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Recap of Part One

Tommy, a young and delicate whiteboy with an androgynous appearance, met Terrance, a confident and dominant black man who immediately recognizes Tommy’s submissive nature. Their connection begins when Terrance enters Tommy’s workplace, intrigued by his soft, feminine charm. Tommy is drawn to Terrance’s commanding presence, setting the stage for a dynamic of control and submission.


Chapter One: Pushed to the Edge

Terrance had already been up for an hour and Angel was still asleep. Terrance grabbed Angel and lifted her with ease, like she weighed nothing. Of course he thought of Angel as she. Angel was born to serve real men like him and she would learn to love it. One moment she was pressed close to Terrance’s chest, and the next, she was dropped onto the bed with a soft thump.

Terrance stood over her, big arms folded. “Hands up over your head,” he ordered.

Angel complied, trembling slightly, wrists crossing over her head. Every muscle in her body felt charged, brimming with anticipation. Her cheeks burned, remembering how many times she’d disobeyed—and the punishments that followed. But now, she was ready to give her Black Daddy whatever he wanted, no matter how intense.


Terrance held up a baby pink chastity cage made of glittery plastic. Angel’s eyes widened, a tremor of nerves and excitement making her cheeks burn. 

“This is yours now,” Terrance said, his tone cool, assured. “A perfect little prison for that pathetic white clitty.”

Angel swallowed hard, fighting anxiety and a fierce need to please. She’d never been so humiliated. “D-Daddy…are you sure?”

Terrance’s gaze was unyielding. “You want to be my good girl, don’t you? If you want this big Black cock you will be in chastity.”

Angel’s breath caught. The words made her little dick twitch. “Yes, Daddy,” she whispered, despite the flicker of nervousness in her chest. “I—I do.”

A slow smirk curved Terrance’s lips. “Then you’ll wear this. Permanently.”

Angel’s heart pounded. Every second that passed made her more excited. She hated her own eagerness, but the thrill of surrendering to him made her so horny. “Please…lock me up, Daddy.”

Terrance put the base ring into place. Forcing her balls through and then her little white dick. Which was really more of a clitty. So pathetic compared to Terrences. It took a little pushing but her little white cockette was soon locked away. Angel looked on as Terrance clicked the lock. A small click was all there was to show that her orgasms were now completely controlled by him.

“There,” Terrance said, tapping the cage. “Now you’re exactly what you’re meant to be—my little sissy, all locked up.”

Angel bowed her head, cheeks aflame, yet she couldn’t deny the wave of relief that coursed through her veins. The act was both terrifying and comforting, a promise that her body no longer belonged to her. Now he was in charge completely.

“Thank you, Daddy,” she murmured, voice trembling with shame at exposing her true submission.

Terrance cupped her chin, forcing her to look up. “You’ll beg for more every day this stays on. Trust me.”

Angel shivered, tears prickling at the corners of her eyes—tears of both humiliation and desperate anticipation.
“I…I can’t wait, Daddy.”

Terrance smiled, dark and triumphant. “That’s my good girl.”

Terrance let out a satisfied grunt, fingers sliding under Angel’s chin to tilt her face upward. “That’s my good girl. Keep talking like that, and maybe I’ll train you to cum without ever touching your useless little dick again. Think you can do that for me?”

Angel’s stomach flipped at the idea, shame and arousal fighting for control. “Yes, Daddy…please.”

Terrance reached over to the nightstand, retrieving a small bottle. Angel recognized it instantly—poppers, the same kind that had helped him open his throat the night before. Her pulse kicked into overdrive.

“Breathe deep,” Terrance commanded, holding the bottle beneath Angel’s nose.

Angel inhaled sharply, the smell strong and chemical. Almost at once, warmth and a hazy sense of relaxation flooded through her limbs. A slow flush spread across her cheeks. Every nerve felt heightened, she felt so horny and wanted Terrance’s cock.

Terrance smirked, setting the bottle aside. It was always the same with these little white sissies. “You ready to be fucked like the little bitch you are?”

Angel’s nod was shaky, eyes already glazed from the potent rush of chemicals. “Yes, Daddy.”

A moment later, Terrance loomed over Angel, his thick black cock already hard. Angel’s mouth watered at the sight, remembering how she’d gagged and drooled the night before. Despite the embarrassment, a wave of need swept through her.

“Hands behind your back,” Terrance said, grabbing her and pulling till her head hung over the edge of the bed. Angel was now on her back, hands pinned under her back. “I want you to take every inch.”

Angel obediently laid there trembling with need. Terrance stood next to the bed, lining his cock up with Angel’s parted lips.

“Deep breath,” Terrance said, holding the poppers next to Angel's nose again.

Angel inhaled, letting the poppers loosen her throat. The tip of Terrance’s cock pressed against her tongue, salty and musky. Angel closed her eyes, forcing herself to relax as Terrance pushed forward, inch by inch.

The first thrust made Angel choke, tears forming at the corners of her eyes. Saliva pooled in her mouth, spilling down her face. But Terrance didn’t let up, and didn't give Angel a chance to escape. Terrance briefly lifted the bottle under Angel’s nose again.

“Stay open, baby,” Terrance growled. “You love being used like this, don’t you?”

