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Chapter 1: The Invitation

Monday morning at the office felt like torture.

Mark — or rather, Mandy to the three Black bulls who had used her all weekend — sat in his gray cubicle wearing a button-down shirt and slacks that felt like sandpaper against his still-smooth legs. Underneath, the pink chastity cage was locked tight, a constant reminder of everything that had happened.

He could still taste them. Still feel them.

The weekend at Jamal’s house had broken something inside him. For 72 hours he had been fully Mandy — collared, caged, naked except for heels, getting fucked, hypno’d, and used in every room. Now he was back to pretending.

The worst part had come at the very end. Sunday night at 11:47 PM, under bright lights, he had performed the ritual in front of all three bulls: wig off, makeup wiped away, fake tits removed, lingerie folded, boy clothes back on. They had watched silently as the beautiful sissy disappeared and the plain boy returned.

Jamal had lifted his chin and said softly, “This pain is what makes you ours.”

That was when his phone buzzed with the next invitation.

Jamal:
Next weekend. My place. Friday 7 PM sharp. You belong to us for 72 hours. No boy clothes allowed inside the house. Be ready to break, sissy.

Mandy’s clit strained uselessly in its cage under the desk. She bit her lip so hard it almost bled and typed back with shaking fingers:

Yes, Daddy. I’ll be there.



Chapter 2: Friday Night – Arrival & Breaking In

Friday evening the transformation was more intense than usual.

Mandy spent two full hours getting ready: full-body shave, heavy smoky eyeshadow, glossy pink lips, long blonde wig with perfect curls, big realistic D-cup fake breasts, pink micro skirt, white thigh-high stockings with bows, clear 6-inch platform heels, and a tiny crop top that said “BBC Property” in rhinestones.

The second she stepped inside Jamal’s modern house, he grabbed her by the throat and pushed her against the wall.

“Strip. Now.”

Clothes came off in seconds. The only things that stayed were the heels, stockings, and the pink cage.

Jamal inspected her like livestock. “Good girl. Rules for the weekend:

	You are Mandy at all times. No male name, no male thoughts.
  
	Mouth and holes are always open and available.
  
	You will address us as Daddy, Sir, or Master.
  
	You sleep at the foot of the bed in a collar and chain.
  
	At the end of the weekend you will detransition in front of us so we can watch you suffer.”
  


Mandy whimpered. “Yes, Daddy.”

Marcus and Tyrone were already waiting in the basement training room — mirrors on every wall, fuck bench in the center, large TV playing BBC hypno on low volume.

They started immediately.

For the next three hours they took turns using her throat. Deep, sloppy, relentless. Mandy gagged, drooled, cried pretty mascara tears, and begged for more between loads. They painted her face twice before midnight, then bent her over the bench and took turns stretching her sissy pussy.

By 2 AM she was a shaking, cum-covered mess, repeating mantras while they edged her locked clit.

“I am a BBC sissy… My only purpose is to serve superior Black cock…”



Chapter 3: Saturday – Total Body & Mind Training

She woke up chained to the foot of Jamal’s bed, a thick plug still buried in her ass.

Breakfast was served on her knees — their cocks.

All day Saturday was dedicated to breaking her further.

Hole Training
They used progressively larger dildos, then double penetration. Mandy screamed in ecstasy when Jamal and Marcus filled both her holes at the same time, her caged clit dripping uselessly onto the floor.

Public Exposure
They made her answer the door completely naked except for heels when the pizza arrived. The delivery driver got a full show while Mandy rode Jamal’s cock reverse cowgirl on the couch, moaning like a whore for the stranger.

Hypno & Mantra Work
Hours in front of the big screen. Swirling spirals. Sissy hypno videos on repeat. Mandy sat on Tyrone’s lap, impaled on his thick cock, repeating:

“Black Cock is Superior.”
“I was born to be a white sissy cum dump.”
“I will never be a real man again.”

Every time she said it correctly, they rewarded her with another load.

By evening she was completely cock-drunk, babbling, covered in dried cum, begging them to ruin her completely.



Chapter 4: Sunday – Ownership & The Final Breaking

Sunday was the deepest day.

They brought out the full setup: noise-cancelling headphones, spiral visor, and subliminal audio. While Tyrone fucked her slow and deep on the breeding bench, the hypno drilled into her mind for four straight hours.

Jamal whispered in her ear the entire time:

“You’re not Mark anymore. You’re Mandy. Permanently. The boy clothes are a lie. One day soon you’ll throw them all away and never go back.”

Mandy cried from overwhelming pleasure and truth.

They edged her for hours without mercy, then finally rewarded her with a triple creampie and a massive facial while she sobbed happy tears.

At 10 PM the clock struck.

“Time for the ritual,” Jamal said softly.

Mandy’s heart sank.

They made her stand in the middle of the living room while they watched. Under bright lights, she began the painful process.

Wig removed.
Makeup wiped away slowly.
Fake tits peeled off and placed on the table.
Lingerie folded neatly.
Boy clothes — ugly jeans, hoodie, sneakers — put back on.

The three powerful Black men watched in silence as the beautiful sissy disappeared and the plain, broken boy returned.

Tears streamed down Mark’s face.

Jamal stepped forward and wiped one away with his thumb.

“Look at you… still leaking our cum down your thighs while dressed like a boring nobody. This is what makes you ours. The contrast. The pain. The hunger it creates.”

He kissed Mandy’s forehead — even though she was back in boy mode.

“You did good this weekend, sissy. Next time will be longer. Harder. Closer to never going back.”

Mandy whispered, voice cracking, “Thank you, Daddies… for letting me be myself, even if it’s only for a little while.”



Chapter 5: Monday Morning – The Hunger Grows

Back at the office. Same cubicle. Same fake smile.

But something had permanently changed.

The hunger was stronger now. The male mask felt thinner. Every time someone called him “Mark,” it felt like a lie.

Under the desk, hidden in his work bag, was a tiny pair of pink panties and a small tube of lip gloss.

Just in case the urge became too strong to resist during lunch.

Mandy was winning.

One weekend at a time… the boy was losing.
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