

Chapter 1: Initial Evaluation

The heavy oak door of Dr. Donovan Thompson’s office felt like the entrance to a vault, sealing us away from the bustling city street outside. I gripped the brass handle, my palm sweating, and turned it. The air inside was cool, faintly scented with leather and sandalwood - a stark, masculine aroma that immediately set me on edge.

"Come in," a deep, baritone voice resonated from within.

I stepped inside, Claire close behind me. The office was a study in understated luxury. Deep mahogany bookshelves lined the walls, filled with medical texts and obscure psychology journals. A plush, burgundy leather couch sat against one wall, facing a massive oak desk. But it was the man behind the desk that commanded the room.

Dr. Thompson stood up as we entered. He was massive, easily six-foot-four, with a physique that strained against the fabric of his crisp white dress shirt. His skin was a rich, dark chocolate brown, smooth and gleaming slightly under the warm recessed lighting. Even from across the room, I could feel the raw power radiating off him - broad shoulders tapering to a trim waist, thick arms that looked capable of crushing a skull without effort. He adjusted the cuffs of his sleeves, revealing large, powerful hands with long, elegant fingers.

"Matthew and Claire," he said, walking around the desk. His stride was smooth and confident. He extended a hand. I took it, my own hand feeling small and clammy in his crushing grip. "I’m Dr. Thompson. Please, sit."

I sat on the edge of the leather couch, perching like a bird ready to take flight. Claire sat beside me, her thigh pressing against mine. She looked stunning, as usual, wearing a tight sundress that hugged her curves and showed off her cleavage, but her face was drawn, anxious. I felt a familiar pang of guilt twist in my gut. This was my fault. All of it.

We’d been together for three years, and for the last six months, our sex life had been a slow-motion train wreck. I just couldn’t... perform. The anxiety would hit, the shame would spiral, and I’d go limp. Claire was patient, God love her, but I saw the frustration in her eyes. I saw the way she looked at other men when we went out. She needed a man who could take charge, who could satisfy her, and I was failing her. That’s why we were here. Dr. Thompson came highly recommended for "unconventional therapies," a last resort for a desperate couple.

"So," Dr. Thompson said, leaning back against the edge of his desk, crossing his arms over his chest. The movement pulled the shirt tight across his pectorals, outlining the slabs of muscle beneath. He looked down at us, his dark eyes unreadable. "Tell me why you're really here. Don't spare the details. I need to understand the physiology of the problem."

I swallowed hard, my throat clicking. "I... I have trouble maintaining an erection. And... and I lack stamina. I can't seem to satisfy Claire."

Claire shifted beside me, crossing her legs. "It’s not just that," she added, her voice trembling slightly. "It’s the... the lack of intensity. I need more. I need to be taken, you know? Matthew is gentle, but he’s just... he’s not dominant enough."

Dr. Thompson nodded slowly, his gaze flicking from Claire to me, lingering on my crotch for a second too long. It felt like a physical inspection. "I see. A classic case of mismatched libidos and insufficient masculine energy." 

He pushed off the desk and walked over to us, stopping just inches from my knees. The heat coming off his body was intense. "To treat this, I need to see the problem in its natural state. I need to evaluate the dynamic between you two physically. Stand up."

I stood, my legs feeling like jelly. Claire rose beside me.

"Strip," Dr. Thompson commanded. His voice dropped an octave, turning from clinical to something darker, more authoritative. "Both of you. I need to see exactly what I’m working with. Now."

My heart hammered against my ribs like a trapped bird. I looked at Claire, my eyes wide with panic, then back to the implacable wall of muscle standing over us. "Dr. Thompson... I... we didn't agree to this," I stammered, my voice cracking. "This isn't a normal therapy session. I thought we'd just talk."

Dr. Thompson didn’t blink. He took a step closer, invading my personal space, the sheer heat of his body washing over me. "There is nothing 'normal' about the therapy you require, Matthew. You cannot fix a mechanical failure with conversation. If you want to save your relationship, if you want to be the man she needs" - he paused, glancing at Claire, who was watching him with rapt attention - "you will strip. Or you can walk out that door right now and accept that your sex life is over. The choice is yours."

The threat hung heavy in the air. I looked at Claire, terrified she would grab her purse and run. Instead, she just stood there, her chest heaving slightly, her eyes locked on Dr. Thompson’s chest. She didn't protest. She didn't move to leave. She was waiting.

"Okay," I whispered, defeated. "Okay."

My hands shook as I reached for the buttons of my shirt. I fumbled with them, my fingers clumsy and thick. I felt Dr. Thompson’s gaze burning into me, a clinical, dissecting weight that made my skin crawl. I shrugged off the shirt, letting it fall to the floor, followed quickly by my undershirt. The cool air of the office hit my skin, raising goosebumps across my pale, slightly soft chest. I felt exposed, inadequate. Next to Dr. Thompson’s imposing physique, I felt like a boy playing dress-up.

I hesitated at my belt. Claire, meanwhile, had moved with a startling efficiency. She reached behind her neck, untying the halter of her sundress, and let the fabric pool around her ankles. She stood before us in a matching set of black lace lingerie - a balconette bra that barely contained her heavy, pale breasts and a thong that cut high over her hips. Her body was soft and curvy, a stark contrast to the hard lines of the room. She looked incredible, and she knew it.

I undid my belt and zipper, pushing my trousers down. I stepped out of them, standing in just my boxers. I paused, my last shred of dignity.

"All of it, Matthew," Dr. Thompson ordered, his voice low and firm. "Don't make me ask again."

I closed my eyes, hooked my thumbs into the waistband, and pushed them down.

I stood naked, my hands instinctively moving to cover my crotch. I was painfully aware of my body in that moment - soft, pale, and undefined. My chest was smooth but lacked any definition, my stomach slightly rounded. And between my legs... my penis was small, shriveled by anxiety and shame, retreating into a neat, pathetic little bundle. I felt like a fraud of a man, standing next to a specimen like Dr. Thompson.

Dr. Thompson’s eyes swept over us, taking inventory. He lingered on Claire’s lush figure, appreciative but professional, before his gaze fixed on me. He looked at my hands, shielding my groin, and then up to my face, a look of mild disappointment crossing his features.

"Hands at your sides, Matthew," he said. "Let me see what we're dealing with."

Slowly, trembling, I dropped my hands. I stood there, exposed, my small dick on full display, waiting for his judgment.

Dr. Thompson let the silence stretch, thick and suffocating, as his eyes roamed over my naked form. He didn't speak, he just looked, his gaze a physical weight that made me want to crawl into a hole. He took in my soft shoulders, my pale chest, and finally settled on my groin. The scrutiny was humiliating. I felt my cheeks burning, a hot flush that spread down my neck.

"Pathetic," he murmured, almost to himself, but the word carried in the quiet room. "Look at it. Shriveled. Hiding. It’s a physical manifestation of your lack of confidence, Matthew."

He turned his attention to Claire. His demeanor shifted instantly. The clinical coldness warmed into something else - appreciation, hunger. He stepped closer to her, his large hand reaching out to brush a stray lock of hair from her shoulder. His fingers trailed down her arm, lingering on her skin.

"But you," he said, his voice dropping to a silken purr. "You are a magnificent specimen of femininity. Full hips, ample breasts, a body designed for pleasure." He looked back at me, his expression hardening. "And you are failing her. This soft little thing" - he gestured disdainfully at my crotch - "is incapable of unlocking your potential."

Claire trembled under his touch, her breath hitching. She didn't pull away. If anything, she leaned into him, her eyes fluttering shut.

"We need to establish a baseline," Dr. Thompson announced, stepping back and assuming a stance of authority. "Kneel, Matthew."

"Kneel?" I squeaked. "Why?"

"Because I said so. And because you need to learn your place in this dynamic." He pointed to the plush rug in front of the couch. "On your knees. Now."

I sank to the floor, the carpet rough against my skin. I felt small, submissive, looking up at the two of them. Dr. Thompson towered over me, a colossus of dark muscle and dominance. Claire stood next to him, looking down at me with a strange mixture of pity and excitement.

"Claire, stand in front of him," Dr. Thompson commanded.

She moved without hesitation, positioning herself so that her lace-covered mound was inches from my face. The scent of her arousal hit me - musky and sweet - and my mouth went dry.

"Matthew, I want you to pleasure her," Dr. Thompson said. "Show me how you eat pussy. Show me what you've been denying her."

I looked up at Claire, searching for a sign of hesitation, but her eyes were glazed with lust. She bit her lower lip, her hands resting on my shoulders.

"Do it, Matthew," she whispered. "Please."

I leaned forward, pressing my face against the damp lace of her thong. I could feel the heat radiating from her, the slick wetness soaking through the fabric. I hooked my fingers into the waistband and pulled it down, exposing her glistening sex. She stepped out of the underwear, leaving her naked from the waist down.

I buried my face in her folds, my tongue exploring her familiar taste. She was already soaking wet, her juices coating my chin. I licked and sucked, trying to find a rhythm, trying to ignore the intense humiliation of being watched like a performing animal.

Dr. Thompson moved behind me. I could hear the rustle of clothing, the snap of a glove.

"You're sloppy," Dr. Thompson critiqued from above. "You lack focus. You're treating this like a chore. You need to worship her."

Suddenly, I felt a slick, cold finger press against my asshole.

I froze, my eyes going wide. I tried to pull back, but Claire’s hands held my head firm against her pussy.

"Keep going," Dr. Thompson ordered. "Don't stop. I'm just going to help you relax. Tension is the enemy of performance."

The finger pushed inside me. I gasped, the sensation alien and intrusive. It burned slightly, stretching me open. I had never been touched there before. It felt wrong, violating, but as he began to move it, curling his finger upward, a strange jolt of electricity shot through me.

"Oh god," I moaned into Claire's cunt.

"That's it," Dr. Thompson said, his voice calm and clinical. "The prostate. The male G-spot. You've been ignoring this source of pleasure, Matthew. You see, your body is wired to receive, not just to give. By stimulating this gland, we can bypass your performance anxiety and allow you to feel pleasure without the pressure of your inadequate erection."

He worked his finger deeper, massaging my insides with a precision that terrified me. My hips bucked involuntarily, seeking more of the sensation. My own cock, which had been shriveled and dead, began to twitch with interest.

"Look at that," Dr. Thompson noted. "Physical response. The body doesn't lie."

He added a second finger. The stretch was intense, a dull ache that bloomed into a weird, full feeling. I was moaning continuously now, the sound muffled by Claire's flesh. She was grinding her hips against my face, riding my tongue, her breathing coming in ragged gasps.

The second finger wasn't gentle; it was a deliberate, insistent pressure that demanded entry. Dr. Thompson didn't just slide it in alongside the first - he scissored them, forcing the tight ring of muscle to yield to his will. My breath hitched in my throat, a sharp, ragged gasp that was swallowed by Claire’s wet folds as he pushed past the initial resistance.

It felt like being split open, a burning stretch that radiated outward from my core. My ass clenched instinctively, trying to expel the intrusion, but he was too strong, too dominant. He held his fingers there, buried knuckle-deep, letting me get used to the sudden, overwhelming fullness. I could feel the cool latex of the glove dragging against my heated insides, a stark contrast to the feverish heat of my own skin.

"Relax, Matthew," he commanded, his voice coming from somewhere above me, calm and detached. "Stop fighting it. You're only making it tighter."

He curled both fingers upward then, finding that swollen, sensitive spot with terrifying precision. The sensation was electric, a sharp jolt that bypassed my brain entirely and went straight to my groin. My cock gave another traitorous lurch. It twitched against my thigh, filling with blood despite the humiliation, confusing my mind with spikes of unwanted pleasure.

"Look at that," Dr. Thompson murmured, almost to himself. "The body knows what it needs, even if the mind is in denial."