Angel couldn’t respond, her mouth was stuffed full. All she could do was moan around Terrance’s cock, drool glistening on her lips. The poppers eased the worst of the gag reflex, but every time Terrance slid deeper, Angel’s throat seized up just a bit. Tears streamed down her face from the strain.

“Mmm, that’s it,” Terrance encouraged, gripping Angel’s hair as he fucked her throat. “Show Daddy how grateful you are to be his cocksleeve.”

Angel’s mind spun. The room echoed with wet, obscene slurping sounds. Her nipples were hard and her clitty ached in its chastity cage. She hated how it turned her on to be humiliated, pinned, used. But the pleasure pulsing through her was undeniable.

Terrance groaned, hips rocking, each thrust claiming a little more of Angel’s throat. “Fuck,” he hissed, voice heavy with pleasure. “You’re a natural slut for me, huh?”

Angel’s lashes fluttered, more drool spilling out as she tried to nod. The world shrank down to Terrance’s cock in her throat and the need to breathe around it. Her caged little clitty throbbed pathetically, desperate for release it would never get.

After a few intense minutes, Terrance pulled free with a wet pop, leaving Angel gasping. A string of drool connected Angel’s wet lips to Terrance’s cock before it snapped away.

“Turn over,” Terrance ordered, voice still rough with lust. “Ass in the air.”

Angel struggled to move, still gasping for air. Finally, she scrambled onto hands and knees, face pressing into the sheets. She could barely see Terrance, but she felt the older Black man shifting behind her, spreading her ass.

“Head down,” Terrance barked, pressing Angel’s cheek into the mattress. “Keep that ass high.”

Angel obeyed, arching her back, presenting herself. She felt the cage tight on her, only reminding her how useless her own cock was. Daddy was everything—Only his pleasure mattered.

A rustle of movement. Then that sharp, pungent scent of poppers drifted under Angel’s nose again, making her head spin. She moaned weakly, letting the last tension melt away.

“Gonna teach you to cum from your hole alone,” Terrance muttered, guiding his cock to Angel’s tight boi pussy. “You don’t need that pathetic clit—ever.”

Angel’s breath caught at the blunt pressure. Even after last night, she wasn’t sure she could take Terrance’s girth so easily. But the poppers helped, loosening her until Terrance finally pushed his slick lubed up cock in.

It hurt at first—a sharp burn that made Angel cry out and bury her face in the sheets. Terrance paused, letting Angel adjust, before rocking his hips forward again. Another inch. Another wave of near-painful pressure. Angel’s tears smeared onto the bedding, her entire body tense.

“Breathe through it,” Terrance growled, rubbing a soothing hand up Angel’s spine. “You’ll take it and tomorrow you’ll be begging for more.”

Angel whimpered, nodding against the sheets, letting Terrance go deeper. The burn eventually gave way to a dizzying sense of fullness that had Angel’s eyes rolling back. Every time Terrance withdrew, she felt empty. Every time he pushed in, Angel felt stretched to the brink. Then it started to feel so good. Angel began moaning as her Black daddy fucked her.

“That’s my good little hole,” Terrance praised, voice thick with lust. “So tight around Daddy’s cock.”

Angel choked out another moan. She could hear how wet and noisy it was, and the knowledge that her body was opening up to Daddy so eagerly made her burn with shame and lust.

Then Terrance really started moving.

Terrance’s thrusts went from careful to punishingly deep in a matter of moments. The headboard knocked against the wall; the mattress creaked. Angel’s moans turned into high-pitched cries each time Terrance bottomed out.

“You beg me if it’s too much,” Terrance warned, though he didn’t slow. “Otherwise, I’m not stopping.”

Angel couldn’t find words. Her mouth hung open drooling. The poppers had her floating, lost in the haze of raw sensation. Another flush of humiliation washed over her as Terrance’s voice seared his ears:

“Look at you,” Terrance snarled. “Couldn’t even do anything with that tiny dick if it were free. All you’re good for is bending over and taking a real man's cock.”

A broken whimper escaped Angel. She pressed her hips back to meet each thrust, chasing something she couldn’t name—something that made her feel so good.

“You gonna cum for me like this?” Terrance demanded. “Without even touching your little white clit?”

Angel panted, the feeling deep inside her spreading. “Y-yes, Daddy…please, please…!”

She’d never cum hands-free before, let alone from being brutally fucked. But her body began to shake, each stroke threatened to send her careening over the edge.

“Say it,” Terrance hissed, pounding harder. “Tell me what you are.”

Angel’s voice came out ragged, barely more than a sob. “I’m—Daddy’s worthless, locked-up whore. I’m your sissy, Daddy!”

Terrance let out a dark chuckle. “That’s my girl.”

The pace became relentless—Terrance pounding into Angel, every thrust forcing a sharp cry from Angel’s lips. Spit dribbled onto the sheets, mixing with tears. Angel’s hands scrabbled at the sheets.

Then, without warning, a rush of euphoria rolled through her, making her gasp. Her caged clitty throbbed wildly, trapped in pink glittery plastic, while wave after wave of pleasure tore through her. She screamed out—an embarrassing, helpless sound—as she realized she was coming from nothing but being fucked by a big Black cock. No direct stimulation to her dick. Just the thick stretch of Daddy’s cock ruining her.

