen, their conversation casual but laced with dominance. Tonight was a special occasion: Dr. Mitchell, her husband Krystal, and Marcus were all coming over for an intimate gathering that would push Lola’s submission to its limits. 

Christine entered the room, her commanding presence making Lola instinctively lower her gaze. She wore a tight black dress that clung to her curves, her makeup flawless as always. “You look so pathetic down there, Lola,” she said with a smirk, nudging Lola’s chin up with the toe of her heel. “Are you ready to show everyone what a good little sissy you are?” 

“Yes, Mommy,” Lola whispered, her cheeks burning with a mix of fear and excitement. 

Marcus followed behind her, his towering frame and deep voice filling the space. “She’d better be ready. Dr. Mitchell’s bringing her husband tonight, and I expect you two sissies to put on a proper show.” 

Christine laughed softly, stroking Lola’s hair. “Oh, she will. But first, let’s make sure you’re dressed for the occasion.” She snapped her fingers. “Upstairs. Now.” 

Lola scrambled to her feet, the plug shifting inside her as she hurried to the bedroom. Christine followed, pulling out the delicate pink lingerie set she had picked out for the evening: a lace bra that barely contained Lola’s exaggerated implants, a matching thong, and thigh-high stockings. “Get dressed,” Christine ordered, watching as Lola obeyed without hesitation. 

By the time the guests arrived, Lola was trembling with anticipation. Christine inspected her one last time, running a hand over the leash attached to Lola’s collar. “Perfect,” she said with a smirk. “Now kneel by the door and greet them properly.” 

The doorbell rang, and Christine motioned for Lola to open it. Kneeling, Lola crawled forward and opened the door to reveal Dr. Mitchell, her husband Krystal, and Marcus standing tall behind them. Dr. Mitchell’s sharp green eyes scanned Lola with approval, while Krystal, fully feminized and dressed in tight leather lingerie, offered a knowing smirk. 

“Good evening, Christine,” Dr. Mitchell said, stepping inside. “I see Lola is as pathetic as ever.” 

Christine laughed, tugging on Lola’s leash. “She tries, Doctor. Come in, make yourselves comfortable.” 

Krystal followed, her heavily feminized body swaying as she walked. Lola glanced up at her, their eyes meeting briefly before Christine’s sharp voice cut through the air. “Eyes down, Lola.” 

“Yes, Mommy,” Lola murmured, lowering her gaze as Marcus entered last, closing the door behind him. 

As the group settled into the living room, Christine gestured to the floor. “Lola, Krystal, come here. Kneel.” 

The two sissies knelt side by side, their bodies trembling as the guests examined them like prized pets. Dr. Mitchell smirked, leaning forward. “You’ve trained her well, Christine. And Krystal, you’re as lovely as ever.” 

Marcus chuckled, swirling his whiskey. “Lovely and pathetic. Just the way we like them.” 

Christine clapped her hands, drawing the room’s attention. “Let’s give our guests a show, Lola. Krystal, start kissing.” 

Lola hesitated for only a moment before turning to Krystal, their faces inches apart. Krystal leaned in first, her lips soft but commanding as she claimed Lola’s mouth. The room erupted in laughter and cheers as the two sissies kissed passionately, their hands roaming over each other’s bodies as Christine barked commands. 

“More, Lola. Make it convincing,” Christine ordered, her voice sharp. 

The kiss deepened, their bodies pressed together as their arousal and humiliation built. Marcus leaned forward, laughing. “Look at them. They were made for this.” 

Dr. Mitchell smirked, her hand resting on Krystal’s head. “I think it’s time we put them to better use.” 

Christine stood, pulling Lola’s leash as Marcus grabbed Krystal’s. “You know what to do,” she said, guiding Lola to her knees in front of Marcus. “Show Daddy how grateful you are.” 

Lola whimpered, her lips trembling as Marcus unzipped his pants and pulled out his thick black cock. “Open,” he commanded, gripping her hair tightly as she obeyed. Lola’s throat stretched as Marcus thrust inside, her drool spilling down her chin as he used her mouth like a toy. 

Meanwhile, Dr. Mitchell had taken control of Krystal, bending her over the couch and pulling on a pair of gloves. “Time to see how much you’ve stretched, dear,” she said, lubing up her hand as Christine laughed softly beside her. 

Marcus thrust harder into Lola’s mouth, his deep groans mingling with Krystal’s cries as Dr. Mitchell pushed her fist inside. The room filled with the sounds of moans, laughter, and the wet slap of flesh as both sissies were used relentlessly. 

The climax of the evening came as Dr. Mitchell put on gloves again, her voice calm yet commanding. “Christine, come help me with this. Let’s see if we can get both arms inside them.” 

Christine’s laughter echoed through the room as she grabbed a bottle of lube. “Oh, this is going to be fun.” 

Lola and Krystal whimpered in unison as the women worked their arms deeper, the humiliation and overstimulation pushing them to their limits. Marcus leaned back, smirking as he watched. “You’ve outdone yourselves, ladies.” 

Dr. Mitchell grinned. “It’s all about pushing boundaries. My sissy begs for this every night.” 

By the end of the night, Lola and Krystal were left trembling and broken, their bodies spent and their minds reeling. Christine and Dr. Mitchell shared a laugh, clinking their glasses together as Marcus sat back, his satisfaction evident. 

“You’ve got a perfect little doll there, Christine,” Dr. Mitchell said, glancing at Lola. “Keep up the good work.” 

Christine smirked, pulling Lola into her lap. “Oh, I will. And she’ll thank me for it every step of the way.” 

Marcus chuckled. “Won’t you, Lola?” 

“Yes, Daddy,” Lola whispered, her voice trembling with submission. 
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