

Twinsies Cuck Couple: Deeper into Submission - Part 2
The continuing story of a young white couple that could be twins and the Indian dom that owns them both.

Upon arriving home, the routines and roles established during the honeymoon became more entrenched. Christine wasted no time in ensuring Jimmy's obedience and submission were maintained and even deepened. She set strict daily schedules for him, focusing on both his feminization process and his duties as their submissive.

Jimmy's day would start early with a thorough beauty and grooming regimen. Christine insisted on flawless makeup, perfectly styled hair, and a selection of feminine clothing that accentuated his new identity. Christine ensured that Jimmy remained in chastity and wore a plug throughout the day, reinforcing his submissive status and his focus on serving her and Gaurav. Jimmy's tasks included cleaning, cooking, and maintaining the household. Each task was an opportunity to demonstrate his dedication and submission. Christine dedicated time each day to train Jimmy further in his feminization, including voice training, walking in heels, and perfecting his demeanor to be more feminine and subservient.

Gaurav moved in, his presence a constant reminder of the hierarchy within their relationship. Christine orchestrated scenes where Jimmy's submission and Gaurav's dominance were prominently displayed. Jimmy's duties often included intimate services for Gaurav, reinforcing his role and deepening his submission. This included rimming Gaurav' ass, and sucking his big brown balls and cock.

Jimmy was thoroughly hooked on sucking Gaurav' big cock and balls, as well as rimming his brown Indian ass. These acts had become the highlight of his day, a ritual he eagerly anticipated. The sheer size and dominance of Gaurav' cock filled Jimmy with a sense of submission and excitement that was unparalleled. As he wrapped his lips around the massive girth, savoring every inch, his tiny white clitty would ache within its chastity cage.

The sensation of Gaurav' balls in his mouth, heavy and full of cum, made Jimmy even more needy. He worshipped them, licking and sucking with fervor, his tongue exploring every contour. The musk and heat of Gaurav' body were intoxicating, driving Jimmy wild with desire.

Rimming Gaurav was an act of pure devotion. Jimmy loved the feel of Gaurav' ass cheeks on his face, his tongue eagerly delving into the musky ass. The taste, the scent, the raw intimacy of it all made Jimmy's clitty strain against the cock cage, desperate for release that would never come. Even the mere mention of these acts would get him excited.

As days turned into weeks, Jimmy's body began to react more intensely to the prolonged denial. His tiny clitty, locked away in its chastity cage, started to leak pre-cum regularly. It was a constant reminder of his arousal and the control Gaurav and Christine had over him. The first time it happened, Jimmy had been kneeling at Gaurav' feet, eagerly awaiting the chance to suck Gaurav' cock. The mere anticipation caused a thin stream of pre-cum to escape, trickling down his chastity cage and onto the floor.

Christine noticed immediately. "Look at that, Jimmy," she purred, her voice filled with satisfaction. "You're so needy, you're leaking without even being touched. Such a pathetic little sissy."

Gaurav laughed, a deep, resonant sound that made Jimmy's clitty throb even more. "Good boy," he said, patting Jimmy's head. "Keep leaking for us. It shows how much you crave this."

Whenever Jimmy leaked, Christine or Gaurav would scoop up the pre-cum with their fingers and feed it to him. "Lick it up, sissy," Christine would command, her tone dripping with mockery. "This is all you're good for, isn't it? Licking up your own mess like the little slut you are."

Gaurav would smirk as he watched Jimmy obediently suck their fingers clean. "You love this, don't you, sissy? Tasting your own yummy cum. Such a good little cum eater."

Every time Jimmy serviced Gaurav, whether it was sucking his cock, licking his balls, or rimming his ass, the pre-cum would flow more freely. The sight of Jimmy's constant arousal pleased Gaurav and Christine immensely. They began to tease him even more, knowing that his body would respond with increased leakage.
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Christine took pleasure in seeing the dampness on Jimmy's chastity cage, a visible sign of his submission and desire. She often stroked his cheek and whispered, "You're such a good sissy, Jimmy. Look at how much you need this. Look at how much you need us. You're nothing but a leaking, needy slut." Christine used a mix of gentle affection and strict discipline to keep Jimmy in his place. Any hesitation or lapse in behavior was met with firm correction, often through spanking or other forms of punishment. Positive reinforcement was also used, with Christine rewarding Jimmy when he excelled in his tasks or showed progress in his feminization.

Christine began integrating their dynamic into social settings, hosting small gatherings where their roles were subtly displayed. This public reinforcement helped normalize their lifestyle and further entrenched the roles within their relationship.

By the end of the first month home, Jimmy's transformation was well underway. He had fully embraced his identity as a feminized sissy, finding both humiliation and satisfaction in his submission. Christine and Gaurav were pleased with the progress, looking forward to pushing boundaries further in the weeks to come.

The first month after returning home, with Gaurav now living with them, saw the solidification of their dynamic and the intensification of Jimmy's submission. Gaurav's constant presence became a powerful symbol of the hierarchy within their relationship.

One evening, as the three of them settled into their new routine, Christine decided to orchestrate a scene that would leave no doubt about the established order. She called Jimmy into the living room where Gaurav was lounging on the couch, watching TV.

"Jimmy, get over here," Christine commanded, her voice firm.

Jimmy hurried over, his eyes downcast. He was dressed in a delicate lace apron, high heels, and nothing else. Christine's training had ensured that he moved with a grace that belied his discomfort.

"Yes, Mistress?" Jimmy asked, his voice soft and submissive.

"Gaurav has had a long day. I want you to make him comfortable," Christine said, her tone leaving no room for hesitation.

Jimmy knelt before Gaurav, who spread his legs wide, a smirk playing on his lips. "You heard her, sissy. Get to work."

Jimmy leaned in, his cheeks burning with humiliation, and began to rim Gaurav's ass. He could feel the weight of both their gazes on him, knowing that this was as much a demonstration of power as it was an intimate act. Gaurav groaned, his arousal evident.

"That's it, you little slut," Gaurav taunted. "Make sure you get every inch."