He began to pump his fingers in and out, a slow, rhythmic fucking that mimicked the act I was performing on Claire, but infinitely more invasive. With every thrust, he dragged the pads of his fingers over my prostate, sending shockwaves of pleasure-pain ricocheting through my nervous system. I felt violated, used, yet my hips began to rock back against his hand, seeking more of that devastating friction. The dull ache had melted into a heavy, throbbing heat that seemed to consume my entire lower body, reducing me to a quivering mess of nerve endings.

"Do you feel that, Claire?" Dr. Thompson asked. "Do you feel how much more eager he is when he's being properly managed?"

"Yes," she gasped. "He's... he's actually trying. God, his tongue feels deeper."

"Good. Now, Matthew, I want you to reach up and play with her breasts while you eat her. And Claire, I want you to look at me. Look at a real man while your boyfriend services you."

Claire’s hands left my shoulders. She reached up, cupping her own heavy tits, pinching her nipples through the lace bra. She locked eyes with Dr. Thompson, her gaze unfocused, drunk on lust.

"Please," she whimpered. "Please don't stop."

"I have no intention of stopping," Dr. Thompson said darkly. "We are just getting started."

Dr. Thompson’s fingers continued their relentless assault inside me, curling and scissoring with a clinical precision that was terrifying. Every stroke dragged against that sensitive, hidden gland, sending jolts of electric pleasure shooting up my spine. My body betrayed me completely, my hips rocking back to meet his hand, desperate for more of the invasive stimulation.

"See how he responds to direct stimulus?" Dr. Thompson said, his voice calm and authoritative, as if he were lecturing a classroom. "His anxiety stems from trying to perform a masculine role that doesn't suit him. By taking control of his body, we allow him to focus purely on sensation."

He withdrew his fingers slowly, leaving me feeling suddenly empty and gaping. I whimpered into Claire’s pussy, the loss of pressure acute.

"Don't stop, Matthew. Keep eating," he commanded. I obeyed, lapping at her clit with renewed desperation, trying to please her, trying to drown out the shame of what was happening to me.

I heard the snap of a cap - lube - and then the slick, wet sound of him coating his fingers again. When his hand returned, he didn't hesitate. He pressed two fingers back against my loosened entrance, the pressure firm and demanding.

"Claire, look at me," Dr. Thompson ordered. "Don't look down at him. Your pleasure is the priority."

Claire’s hands left my shoulders. She reached up, cupping her own heavy tits, pinching her nipples through the lace bra. She locked eyes with Dr. Thompson, her gaze unfocused, drunk on lust.

"Relax and accept it," Dr. Thompson growled to me.

He pushed his two fingers back in, deep and hard. He found my prostate immediately and began to massage it in tight, deliberate circles. The pleasure spiked instantly, sharp and blinding. I moaned into Claire’s folds, the vibration making her gasp.

"Oh god, oh god," I chanted, my voice muffled by her flesh. "It feels... it feels so heavy."

“That’s your prostate swelling, Matthew,” Dr. Thompson explained, his breath hot against my ear. “It’s filling with fluid. You’re being primed.”

He increased the speed of his thrusts, his fingers pumping in and out of my clenching hole. The wet, squelching sounds filled the room, obscene and loud. I felt a strange pressure building deep inside me, completely divorced from my cock, which remained mostly flaccid and ignored between my legs.

"He's trembling," Claire whimpered, her voice breaking as she ground her hips against my face. "His tongue... it feels like he's starving for it."

“That’s the reaction I want,” Dr. Thompson said. “Focus on your orgasm, Claire. Let him work for it.”

Dr. Thompson matched the rhythm of my tongue, his fingers slamming into my ass, hammering my prostate with ruthless efficiency. But then, I felt him shift. He pulled his fingers back slightly, added a third, and then drove all three digits knuckle-deep into me.

The sudden intrusion of the third finger made me gasp, my hole stretching wider than I thought possible to accommodate the thick bulk of his hand. The burn was sharp and immediate, a stinging contrast to the dull ache of pleasure, forcing my body to open up and accept the sheer girth of him.

I cried out against Claire’s clit, my back arching as the stretch became intense, burning through the haze of pleasure. It was too much, yet exactly what I needed.

"That's it," he grunted, working the three fingers inside me, spreading me open, owning me. "Take it all."

The dual sensation was overwhelming. Claire’s thighs began to quiver violently around my head. She let out a high-pitched scream, her juices flooding my mouth as she climaxed hard, riding my face while Dr. Thompson violated my ass.

"Yes! Yes! Oh god, I'm coming!" she shrieked, her hands tangling in my hair, holding me tight against her.

The sight of her coming undone, combined with the relentless massage of my prostate, pushed me over the edge. My body seized up. My toes curled. I groaned deeply into her pussy, my cock pulsing, untouched, spurting thick ropes of cum onto the rug beneath me. It was the most intense orgasm of my life, and it had been wrung out of me solely by a man’s fingers while my girlfriend used my face for her own release.

As I lay there, slumped forward, Claire panting above me, Dr. Thompson slowly withdrew his fingers. He stripped off the glove and tossed it into the bin with a casual flick of his wrist.

"Excellent response," he noted, looking down at me with a cool, detached satisfaction. "You see, Matthew? Your body is perfectly capable of both giving and receiving pleasure. It just needed the right kind of guidance."

He walked over to his desk and opened a drawer, taking out two items. He returned and handed me a small orange prescription bottle and a tube of cream.

"These are for you," he said, his tone brooking no argument. "One pill with breakfast, one with dinner. And apply the cream to your genitals twice a day. It will help desensitize you slightly, allowing you to last longer, and help regulate your hormonal balance to reduce the anxiety you've been feeling."

I sat up, wiping the sweat and cum from my chest. I looked at the bottle. The label was blank except for a date. "What is it?" I asked.

"A specialized supplement blend," Dr. Thompson said smoothly. "To help correct your misplaced masculine energy." He gave me a knowing look. "Trust me, Matthew. If you want to save your relationship, you will follow this regimen to the letter."

Claire was already dressing, her movements quick and efficient. She looked at me, her eyes shining with a strange new light. "We'll do it," she said. "Won't we, Matthew?"

I looked at the pills in my hand, then at Dr. Thompson’s imposing figure, and finally at Claire, who looked more alive than she had in months. I felt a shiver of apprehension, but underneath it, a strange, submissive relief. I didn't have to be in charge anymore. I just had to follow orders.

"Yes," I whispered. "We'll do it."

"Good," Dr. Thompson said, turning back to his desk. "Same time next week. And make sure you're ready to go deeper next session. The pills are just the beginning, but I expect you to be mentally prepared to leave your old self at the door."

I nodded, clutching the bottle and the tube like a lifeline. I didn't know it then, but I had just swallowed the beginning of my own destruction.


Chapter 2: Prescribed Feminization

The week between sessions passed in a blur of anxiety and a strange, humming lethargy. I’d been diligent with the regimen - swallowing the chalky pills twice a day and rubbing the slick, cooling cream into my genitals until my skin felt raw and tender. But it was the other changes that had me waking up in a cold sweat this morning.

Standing in front of the bathroom mirror, I ran a hand over my chest. The skin felt different - softer, somehow, thinner than I remembered. And my nipples... god, my nipples. They were constantly tender, aching against the fabric of my shirt, swollen into tight, pink nubs that sent sharp jolts of pleasure-pain every time I accidentally brushed against them. I looked down at the rest of my body. It felt like I was softening, my edges blurring overnight.

"Matthew? Are you ready?" Claire called from the hallway.

I quickly pulled my shirt on, hissing as the cotton grazed my sensitive chest. "Yeah. Yeah, I'm coming."

I grabbed the pill bottle, staring at the blank label one last time. Dr. Thompson had said this would fix me, but looking at my reflection - pale, slightly flushed, and looking more fragile by the hour - I couldn't shake the feeling that I was being unmade, piece by piece.

◆◆◆

The heavy oak door of Dr. Thompson’s office clicked shut behind us, sealing us in that scent of leather and sandalwood that had haunted my dreams all week. Dr. Thompson didn't bother with pleasantries this time. He was sitting on the edge of his desk, legs crossed, watching us with a predator’s stillness.

"Strip," he said, his voice dropping into that register that made my knees want to buckle. "Let's see how the medication is settling in."

We moved faster this time, the shame from our last visit replaced by a weird, conditioned obedience. I was naked in seconds, my clothes pooled on the floor. I waited for the inspection, my hands already drifting to my sides. But Dr. Thompson wasn't looking at my face. He was holding something small, pink, and undeniably feminine in his palm.

"You've made progress," he said, standing up and walking over to me. "Your skin is clearing up nicely. But that anxiety? That masculine desperation to perform? We need to lock that away."

He held up the device, turning it in his hand to catch the light. It was a sleek, pink plastic chastity cage, a jarring contrast to the sterile office. The tube was incredibly short, barely an inch long, ending in a smooth, rounded dome like a helmet. There was no taper, no allowance for an erection - just a cylinder of soft pink material that looked more like a toy than a prison for a man. The ring at the base was thick and heavy, clearly designed to lock tight behind the scrotum. It was a humiliatingly small nub of a thing, designed to flatten and conceal rather than contain, effectively reducing my cock to a harmless, girlish bump.

"This is for your own good, Matthew," he said, his voice low and hypnotic. "It will prevent you from failing your girlfriend. It will force you to focus on her pleasure."

He stepped closer, the cage brushing against my thigh menacingly. "Hold still."

The plastic was cool against my heated skin as he maneuvered the ring behind my balls. I held my breath, my entire body tense. He pushed my flaccid cock into the short tube, and I watched with a mixture of horror and fascination as he clicked the small padlock shut. Click. It was done. My manhood was encased in pink plastic, rendered utterly useless.

"Look at that," Dr. Thompson said, stepping back to admire his handiwork. "Clean. Compact. It suits you."

I looked down. The cage was tiny. My cock, already small, was compressed into a pathetic little nub. The pink color screamed of femininity, a constant visual reminder of my reduced status. It pulled at my balls, a physical weight that anchored me in my submission.

"Okay then," Dr. Thompson said, turning his attention to a drawer in his desk. "Since you are now prevented from using that inadequate appendage, we need to teach you how to please a woman without it. We need to teach you the female perspective."

He pulled out a sleek, silicone dildo. It was flesh-colored, realistic in shape, but... small. It was roughly the size of my own erection, maybe slightly smaller, with a modest girth and a tapered head. He held it up next to the cage on my body.

"This," he said, tapping the dildo, "is what you have to offer. This is what Claire has been settling for." He smirked, a cruel twist of his lips. "And this," he gestured to his own crotch, the bulge in his trousers massive and intimidating, "is what a real man looks like."

He tossed the small dildo to me. I caught it instinctively. It felt smooth and warm in my hand.

"Put it on the desk," he commanded. "Then go to the wardrobe in the corner. Pick out something that you'd love to see Claire wearing. Something that feels... feminine, submissive."

I obeyed, my movements wooden. I walked to the wardrobe, my heart hammering. Inside was a collection of lingerie, all in shades of pink, red, white, and black. My hands trembled as I sorted through the silky fabrics. I pulled out a delicate pink babydoll nightie, sheer and frilly, with matching panties. It was the most feminine thing I had ever touched. I thought of Claire in it, her curves filling out the fabric, and felt a pang of desire.

The babydoll was made of a sheer, blush-colored mesh that felt like water sliding through my fingers. The bodice was trimmed with delicate, white lace that traced a heart shape over the bust, the pattern intricate and floral, emphasizing the chest area with a rigid underwire that promised - no, demanded - a shape. Thin satin straps, hardly thicker than shoelaces, were adjustable with little gold sliders, designed to sit precariously on the shoulders. From the under-bust, the fabric flared out loosely in a cascade of ruffles, ending high up the thigh to leave the legs completely exposed.

The panties were equally daunting. They were cut in a high-rise bikini style, the front panel featuring the same sheer mesh as the top, allowing a teasing glimpse of the skin beneath, framed by more bands of scalloped white lace. The back was a simple, cheeky cut of smooth matching mesh that would hug the ass, leaving the lower curves bare. A tiny, pink satin bow sat right at the center of the waistband, a childish, feminine ornament.