“Fuck,” Terrance growled, feeling Angel clamp down. “That’s it. Take it all.”

Angel’s climax sent shudders through her body, leaving her gasping and shaking. She could feel the cage tight on her. She had never felt anything like it in her life.

Terrance didn’t relent. Another half-dozen thrusts, and he finally shot his cum deep inside Angel with a savage grunt. He stroked a few more times. Wet sloppy sounds from Angels stretched boi pussy.

They stayed like that for a long moment, Terrance buried deep, Angel gasping into the sheets, a sense of dizzy relief settled over her.

Slowly, Terrance pulled out, leaving Angel whimpering at the sudden emptiness. Strong hands hauled Angel’s body upright, pressing her against Terrance’s chest.

“Always remember,” Terrance said, gripping the pink cage and her little balls, “this is never coming off. You exist to be fucked now, to serve me. Understand?”

Angel stared up with wide eyes. “Y-yes, Daddy. Thank you” and she meant it and Terrance knew it.

Angel flushed, trembling with exhaustion. “Yes, Daddy,” she whispered again, voice quavering.

As Terrance’s hand stroked lazily over Angel’s hair, Angel closed her eyes. She was sore, humiliated, and utterly spent—but deep down, she was exactly where she wanted to be: owned by her Black daddy, locked, and broken in the most delicious way.


Chapter Two: Daddy Takes What’s His

Another evening and Angel was already lubed up and ready for whatever might happen. Terrance stretched out on the bed, his broad muscular chest gleaming under the low light. Strong, dark hands gripped Angel’s hips, holding the little white sissy about to ride his cock. The pink, glittery chastity cage tight as Angels locked up clitty leaked cum.

“Stay right there baby,” Terrance commanded, voice low and rough.

Angel’s heart pounded. She bit her lip, positioning herself over Terrance’s thick black cock. Just the sight of it, made her mouth water—and her body quiver with need.

“You’re so desperate, aren’t you?” Terrance teased, brushing the swollen head against Angel’s slick asshole. “All locked up, aching for Daddy’s cock.”

Angel whimpered, eyes fluttering shut. “Yes, Daddy. Please…I need it.”

A dark laugh rumbled in Terrance’s throat. “Then show me how badly you want it, slut. Ride me.”

With that, Angel lowered herself, gasping at the now familiar feeling as Terrance’s cock stretched her open. Her body buzzed with a twisted, eager pleasure. The humiliating notion that she was addicted to black cock—to Daddy’s dick—only made her crave more.

“That’s it,” Terrance hissed, fingers digging into Angel’s waist. “Feel every inch. You’re mine to use. Oh my god you’re so tight.”

Angel’s cheeks blazed. She began to move, rocking her hips, a high-pitched moan escaping her lips each time she took it deep. The cage was tight, adding a maddening ache that made her clitty leak.

“You think that pathetic clit of yours will ever be touched again?” Terrance mocked, his tone dripping with condescension. “No, you’ll keep cumming from taking my cock. That’s all you need and all you’ll get.”

Angel shuddered at his words, tears of shame burning at the corners of her eyes. “Yes, Daddy…need you so bad. Wanna be your perfect sissy.”

Terrance grinned, sliding his hands up, pinching and twisting Angel’s nipples through her thin tank top. “Then don’t stop. Show me you can cum hands-free like a good little hole.”

Angel set a punishing rhythm, thighs burning as she rode Terrance. Pleasure built low and insistent, a white-hot coil threatening to snap. Saliva pooled in Angel’s mouth, drool slipping past her parted lips as she lost herself in the brutal pace.

“Come on,” Terrance growled, bucking his hips upward. “Milk my cock, you desperate bitch.”

Those degrading words sent Angel over the edge. A strangled cry tore from her throat, her body spasming around Daddy’s length. She couldn’t do more than surrender to the crashing waves of a sissygasm, her tiny cock twitching uselessly as she spurted cum all over Terrance’s belly.

Barely had Angel caught her breath before Terrance flipped her onto her back, cock still pulsing inside her. With a deep groan, he unloaded a hot flood of cum, pumping it deep into Angel’s tight ass.

Angel’s whimper echoed in the room. She could feel every pulse, every throb of Terrance’s climax. It was overwhelming—and she loved it. His big throbbing cock filling her with cum was so perfect.

Terrance didn’t linger. As soon as he was finished, he pulled out and reached for a smooth, black butt plug on the nightstand. Angel’s eyes widened; she was still trembling from her orgasm.

“No, no, don’t you close up on me,” Terrance warned, gripping Angel’s thigh. He pressed the plug against Angel’s gaping hole, sealing in the cum. “You’re mine—inside and out.”

Angel cried out softly as the plug stretched her, locking Daddy’s cum in place. Her boi pussy pulling it into the base made her feel full and stretched.

“Stay plugged,” Terrance said, voice hard. “I don’t want a drop leaking out, understand?”

Angel nodded frantically, tears clinging to her lashes. “Y-yes, Daddy…I’ll keep it in.”

Just when Angel thought she’d be allowed to rest, Terrance tangled a hand in her hair and gave a firm yank, pulling her onto her knees.