Jimmy's tongue worked diligently, the taste and smell overwhelming his senses. When Gaurav was satisfied, he pulled Jimmy's head away roughly.

"Now, those big brown balls of mine need some attention," Gaurav said, his voice dripping with disdain.

Jimmy moved lower, taking Gaurav's heavy balls into his mouth, sucking and licking them with a mixture of shame and arousal. Gaurav's dominance and Christine's approval were his only guiding lights.

"Look at you," Gaurav sneered, glancing at Christine, who watched with an approving smile. "Sucking my balls like the little sissy you are. You know, all this cum inside my balls? It's going to be inside your wife soon."

Jimmy shuddered at the words, the humiliation making his own arousal almost unbearable despite the chastity device. His pre-cum puddled on the floor as he worshipped Gaurav's big brown balls.

"Yes, Gaurav," Christine chimed in. "Tell him how much better you make me feel. How I moan for you like a white whore."

Gaurav laughed, his hand gripping Jimmy's hair tightly. "You hear that, sissy? Every drop of cum in these balls is going to fill your wife's pussy. And you, you'll never know what it feels like to cum inside her"

Jimmy's eyes watered from the mixture of humiliation and shame, but he continued to suck obediently. Gaurav's cock was rock hard now, throbbing with the power he wielded over Jimmy.

"Now, take my cock," Gaurav ordered, pushing Jimmy's head down. "Suck it like the good little bitch you are."

Jimmy took Gaurav's cock into his mouth, working it with practiced ease. Every inch he took was a reminder of his submission, of the power Gaurav and Christine held over him.

"That's right," Gaurav groaned. "Suck it. Know your place."

Christine moved closer, her hand stroking Gaurav's chest. "Isn't it wonderful, Gaurav? Seeing him like this? So obedient, so desperate."

Gaurav nodded, his eyes locked onto Jimmy's. "It makes me so fucking hard, Christine. Watching him degrade himself, knowing he's nothing but a sissy cocksucker."

Christine leaned in, whispering into Jimmy's ear. "You love this, don't you, Jimmy? Serving Gaurav, knowing he's the real man in this relationship."

Jimmy couldn't respond with his mouth full, but his eyes conveyed his acceptance, his submission. He was exactly where he belonged.

As the night wore on, the scene played out in various humiliating acts, each one reinforcing Jimmy's role and deepening the bond between Christine and Gaurav. By the end of the month, there was no doubt about the dynamics in their household. Jimmy was the feminized sissy, Christine the commanding Mistress, and Gaurav the dominant alpha male, each fulfilling their roles with perfect clarity.

The next day, Christine decided to push the boundaries further. She wanted to see just how deeply Jimmy's submission could go. After breakfast, she summoned Jimmy to the living room again. Gaurav was already there, lounging comfortably, a predatory grin on his face.

"Jimmy, strip," Christine commanded, her voice leaving no room for hesitation.

Jimmy quickly obeyed, his hands trembling slightly as he removed his clothes. Standing naked before them, he felt more exposed and vulnerable than ever.

"Today, we’re going to test your obedience and your limits," Christine said, her eyes gleaming with excitement. "Gaurav has some new instructions for you."

Gaurav stood up and walked over to Jimmy, his presence dominating the room. He circled Jimmy like a predator, enjoying the neediness and submission in his eyes.

"On your knees," Gaurav ordered.

Jimmy dropped to his knees, his eyes fixed on the floor. Gaurav pulled out his phone, scrolling through some photos and videos he had taken during the honeymoon.

"Look at this, sissy," Gaurav said, holding the phone in front of Jimmy's face. The screen showed images of Christine and Gaurav in various intimate positions, their pleasure evident.

"This is what a real man does," Gaurav continued. "And you, you get to watch and clean up the mess. That's your place."

Jimmy's cheeks burned with humiliation, but he couldn't tear his eyes away from the screen. The images and videos were a stark reminder of his role in their dynamic.

"Now," Gaurav said, putting his phone away, "I want you to lick my boots. Show me just how much you worship me."

Jimmy leaned forward, his tongue tentatively reaching out to lick the polished leather of Gaurav's boots. He licked and kissed them, each gesture a further degradation of his former self.

Christine watched with a satisfied smile, her eyes gleaming with approval. "Good boy, Jimmy. Show Gaurav how much you appreciate him."

As Jimmy continued to lick and kiss the boots, his tiny clitty, trapped in its chastity cage, began to throb uncontrollably. Without even being touched, it started to leak pre-cum, a thin stream trickling down the cage and onto the floor. Christine's smile widened as she noticed the telltale sign of his arousal.

"Look at you, Jimmy," she mocked, her voice dripping with contempt. "Leaking already, just from licking Gaurav's boots. You're pathetic. Such a desperate little slut, aren't you?"

Gaurav chuckled, the sound deep and menacing. "Keep licking, sissy. Show me just how much you need this. Show me how much you need to be humiliated."

Jimmy's face burned with shame, but he couldn't stop. The combination of their voices and the act of submission drove him wild with need. He licked the boots with renewed fervor, his humiliation and arousal intertwining.

"Do you see yourself, Jimmy?" Christine continued, her tone scathing. "You're nothing but a leaking, needy toy for us. You get off on this, don't you? Being our pathetic, obedient little sissy."

As more pre-cum dripped from his chastity cage, Christine knelt down and scooped it up with her fingers. "Open wide, Jimmy," she ordered, her voice both commanding and mocking. "You need to clean up your mess."

Jimmy obediently opened his mouth, his eyes pleading for mercy that he knew would never come. Christine shoved her fingers into his mouth, making him suck them clean. "Taste your own desperation, sissy. This is all you're good for."

Gaurav watched with a smirk, his eyes cold and calculating. "You love this, don't you? Being degraded, being put in your place. You're a good little cum eater, aren't you, Jimmy?"

Jimmy nodded, unable to speak with Christine's fingers in his mouth. The taste of his own pre-cum was a stark reminder of his submission, his body betraying him with its uncontrollable reactions.

"Such a good little slut," Christine cooed, withdrawing her fingers. "Now, back to Gaurav's boots. Show him the respect he deserves."