I went to hand it to Claire, but when I turned around, Dr. Thompson was shaking his head.

"Not for her," he said, his voice dark with amusement. "For you."

I froze, the lingerie feeling like a live wire in my hands. "What? No. I... I can't."

"If you truly want to make progress here, then you will," he said, stepping closer, his presence overwhelming. "You need to understand what she feels. You need to understand the vulnerability of being the receptive partner. Put it on. Now."

I looked at Claire, hoping for support, but she just stared at me, her eyes wide, her lips parted. She wasn't horrified. She was... intrigued.

"Do it, Matthew," she whispered. "For us. For the therapy. Dr. Thompson knows what he is doing."

Defeated, I stepped into the panties. They were high-cut, accentuating my ever softening legs. I pulled them up, the tight band digging into my hips. Then the babydoll. It slid over my head, the sheer fabric brushing against my sensitive, swollen nipples. I gasped at the contact, the sensation shooting straight to my caged cock, which throbbed impotently against its prison.

Dr. Thompson walked around me, inspecting me like a prize animal. "Better. Much better. But the hair... it has to go."

He pointed to a door in the corner of the room. "Bathroom. Waxing kit is on the counter. Remove every hair below the neck. I want you completely smooth when you come back out."

I fled to the bathroom, the pink babydoll fluttering around my thighs. I locked the door behind me, leaning against the cool porcelain of the sink. I stared at myself in the mirror. The reflection was a stranger. A man in a pink babydoll, with a locked cock and swollen nipples. I felt a wave of shame so intense it made me nauseous.

But beneath the shame, something else was stirring. A dark, twisted heat. I looked at the cage, then at the lingerie. I felt... pretty. The thought made me want to vomit, but my cock throbbed again, straining against the plastic, betraying me completely.

I spent the next twenty minutes tearing hair from my body, the wax strips ripping away my masculinity along with the follicles. By the time I was finished, my skin was raw and fiery red, but incredibly smooth. I ran a hand over my chest, marveling at the softness. I looked down at my caged cock, which looked even smaller now, nestled against the smooth, hairless skin of my groin.

I stared at the stranger in the mirror. The boy I had been was gone, buried under layers of soft, hairless skin and pink mesh. The tenderness in my chest was amplified by the sight of my nipples pressing against the sheer fabric, dark and swollen points that begged for attention. My waist looked narrower without the hair, my legs longer and smoother. The pink cage sat nestled between my thighs like a shameful secret, a plastic reminder that I wasn't a real man. I was just... smooth. Soft. A blank slate.

Taking a deep, shuddering breath, I turned off the light and opened the door.

The air in the main office was heavy, thick with a scent that was purely masculine - leather, musk, and the sharp, salty tang of arousal. I stepped out, the cool air raising goosebumps on my waxed skin, my heart hammering a frantic rhythm against my ribs.

"Claire?" I whispered, my voice barely audible.

She was on her knees in front of Dr. Thompson, who was now sitting on the edge of the leather couch, his legs spread wide in a posture of absolute ownership. Claire’s hand was wrapped around the thick, dark shaft of his cock, pumping it slowly with a reverent awe. It was massive - easily three times the size of mine, thick and veined, the head a angry, flared mushroom that glistened with pre-cum.

Dr. Thompson looked up at me, his expression unreadable, though his eyes darkened with satisfaction as they raked over my feminized form.

"Perfect timing," he said, his voice deep and resonant. He didn't seem the least bit bothered by being caught in a compromising position; if anything, he treated it like a standard medical demonstration. "Come here, Misty. Stand beside Claire."

I flinched at the name, but my feet moved instinctively. I walked over, the friction of my bare thighs rubbing together, the lace of the babydoll swishing against my hips. I stopped next to Claire, looking down at the monstrous organ in her hand.

"As you can see," Dr. Thompson said, gesturing to his erection with a casual tilt of his head, "this is a fully functional, alpha-male phallus. Note the vascularization - the blood flow is immediate and substantial, unlike the inadequate response you struggle with." He rested a heavy hand on Claire’s head, his fingers threading through her hair. "Claire, describe the texture to... to Misty. Help her understand what a real cock feels like."

Claire looked up at me, her eyes glazed, her lipstick slightly smeared. She didn't look guilty. She looked hungry. "It's... hard," she breathed, her hand stroking up the length, her fingers unable to close around the girth. "But the skin is soft. Like velvet over steel. And it's so hot, Misty. I can feel the pulse of it right through my palm."

Dr. Thompson let out a low rumble of approval. "Correct. The heat indicates high testosterone levels and active blood circulation. It is a tool of penetration, designed to breed." He looked at me, his gaze drilling into my skull. "Misty, pick up the dildo I gave you earlier. The small one."

I scrambled to obey, retrieving the silicone toy from the desk where I had left it. It felt ridiculous in my hand now, flimsy and cool, a pale imitation of the throbbing heat radiating from Dr. Thompson just a few feet away.

"Put it against your mound, Misty," Dr. Thompson commanded, his voice cutting through the thick, suffocating air. "Hold it flat against your pubic bone. I want you to see exactly what Claire sees when she looks at you."

My hands shook as I pressed the cool silicone shaft against the smooth, hairless skin above my cage. It looked absurd. The toy was barely longer than the pink plastic prison encasing my cock, a pathetic little nub compared to the towering dark pillar of flesh Claire was currently stroking. The contrast made my stomach churn with a mixture of inadequacy and a strange, forbidden arousal.

"Watch closely," Dr. Thompson said. He placed a hand on the back of Claire's neck, guiding her downward. "Claire, show him how to worship a real man. Use your mouth now."

My heart hammered against my ribs as Claire leaned in. She stuck out her tongue, tracing the thick, pulsing vein that ran up the underside of his shaft, her eyes fluttering shut as if she were tasting a delicacy. Then, she opened wide and took the flared head into her mouth.

"Misty, mirror her," Dr. Thompson ordered, his eyes locking onto mine. "Lick the head of your toy. Do exactly what she does."

I hesitated, my face burning with humiliation. I was standing in a pink babydoll, locked in chastity, holding a dildo against my crotch. But the authority in his voice was undeniable. I lifted the dildo to my mouth, sticking out my tongue to lap at the silicone tip. It tasted like rubber and nothing else, cold and sterile compared to the heat radiating from Dr. Thompson.

"Deeper," he grunted, thrusting his hips slightly, pushing more of his massive length into Claire’s stretched mouth. "Take it to the back of your throat."

Claire moaned, her jaw visibly straining to accommodate him. She bobbed her head, saliva gathering at the corners of her lips, dripping down the dark shaft.

I mimicked the motion, lowering my head onto the small dildo. It was easy - too easy. The silicone slipped into my mouth without resistance, hitting the back of my throat with plenty of room to spare. I felt ridiculous, like a child playing a game it didn't understand. There was no struggle, no stretch, no dominance. I was just... sucking on a piece of plastic while my girlfriend worshipped a god.

"Look at the difference," Dr. Thompson said, his breath hitching slightly as Claire swirled her tongue. "She has to work for mine. She has to stretch and surrender. Yours is an afterthought. A pacifier."

He pulled Claire off his cock with a wet pop, leaving it glistening and angry. "Enough. Get on the couch, Claire. On your back. Legs spread."

Claire scrambled to obey, climbing onto the leather couch and lying back. She hooked her arms under her knees, pulling them up and apart, exposing her glistening, wet pussy to the room. She looked desperate, abandoned, her chest heaving with anticipation.

Dr. Thompson stood up, his massive cock swaying heavily between his legs. He moved between her thighs, looming over her like a dark mountain. He reached out, grabbing the bottle of lube from the side table, and poured a generous amount over his shaft.

My breath caught in my throat. I watched, paralyzed, as he stroked the slick liquid over his length. There was no foil wrapper. No crinkle of plastic. He was just... bare.

"Dr. Thompson?" The question squeaked out of me before I could stop it. "Wait... the... the condom?"

He paused, his hand resting on Claire’s thigh, and looked over his shoulder at me. A slow, cruel smile spread across his face.

"Condoms are for equals, Misty," he said softly. "Or for men who are afraid of their own potency. I am breeding her. I am marking her from the inside out." He turned back to Claire, positioning the thick, blunt head of his cock at her entrance. "And you are going to watch. You are going to see what it looks like when a real man claims a woman."

Panic flared in my chest. "But... she's not on the pill. We never talked about this, we - "

"Hush," Claire moaned, her voice thick with lust. She was looking at Dr. Thompson, not at me. "Just do it. Please. I need it."

The betrayal stung, sharp and hot, but it was immediately drowned out by the visual spectacle unfolding in front of me. Dr. Thompson pushed forward.

"Get on your back, Misty," he commanded, not looking back. "Assume the position same position as Claire. Face us. And put that little toy inside you."

I scrambled to obey, the plush carpet scratching against my bare shoulders as I laid down. The position felt incredibly vulnerable - legs spread wide, knees bent, my hairless crotch and the pink plastic cage fully exposed to the room. I grabbed the small dildo, slicking it with the lube I found on the floor near me. Lifting my hips slightly to grant myself better access, I reached down between my spread thighs, guiding the small silicone cock to my exposed, puckered hole.

"Watch me enter her," Dr. Thompson growled.

He pushed his hips forward. Claire cried out, her back arching off the couch as the massive head of his cock breached her tight folds. It looked impossible. The stretch was vivid, her pale pink flesh turning white as it strained to accommodate his dark girth.

I pushed the dildo into my ass at the same time. It slid in easily with a wet squelch, the small size offering no resistance, filling me without truly stretching me. It felt good - my body responded instantly to the penetration, my caged cock throbbing - but it was a hollow mockery of what Claire was experiencing.

"Fuck," Claire gasped, her hands gripping the leather cushions above her head. "It's so... big. It's splitting me in half."

Dr. Thompson didn't stop. He sank deeper, inch by thick inch, until his hips were flush against hers. He held himself there, buried to the hilt, letting her adjust to the sheer size of him.

"Do you feel that, Misty?" he asked, his voice strained with pleasure. "Do you see how full she is? That is what a woman needs. To be stuffed. To be claimed."

I whimpered, pushing the dildo in and out of my ass, trying to find a rhythm. "Yes," I whispered, the word torn from me. "I see it."

"Move with me," he ordered.

He began to thrust. Long, deep, powerful strokes that dragged a guttural moan from Claire’s throat with every thrust. The sound of flesh slapping against flesh filled the room - slap, slap, slap - a rhythmic beat of primal sex.

I matched his pace, fucking myself with the small silicone toy. But it wasn't the same. The toy barely had to stretch my hole at all, whereas Claire was being forced open, her body gripping him tight, fighting the intrusion even as she begged for more. I could see the friction, the heat, the sheer physical reality of his dominance.

"Look at her face," Dr. Thompson grunted, sweat beading on his dark forehead. "Look at the pleasure you could never give her."

I looked. Claire’s eyes were rolled back, her mouth open in a silent scream of ecstasy. Her tits bounced with every thrust, her skin flushed a deep pink. She looked transported, carried away on a wave of sensation that I had never been able to provide.

"Please," she whimpered, her voice cracking. "Don't stop. Don't ever stop."

"I'm going to fill you up, Claire," Dr. Thompson snarled, his pace increasing, becoming erratic. "I'm going to pump you so full of my seed it'll be leaking out of you for a week."

The mention of his seed sent a jolt of terrified arousal through me. He wasn't wearing a condom. He was going to cum inside her. The reality of it crashed over me - my girlfriend, being bred by this powerful Black man while I lay nearby in pink lingerie, fucking myself with a toy.

"Fuck yourself faster, Misty," he commanded, his breath coming in ragged gasps. "Match my speed. Cum with us."

I slammed the dildo into my ass, my hand moving frantically. The pressure on my prostate was intense, building a tight knot of pleasure in my groin, but the cage prevented any release. I was trapped in a state of agonizing arousal, watching the man who owned me claim the woman I loved.