“Now clean me off,” he growled, guiding Angel’s face down toward his cock—still slick with a mix of lube and cum.

Her cheeks burned red, but she couldn’t deny the twisted excitement.

With trembling hands braced against Terrance’s thighs, Angel opened her mouth. She began to lap and suck, each degrading swipe of her tongue making her boi pussy clench around the plug.

“Dirty little sissy,” Terrance sneered, watching Angel’s suck his cock that was just in her ass. “You can’t get enough of your own ass on my cock, can you?”

Angel moaned around the girth of his black cock, eyes watering. She hated how the words made her clitty throb in its cage, but there was no denying it. She’d do anything for Daddy now—no matter how degrading, no matter how filthy. She sucked harder getting off on how perverted it was.

“That’s right,” Terrance said, a cruel edge in his voice. “Get it all. And then thank me for letting you have it.”

Angel swallowed, tears slipping free, the taste and smell of her own ass and his cum coating her tongue. Finally, she pulled back, lips slick with drool and lube. She knew she loved being degraded like the weak little white sissy she was.

“Th-thank you, Daddy,” she whispered, voice trembling. “Thank you for letting me—”

Terrance placed a finger to her lips, cutting her off with a dark smile. “Shh…that’s enough talk. You’re not done being my little cum-dump tonight.”

Angel felt another wave of heat coursing through her. She was drained, exhausted—but the needy hunger was still there. Being Daddy’s filthy toy had become her new addiction.

She couldn’t wait for the next round.



Chapter Three: Bound to Please 

Angel’s heartbeat drummed in her ears as Terrance unbuckled his heavy leather belt. She knelt on the bed, eyes fixed on her Daddy’s broad chest and the menace in his dark gaze. She was nervous and on edge.

“Face down,” Terrance commanded in a low rasp, the belt sliding free from his pants with a hiss.

Angel swallowed hard, tears already pricking her eyes. She knew what was coming; she also knew she could handle it, because Daddy never went further than she could. Still, her chest tightened. She wanted this. Needed it, even. Needed to be controlled and punished by a strong Black man.

“Yes, Daddy,” Angel whispered, easing forward onto her elbows.

Without warning, the first crack of leather lit her ass on fire. A yelp escaped her lips; she couldn’t help it. Each strike stung so bad, yet every jolt only made her cling tighter to the pillow. Tears slid down her cheeks, humiliating her even more.

“Cry for me,” Terrance growled, bringing the belt down again. “Show me you want to be my little white bitch and can take it. I want to see you cry like the weak little sissy you are”

Angel’s sobs came harder, the pain was overwhelming. By the time Terrance stopped, her body trembled, tears staining the sheets. She felt raw—exposed. She was bawling like a little girl, just what Terrance wanted.

Terrance tossed the belt aside and hauled Angel upright, gathering her tear-streaked face into his broad palms. “Shh…there we go,” he murmured, brushing away her tears. “Come soothe yourself on Daddy’s cock. Suck it like a pacifier baby. Suck my cock and I promise you’ll feel so much better.”

Angel’s breath shivered as Terrance guided her head towards his black cock. She couldn’t get enough of sucking it or being fucked. She parted her lips obediently, tears still on her face. The salty taste of his cock coated her tongue, and she moaned softly around it, finding happiness in nursing on Daddy’s cock head. Each gentle suck made her sobs a little less, a reminder that even when Daddy hurt her, she needed it and she got to suck this beautiful yummy black cock.

“That’s right,” Terrance praised, voice softening for a moment as he stroked her hair. “Show Daddy how grateful you are to be put in your place.”

Before Angel’s tears had fully dried, Terrance shoved her back against the bed, flipping her onto her stomach. She gasped as he tugged her hips upward, her little white clitty twitching in its chastity cage. A half-formed protest died in her throat when Terrance delivered a sharp slap to her little balls.

“You don’t need these anyway,” he sneered, squeezing them hard. “All you need is your hole. Shut the fuck up and be a good girl.”

Angel whimpered, eyes watering again, but the hungry ache in her belly outweighed the ache in her little useless balls. Her body, broken by desire, needed Daddy’s cock more than ever. She felt Terrance line up, pushing his cock into her.

“Open up,” he growled.

Angel arched her back, pressing her hips toward Terrance, offering every inch of herself. The initial thrust stole her breath, still tender from the night before. She cried out, fingers clawing at the sheets. Yet her body responded with eagerness, that familiar feeling winding tighter in her belly.

“Don’t fight it,” Terrance warned, delivering a harsh swat to Angel’s little balls again. “This is who you are. A needy, aching bitch desperate for my cock.”

Every humiliating word sent a fresh wave of heat through Angel. She hated to admit it but having her balls smacked only turned her on more. She quivered, tears slipping down her cheeks as she clung to the blankets, letting Terrance pound deep, each thrust hard and powerful.

Angel didn’t know how long it lasted—how many times she teetered on the edge of a sissygasm, moaning in frustration, wanting to stroke her clitty. Eventually, Terrance yanked her up by the hair, pulling out at the last second. Angel collapsed onto the bed in a daze, barely managing to roll onto her back when Terrance hooked a hand under her jaw.