Jimmy returned to licking the boots, each gesture more fervent than the last. The pre-cum continued to flow, a testament to his complete and utter humiliation. The ache in his chastity cage was a constant reminder of his place, his need to please Gaurav and Christine growing with each passing moment.

As Jimmy continued to lick Gaurav's boots, Gaurav unzipped his pants, revealing his already hard cock. He stroked himself leisurely, enjoying the sight of Jimmy's submission.

"You know what's going to happen next, sissy?" Gaurav taunted. "I'm going to fuck your wife's pussy until she screams my name. And you, you're going to watch every second."

Jimmy's little white clitty strained against the chastity device, his humiliation complete. Gaurav's words were a knife to his pride, but they also fueled his submissive desire.

"Get up," Gaurav ordered. "It's time for you to serve your Mistress and me in a new way."

Jimmy stood up, his legs shaking. Christine took his hand, leading him to the bedroom. She laid down on the bed, spreading her legs wide, her eyes locked onto Jimmy's.

"Watch closely, Jimmy," she said. "Watch how a real man fucks me."

Gaurav positioned himself between Christine's legs, his cock poised at her pussy. He glanced at Jimmy, a wicked smile on his face.

"Hold her legs open, sissy," Gaurav instructed.

Jimmy moved to the side of the bed, holding Christine's legs as Gaurav plunged into her. Christine moaned loudly, her hands gripping the sheets as Gaurav thrust into her with powerful, confident strokes.

"That's it, Gaurav," Christine gasped. "Fuck me harder. Show Jimmy what he's missing."

Jimmy's humiliation reached new heights as he watched Gaurav pleasure his wife in ways he never could. Gaurav's dominance and Christine's moans were a stark contrast to Jimmy's submission.

As Gaurav neared his climax, he pulled out, cumming all over her pussy, ordering Jimmy to his knees once more. "Clean her up, sissy. Make sure you get every drop."

Jimmy obediently leaned in, licking Christine's pussy clean of Gaurav's cum. The taste, the act, the sheer degradation of it all left Jimmy in a haze of submission.

Gaurav watched, his cock still hard. "You love this, don't you, sissy? Being our little bitch, cleaning up after me."

Jimmy nodded, his tongue busy lapping up every drop of superior Indian cum. Christine's hand gently stroked his hair, her touch both comforting and commanding.

"Good boy," Christine whispered. "You're exactly where you belong."

As the days continued, Jimmy's routine became increasingly focused on his submission and the pleasures of his dominant partners. Each evening, as Gaurav returned from work, Jimmy was required to perform one of his most degrading tasks.

One particular evening, the ritual began as usual. Gaurav walked in, his presence commanding the room. Jimmy, already dressed in his delicate lace apron and high heels, immediately dropped to his knees.

"Good evening, Gaurav," Jimmy said, his voice filled with a mixture of fear and anticipation.

Gaurav took off his pants and boxers. His large cock and balls exposed as he sat in what used to be Jimmy’s favorite chair. Gaurav looked down at him with a smirk. "You know what to do, sissy." as he spread his legs and raised them.

Jimmy crawled up to Gaurav, his heart racing. The smell of sweat and Gaurav's manly scent filled his nostrils. He leaned in, his tongue tentatively reaching out to lick Gaurav's ass. The taste was a mix of salt and shit, but Jimmy had been conditioned to love it.

As he worked his tongue deeper, licking and probing, Gaurav groaned in satisfaction. "That's it, get in there deep. Make sure you clean me properly."

Christine walked into the room, her eyes gleaming with approval. "Look at you, Jimmy. You look so cute on your knees, eating Gaurav's ass like a good little sissy."

Jimmy's chastity cage ached with his arousal, a steady drip of precum leaking from the tip. He couldn't help the excitement that surged through him, despite the humiliation. Christine's praise and Gaurav's dominance were his only rewards.

"You're doing such a good job, Jimmy," Christine cooed, her voice sweet and condescending. "You love this, don't you? Being our little sissy, licking Gaurav clean."

Jimmy nodded, his tongue still busy. The taste grew stronger as he encountered remnants of shit Gaurav had missed wiping. He hesitated for a moment, but Christine's sharp tone brought him back to his task.

"Don't stop, Jimmy. Make sure he's completely clean," she ordered.

Gaurav laughed, enjoying humiliating Jimmy. "That's right, sissy. Even when I miss some shit, you better make sure it's all gone. Use that tongue of yours."

Jimmy's cheeks burned with shame, but he obeyed, licking and probing until Gaurav was satisfied. It was so dirty and humiliating, but Christine's praise and Gaurav's grunts of pleasure drove him on.

"Good boy," Christine said, stroking Jimmy's hair. "You're such a good sissy, doing exactly what you're told. We're so proud of you."

Gaurav lowered his legs, his cock hard. "Now clean my salty cock and balls, sissy. And remember, every drop of pre-cum you swallow is a reminder of your place."

Jimmy took Gaurav's cock into his mouth, sucking and licking eagerly. The taste of Gaurav's pre-cum mixed with the lingering taste from his ass, a constant reminder of his submission. Christine watched, her smile never fading.

"You're perfect, Jimmy," she whispered. "Our perfect little sissy."

As the days continued, this routine became a cornerstone of their lives. Each evening, Jimmy would find himself on his knees, eating Gaurav's ass, conditioned to love the taste and the humiliation. Christine and Gaurav's constant praise and degradation reinforced his role, deepening his submission and transforming him further into their obedient sissy.

The following week, Gaurav decided to take Jimmy's submission to an even more degrading level. One evening, after Jimmy had finished his usual task of licking Gaurav's ass clean, Gaurav looked down at him with a cruel smile.

"Jimmy, since you love eating ass so much, Christine and I have decided you're going to be our urinal from now on," Gaurav announced, his voice dripping with disdain.

Jimmy's eyes widened,arousal coursing through him. Christine stood nearby, her own smile matching Gaurav's.

Christine stood nearby, her own smile matching Gaurav's. "You heard him, Jimmy. This is your new place. You're nothing but a piss-drinking sissy now. How does that make you feel?"