With a loud roar, Dr. Thompson slammed forward one last time, burying himself deep inside Claire. His body shuddered, his muscles locking up as he emptied himself into her. I could see his balls twitching, pumping his load deep into her unprotected womb.

Claire screamed, her body convulsing beneath him as the sensation of being filled pushed her over the edge. "Yes! Yes! Breed me!"

I collapsed onto my back, the dildo slipping from my ass, leaving me empty and aching. I watched, panting, as Dr. Thompson held himself inside her for a long moment, ensuring every drop was deposited where it belonged. Then, slowly, he pulled out.

His cock was slick with their combined fluids, a thick, white trail of cum connecting the tip of his dick to Claire’s gaping, red pussy. It was the most obscene, beautiful, and terrifying thing I had ever seen.

"Clean me off, Misty," he said, turning to me, his softening cock still formidable. "And then you're going to clean her out."

The room was spinning, the scent of sex and musk heavy in my nostrils. I stared at the glistening, semi-hard shaft pointing at my face, then at Claire’s ravaged, leaking pussy on the couch. The command hung in the air, absolute and terrifying.

I didn't think. I couldn't. The conditioned obedience that had been building over the last two weeks took over, overriding the last shreds of my masculine pride. I crawled across the carpet, the friction burning my knees, until I was face-to-face with Dr. Thompson’s spent cock.

Up close, it was a monolith of dark flesh, imposing even in its semi-hard state. The sheer size of it was staggering - the shaft was thick as a wrist, tapering slightly from a flared, mushroom head that was slick with a glossy coating of their combined fluids. Heavy, rope-like veins twisted along the length, pulsing faintly with the rhythm of his heartbeat, mapping the path of the blood that had fueled his dominance. A thick, milky bead of cum clung to the slit at the tip, threatening to drip onto the carpet.

"Go on," he urged softly, his hand resting on the top of my head like a master petting a dog. "Taste what a real man leaves behind."

I leaned forward and parted my lips, the movement feeling slow and underwater. The scent washed over me first - heady, salty, and raw. As my tongue made contact, the texture was shocking; the skin was impossibly soft, like velvet over steel, but the heat radiating from it was intense, burning against my cool mouth. I swirled my tongue over the sensitive head, gathering the bitter, musky essence of his seed mixed with Claire’s sweet slickness. I felt a perverse thrill shoot through me, a humiliated satisfaction at being used this way. I took the helmet into my mouth, sucking gently to ensure I cleaned every drop, my jaw stretching slightly to accommodate the girth that had just ravaged my girlfriend. When I had licked him clean, he pushed me gently away.

"Now her," he said, nodding toward the couch. "Don't let a single drop go to waste. That is potent seed, Misty. It deserves to be cherished."

I turned to Claire. She was sprawled out, her chest heaving, her legs still spread wide. A thick trickle of white cum was oozing out of her red, swollen folds, running down toward her ass. I hesitated for only a second before I lowered my head between her thighs.

The smell was intoxicating - sharp, primal, and overwhelmingly erotic. I pressed my mouth against her pussy, my tongue darting out to scoop up the escaping fluid. It was warm and thick, coating my tongue and throat. Claire moaned, her hand coming down to rest on my head, her other fingers tangling in the mesh of the babydoll.

"That's it," she whispered, her voice dreamy and sated. "Clean me up, Misty. Good girl."

I lapped at her eagerly, driven by a hunger I didn't understand. I swallowed every drop I could find, my own caged cock throbbing in a desperate, painful rhythm. The humiliation of eating another man's cum out of my girlfriend while dressed like a slut should have broken me, but instead, it felt like a key turning in a lock. I wasn't Matthew anymore. Matthew wouldn't be doing this. Misty would.

When I had cleaned her as thoroughly as I could, I sat back on my heels, wiping my sticky mouth with the back of my hand. Dr. Thompson was already dressed, looking impeccable and calm, as if he hadn't just wrecked us both.

Dr. Thompson walked over to the desk, the composed professional again, though the scent of him still dominated the room. He scribbled something on a notepad, the scratch of the pen loud in the silence.

"Excellent work, Claire," he said, tearing off the page and handing it to her. "And Misty... you're adapting faster than I anticipated. The acceptance of your new name, the eagerness to clean up... it shows a deep-seated need for this structure."

He turned his gaze to me, and I shivered under the weight of it. "The medication is working. The tenderness in your chest, the softening of your skin - it’s only going to become more pronounced. By next week, you’ll be filling out that lingerie quite nicely."

He gestured toward the pile of my clothes on the floor. "Get dressed. But leave the panties on. I want you to feel that friction against your smooth skin when you walk out of here. A constant reminder of who you belong to now."

My shirt brushed against my swollen nipples, forcing a suppressed whimper from my lips. I scrambled to pull my jeans on, the delicate lace of the panties rubbing against my sensitive thighs, a stark contrast to the rough denim. As I buttoned my fly, the tight fabric pressing the plastic cage against my body, I instinctively held out my hand, palm open.

"The key, Dr. Thompson?" I asked, my voice small and trembling. "For... for the drive home?"

He looked at my hand, then up at my face, and let out a low, dark chuckle. He shook his head slowly, walking past me to the door.

"Oh, no, Misty," he said, his hand resting on the knob. "That stays with me. That little nub of yours is safest under my lock and key. You’ve proven you can’t be trusted with it."

My stomach dropped. "But... but what if I need to use the restroom? Or if it hurts?"

"You'll learn to manage," he said dismissively, opening the door wide. "The discomfort is part of the training. It keeps you focused. Now, get out. Same time next week."

Claire walked past me, not meeting my eyes, a satisfied smirk playing on her lips. I stood there for a moment, trapped between the humiliation of his refusal and the sinking realization that I had no choice. The weight of the plastic between my legs suddenly felt permanent, a heavy anchor dragging me down.

I walked out into the bright afternoon, the world outside feeling strange and distant. With every step I took toward the car, the pink cage shifted against my jeans, a restrictive, unyielding reminder of my submission. I was locked in, owned, and completely at his mercy.


Chapter 3: Lessons for Two

The week passed in a haze of dull, aching discomfort. Every time I moved, the fabric of my shirt was a specific kind of torment against my chest. By Wednesday, I couldn't ignore the pressure anymore. My nipples felt raw, hypersensitive to the slightest brush of cotton, and the flesh beneath them felt heavy, tender to the touch like a bruise that wouldn't heal. I stood in front of the bathroom mirror Thursday night, turning sideways and frowning at the reflection. There was a distinct softness to my pectorals now, a slight, undeniable curve that hadn't been there before.

I told myself it was just water retention. Maybe a weird reaction to the vitamins Dr. Thompson had prescribed. It had to be stress. The alternative - that the "treatment" was physically reshaping me - was a thought I shoved to the back of my mind. But as I ran a hand over the smooth, hairless skin of my chest, the evidence was hard to dismiss. My body felt alien, softer and more fragile than it had a week ago. And beneath the denim of my jeans, the pink cage throbbed in time with my heartbeat, a constant, heavy reminder that while my body was changing in ways I didn't understand, my manhood remained securely locked away.

The walk to Dr. Thompson's office felt different this time. Usually, I was filled with a nervous dread, a knot of anxiety in my stomach about what new humiliation awaited. Today, however, that dread was mixed with a strange, fluttery anticipation. My body felt electric, my skin too tight against my bones, and the constant, dull ache in my chest had sharpened into a throbbing sensitivity that made walking a conscious effort to avoid rubbing against my shirt.

When we stepped into the waiting room, the receptionist didn't even look up. She just handed Claire a clipboard and gave me a knowing, almost pitying smile. We didn't sit. Dr. Thompson's door opened before we even reached the chairs.

"Come in," he called out, his voice booming and confident. "Both of you."

We entered the familiar room, the air already thick with that scent of leather and dominance. Dr. Thompson was standing by the window, looking out at the city, but he turned as we entered. His eyes swept over me, missing nothing. They lingered on my chest, taking in the slight swell that was visible even through my t-shirt, and then dropped to my crotch, where the outline of the cage was unmistakable.

"Misty," he said, nodding slowly. "You're filling out nicely. The hormones are accelerating faster than expected."

I flinched at the word "hormones," but the denial died in my throat. It explained the tenderness, the softness, the emotional rollercoaster I'd been on all week.

"Claire," he said, turning his attention to her. "You look radiant. Glowing, even. I take it the breeding session took root?"

Claire blushed, a pretty pink that matched the lingerie I was forced to wear last week. "I... I think so. I've been feeling different. More... alive."

"Excellent," Dr. Thompson said, moving to the center of the room. "Strip. Both of you. I want to see the progress."

I didn't hesitate. The conditioning had kicked in, bypassing my shame and moving straight to obedience. I pulled my shirt over my head, the friction against my nipples drawing a sharp hiss of pain-pleasure from between my lips. When my chest was bared, the air felt cool against the heated skin.

Dr. Thompson moved closer, circling me like a shark. He reached out, his large hand cupping my left breast. I gasped, my knees buckling slightly as his thumb brushed over the swollen, darkened nub.

"Yes," he murmured, clinically fascinated. "The tissue is responding beautifully. You're developing A-cups, Misty. Maybe small B's by the end of the month. How does that make you feel?"

"Small," I whispered, staring down at his dark hand against my pale skin. "Soft."

"Good," he said, giving my nipple a sharp pinch that sent a jolt straight to my locked cock. "That is exactly how you should feel. You aren't a man anymore. You're a receptacle for pleasure. A soft, pretty thing to be used."

He turned away, leaving me trembling, and went to a drawer in his desk. He pulled out a massive, realistic-looking dildo. It was jet black, molded to look exactly like a human cock - veins, ridges, and a flared, mushroom head. It was big. Far bigger than the small silicone one I had used on myself, and terrifyingly close to Dr. Thompson's actual size.

"Today," Dr. Thompson announced, holding the toy up for us to see, "we focus on technique. Claire has learned to appreciate a real man's cock. Now, Misty needs to learn how to receive one properly. Claire, sit on the edge. Misty, get on all fours on the floor. Face her."

I dropped to my hands and knees, the carpet rough against my skin. My ass felt exposed, the cleft of my cheeks cool in the office air. Claire sat above me, her pussy at eye level, still looking slightly red and swollen from the previous week's pounding.

"Watch closely, Claire," Dr. Thompson said, moving behind me. "This is how you prepare a partner."

I felt the cold, wet slick of lube being poured directly onto my asshole. I jumped, but a firm hand on the small of my back held me in place.

"Relax," Dr. Thompson commanded. "Push out like you're trying to use the bathroom."

I tried to obey, my breathing ragged. I felt the blunt head of the BBC dildo press against my entrance. It was much harder than the small toy, unyielding and demanding.

"Look at Claire, Misty," he grunted, applying pressure. "Don't look away from her."

I stared up at my girlfriend. She was watching with rapt attention, her legs slightly parted, her fingers idly toying with her clit. She looked beautiful, terrifyingly dominant.

"Open up, Misty," Dr. Thompson urged. "Let it in."

The pressure built, stretching me wider than I had ever been stretched. I cried out, my hands clawing at the carpet, as the flared head popped past my tight ring of muscle. It burned, a sharp, stinging intrusion that felt like it was splitting me in two.

"Good girl," Claire whispered, her voice dripping with sadistic pleasure. "Take it all."

Dr. Thompson didn't stop. He fed the dildo into me inch by inch, the ridges and veins dragging against my insides, lighting up nerve endings I didn't know I had. It felt like it was going up into my stomach, filling me completely. I felt impaled, owned.

"See that, Claire?" Dr. Thompson said, his voice strained with the effort of working the toy. "See how she stretches? That is the look of a submissive accepting her place. It’s not just about taking it; it’s about needing it."

He began to thrust the toy in and out, establishing a rhythm. Thwack, thwack, thwack. The sound of the latex balls hitting my ass cheeks echoed in the room.

"Your turn, Claire," he said, pulling the dildo out of me with an audible pop, leaving me feeling suddenly, devastatingly empty. He handed her the toy, slick with lube and my own juices. "I want you to see what it feels like. Equality in the relationship requires empathy."