“You know what’s next,” Terrance snarled, shoving his slick cock between Angel’s lips.

Terrance didn’t give her time to adjust. He thrust his hips forward, hitting the back of her throat. Gurgling, half-formed moans spilled out around the length as Angel sucked him clean.

“Take it,” Terrance demanded, slapping Angel’s tear stained cheek. “Suck it clean like the good little bitch you are.”

Angel choked, eyes rolling back, saliva spilling over her lips. The humiliating knowledge that she was cleaning off Daddy’s cock straight  from her own abused hole made her caged clitty  ache painfully. She wanted to hate it, but she couldn’t. She was addicted now—addicted to Daddy’s cock, addicted to belonging, addicted to the sting of shame that only fueled her arousal further.

Finally, Terrance stilled, pressing in deep. A shuddering groan tore from his throat, and Angel could feel the pulsing warmth of Daddy’s yummy cum pumping into her mouth. She sputtered, tears streaming, but she swallowed every drop. The creamy and strong taste that she was learning to love.

Angel collapsed back, coughing and gasping for air as Terrance pulled away. Her entire body felt bruised and used, but that primal spark of need still flickered in her belly.

Terrance didn’t leave her like that for long. He scooped her up against his chest, large hands stroking over her back. “Shhh,” he murmured, planting a possessive kiss on her damp hairline. “Good girl. Such a good job.”

Angel sobbed quietly, burying her face against Daddy’s chest. Relief mingled with frustration, so turned on but only his pleasure mattered, every breath trembling. “Thank you, Daddy,” she managed, voice hoarse. “Thank you for…using me.”

Terrance’s grip tightened, an almost tender edge creeping into his tone. “Hush now. Daddy’s got you.”


He let her tremble against his chest for a long moment, fingers curling in her hair. Then his voice dropped, calm but unyielding. “You’d better get used to this, Angel. From now on, only the pleasure of Black men matters. That little caged clit? It’s mine. You don’t get to cum unless I say so.” 


Chapter Four: Pushing Limits

Angel could feel the heavy thrum of blood in her ears as Terrance guided her onto the bed. The low light cast stark shadows across Terrance’s broad shoulders, accentuating every ripple and curve of muscle. Angel’s breath came in small, shallow puffs—she already sensed tonight would be different. More intense. Daddy was pushing her boundaries again.

Terrance swept a hand over Angel’s cheek, his eyes dark with promise. “We’re gonna try something bigger tonight, baby.”

Angel swallowed, nerves and arousal tangling in her gut. She nodded, because that was the only answer she could manage around the lump in her throat. “Y-yes, Daddy.”

A slow grin spread across Terrance’s lips. “You trust me, don’t you?”

Angel exhaled shakily. “Always.”

Terrance pressed a brief, hard possessive kiss to Angel’s parted lips, then pulled back. “Good. Then spread those legs and let Daddy see what’s his.”

Angel eased onto her back, knees drawing apart. She felt Terrance’s warm palm slide over her inner thigh, possessive and steadying. Despite the flicker of fear and excitement at trying something bigger, she loved the steady weight of Terrance’s hand on her.

From the bedside table, Terrance retrieved a new butt plug—twice as big as Angel’s usual one. Smooth, black silicone, it looked intimidating in his hand. Angel’s pulse fluttered. She recalled how tight her body felt taking Daddy’s smaller plugs. This one looked like it would stretch her wide open.

“See this?” Terrance asked, holding it up so Angel couldn’t look away. “You’ve been doing so well for me, letting me stretch that hole night by night. Now we’re moving up.”

Angel’s cheeks flushed with a mixture of shame and excitement. “It’s so big, Daddy…”

Terrance raised an eyebrow. “Too big for my little slut to handle?”

The instant flush of humiliation made Angel tremble. Despite her nerves, the ache of her throbbing caged clit was obvious. “N-no, Daddy. I’ll take it. I promise.”

Terrance’s approving smile brought a surge of pride to Angel’s chest. She was learning to be so obedient and eager to please him, he loved it. “Good girl.” He applied a generous amount of lube to the plug, then set it aside. “On your knees, face down. Arch that back.”

Angel rolled onto her front, pressing her chest to the sheets. She drew her knees under her, tilting her hips upward. A needy whimper slipped free as Terrance’s fingers traced along her little white balls, then pressed firmly against her boi cunt.

“This hole belongs to me,” Terrance murmured. “And I’m gonna train it to take more and more. Understand?”

“Yes, Daddy,” Angel breathed, voice trembling with desire.

Terrance began working a finger in, then two, easing Angel open slowly. Each press and twist drew quiet gasps from Angel’s throat. He worked up to four thick fingers. His Black fingers slick with lube, pushing in and out of her hungry white ass. Smiling at how eager she was to please him. By the time he held the plug against her ass, she was panting, eyes half-lidded with pleasure.

“It’ll sting,” he warned, gradually pushing. “But you’ll adjust.”

Angel winced as the widest part of the plug forced her open. The stretch felt almost impossible at first, a sharp burn that almost brought tears to her eyes. Still, she pressed her hips back, determined to be good for Daddy—to prove she could handle it.

“Easy, baby,” Terrance coaxed, a firm hand on her lower back to steady her. “Breathe.”