Jimmy could only whimper, his body betraying him as his tiny clitty began to leak huge amounts of pre-cum. The sensation was unbearable, the aching need within his chastity cage growing more intense with each passing second.

Christine noticed the copious amount of pre-cum dripping from Jimmy's cage and felt her own arousal spike. Her pussy became so wet watching Jimmy's humiliation that she could hardly contain herself. With a knowing look at Gaurav, she knelt down and scooped up the thick, leaking fluid with her fingers.

"Open wide, sissy," she commanded, her voice filled with cruel delight. "You need to clean up your mess. Taste your own sissy juice."

Jimmy obediently opened his mouth, shivering with neediness as Christine's fingers entered. He sucked them clean, the salty taste of his own pre-cum a potent reminder of his humiliation and submission.

Gaurav smirked, watching the scene unfold with satisfaction. "You're really pathetic, aren't you, Jimmy? Getting so excited just from the thought of being our urinal. You truly are nothing but a worthless cum eater and piss drinker."

Christine's eyes gleamed with excitement as she fed Jimmy his own pre-cum, her pussy tingling with arousal. She could feel the power of their control over Jimmy, the way he responded to their every command, the depth of his degradation.

"You love this, don't you, Jimmy?" Christine taunted, her fingers still in his mouth. "Being our little piss-drinking slut. It's what you were made for."

Jimmy nodded, his body shivering with a mixture of fear, excitement, and desperate need. The constant leaking of his clitty was a testament to his arousal, each drop a sign of his complete submission to Gaurav and Christine's will.

"Good boy," Gaurav said, his voice a low growl. "You're going to make a perfect urinal. Just keep leaking for us, showing us how much you need this, how much you need to be humiliated."

Christine withdrew her fingers, patting Jimmy on the head. "Now, get ready, sissy. This is just the beginning of your new role. We expect you to perform perfectly. From now on, you'll be following us to the bathroom. Whenever we need to go, you'll be there to drink it all down."

Jimmy's heart raced as he nodded, his voice trembling. "Yes, Mistress. Yes, Gaurav."

Gaurav and Christine began their new routine. Every time one of them needed to use the bathroom, Jimmy would crawl behind them, his chastity cage aching with his constant arousal. The humiliation was intense, but Christine's praise kept him going.

"You're such a good little sissy, Jimmy," Christine cooed as she sat on the toilet, Jimmy kneeling between her legs. "Drink it all up. Show us how much you love it."

Jimmy's mouth was open, ready to catch every drop. The taste was bitter, the warmth spreading through his mouth as he gulped it down. Christine watched, her eyes gleaming with satisfaction.

"Good boy," she praised, stroking his hair. "You're doing so well."

Gaurav was even more demanding. He would make Jimmy kneel in the shower, the cold tiles pressing against Jimmy’s knees, as he pissed directly into Jimmy's mouth.

"Open wide, sissy," Gaurav ordered, his voice commanding. "Gulp it all down like the little piss drinker you are."

Jimmy obeyed, the stream of piss filling his mouth. He swallowed as quickly as he could, the bitter taste making his eyes water. Gaurav laughed, enjoying the sight.

"Look at you," Gaurav taunted. "You really are a worthless sissy, aren't you? Drinking our piss like it's your favorite drink."

Jimmy could only nod, gulping down piss as the stream kept flowing.

By the end of the week, Gaurav decided to take things even further. One evening, after Jimmy had finished his degrading task, Gaurav made an announcement.

"From now on, we're not buying toilet paper anymore," Gaurav declared. "Jimmy, you'll be licking our asses clean after we shit. And any guests we have over, you'll clean them too."

Christine clapped her hands in delight. "Oh, Gaurav, that's perfect! Jimmy, did you hear that? You're going to be our little ass cleaner."

Jimmy's heart pounded in his chest as he nodded. "Yes, Mistress. Yes, Gaurav."

The next morning, Gaurav put the new rule into action. After breakfast, he called Jimmy into the bathroom. Gaurav sat on the toilet, shitting with a satisfied grunt. When he was finished, he stood up, spreading his cheeks.

"Get in there, sissy," Gaurav commanded. "Make sure I'm clean."

Jimmy hesitated for a moment, the smell hitting him hard. But Christine's sharp tone spurred him into action.

"Don't make Gaurav wait, Jimmy. Lick his ass clean."

Jimmy leaned in, his tongue darting out to lick Gaurav's ass. He licked and probed, making sure every bit was clean. Gaurav groaned in satisfaction, his hand gripping Jimmy's hair.

"That's it, sissy. Get it all. This is your life now."

Christine watched, her eyes filled with approval. "You're such a good little ass cleaner, Jimmy. We knew you could do it."

As the days went by, this new routine became their norm. Jimmy would crawl behind them to the bathroom, kneeling to drink their piss, and then licking their asses clean after they shit. The humiliation was constant, but so was the praise from Christine and Gaurav.

Guests were introduced to the new dynamic as well. One evening, Christine's friend, Sarah, visited. After dinner, Christine explained the new rules to her.

"Sarah, if you need to use the bathroom, just let Jimmy know. He'll take care of everything."

Sarah's eyes widened in surprise, but she soon smiled, intrigued by the idea. Later, she called Jimmy into the bathroom after she had finished. Jimmy knelt behind her, his tongue working diligently to clean her.

"Wow, Christine," Sarah said with a laugh. "You've got yourself a real dedicated sissy here."

Christine nodded, her eyes gleaming with pride. "Yes, we do. Jimmy loves his new role."

By the end of the week, Jimmy was fully conditioned. His humiliation and submission were complete, and there were no limits to how Gaurav and Christine used or humiliated him. He had truly embraced his place in their lives, finding a twisted satisfaction in his degradation and their praise.

The following week, Christine and Gaurav decided it was time for Jimmy to begin his butt plug training. They wanted to push his boundaries even further, testing his submission and devotion. The training would last two weeks, with the plugs increasing in size daily until Jimmy was walking around doing his sissy chores with a plug as big as Christine’s fist inside him.

On the first morning of the training, Christine called Jimmy into the bedroom where she and Gaurav were waiting. A black, smooth butt plug was ready, glistening with lube.