Claire took the toy, her eyes wide. She stood up and turned around, bending over the couch next to me. She reached back, spreading her own ass cheeks, exposing the tight, virgin pucker of her anus.

"Guide her, Misty," Dr. Thompson commanded me. "Tell her how to take it."

I crawled over to her, my ass still throbbing from the phantom sensation of the dildo. I looked at her exposed hole, so small and tight. It looked impossible.

"You... you have to relax," I stammered, my voice thick with lust and humiliation. "Push out. Let it in."

I reached out, grabbing her hand, and pressed the slick head of the BBC dildo against her ass. Claire gasped, her whole body tensing.

"It's too big," she whimpered, looking back at me with fear in her eyes.

"No," Dr. Thompson said sternly from above us. "It's the perfect size. Proceed, Misty."

I pushed forward. Claire cried out, her hands gripping the leather cushion until her knuckles turned white. I watched in fascination as her asshole slowly bloomed around the dark head, swallowing it inch by inch. It was the most erotic thing I had ever seen - my girlfriend, taking a massive black cock into her ass while I guided it in.

"Deeper," Dr. Thompson urged.

I pushed the toy in until the fake balls rested against her cheeks. Claire was panting, sweat beading on her lower back.

"Fuck her with it, Misty," Dr. Thompson ordered. "Same rhythm I used on you."

I gripped the base of the dildo and began to pump. Claire moaned, a low, guttural sound that started in her throat and vibrated through her whole body. I matched the pace Dr. Thompson had used - long, deep strokes that dragged the head against the insides of her rectum, hitting spots that made her see stars.

"Does it feel good, Claire?" Dr. Thompson asked.

"Yes," she hissed, her head thrown back. "It feels... it feels like I'm being split open. It's so full."

"Good," Dr. Thompson said. "Now, Misty, back on your hands and knees. Face to face."

I pulled the dildo out of Claire - a thick stream of lube following it - and resumed my position on the floor. Claire turned around and got on her hands and knees opposite me, our faces inches apart.

"Keep your eyes on each other," Dr. Thompson commanded, his voice dropping an octave, thick with dark intent. "You are mirrors of one another now. Two needy holes desperate to be filled."

I heard the distinct sound of a buckle being undone, the heavy thud of a belt hitting the floor, followed by the zipper sliding down. My heart hammered against my ribs, a frantic bird trapped in a cage of bone. I knew what was coming. I had watched him breed Claire with that massive weapon, and now, it was my turn.

"Get back on the toy, Claire," he ordered. "Don't let your ass close up. It needs to remember the stretch."

Claire whimpered but obeyed, reaching back to guide the head of the massive black dildo to her asshole. She pressed it in, her face contorting in a beautiful mix of pain and ecstasy as she swallowed the thick silicone.

"Good," Dr. Thompson said. He moved behind me, and I felt the heat of his body radiating against my back. He was naked, his powerful thighs brushing against my legs. "Now, Misty. Present yourself."

I arched my back deeper, sticking my ass out in offering, my head hanging low between my shoulders. I felt the heavy, blunt head of his cock - hot, hard, and impossibly alive - press against my lubricated hole. It felt infinitely different from the silicone. The texture was silky smooth yet unyielding, the heat searing.

"Look at her," he growled, gripping my hips with bruising force.

I lifted my head. Claire was right in front of me, on her hands and knees, her face flushed and damp with sweat. She was working the dildo in and out of her ass with one hand, her eyes locked onto mine, swimming with a dominant, lustful haze.

"Relax for me, girl," Dr. Thompson grunted.

He pushed forward.

My eyes went wide, a silent scream tearing from my throat as the massive head of his cock breached my ring. It was a searing, blinding stretch, a sensation of being split open that stole the breath from my lungs. He was huge - bigger than the toy, hotter, heavier.

"Fuck!" I gasped, my hands digging into the carpet.

"Breathe through it," he coached, though he didn't stop. He fed another inch into me, the ridges of his shaft dragging against my sensitive insides, lighting up every nerve ending I had. "Take that Black dick. Take it deep."

In front of me, Claire moaned in sympathy - or perhaps sadistic delight - and shoved the dildo deep into her own ass, matching the penetration. "That's it, Misty," she panted, her voice breathy. "Look at you taking him. You look so... full."

Dr. Thompson sank deeper, inch by devastating inch, until his hips were flush against my ass. I felt impaled, skewered on a pillar of hot flesh. My prostate was throbbing, sending electric shocks of pleasure-pain racing through my groin, my caged cock leaking helplessly onto the floor.

"She's tight, Doctor," Claire giggled, fucking herself faster now. "But you're stretching her so good. Look at her eyes."

Dr. Thompson leaned over me, his chest pressing against my back, his breath hot in my ear. "Move with me, Misty," he whispered. "And kiss her. Kiss your girlfriend while both your asses get fucked."

He drew back slowly, almost pulling out entirely, leaving me feeling empty and desperate, before slamming back in. The force of it rocked my whole body forward, driving my face toward Claire's.

I met her halfway. Our lips crashed together, wet and clumsy. It wasn't a romantic kiss; it was a primal exchange of lust and submission. I tasted her lip gloss and the metallic tang of adrenaline. She moaned into my mouth, vibrating against my lips as she drove the dildo into her own ass with frantic urgency.

Dr. Thompson set a punishing rhythm, withdrawing until just the head remained inside me, then powering forward, burying himself to the hilt. Slap, slap, slap. The sound of his thighs hitting my ass cheeks was a percussion of ownership.

"Mmph!" I cried out into Claire's mouth, the sensation overwhelming me. Every thrust hit that spot deep inside me, sending waves of euphoria crashing through my nervous system. I was drowning in it, in the fullness, in the degradation.

Claire pulled back slightly, breaking the kiss but keeping her face millimeters from mine. Her eyes were glazed, pupils blown wide. "I can feel it," she whispered, her hand working the dildo in her ass with wet, squelching sounds. "I can feel what you're feeling, Misty. We're both getting fucked. We're both just holes for him."

"Yes," I gasped, tears pricking my eyes from the intensity of the stretch. "We're... we're just holes."

"Tell me you love it," Dr. Thompson snarled, picking up the pace, his balls slapping against my taint. "Tell me you love my cock in your ass."

"I love it!" I screamed, the truth tearing out of me. "I love your cock! It's so big! It's so deep!"

"Good girl," he grunted, sweat dripping from his forehead onto my back. "Cum for me, Misty. Cum from your ass like the sissy you are."

He reached around, grabbing my swollen, tender chest, pinching my sensitive nipples hard. That was all it took. The combination of the prostate abuse, the nipple torture, and the sight of Claire fucking herself in front of me sent me over the edge.

My body seized up, my back arching violently. A strangled, high-pitched wail escaped my throat as my orgasm ripped through me. My caged cock twitched violently, and a thin, watery stream of cum spurted out of the plastic slit, pooling on the carpet beneath me. It was a hands-free, prostate-shattering orgasm that left me shaking and sobbing with pleasure.

"Oh god, yes!" Claire cried out, watching me fall apart. She slammed the dildo deep one last time, her own body convulsing as the visual trigger pushed her over the edge. "I'm cumming too! We're cumming together!"

Dr. Thompson didn't stop. He rode out my orgasm, thrusting through the clenching spasms of my ass, prolonging the ecstasy until I was a limp, quivering mess beneath him. Only when my arms gave out and I collapsed face-first onto the carpet did he slow, finally stilling deep inside me, his heavy weight pinning me down.

The room was filled with the sound of our ragged breathing and the wet squelch of Claire slowly removing the dildo from her ass. I lay there, broken and remade, feeling the pulse of Dr. Thompson's cock still buried deep within me, claiming me as his own.

I lay there twitching, my body wrecked by the intensity of the orgasm, expecting him to pull out. That was how it always went for me before - climax meant the end, the softening, the return to reality. But Dr. Thompson didn't move. If anything, his grip on my hips tightened, his heavy, muscular weight pinning me to the floor like a specimen under a microscope.

"Did you think we were done, Misty?" he rumbled, his chest vibrating against my back. He rolled his hips, grinding that massive, still-hard cock deep into my tender tissue. The sensation was electric - too much, almost agonizing in its intensity, sending jolts of overstimulated pleasure shooting up my spine. "Girls don't stop just because they cum once. A real woman takes it until the man is finished."

I whimpered into the carpet, my mind struggling to process the information. My ass was spasming around him, my body trying to push the invader out, but he just held me there, forcing me to accommodate him. I was soft, small, and utterly conquered.

"Watch, Claire," he commanded.

I managed to lift my head, my vision swimming. Claire was sitting back on her heels, the dildo discarded beside her. She was watching us with heavy-lidded eyes, a flush of dark arousal painting her cheeks. She looked beautiful, terrifyingly regal in her dominance.

"He's still hard," she whispered, reaching out to brush a sweat-soaked lock of hair from my forehead. "He's still fucking you, Misty. God, look at you. You're just a sleeve for him."

"Yes," Dr. Thompson grunted, starting to move again. Slow, deliberate strokes that dragged the entire length of his shaft against my raw, hyper-sensitive prostate. "This is your purpose now. This is what it means to be the girl in this relationship. Your pleasure is secondary - a happy accident. Your function is to take the seed."

He began to thrust in earnest, and I realized with a dawning, horrifying clarity that this was the true price of my transformation. I wasn't just a submissive boyfriend anymore; I was a vessel. The sensitivity in my ass was skyrocketing, the post-orgasmic clarity making every ridge and vein of his cock feel magnified tenfold. I could feel the heat of him, the throb of his pulse, the sheer dominance of his anatomy possessing me.

"Please," I gasped, the word dissolving into a high-pitched moan as he hit that spot again. "It's too much... Doctor... it's so sensitive!"

"Good," he growled, slapping my ass cheek hard enough to leave a handprint. The sharp sting blended with the deep, dull ache of the sodomy, creating a confusing cocktail of pain and pleasure. "Feel it. Memorize it. This is what Claire feels for you - or what she would feel if you could ever satisfy her like this."

"Beg for it, Misty," he commanded, his rhythm turning brutal, his hips snapping against my ass with the force of a piston. "Beg for my seed like a bitch in heat."

The degradation washed over me, hot and suffocating. I looked up at Claire, searching for a lifeline, but found only a mirror of my own depravity. She was touching herself now, her fingers furiously rubbing her clit as she watched her boyfriend get bred.

"Do it, Misty," she hissed, her eyes glowing with sadistic excitement. "Beg him to fill you up. I want to see it. I want to see you claiming his load."

"I... I want it," I sobbed, the words tearing out of my throat. "Please, Dr. Thompson! Breed me! Fill my ass with your cum!"

"Who owns this ass?" he roared, slamming into me so hard my knees slid across the carpet.

"You do! You own it!" I screamed, my voice cracking. "It's your pussy! Use it!"

With a guttural, primal roar, Dr. Thompson slammed forward one last time, burying himself balls-deep inside me. I felt his cock swell, the flared head expanding to lock itself inside my rectum. Then came the heat - a scorching, torrential flood of liquid that felt like molten lead pouring into my guts. He throbbed violently, pulse after pulse of thick, potent seed coating my insides, claiming me from the inside out.

"Take it all," he grunted, his grip on my hips bruising as he ground against me, ensuring every drop was deposited deep. "That’s a Black man’s gift, girl. Don't waste a drop."

The sensation of being filled so completely, so utterly, triggered something broken in me. My ass spasmed around him, milking him instinctively, my body eager to accept every ounce of his domination. I collapsed onto my elbows, my face pressed into the rough carpet, sobbing incoherently as I felt the sheer volume of him sloshing inside me.

Dr. Thompson held himself there for a long moment, breathing heavily against my neck, his weight a comforting, crushing blanket. Then, slowly, he began to withdraw. The sensation was excruciatingly intense - the ridges of his shaft dragging against my swollen, sensitive rim, the massive head popping free with a wet, lewd pop that echoed in the silent room.