With a final push, the 4 inch wide plug slid in. Angel let out a wavering moan, hips trembling. A flush of humiliating pride shot through her, knowing she’d taken something bigger, that she was one step closer to the goal Daddy had in mind.

“See?” Terrance brushed a hand over the curve of her ass, tapping the protruding base. “You’re already stretching like a good little toy.”

Angel nodded, a swirl of pain and pleasure dancing through her. “Thank you, Daddy,” she whispered.

Before Angel could catch her breath, Terrance reached for a big black dildo, nine inches long and as thick as the butt plug. Four inches wide. He was turning Angel into a size queen and she loved it. He held it up, catching Angel’s gaze.

“You see this? Today, your ass is gonna swallow it all,” Terrance said, words dripping with promise.

Angel’s pulse raced. She couldn’t decide if she was more scared or thrilled. “Daddy…I—I’ll try.”

Terrance’s grin was almost predatory. “You wont try, you'll do it. We’ll take it slow. But don’t worry—I’ll make sure you learn to love it.”

With the plug still stretching Angel’s entrance, Terrance eased her onto her side. He moved behind her, pulling the plug out till it remained half in, forcing Angel to accommodate the widest part of it.

Terrance’s arm hooked around her waist, holding her tight against his chest.

“Easy,” he murmured, mouth close to her ear. “Let Daddy do the work.”

Angel tried to focus on breathing, her chest rising and falling in sharp gulps. Terrance pulled out the plug and slipped in the dildo. Twice as thick as his cock and just as long. The thick silicone inched deeper, a burning stretch that coaxed tears from the corners of her eyes. Yet beneath the sting, a powerful pulse of arousal throbbed. She wanted to be owned in this way, to be shaped into Daddy’s ideal little slut.

“Good girl,” Terrance cooed, guiding the dildo in a steady rhythm. “Let go for me.”

Angel’s mind spiraled with the overwhelming sensation of being stretched so completely. The dildo kept her stretched open, leaving her body with no choice but to accept more. She whimpered, clinging to Terrance’s arm.

Soon, Terrance withdrew the dildo, leaving Angel’s hole gaping and slick. She was left wide open from her first really thick toy. A frustrated whine escaped her, torn between relief and the sudden loss of fullness.


“That’s enough for tonight,” Terrance announced, setting the toys aside. “But tomorrow, we go further.”


He smirked as he looked down at her trembling body, eyes locking on the lube leaking from her stretched hole—and the glistening drop of precum leaking from her useless, caged clit.


“Aww, look at that,” he said mockingly. “Leaking from both ends. Don’t even try to deny it, Angel. You loved every second. That tiny clit wouldn’t be dripping like that if your filthy little body didn’t crave being stretched and used.”


He scooped up the string of cum on his finger and shoved it between her lips. “Taste it, eat your pathetic sissy cum.” 

Angel’s heart fluttered. “Th-thank you, Daddy,” she whispered, voice still shaky from the intense stretching.

Terrance chuckled. “You’ll be thanking me when you can ride me without a single tear. Your ass will swallow my cock with ease soon enough.”

A trembling wave of anticipation rolled over Angel. The future threatened to hold even more demanding nights, more humiliating training—and she couldn’t deny how deeply she craved it.

Angel let Terrance pull her onto his lap, cradling her as if she were a doll. He reached for a soft towel and a nearby bottle of water, pressing it to her lips. She took a few sips, thirsty and shaky.

“You did good,” Terrance muttered, stroking her sweat-damp hair. “I’m proud of you, baby.”

Angel’s eyes fluttered shut at the wave of happiness and comfort those words brought. She nuzzled into Terrance’s chest, tears drying on her cheeks. “I… like making you proud.” And she meant it, it made her so happy to be praised by him.

Terrance placed a kiss on her temple. “Remember, you belong to me. Your body, your pleasure—everything. I’ll decide what you can take, and we’ll keep pushing until you’re perfect.”

Angel nodded, lulled by the warmth of Terrance’s embrace. Despite the ache of her locked up clitty and the lingering sting of a well-used hole, she felt complete for now. “Yes, Daddy. I’m yours.”

A possessive spark flickered in Terrance’s eyes as he smoothed a hand over Angel’s butt, lingering on her hole. “Just wait until tomorrow. We’ll see how far you can go for me.”

Angel trembled, heart pounding with a mix of trepidation and raw excitement. Deep down, she knew she would do anything Daddy asked—no matter how big or how humiliating—just for that approving smile.



Chapter Five: Transformation 

Angel stared at the pill resting in her palm. Even though they’d agreed to this weeks ago—and she had practically begged Terrance for it—anticipation still knotted her stomach. One swallow, one small shift in chemistry, but a giant step toward a new identity. Her fingers trembled as she lifted the pill to her lips, swallowing it down with a gulp of water.

Terrance stood a few feet away, arms folded across his broad chest, observing with narrowed eyes and a faint, knowing smirk. He knew Angel would do anything for him. Including letting herself be feminized into a black cock addicted trans girl. The soft glow of the bedside lamp caught on his features, emphasizing just how imposing he looked.

“That’s my good girl,” he murmured, “Finally taking the next step toward what you’re meant to be. You know you were born to be a girl and serve real men like me.”