"Jimmy, today we begin your butt plug training," Christine announced with a smile. "This will help you become more obedient and remind you of your place."

Jimmy's heart raced with a mix of fear and arousal. "Yes, Mistress," he replied, his voice trembling.

Christine handed him the plug. "Bend over and insert it. I want to see you take it like a good sissy."

Jimmy obeyed, bending over and slowly pushing the plug inside him. It felt good and not painful at all. Jimmy was used to his black dildo which was the same width. Christine and Gaurav watched with approving eyes.

"Good boy," Gaurav said. "Now, you'll wear this all day while you do your chores."

Throughout the day, Jimmy could feel the plug inside him with every movement. It made his sissy chores even more humiliating, especially when Gaurav or Christine would occasionally check on him, making sure he was still plugged.

"How does it feel, Jimmy?" Christine asked at one point, her tone teasing. "Does it remind you of who you belong to?"

"Yes, Mistress," Jimmy replied, his voice filled with submission.

As the days passed, the plugs increased in size. Each morning, Christine would present a new, larger plug for Jimmy to insert. The process was slow and methodical, with each new plug stretching him a bit more.

By the end of the first week, the plugs were noticeably larger, and Jimmy's daily routine had become a mix of arousal and discomfort for the first hour or so. Christine or Gaurav would remove, re-lube and insert the plug again. After a few hours the new plug was just a constant feeling of fullness. The sensation of the plug inside him, constantly pressing against his prostate, made him leak precum almost constantly, his chastity cage wet and sticky.

One evening, Christine decided to test Jimmy's progress. "Jimmy, come here," she called, holding a glistening libed up plug in her hand. "It's time for your training."

Jimmy knelt before her, his eyes wide with anticipation. Christine slowly removed the plug he was wearing, watching as Jimmy's eyes fluttered with the sensation.

"Now, clean it," she ordered, holding the used plug in front of his face.

Jimmy obediently licked and sucked the plug clean of his ass juice, the taste a reminder of his submission. Christine's eyes gleamed with approval.

"Good boy," she praised. "Now, let's see how you handle this one."

She handed him the new, larger plug. Jimmy hesitated for a moment, but the stern look from Christine pushed him into action. He bent over and slowly worked the plug inside him, his body trembling with the effort.

"That's it, sissy," Gaurav taunted. "Take it all in. Show us how obedient you are."

Jimmy's face was flushed with both humiliation and arousal. The larger plug stretched him more than before, and he could feel it pressing deeply inside him as he moved.

By the beginning of the second week, the plugs had grown significantly in size. Each day, Jimmy would bend over, his body shaking with anticipation, as he inserted the larger plugs under the watchful eyes of Christine and Gaurav. The sensation was intense, and his arousal grew with each new size, his chastity cage constantly leaking.

Midway through the second week, Christine presented a plug that was almost as large as her fist. "Today, Jimmy, you're going to take this one," she said, her voice filled with authority.

Jimmy's eyes widened in fear and excitement. "Yes, Mistress," he whispered.

He bent over, his knees shaking as she worked the massive plug inside him. It took time and effort, but finally, with a groan of submission, he managed to take it all.

"Stand up and show us," Gaurav ordered.

Jimmy stood, his legs wobbly. The massive plug inside him made every movement a reminder of his submission. Christine and Gaurav watched with satisfaction.

"Good boy," Christine praised. "Now, go about your chores. And remember, if the plug needs to be removed for any reason, you will clean it with your mouth thoroughly."

Jimmy nodded, his mind reeling from the sensation and the constant arousal. Throughout the day, as he dusted, cleaned, and cooked, the plug remained a constant presence. His chastity cage dripped with precum, the arousal almost unbearable.

One afternoon, Christine called Jimmy over. "It's time to check your plug," she said, her voice firm.

Jimmy knelt, his body trembling. Christine slowly removed the massive plug, watching as Jimmy's eyes widened as the largest part of the plug stretched his hole.

"Clean it," she ordered, holding the plug in front of his face.

Jimmy obediently licked and sucked the plug clean, the taste a mixture of lube and his own body. Christine's eyes gleamed with approval.

"You're doing so well, Jimmy," she praised. "You're becoming the perfect sissy."

By the end of the second week, Jimmy was walking around with a plug as large as Christine's fist inside him. The daily increases in size had conditioned his body and mind, and he had fully embraced his role. Every movement reminded him of his submission, and the constant praise from Christine and Gaurav reinforced his obedience.

As he continued his sissy chores, the massive plug stretching him, Jimmy knew he had truly become the obedient sissy Christine and Gaurav desired. And with each day, he found a twisted satisfaction in his submission, knowing he was exactly where he belonged.

The following week, Jimmy had reached a new level of training. His ass was now capable of stretching wide, and he no longer needed to be constantly plugged. Instead, he wore the fist-sized plug daily for at least an hour to keep himself well-trained. This new phase left Jimmy in a constant state of arousal, deprived of a regular orgasm, and needy for the attention and piss of Gaurav and Christine.

One morning, as Jimmy finished his daily chores, Christine called him into the bedroom. Gaurav was there, lounging comfortably, watching with a smirk as Christine held the large plug in her hand.

"Jimmy, it's time for your daily plug," Christine said, her voice firm yet teasing.

She knew that Jimmy actually craved it, he felt empty and needy when his hungry ass wasn’t filled.

Jimmy nodded eagerly, bending over and presenting himself. Christine slowly inserted the fist-sized plug, feeling Jimmy shudder with the familiar sensation.

"Such a good sissy," she praised, stroking his back. "You take it so well."

Gaurav chuckled from his spot on the bed. "You really do love having your ass filled, don't you, Jimmy?"

"Yes, Gaurav," Jimmy replied, his voice trembling with a mix of shame and arousal.

"Good," Christine said, her eyes gleaming. "Because soon, we'll be taking things even further."

Jimmy's heart raced at the implications of her words. He craved the attention, the degradation, the physical sensations that Gaurav and Christine provided.

Throughout the day, Jimmy's neediness was evident. He followed Gaurav and Christine to the bathroom, kneeling to drink their piss whenever they required. Each time, the taste was a bitter reminder of his submission, and yet, it fueled his arousal.