I felt an immediate, aching emptiness, but it lasted only a second. A thick, heavy trickle of cum instantly began to leak out of my gaping hole, running down my taint and dripping onto my balls.

"Don't move," Dr. Thompson ordered, his voice stern.

He stood up, his magnificent cock glistening with lube and his own essence, still semi-hard and imposing. He looked down at me like a conqueror surveying a conquered territory.

"Claire," he said, gesturing toward my upturned, leaking ass. "He's open. He's full. Clean him up."

Claire didn't hesitate. She scrambled over, her face flushed with arousal. She looked at my wrecked, red asshole, oozing white fluid, and licked her lips.

"Yes, Doctor," she whispered.

She lowered her face to my ass, her hands spreading my cheeks wide to expose the mess. I felt her hot breath against my skin a moment before her tongue made contact. The sensation was shocking - wet, soft, and incredibly intimate. She lapped at my rim, scooping up Dr. Thompson's seed as it leaked out, swallowing it down with greedy moans of pleasure.

"Oh god," I whimpered, my body trembling. "Claire..."

She didn't stop. She fucked her tongue into my loose, sensitive hole, chasing the cum deeper inside, cleaning me with an enthusiasm that bordered on worship. The humiliation was absolute, but as her tongue worked me, I felt a perverse swell of pride. I was the vessel. I was the one who had taken him. And now, my girlfriend was feasting on the evidence of my submission.

Dr. Thompson watched us, a satisfied smirk playing on his lips. He walked over to his desk and opened a drawer, pulling out a small, jeweled metal plug.

"Enough," he said after a moment. "We don't want her to lose it all."

Claire pulled back, her chin shiny and slick. She looked dazed, drunk on the taste and the power dynamic.

Dr. Thompson knelt beside me. "Hold still, Misty. We need to keep that where it belongs."

I felt the cold, hard metal of the plug press against my entrance. It slid in easily, my ass so stretched and lubricated that it offered no resistance. He seated it firmly, the wide base flaring against my cheeks to seal his load inside me.

"There," he said, giving the gem a tap. "A cork for the bottle. That will marinate all night. You'll feel it with every step you take, a constant reminder that you are full of me."

He stood up and began to dress, the spell broken. "Get dressed, both of you. Misty, put your panties back on. I want that plug held tight."

I struggled to my feet, my legs weak and shaky. Every movement shifted the plug inside me, the cold metal pressing against my swollen prostate, keeping me on the edge of arousal. I reached for my jeans, but Dr. Thompson’s large hand snatched them away before I could touch them.

"Not those," he said, his voice firm. "Those days are over."

He turned to his closet and pulled out a garment bag, unzipping it to reveal a tiny, scandalous piece of fabric. "Put this on. I want you walking out of here looking like the girl you are."

He held up a short, black mini dress made of a spandex blend that looked like it would barely cover my ass. The top was a halter style, leaving the shoulders and back completely bare.

"The dress will show off your new figure," Dr. Thompson said, tossing it to me. "And the short cut will let everyone see those legs. No bra. Your nipples need the air."

I stepped into the dress and pulled it up. It clung to me like a second skin, the fabric tight across my chest, highlighting the soft swell of my developing breasts. My nipples, hard and sensitive from the hormones, poked visibly against the thin material, leaving nothing to the imagination. I pulled the halter strap behind my neck and tied it, leaving my back and shoulders exposed to the cool air of the office.

The hemline barely grazed the tops of my thighs. Every time I moved, I felt the risk of exposing the cage underneath. The tightness of the dress compressed the plug against my prostate, a constant, throbbing reminder of what I had just become.

Claire was already dressed, looking radiant and energized. She came over to me, smoothing the fabric over my hips, her eyes roaming over my body with approval. "You look... edible," she whispered. She kissed me deeply, and I could taste the salt and musk of Dr. Thompson's cum on her tongue. "You did so good, baby. You looked so beautiful taking it. I've never been prouder of you."

I looked at her, seeing the genuine affection in her eyes, twisted though it was. I smoothed the dress down nervously, feeling the weight of the plug, the ache in my chest, and the vulnerability of being so exposed. "Thanks," I whispered, my voice barely audible.

Dr. Thompson opened the door, ushering us out into the hallway. "Same time next week," he said, his voice leaving no room for argument. He gave my exposed thigh a possessive squeeze as I walked past. "Good progress, Misty. Wear it in good health."


Chapter 4: The Breeding Stack

"I can't wear this," I said, holding up the scrap of fabric Claire had laid out on the bed. It was barely a skirt - a flimsy, pleated thing that looked like it belonged to a cheerleading uniform, not a grown man. "People will see."

"It’s a skirt, Misty. Not a transparent curtain," Claire sighed, checking her makeup in the vanity mirror. She looked impeccable, dressed in a sharp white blouse and a pencil skirt that screamed professional authority. The contrast between us was stinging. "Besides, Dr. Thompson said you need to embrace your femininity outside the office. How else are you going to get used to it?"

"It’s barely six inches long," I argued, though my voice lacked conviction. The plug in my ass shifted as I shifted my weight, a dull, throbbing reminder of the load I’d carried inside me for the last week. Dr. Thompson had forbidden me to remove it except for cleaning, and my body had learned to accommodate the constant stretch, even crave it. My insides felt heavy, sloshing with the memory of him.

"Put it on," Claire commanded, turning to face me. Her eyes hardened, the same look she gave me when she was fucking herself with the dildo while I watched. "Or do you want me to tell the Doctor you were disobedient? Do you want him to extend your chastity for another month?"

My stomach dropped. The threat of the cage - of more time in the cage - was effective. "No... please."

"Then put on the skirt and the blouse. No panties today. He wants to see that cage easily." She walked over, smoothing her hands down my trembling arms. "You're doing so well, baby. You're actually starting to have a waist. Show it off."

I stepped into the skirt, pulling it up my hairless legs. It clung to my hips, the hem resting dangerously high on my thighs. I felt like a piece of meat on display, but as Claire fastened the buttons of the low-cut blouse, exposing the soft swell of my chest, I felt a sickening flutter of arousal in my caged groin. I was terrified of the outside world, but I was desperate to please them.

"Turn around," she ordered.

I obeyed, turning to face the full-length mirror. The reflection was jarring. The person staring back had soft shoulders, a tapered waist, and legs that looked impossibly smooth and feminine in the short skirt. The only hint of my old self was the terrified expression in my eyes.

"Perfect," Claire whispered, stepping up behind me. She reached around and cupped my breasts through the thin fabric, squeezing them possessively. "Dr. Thompson is going to love this. You look like a teenager who's asking for it."

She grabbed her purse and headed for the door. "Grab your coat. And try to walk like a lady, not a lumberjack. We don't want the neighbors to think we're weird."

I grabbed the trench coat she’d thrown at me, my hands shaking. I followed her out the door, the cold air hitting my legs instantly, making me shiver. The walk to the car felt like a mile-long gauntlet. Every step was a battle against the wind and the skirt, the plug shifting inside me with every movement, a constant, rhythmic reminder that I was owned.

The drive to Dr. Thompson’s office was a blur of grey asphalt and anxiety. I sat huddled in the passenger seat, the trench coat wrapped tight around me, but it did little to warm the chill of the exposure I felt underneath. Claire drove with confident ease, one hand on the wheel, the other tapping a rhythm on her thigh. She hummed a tune, completely at odds with the knot of dread tightening in my stomach.

Every time the car hit a bump, the plug shifted inside me, a heavy, intrusive reminder of the load I was carrying. I had to bite my lip to keep from whimpering, the friction against my swollen prostate sending sharp jolts of pleasure-pain up my spine. My nipples rubbed against the coarse lining of the coat, sensitive and tender from the hormones, keeping me in a state of constant, low-level arousal.

"You're quiet," Claire said, glancing over at me as she pulled into the parking garage of the medical building.

"Just... nervous," I admitted, my voice sounding small and thin in the confined space.

"Don't be," she said, pulling into a spot near the elevator. "You look beautiful. And you're doing this for us. For me."

She parked and turned off the engine, the sudden silence amplifying the sound of my own racing heart. "Now, take off the coat."

"What?" I looked around the garage. It was relatively empty, but a few cars were scattered about. "Here?"

"Right here," she said, her voice leaving no room for argument. "Dr. Thompson's orders. No hiding in the elevator. You need to walk to his office proud of who you are."

My hands trembled as I undid the belt of the trench coat. I hesitated, the cool air of the garage already seeping in through the gap. With a deep breath, I shrugged it off.

The air hit my bare legs instantly. The skirt was scandalously short, barely covering the essentials, and the thin blouse did nothing to hide the fact that I wasn't wearing a bra. My caged cock was clearly outlined against the fabric of the skirt, a metal bulge that signaled my submission to anyone who looked close enough.

"Good girl," Claire smiled, stepping out of the car. She smoothed her own skirt, looking every bit the professional, while I felt like a cheap doll dressed up for a fetish party. "Come along. We don't want to be late."

I followed her to the elevator, my heart hammering against my ribs. The click of my heels - I had worn the low block heels she insisted on - echoed loudly on the concrete. I felt exposed, vulnerable. The air conditioning in the garage was frigid against my skin, raising gooseflesh on my thighs.

The elevator ride was torture. We stopped at the lobby level, and an elderly couple stepped in. I shrank back against the wall, clutching my purse - a small, feminine thing Claire had made me carry - against my chest. The man glanced at me, his eyes lingering on my legs before flicking up to my face. He didn't say anything, but the slight curl of his lip, the judgment in his eyes, was worse than any shout. He knew. Or at least, he saw something wrong.

Claire, however, beamed. She stepped closer to me, wrapping an arm around my waist possessively, pulling me into her side. "Chilly today, isn't it?" she said to the couple, her voice bright and cheerful.

"Indeed," the woman replied, giving me a tight, disapproving smile.

When the doors finally opened on Dr. Thompson's floor, I practically bolted out, stumbling slightly in my haste. Claire laughed softly behind me, catching up easily.

"See? That wasn't so bad," she teased, linking her arm through mine. "Nobody arrested you. The world didn't end."

"I felt like a freak," I whispered, hurrying down the hallway toward the familiar frosted glass door.

"You felt like a sissy," she` corrected, her tone firm but affectionate. "And that's exactly what you are. Own it."

We reached the door to Dr. Thompson's suite. Claire didn't knock. She just pushed it open and marched inside, dragging me along with her. Dr. Thompson was sitting behind his desk, reviewing a file. He looked up as we entered, and a slow, predatory smile spread across his face.

He stood up, rounding the desk to lean against the front of it, crossing his massive arms over his chest. He was wearing a crisp white shirt today, open at the collar, revealing a hint of the dark, muscular chest beneath. The sheer size of him was overwhelming; he filled the room with his presence.

"Right on time," he rumbled, his eyes locking onto mine. "And looking... delicious."

I stood there, shifting my weight nervously, the skirt feeling impossibly short. "I... I did as you asked, Sir."

"I can see that," he said, pushing off the desk and walking toward me. He stopped just inches away, his height forcing me to crane my neck to look up at him. He reached out, his large hand cupping my chin, tilting my head back further. "Turn around, Misty. Let me see the package."

I turned slowly, presenting my back to him. I felt his eyes rake over me, assessing the fit of the clothes, the curve of my waist, the length of my legs.

"Very nice," he murmured. "The skirt shows off your legs perfectly. And I see you're following the no-panties rule."

His hand dropped to my ass, giving one cheek a firm squeeze. I gasped, the pressure forcing the plug deeper against my prostate. My knees buckled slightly, but I held my ground.

"Is the plug still in?" he asked, his breath hot against my ear.

"Yes, Sir," I whispered.

"Good," he said. "Bend over the desk, Misty. I want to check your work."

I hesitated for only a fraction of a second before obeying. I walked over to the large mahogany desk and leaned forward, resting my weight on my hands. The position hiked the skirt up in the back, exposing the bottom of my ass cheeks to the cool air of the room. I felt vulnerable, exposed, a piece of meat on a block.