Angel’s pulse thundered in her ears at his words. In the six months since she’d surrendered herself to Terrance’s unyielding control, life had become a series of profound changes—daily humiliations that she learned to crave, nights filled with sharp cries and rough hands, and a whirlwind of evolving self-discovery. Yet none of that compared to the moment they’d just sealed with a single swallow.

Angel felt Terrance’s fingers trace lightly down their jaw, across the pulse beating erratically at the side of their neck, then down over their flat chest which would soon have small soft girlish tits. Even though nothing had changed yet physically, Angel could practically feel Terrance’s promise that it soon would. She was even more under his power now.

“You’re nervous,” Terrance noted, voice low and edged with command. “Aren’t you?”

Angel gulped, their voice barely above a whisper. “Yes, Daddy…a little.”

Terrance smirked, that slight softening in his eyes the only gentleness he offered. “Good. Change isn’t easy—especially not this. But you don’t have to do it alone. Daddy’s here.”

Angel’s chest constricted, tears threatening. “Thank you,” she managed, the raw gratitude tangible in every syllable.

But just as quickly, Terrance’s demeanor shifted back to the firm, dominant presence Angel knew so well. He captured Angel’s chin, forcing direct eye contact. “Think you’re ready to show me how devoted you really are?”

Heat pulsed low in Angel’s belly, that now-familiar thrum of mixing shame and desire. “Y-yes, Daddy. Always.”

Terrance let out a soft, dark chuckle. “That’s exactly what I expected to hear. On the bed. Now.”

Angel didn’t hesitate. She crossed to the bed, heart still hammering, and knelt on the edge like a proper little servant. The last six months had drilled such obedience into her that simply hearing Terrance’s voice could make them ache. Tonight, the usual ache was sharpened by the knowledge that they’d taken a vital step—one that Terrance had fully orchestrated and supported.

“Face down,” Terrance ordered, reaching for something on the nightstand. Angel obeyed, pressing their cheek to the sheets, arms sliding up to gather under their head. The rustle of clothing and the click of a bottle’s cap told them Terrance was preparing something—lube, perhaps.

A sudden, cool drizzle of lube trickled between Angel’s ass cheeks. Daddy liked lots of lube and sloppy sex. Terrance’s fingers followed, kneading and spreading. Angel whimpered as his thick fingers worked her open, their body still tender from earlier but undeniably hungry for more. His fingers slid in easily, Angel was well trained and soon he had four fingers roughly going in and out and twisting. Stretching Angels hungry ass as she moaned.

“You’re going to keep changing,” Terrance said, leaning down so his mouth was next to Angel’s ear. “Your body, your mind, your soul. All for me.”

Angel’s reply was a soft moan, tears pricking at the corners of their eyes from the sheer intensity of needing him.

“That’s right,” Terrance whispered. “Let me in. My good little sensitive girl. Just a little baby doll for me to use”

In one smooth motion, Terrance shifted Angel onto her back, lifting her legs and pushing back so that her ankles were behind her head. Daily yoga and a strict diet meant Angel could easily be put into any position by Terrance. Angel’s breath caught at how exposed she was, her cheeks burning with a mixture of humiliation and excitement. Every time was the same and she couldn’t get enough black cock.

Terrance pinned Angel’s feet behind her head, admiring the pink chastity cage locked around her small clitty. Six months earlier, that cage had been a novelty—terrifying and humiliating. Now, it felt as much a part of Angel as her own skin. This cage was even smaller, two sizes down from the original, just a nub. Their little white cock was always locked up, throbbing yet trapped, a constant reminder of who truly owned their pleasure.

“Bet that cage is tight right now,” Terrance teased, tapping the plastic. “Does it hurt, baby?”

Angel nodded, voice trembling. “No, Daddy but it’s really tight right now. And I’m so horny.”

Terrance grazed a fingertip over the cage. “Too bad. Your body is changing for me, and you’ll cum when I decide—if I decide.”

Angel bit her lip, tears shining in their eyes. “I understand, Daddy.”

A slow, knowing smile curved Terrance’s lips. His deep voice rumbled with quiet authority. “And what are you now, hmm? Remind me.”

Angel hesitated, her breath catching as heat flooded her cheeks. “I’m… I’m yours, Daddy. Yours to use.”

Terrance arched a brow, fingers tracing slow, deliberate circles along Angel’s thigh. “Try again. Say it like you mean it.”

A shiver ran through Angel as she swallowed hard, her voice dropping to a desperate whisper. “I’m your needy little white sissy. I can’t get enough of your big black cock.”

Terrance chuckled, his grip tightening. “That’s more like it. Now, let’s see just how much you really need me.”

Without warning, Terrance guided his thick cock to Angel’s boi pussy. Angel’s breath caught, thighs twitching with anticipation. Even after so many nights, Terrance still felt big—and each time felt more intense than the last.

The first thrust stole a ragged moan from Angel’s throat. The burn mingled with dizzying pleasure. Terrance rocked forward, deeper, every inch a reminder of how thoroughly he controlled Angel’s body.

“Squeeze me,” he commanded, holding Angel's feet behind her head. “I want to feel you clench.”