"Look at you," Gaurav taunted one evening as he pissed into Jimmy's waiting mouth. "So eager, so desperate for our piss."

Jimmy gulped it down, his chastity cage dripping with precum. "Thank you, Gaurav," he whispered, his voice filled with need.

Christine watched with satisfaction, her eyes never leaving Jimmy. "You're doing so well, Jimmy. You're becoming exactly what we want you to be."

As the week progressed, Christine revealed her next plan. One evening, after Jimmy had finished his chores, she called him into the living room. Gaurav was there, holding a bottle of lube and wearing a wicked smile.

Christine was wearing a custom black leather strapon harness, intricately designed to fit snugly on her tiny, petite frame. Attached to it was a black dildo as big around as her fist and shaped like a horse cock. The sheer size of it looked perverted and obscene on her small body.

She held the massive dildo in her hands, shaking it like a real cock as she looked at Jimmy. "Do you see this, Jimmy? This is going to be your new best friend. You're going to learn to take it all, no matter how much it stretches you."

Gaurav laughed, the sound resonating with dominance. "Look at that, Jimmy. Doesn't it just make you drool? You're going to be split wide open by that thing, and you're going to love every second of it."

Christine stepped closer, the enormous dildo swinging with each step. "Get on your knees, sissy," she commanded. "Worship this cock. Show us how much you crave being humiliated and used."

Jimmy dropped to his knees, his eyes fixed on the grotesquely oversized dildo. His clitty leaked even more, the pre-cum dripping steadily as he shivered with need. He leaned forward, his tongue tentatively reaching out to lick the tip of the dildo.

"That's right, Jimmy," Christine taunted, her voice dripping with mockery. "Lick it. Get it nice and wet. You're going to be begging for it soon."

Jimmy's tongue traced the contours of the massive dildo, his humiliation and arousal intertwining. The taste of the material, the scent of Christine's arousal, and the overwhelming size of the dildo all combined to drive him to the brink.

"You're nothing but a pathetic little sissy, aren't you?" Gaurav jeered. "Getting off on the thought of being split open by a fake cock. You're disgusting."

Christine's laughter was filled with delight as she watched Jimmy's degradation. "That's right, Jimmy. Keep licking. Show us how much you need this. How much you need to be humiliated."

Christine guided him to the bed, where he knelt, presenting himself. She started by slowly removing the large plug, watching as Jimmy shuddered with the sensation. His ass gaped slightly, already conditioned for what was to come.

"Good boy," Christine praised, her fingers gently probing him. "You've done so well with your training."

Gaurav handed her the bottle of lube, and Christine generously applied it to her hand and Jimmy's stretched hole. Slowly, methodically, she began to insert her fingers, one by one, watching Jimmy's reactions closely.

"Relax, Jimmy," she instructed. "You can take it. You've been trained for this."

Jimmy's body trembled with anticipation and need. The sensation of Christine's hand stretching him further filled him with a strange, twisted satisfaction. He craved this, the attention, the degradation, the feeling of being used.

As Christine's hand slid deeper, Jimmy moaned, his chastity cage leaking with arousal. Gaurav watched, his eyes filled with amusement and approval.

"Look at you, Jimmy," Gaurav taunted. "You're nothing but a needy little sissy, desperate to have your ass filled."

Christine's hand finally reached its goal, her fist inside Jimmy's ass. She moved slowly, methodically, stretching him further. Jimmy moaned louder, his body shaking with the intense sensation.

"Good boy," Christine cooed. "You're taking it so well. You love this, don't you?"

"Yes, Mistress," Jimmy gasped. "I love it. Thank you, Mistress."

Gaurav moved closer, his cock hard and dripping. "Show her how much you love it, sissy."

Jimmy nodded, his eyes filled with a mixture of submission and need. "Thank you, Mistress. Thank you, Gaurav."

The session continued, Christine's hand working inside him, pushing Jimmy to his limits. The humiliation, the physical sensation, the constant praise from Christine and Gaurav all combined to create a state of euphoric submission for Jimmy.

One evening, Christine called Jimmy into the bedroom. Gaurav was there, watching with a satisfied grin as Christine held the enormous horse cock dildo coated in lube. Surgical gloves on both her hands also covered in lots of lube. The custom harness fit her perfectly, and the sheer size of the dildo made Jimmy's heart race with a mix of fear and anticipation.

"Jimmy, come here," Christine commanded, her voice firm and authoritative.

Jimmy obeyed, his body trembling. He knelt before her, his eyes wide as he took in the sight of the massive dildo. Christine's eyes gleamed with excitement as she yanked out Jimmys oversize plug and squirted some lube into Jimmy's already loose ass.

"Get ready, sissy," Christine said, positioning herself behind Jimmy. "This is going to stretch you more than ever before."

Jimmy's breath hitched as Christine began to press the flared head of the dildo against his hole. The size was overwhelming, and it took a bit of work to get the head to pop into his ass. Jimmy whimpered like a little girl, the sensation both painful and intensely arousing.

"That's it, take it," Gaurav taunted from the side. "You love being stretched, don't you, sissy?"

"Yes, Gaurav," Jimmy whimpered, his voice filled with a mixture of pain and need.

As Christine pushed the dildo deeper, Jimmy's body shook with the intense sensation. The flared head stretched him wider than ever before, and the fullness was almost unbearable. But with Christine's firm guidance and Gaurav's taunts, Jimmy's arousal only grew.

"You're doing so well, Jimmy," Christine cooed, her voice dripping with condescension. "Look at you, taking this massive cock like the good little sissy you are."

Gaurav, standing by the side of the bed, watched with a smug grin. He stepped forward, his big brown cock already hard and dripping. Grabbing Jimmy's hair, he guided his cock into Jimmy's mouth. 

"Suck it, sissy," Gaurav ordered. "Show me how much you love being used." 

Jimmy obediently opened his mouth, taking Gaurav's cock in and sucking it hungrily. The taste and texture filled his senses, adding to the intense arousal from the dildo stretching his ass. 