Dr. Thompson moved behind me. Then, I felt the cool metal of the jeweled base of the plug being tapped.

"Has it been comfortable?" he asked, his voice clinical.

"It's... heavy," I admitted. "I can't forget it's there."

"Good," he said. "That's the point."

He gripped the base of the plug and began to pull. Slowly. Excruciatingly slowly. My body resisted, the muscle having tightened around the intrusion over the week. The sensation was intense - a mix of relief and a sudden, aching emptiness as the widest part stretched my rim.

"Breathe," he commanded.

I exhaled sharply as the plug popped free, leaving my hole gaping and clenching around nothing. I felt a rush of cool air inside me, a strange sensation after being plugged for so long.

"Very nice," Dr. Thompson said, sounding pleased. "You're staying open. The training is taking hold."

He stepped back, and I heard him moving around the room. "Stay there, Misty. Face down, ass up. Claire, come here."

I watched from my peripheral vision as Claire walked over to him. She stood before him, her head bowed respectfully.

"Did she behave?" he asked Claire.

"She was nervous," Claire said, glancing back at me with a smirk. "But she did as she was told. She walked through the lobby in the skirt."

"Excellent," Dr. Thompson said. "And how is her attitude?"

"Improving," Claire said. "She's accepting the name. She's accepting the clothes. But I think she still holds onto a little bit of shame. She needs to let that go."

Dr. Thompson nodded. "Agreed. Shame is a barrier to true submission. We need to break that barrier down completely today."

He walked back over to the desk, standing beside my exposed rear. He placed a heavy hand on my lower back, pinning me in place.

"Misty," he said softly. "Do you know what today's session is about?"

"No, Sir," I mumbled into the wood of the desk.

"It's about connection," he said. "Shared experience. Mutual understanding. You and Claire are partners, but you've been operating on different wavelengths. Today, we're going to sync you up."

Dr. Thompson walked over to a cabinet and opened it, revealing a collection of toys that made my breath hitch. He selected a long, thick, double-sided dildo. It was jet black, made of a firm, realistic silicone, with a bulbous head on each end.

"Do you know what this is, Misty?" he asked, holding it up.

I stared at it, my eyes widening. It was enormous. "A... double dildo, Sir?"

"Correct," he said. He walked back over and set it on the desk in front of my face. "Today, you and Claire are going to share this. You're going to be connected, literally, ass to ass. You're going to feel what she feels, and she's going to feel what you feel."

He picked up the toy and slapped it down onto my palm. "Hold this. Get it ready."

I took the heavy silicone, my hands shaking. "Get it... ready?"

"Lube it," he commanded. "Use your mouth. Get it nice and wet for both of you."

I looked up at Claire, who was already stripping off her clothes with efficient movements. She was naked in seconds, her body flushed and ready. She stood by the desk, watching me with hungry eyes.

"Do as he says, Misty," she urged. "Suck it. Show us how much you want it."

I brought the dildo to my lips. The smell of silicone was strong, but underneath it, I could smell the scent of Claire's pussy from previous uses. I opened my mouth and took the first head inside, swirling my tongue around the ridge, coating it in saliva. It felt huge in my mouth, stretching my jaw, but I worked it eagerly, wanting to please, wanting to be good.

"Deeper," Dr. Thompson ordered.

I pushed it further, gagging slightly as it hit the back of my throat, but I didn't stop. I drooled over the shaft, using my spit to slicken the length.

"Good," Dr. Thompson said after a moment. "That's enough. Now, both of you. On the floor. On your hands and knees. Ass to ass."

I scrambled to comply, moving to the center of the plush rug. Claire positioned herself behind me, her back pressing against mine. The skin-to-skin contact was electric.

"Reach back," Dr. Thompson commanded. "Grab the dildo. Guide it in."

I reached behind me, my hand finding the slick, wet head of the toy. Claire did the same. We maneuvered it between us, the cold silicone pressing against my hot, eager hole.

"Push," Claire gasped.

I pushed back, feeling the head stretch my rim. I cried out as it popped inside, the sudden fullness overwhelming. At the same time, I heard Claire moan as she took the other end.

"Together," Dr. Thompson coached, his voice a low thrum in the air. "Rock back. Take it all."

We moved in unison, a synchronized dance of degradation and desire. I pushed back, impaling myself on the shaft, and Claire pushed forward, meeting me in the middle. The dildo slid deep into both of us, connecting us, filling us.

"Fuck," I cried out, my head dropping forward. It was so deep, pressing against my prostate with every movement.

"Yes," Claire hissed, her voice laced with pleasure. "Oh god, Misty. I feel you. I feel every move you make."

Dr. Thompson walked around us, observing like a scientist watching an experiment. "Look at you," he said, his voice thick with satisfaction. "Two little white bitches, connected by black cock. It’s poetry."

He moved to his computer and tapped a key. The large monitor on the wall flickered to life, displaying a video. It was a compilation of interracial porn - white women and sissies being dominated by massive Black men. The sounds of moaning and slapping flesh filled the room, adding a soundtrack to our physical reality.

"Watch," Dr. Thompson commanded. "Let it sink in. This is your new reality. This is what you are."

Claire and I rocked back and forth, our bodies slapping together as we fucked ourselves on the dildo. The visual stimulation on the screen combined with the physical sensation of being full was intoxicating. My mind was fracturing, the old "Matthew" persona dissolving under the weight of the pleasure and the humiliation.

The friction was a relentless, exquisite torment. Every time I rocked backward, the thick, bulbous head of the dildo dragged against my inner walls, sending shockwaves of electric heat radiating outward until my toes curled. My rim felt stretched to the tearing point, the skin tight and burning around the girth of the silicone, yet the deeper it went, the more that burning sensation morphed into a heavy, throbbing fullness that made my head spin.

I could feel the ridge of the cock head as it passed over my prostate, a hard, deliberate bump that made my vision blur. It was like a button being pressed over and over again, sending jolts of pure, liquid pleasure shooting down my thighs and pooling in my groin. My own useless cock strained against the plastic cage, leaking a steady, warm stream of precum that dripped onto the rug beneath me, ignored and forgotten. The chastity cage bit into the base of my shaft, a sharp, grounding pain that contrasted violently with the molten warmth flooding my ass.

But it was the connection to Claire that made the sensation truly overwhelming. Through the thin membrane of the toy, I could feel her. I felt the clenching of her muscles as she gripped the shaft, the vibration of her moans traveling through the silicone and resonating inside my own body. When she pushed back, impaling herself, the force drove the dildo deeper into me, stuffing me so full I could barely breathe. We were a single circuit of pleasure, sharing the same thick invader, our bodies slick with sweat and sliding against each other. The air in the room felt heavy, thick with the scent of our arousal and the musk of the leather furniture, every inhale a reminder of how thoroughly we were being used.

"Please," I moaned, not sure what I was begging for. Release? More? It didn't matter.

"Beg for it," Dr. Thompson said, his voice hard. "Beg for the real thing. Look at the screen. Look at those cocks. Tell me you don't want that inside you."

I looked up at the monitor, my eyes glazing over as I watched a petite white sissy taking a cock twice the size of the dildo we were sharing.

"I want it," I sobbed, the truth tearing out of me. "I want the real thing. I want a real cock."

"Me too," Claire cried out, her voice high and desperate. "I want to be bred, Doctor! Please!"

Dr. Thompson smiled, a dark, hungry expression. "Good. Very good. You're both ready."

He began to unbuckle his belt. "Stop moving. Hold it deep. Both of you."

We froze, the dildo buried to the hilt in both of us, our bodies trembling with the effort of holding the position.

The heavy metal buckle clanked as Dr. Thompson undid his belt, the sound sharp and commanding in the quiet room. He let the leather slide through the loops with a slow, deliberate hiss, tossing it aside onto the desk.

"Separate," he ordered.

With a shared whimper of loss, Claire and I pulled apart. The thick dildo slid out of me with a wet, sucking pop, leaving my ass gaping and clenching around the sudden emptiness. I felt the cool air rush inside me, a stark contrast to the heat of the silicone. Claire collapsed onto her side, panting, her pussy swollen and glistening.

"On the desk," Dr. Thompson said, his voice dropping an octave, thick with lust. "Both of you. Misty, on the bottom. Claire, on top of her."

I scrambled up, my legs weak and wobbly. I climbed onto the mahogany desk, the cool wood pressing against my heated skin. I lay flat on my stomach, my chest heaving, my nipples dragging against the polished surface. I felt exposed, my ass hanging off the edge slightly, the skirt hiked up around my waist.

"Spread your legs, Misty," he commanded. "Wider."

I obeyed, planting my feet flat on the desk and spreading my thighs as wide as they would go. My caged cock and balls were pressed into the wood, throbbing in time with my racing heart.

Claire climbed up after me, positioning herself so she was lying directly on top of me. Her skin was hot and damp against my back. She settled her weight onto me, her legs straddling mine, her ass resting just above mine. The sensation was overwhelming - her soft breasts crushed against my shoulder blades, her breath hot against my neck.

"Head down," Dr. Thompson said. "Both of you. Asses in the air. Present them to me."

We buried our faces in our crossed arms, lifting our hips as high as we could. We were a stack of white flesh, offered up for his consumption. I could feel Claire’s heart pounding against my spine, matching the frantic rhythm of my own.

"Perfect," Dr. Thompson murmured. He stepped up behind us, and I felt the heat of his body radiate against my exposed ass. "Three tight, hungry holes. All just ripe for breeding, if you ask me."

I heard the slick sound of lube being applied. Then, I felt the heavy, blunt head of his cock press against my asshole.

"Relax, Misty," he crooned. "Take what's yours."

He pushed forward. My rim stretched wide, burning as the massive head of his cock forced its way inside. I cried out into the wood of the desk, my hands gripping the edges until my knuckles turned white. He was huge, bigger than the plug, bigger than the dildo. It felt like he was splitting me in two.

"God, look at that gape," Claire moaned, her voice muffled against my back. "Take it, Misty. Take all of that Black cock."

Dr. Thompson didn't stop until he was buried to the hilt. His hips slapped against my ass, his heavy balls resting against my taint. He held himself there for a moment, savoring the tightness of my channel. I could feel him pulsing inside me, a living, breathing entity claiming my body.

Then, he pulled out.

The emptiness was sudden and devastating. But before I could even mourn the loss, I felt him shift higher.

He slammed into Claire.

She screamed, a high-pitched sound of pure ecstasy, as he penetrated her dripping wet pussy. Her body jerked against mine, the force of his thrust driving her down onto me. I could feel the impact of his hips against her ass reverberating through her body and into mine.

"Fuck, she's tight," Dr. Thompson grunted. He began to piston in and out of her, hard and fast. The desk shook beneath us with the power of his strokes. "You like that, Claire? You like being fucked while your sissy boyfriend is underneath you?"

"Yes! Yes, Doctor!" she cried out, her fingernails digging into my shoulders. "It's so deep! It's so big!"

He fucked her for a minute, reducing her to a writhing, moaning mess on top of me. I lay there, trapped beneath them, listening to the wet, sloppy sounds of her pussy being ravaged, smelling the musk of their sex. My own ass clenched around nothing, desperate to be filled again.

Then, just as abruptly as he had entered her, he pulled out.

He lined up with my hole again and drove back in, balls deep.

I gagged, the air driven from my lungs. The sensation was electric. My prostate, already sensitized from the dildo, screamed in pleasure as his thick shaft dragged over it. He ground his hips into me, rotating them, opening me up, owning me.

"You're looser than her, Misty," he taunted, slapping my ass cheek hard. The sting radiated through me, mixing with the pleasure. "But you're just as hungry. I can feel you sucking at my cock. You don't want me to leave, do you?"

"No, Sir," I gasped, tears pricking my eyes. "Don't stop. Please don't stop."