Christine began to stroke the dildo in and out of Jimmy's hole, each movement deliberate and powerful. The dildo glistened with lube and Jimmy's own slickness, sliding in and out with ease. Every thrust stretched him to the max, the sensation both painful and exhilarating. 

"Look at how wide you're being stretched," Christine taunted. "You're nothing but a sissy slut, made to take huge cocks."

Jimmy's eyes watered as he continued to suck Gaurav's cock, his body trembling with the overwhelming sensations. Gaurav's grip on his hair tightened, guiding Jimmy's head to move in sync with Christine's thrusts.

"That's it, sissy," Gaurav groaned. "Suck it deep. Show us how much you love being used by real men."

Christine increased her pace, the dildo popping in and out of Jimmy's ass with a wet, slick sound. Each thrust stretched him further, the flared head pulling at his entrance before plunging back in. Jimmy's whimpers turned to moans, muffled by Gaurav's cock filling his mouth.

"Good boy," Christine praised, her voice dripping with satisfaction. "Take it all. Stretch for me."

Soon, Jimmy was shaking uncontrollably. The sheer intensity of the sensation overwhelmed him, and before he knew it, he was experiencing a sissygasm. Cum spurted out of his caged sissy clitty, rope after rope shooting out as his whole body shook with the force of his orgasm.

"Oh, look at that," Gaurav said with a mocking laugh, pointing out Jimmy's uncontrollable release. "Our little sissy just came from being fucked like a slut."

Christine joined in the humiliation, her eyes gleaming with delight. "What a loser you are, Jimmy. A pathetic little white boy born to be fucked and used by real men and women."

Jimmy's face burned with humiliation, but his body was still trembling from the intense orgasm. The degradation, the physical sensation, and the overwhelming arousal all blended into a state of euphoric submission.

"You're nothing but a sissy slut," Gaurav continued, his voice filled with disdain. "Made to be used and humiliated."

Christine slowly pulled the massive dildo out, watching as Jimmy's hole gaped slightly before closing. "Clean it, Jimmy," she ordered, holding the dildo in front of his face.

Jimmy obediently licked and sucked the dildo clean, the taste of lube and his own shit filling his mouth. Christine and Gaurav watched with satisfied smiles, their dominance reinforced by Jimmy's submission.

"Good boy," Christine praised. "You're exactly where you belong."

As the days continued, this new routine became a regular part of their lives. Each evening, Jimmy would be stretched and used, his body conditioned to take the massive dildo and any other degrading acts Christine and Gaurav desired. The constant arousal and humiliation kept him in a perpetual state of neediness, his submission deepening with each passing day.

One evening, as Gaurav and Christine were getting ready to fuck Jimmy, Gaurav held a bottle of poppers under Jimmy's nose, his voice a commanding growl. "Inhale deeply, sissy."

Jimmy obeyed, taking a deep breath. Within seconds, he felt hornier than he ever had in his life. His body tingled with a desperate, uncontrollable need as the poppers took effect, loosening his throat and ass completely. Gaurav took advantage of this and pushed his cock deep into Jimmy's throat, while Christine positioned herself behind him.

Christine, her eyes gleaming with excitement, began fisting Jimmy's boi pussy. The sensation was overwhelming, and Jimmy's entire body shuddered with the intensity of it. His throat and ass were totally relaxed, allowing Gaurav and Christine to use him easily.

"Good little slut," Gaurav grunted, thrusting deep into Jimmy's throat. "Take it all. Show us how much you love being our plaything."

Christine's fingers worked expertly, stretching Jimmy's ass wide before she lubed up her enormous strapon dildo with his leaking pre-cum. The sheer size of the dildo looked obscene against her tiny frame as she positioned it at Jimmy's entrance.

"Ready, sissy?" she taunted, her voice filled with cruel delight. "You're about to be split wide open."

With a powerful thrust, Christine buried the massive dildo deep into Jimmy's ass. The sensation was overwhelming, his body convulsing with pleasure. She began to fuck him hard, each thrust driving the dildo deeper.

Jimmy's whole body was shaking, his mind lost in a haze of arousal and submission. The combined assault on his throat and ass pushed him to the edge. The poppers amplified every sensation, making him feel every inch of Gaurav's cock in his throat and Christine's strapon in his ass.

As the intense stimulation continued, Jimmy's tiny caged clitty began to throb. He could feel an orgasm building, the pressure becoming unbearable. With a choked moan around Gaurav's cock, he had the most intense orgasm of his life. Loads of sissy cum shot from his little caged clitty, coating his thighs and dripping onto the floor.

Christine didn't stop. She fucked him harder, deeper, driving the massive dildo into his gaping ass with relentless force. Gaurav continued to pump Jimmy's throat like a pussy, his dominance and power evident in every thrust.

Jimmy's body convulsed as a second sissygasm ripped through him, his eyes rolling back in his head from the sheer intensity of it. His entire body trembled, and he felt completely overwhelmed by the pleasure.

Gaurav pulled his glistening cock from Jimmy's mouth, stroking it rapidly. With a final groan, he filled Jimmy's mouth with hot, thick cum, making him swallow every drop as he gasped for air.

Christine withdrew her massive strapon dildo from Jimmy's boi pussy, his gaping hole twitching from the intense fucking. She moved around to stand in front of him, the enormous dildo slick with Jimmy's ass juice.

"Lick it clean, sissy," she commanded, her voice filled with authority. "Show us how much you love being our cum-drinking, ass-fucking toy."

Jimmy, still trembling from his orgasms, obediently leaned forward. His tongue reached out, licking the massive dildo. The taste of his own fluids mixed with the lube was a potent reminder of his submission and humiliation.

As he licked, Christine stroked his hair, her voice soft and mocking. "Such a good little sissy. You're perfect for us. You'll always be our obedient, needy slut, won't you?"

Jimmy nodded, his eyes filled with a mixture of adoration and submission. He knew he would do anything for Gaurav and Christine, his owners, his masters. Every act of humiliation, every degrading task only reinforced his place in their world, and he found a twisted, intense pleasure in it.