He established a rhythm, alternating between us with ruthless precision. One long, deep thrust into my ass, grinding against my prostate until I saw stars, then a withdrawal that left me gasping. Then, he would slide up and bury himself in Claire’s ass, fucking her with short, brutal jabs that made her whimper and beg. Then, slide back down into her dripping pussy, before lining right back up to my gaping hole.

We became a single, writhing mass of flesh. I lost track of where I ended and Claire began. The only constants were the desk beneath me, the weight of her on top of me, and the relentless, dominating presence of Dr. Thompson behind us.

He was using us, switching back and forth like he was changing channels on a TV, sampling our holes at his leisure. He would fuck me for a minute, stretching my ass, making me moan like a whore, then pull out and plunge into Claire, claiming her pussy or ass, marking her as his territory.

"Please," I begged, my voice cracking. "I need to cum, Sir. It hurts."

"You'll cum when I tell you to," he growled, not missing a beat. He was currently buried in Claire, his hips a blur as he pounded her. "You're both just holes for me now. Receptacles for my seed."

He pulled out of Claire with a wet schlick and immediately pressed back against my gaping hole. He didn't push in immediately, though. Instead, he teased me, dragging the head of his cock up and down my crack, tapping it against my rim.

"Beg for it, Misty," he ordered. "Beg for this Black cock. Tell me you're a sissy slut who needs to be bred."

I was broken. The humiliation, the denial, the overwhelming pleasure - it had all stripped away my defenses. "I'm a sissy slut," I sobbed, pushing my ass back against him, trying to impale myself. "I need your cock, Sir. Please breed my ass. Fill me up like Claire. I want your babies in me too."

"Good girl," he said, and slammed home.

He fucked me harder than ever, his grip on my hips bruising. The sound of flesh slapping against flesh filled the room, a loud, rhythmic thwack-thwack-thwack. My prostate was being battered relentlessly, sending waves of pleasure crashing over me that were almost painful in their intensity. The cage bit into my groin, a constant reminder of my inadequacy, but the pressure in my ass was building to a fever pitch.

"I'm getting close," he grunted, his breathing ragged. "Where do you want it, sluts? Where do you want my seed?"

"In me!" Claire screamed. "Breed me, Doctor! Knock me up!"

"In my ass!" I cried out. "Paint my insides! Claim me!"

"Get up," he commanded, his voice rough and strained. "On your knees. Now."

We scrambled to obey, sliding off the desk and collapsing onto the floor. The wood was hard against my knees, but I didn't care. I looked up at him, breathless and desperate, my eyes locked on the monstrous, glistening shaft of his cock. It was slick with our juices - my ass and Claire's pussy - shining under the office lights.

Dr. Thompson loomed over us, stroking himself with long, deliberate motions. His hand was a blur, his fist tight around the thick, dark meat. The head was swollen and angry, a deep purple that throbbed with every beat of his heart.

"Open wide," he growled. "Both of you. Stick out your tongues. You want this seed? You’re going to wear it."

Claire and I shuffled closer, pressing our cheeks together. We looked up at him like worshipers at an altar, our mouths open, our tongues lolling out, eager for our communion. The humiliation burned through me, but it was laced with a dark, twisted hunger. I wanted it. I wanted him to mark me.

"Fuck," he grunted, his hips jerking forward. "Here it comes."

He let out a low, guttural groan, his body going rigid. The first rope of cum was thick and heavy, splashing across the bridge of my nose and onto Claire's cheek. It was hot, scalding against my skin, and the sheer volume of it was shocking.

The second shot landed directly in my open mouth, coating my tongue in a salty, bitter musk. I gagged slightly, swallowing instinctively, the taste of him exploding across my senses. Claire moaned beside me as the third spurt striped her forehead and dripped down onto her eyelashes.

He milked himself dry, shaking the last few drops onto our upturned faces. We were a mess, covered in his essence, our faces sticky and gleaming with his seed.

"Clean each other," he ordered, stepping back and tucking his shirt back in. "Don't waste a drop."

I turned to Claire. Without hesitation, she leaned in and licked a glob of cum from my chin. I returned the favor, lapping at the streak on her cheek, gathering the salty fluid and swallowing it down. We kissed then, a messy, cum-slicked exchange, sharing the taste of him between us. It was the ultimate act of submission, sealing our fate as his playthings.

Dr. Thompson watched us with a satisfied smirk, adjusting his cuffs. "Very good," he said, his voice returning to its usual clinical calm. "You both look much better like that. Marked. Owned."

He walked back around to his chair and sat down, the picture of composed authority despite what had just transpired.

"Now," he said, picking up a pen. "Let's talk about your progress."

Dr. Thompson tapped the pen against his clipboard, the rhythmic sound cutting through the heavy silence that filled the room. Claire and I remained kneeling on the floor, the sticky residue of his release cooling on our faces, a tangible mark of the session's intensity.

"Physiologically, the response was exemplary," Dr. Thompson began, his voice shifting back to the detached, clinical tone that had started the session. "The synchronization of your climaxes while connected by the toy demonstrates a breakthrough in your empathetic connection. And the acceptance of the breeding ritual... that was the final hurdle."

He looked down at us, his dark eyes scanning our cum-stained faces with a look of possessive satisfaction. "You aren't just a couple anymore. You're a unit. A set of holes designed to take superior seed. Matthew - or rather, Misty - your body has adapted perfectly to the hormones and the training. Your prostate is your primary sexual organ now. That little cage isn't a restriction; it's a liberation. It frees you from the burden of trying to be a man you weren't meant to be."

I knelt there, my head bowed, listening to his words wash over me. Strangely, I didn't feel the shame I expected. The burning humiliation that used to flare up whenever he degraded me had morphed into something else - a warm, glowing sense of purpose. He was right. My cock had been useless, a source of anxiety and failure. But my ass... my ass could please him. It could make Claire feel good. It could make me feel things I never knew existed.

"And you, Claire," Dr. Thompson continued. "You've embraced your role as the alpha in your pairing, but also as the broodmare. You understand that your pleasure comes from submission to the Black cock, and from guiding your sissy partner along the same path."

"Yes, Doctor," Claire whispered, wiping a stray drop of cum from her lip and sucking it off her finger. "I understand. We need this. We need you."

"Precisely." Dr. Thompson stood up and walked to the door, signaling the end of the session. "I want you to go home like that. Don't clean your faces. I want you to look in the mirror together and see what you've become. See the beauty in your degradation. The pills and the cream will continue. By next week, Misty's breasts will be even more sensitive, and her mind will be even more pliable. Accept this reality. It's the only one where you truly belong."

We gathered our clothes in a daze, but neither of us dressed immediately. We just looked at each other. Claire reached out and took my hand, her grip firm.

"Let's go home, Misty," she said softly.

The name didn't sting anymore. It felt like a velvet glove slipping over my mind, comfortable and secure.

◆◆◆

The drive home was a blur. We sat in silence, but it wasn't the tense, awkward silence of the past. It was a companionable stillness, heavy with the scent of sex and dried semen that clung to our skin. Every time I caught a glimpse of myself in the rearview mirror - my softening features, the drying cum on my chin - I didn't see Matthew staring back. I saw Misty. I saw a sissy who had finally found her place.

When we walked into our apartment, the familiar space felt different. The air seemed charged, like the static before a storm. Claire led me straight to the bedroom, not bothering to turn on the lights. The moonlight filtered through the blinds, illuminating the bed where we had slept as a "normal" couple for so many years.

She turned to me, her eyes shining in the dark. She reached up, her fingers tracing the flaking trails of Dr. Thompson's seed on my cheek.

"Look at us," she whispered, her voice filled with a mix of awe and dark hunger. "Look at what we did."

"I know," I replied, my voice sounding higher, softer than before. "I... I liked it, Claire. I liked being used. I liked feeling him inside me while I was connected to you."

"I know you did," she said, stepping closer, her body pressing against mine. I could feel the heat radiating off her, the same heat I had felt when we were stacked on the desk. "We were pretending, Matthew. For years, we were pretending to be something we aren't. You trying to be the man, me trying to be satisfied with... less."

She reached down and gently cupped the plastic cage enclosing my cock. I flinched, not from pain, but from the intense rush of submission her touch invoked.

"This is who you are now," she said, giving the cage a affectionate squeeze. "You're my sissy girlfriend. We're sisters in submission. And we belong to him. We belong to Black men."

"I accept it," I said, the words flowing effortlessly, as if they had been waiting behind my lips for a lifetime. "I don't want to be Matthew anymore. Matthew was a failure. Misty... Misty gets to feel that. Misty gets to be bred."

Claire smiled, a genuine, radiant smile that I hadn't seen in months. She leaned in and kissed me, tasting the lingering salt and musk on my lips. It wasn't a kiss of romantic love between a boyfriend and girlfriend; it was a seal of pact, a bond between two sluts who had found their true calling.

"We're going to be so happy," she murmured against my mouth. "We're going to find more men like him. We're going to be the best pair of sluts we can be."

"Yes," I breathed, leaning into her touch, feeling my clitty twitch uselessly in its cage. "Please. Teach me. Help me be good for them."

We stripped down together, shedding the remnants of our old lives along with our clothes. We crawled into bed, curling up in each other's arms, sticky and exhausted. As I drifted off to sleep, the image of Dr. Thompson towering over us, the feel of his cock filling me, and the taste of his cum on my tongue played in my mind on an endless loop. The conflict was gone. The resistance had evaporated. There was only the thrill of the cage, the ache in my well-used ass, and the undeniable, intoxicating truth of my new identity.

I was Misty. And I was finally free.


Epilogue: New Normal

Six months later, the transformation was no longer a process; it was a completed fact.

I stood in front of the full-length mirror in our bedroom, smoothing down the fabric of a pastel pink sundress. The reflection staring back was undeniably feminine. My skin was soft and hairless, glowing with a hormonal sheen. My hips had widened, flaring out gently, and my chest - once flat and masculine - now boasted a pair of tender, C-cup breasts that strained against the bodice of the dress. The "medication" Dr. Thompson had prescribed had done their work with ruthless efficiency.

Between my legs, the pink plastic cage was still a permanent fixture, hidden beneath a pair of satin panties. I hadn't been unlocked in months. I didn't need to be. My pleasure came from elsewhere now.

"Misty! Come here!" Claire called from the living room.

I walked out on low heels, practicing the sway in my hips that Dr. Thompson had drilled into me. Claire was lounging on the sofa, wearing nothing but a t-shirt, her hand resting lovingly on the swell of her belly.

She was six months pregnant, glowing with a radiant, fertile health that I knew I could never provide. The baby was Dr. Thompson's, or perhaps one of the other dominant Black men we had started seeing regularly. It didn't matter who the father was specifically; what mattered was the lineage.

"Look," Claire said, patting her stomach. "He’s kicking."

I knelt beside her, placing a delicate hand on her belly. I felt the flutter of life beneath my palm, and a surge of perverse contentment washed through me. This was the natural order. She was the breeder, the vessel for strong Black seed. I was the support, the sissy, the warm mouth to welcome the men home and the tight ass to satisfy their urges.

"He's going to be beautiful," I said, my voice a soft, practiced lilt.

"He is going to be strong," Claire agreed, stroking my hair. "We're going to raise him to know his place, just like we know ours."

I looked up at her and smiled. There was no trace of Matthew left in that smile. Matthew was a ghost, a bad memory of a failed man who couldn't satisfy a woman. Misty was the reality. Misty was the one who knew that true happiness was found on her knees, head bowed, mouth open.

The doorbell rang.

Claire and I exchanged a heated glance. The air in the apartment instantly shifted from domestic tranquility to electric anticipation.

"Answer it, Misty," she said, her eyes darkening with lust. "Don't keep them waiting."

"Yes, Claire," I whispered.

I stood up, smoothing my dress, and walked to the door. My heart fluttered in my chest like a trapped bird, but my ass gave a familiar, pleasurable throb in anticipation. Through the thin wood, I could already hear the low, rumble of multiple deep voices and the heavy shuffle of feet on the welcome mat. I took a deep breath to steady myself, unlocked the door, and opened it, ready to greet the pack of Black men waiting to ravage us.
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