After the hard fucking, Gaurav looked down at Jimmy with a triumphant smirk. He pulled Jimmy up by his hair, making sure the sissy was looking directly into his eyes. Christine stood nearby, a satisfied smile playing on her lips.

"Jimmy, it's time for a change," Gaurav announced, his voice dripping with authority. "We've decided it's time you had a new name, one that fits your new role."

Jimmy's heart pounded in his chest, a mixture of fear and excitement coursing through him. He knew whatever Gaurav and Christine decided would be final, and he would have to accept it completely.

"Since you love to cum like a girl from being fucked, your new name will be Krystal. With a K," Gaurav declared, his tone leaving no room for argument. "Also, from now on, you will always call me Daddy. Your pronouns will be she/her. It will reinforce your submission and your status as our sissy. It's a good name for a slut that loves big brown Indian cock. Isn't that right, Krystal?"

Jimmy—now Krystal—felt a shiver of arousal and submission at the new name. The humiliation of being renamed was intense, but it also solidified his identity as their sissy.

"Yes, Daddy," Krystal whispered, the new title slipping from his lips almost naturally.

"Good girl," Gaurav said, a cruel smile spreading across his face.

Christine stepped forward, her eyes gleaming with approval. "That's right, Krystal. You're no longer Jimmy. You're our little Krystal, our obedient, cum-drinking slut."

Krystal's heart raced as the new name and title sank in. She felt his place in their dynamic more deeply than ever before. He was no longer just a sissy; he was Krystal, and he belonged entirely to Gaurav—now Daddy—and Christine.

Gaurav patted Krystal's cheek, his eyes cold and calculating. "Remember, Krystal, you're nothing without us. You're our property, our toy. And you'll always crave this, won't you?"

"Yes, Daddy," Krystal replied, her voice trembling with a mixture of fear and arousal. The new name and the command to call Gaurav "Daddy" felt like the final pieces of his transformation falling into place.

Christine leaned in, her lips brushing against Krystal's ear. "You belong to us, Krystal. You'll always be our good little sissy, desperate for Daddy's cock and my control."

Krystal nodded, tears of humiliation and joy streaming down her face. She knew she would do anything for them, her owners, her masters. Every act of degradation, every humiliating task only reinforced her place in their world, and she found an intense, twisted pleasure in it. She was Krystal now, and she would embrace her new identity with all her heart.

Here's the text with some edits for clarity, coherence, and flow:

---

The decision to fully feminize Jimmy, now to be known as Krystal, marked a new chapter in their dynamic. Gaurav had arranged for a visit to a physician he knew, a doctor who would administer hormone injections to help Krystal grow nice little tits. Gaurav and Christine were eager to begin this transformation, reveling in the further degradation and feminization of their submissive.

One afternoon, they brought Krystal to the doctor's office. Krystal was dressed in a tight, sexy outfit that highlighted her skinny and petite frame, her makeup perfect, and her demeanor submissive. The doctor, Dr. Patterson, was a middle-aged man with a knowing smile. He welcomed them into his private examination room.

"Well, well, Gaurav," Dr. Patterson said, his eyes gleaming with amusement as he looked at Krystal. "You've done quite a job with this one. She looks very convincing already."

Gaurav smirked, his arm around Christine. "Thanks, Doc. We're here to take things to the next level. We want Krystal here to get hormone injections, make her grow some nice tits."

Dr. Patterson nodded, motioning for Krystal to undress. "Let's get started, shall we? Strip down, Krystal. I need to conduct a thorough examination."

Krystal obeyed, her hands shaking slightly as she removed her clothes. She stood naked before them, her face flushed with humiliation. Her little nipples were hard and erect, and her clitty ached in its cage.

"Such a pretty girl," Christine taunted, her voice dripping with condescension. "You're going to look even better with nice, perky tits, Krystal."

Dr. Patterson approached, snapping on a pair of latex gloves. He began his examination, his hands moving expertly over Krystal's body. "Lie down on the table, Krystal. I need to check how well you've been trained."

Krystal lay down, her legs spread as Dr. Patterson began a thorough deep anal exam. His fingers probed and stretched her, his eyes filled with a mix of clinical interest and amusement.

"My, what a nice loose ass you have," Dr. Patterson remarked, glancing at Gaurav and Christine. "You've trained her well."

Gaurav laughed, his eyes gleaming with pride. "She's our little slut, Doc. We make sure she's well-prepared for anything."

Christine nodded, her smile wicked. "And she loves every moment of it, don't you, Krystal?"

"Yes, Mistress," Krystal whispered, her voice trembling with both humiliation and need.

Dr. Patterson finished his examination, removing his gloves with a snap. "Everything looks good. We'll start the hormone injections today. She'll need regular treatments to ensure proper development."

He prepared the injection, filling the syringe with the hormone solution. "This will help you grow those nice little tits, Krystal," he said, his tone mockingly sweet. "You'll be even more of a pretty little slut."

Gaurav and Christine watched with satisfaction, their eyes filled with anticipation for the changes to come.

"You're going to be such a good girl, Krystal," Christine cooed, stroking Krystal's hair. "Soon, you'll have nice tits to match that pretty face of yours."

Dr. Patterson finished the injection, patting Krystal's cheek condescendingly. "All done. Make sure she comes back regularly for her treatments. We want to see those tits grow nicely."

Gaurav nodded, his grip on Krystal's shoulder firm. "Don't worry, Doc. We'll make sure she gets everything she needs."

As they left the doctor's office, Krystal felt a mix of emotions swirling inside her. The humiliation, the physical changes, and the constant degradation from Gaurav and Christine only deepened her submission. She knew she was on the path to becoming the perfect sissy trans girl they desired.

"You're going to love your new tits, Krystal," Gaurav said, his voice filled with mockery. "Just think of how much more of a slut you'll look with them."

Christine laughed, her eyes gleaming with delight. "And we'll make sure everyone knows what a pathetic little sissy you are. You're born to be used and humiliated."

Krystal's face burned with shame, but beneath it all, there was a strange sense of satisfaction. She was fulfilling her role, becoming exactly what Gaurav and Christine wanted her to be. And she loved every humiliating moment of it.

TO BE CONTINUED
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