Angel obeyed. This was the beginning of a new version of themselves, molded and claimed by Terrance’s desires as much as their own.

Terrance’s strokes turned punishing, each thrust punctuated by the slap of skin against skin. Angel clutched at his broad shoulders, eyes rolling back in pure abandon. All they could do was let Terrance take them to the brink again and again.

A deep growl tore from Terrance’s chest as he neared his climax. Angel sensed it—he always had that specific rhythm when he was close, hips snapping faster, breaths turning ragged.

“Take it,” Terrance snarled. “Take every drop.”

Angel let out a muffled wail as she was filled, Terrance’s warmth flooding into them. Sweat dripped from Terrance’s brow onto Angel. The act felt more significant tonight—like another layer of bonding had woven between them, made even more powerful by the momentous step Angel had taken.

Finally, Terrance eased back, his cock sliding free. A messy trail of his cum and lube spilled onto the sheets. Angel shuddered, still trapped in the throes of a humiliating, near-orgasmic daze.

Terrance slid an arm around Angel, pulling them against his chest. His voice was low as he rumbled, “We’re just getting started.”

Angel buried her face against him, trembling. “Thank you, Daddy… for everything.”

He pressed a kiss to Angel’s temple, his tone softer than it had been all night. “I’ll be here every step of the way, baby. Your transformation is ours now.”


Chapter Six: Fully Transformed

Angel’s heart pounded as she drew slow, steady breaths in the bedroom. Every cell in her body felt alive with anticipation. Tonight would be unlike anything she and Terrance had shared before.

A soft click echoed when Terrance closed the door behind him. Angel felt that familiar, commanding presence wash over her. She looked up from her knees, gaze flicking to the long, worn leather belt coiled in his hand. Nervous excitement rippled through her belly.

He stepped toward her, fingers grazing along her braided pigtails, then curling under her chin. “Open,” Terrance murmured. Angel’s lips parted instantly. She didn’t hesitate—his instruction felt natural, the culmination of trust they’d built throughout the past year.

The belt slid from Terrance’s grip, landing on the bed. He moved behind Angel, folding her arms gently behind her back and wrapping soft rope around her wrists. The bindings weren’t punishingly tight, but tight enough to heighten the moment. Warmth spread across her skin. She was ready to surrender.

“I want to hear it from you.” His breath grazed the shell of her ear. “Who do you belong to?”

“You, Daddy,” Angel breathed. “Always.”

His eyes flashed with approval. With one decisive motion, he tilted her chin up, guiding her mouth around him. The first thrust caught her breath—raw, insistent. Angel fought the urge to pull away, choosing instead to relax her jaw as best she could. Each movement was a test of will, a deliberate trust falling into his care.


He tightened his grip in her hair and slammed forward without warning, burying himself in one brutal thrust. Her eyes widened, throat bulging around his cock as her nose mashed against his pelvis. The sounds were obscene—wet and sloppy. Drool gushed between his cock and her lips, dripping down her chin in thick strings, soaking her tits in messy streaks. 

He held her there—grinding deep, letting her choke on every inch of his black cock. Her throat stretched indecently. It was exactly what she needed.

He growled, “Take it, slut,” and began to fuck her face like it was nothing more than a hole—rough, fast, punishing. Snot mixed with spit, eyes rolling, mascara streaking down her cheeks. Her body shook, but her mouth stayed wide, letting him ruin her. Each thrust broke her down more, her mind slipping into that sweet, numb fog where she was nothing but his toy. Used. Owned. Perfect.

He pulled her up, hands steadying her trembling body. “On the bed,” he ordered, voice husky. Angel crawled onto the sheets, the rope around her wrists making her movements feel helpless and small. Before she could settle, Terrance lifted her dress, revealing the thick plug she’d worn all day—proof of her obedience, a symbol of how far she’d come.

She whimpered before the belt even landed—her body already trembling, aching for that cruel touch. The faint whoosh was a promise, and when it cracked across the curve of her ass, she moaned like a thing possessed. The pain was lightning, shooting through her spine and curling in her belly, but it wasn’t just the sting—it was the reminder that she belonged to him now. That every slap was proof she’d finally become what she was meant to be.

He belted her again, then again—each strike deliberate, each one dragging a desperate cry from her throat. Her skin blazed, tears pouring down her cheeks, not from pain, but from overwhelming, helpless need. She wasn’t just taking it—she was clinging to it, starving for it. Over a year of aching, denied orgasms. Over a year of only cumming from being used, ruined, fucked.

“Such a desperate little thing,” Terrance taunted, voice rough with lust. “All that transformation and you’re still just my needy slut.”

“Yes, Daddy,” Angel sobbed, burying her face into the sheets, feeling her chest twist with shame and craving. “I love it.”

His hand slid over her hip, caressing the tender skin. She heard the rustle as Terrance reached for something on the nightstand—a brand-new, oversized toy they’d spoken about but never used. At the first nudge of pressure, Angel’s body tensed, her breath catching. This was larger than anything she’d felt before, a challenge to the boundaries they’d been pushing for months. As thick as Terrance’s fist which she had taken already.

“It’s so big,” she managed in a shaky voice.

“But your body can take it. I’ve made sure of that.”

Slow, insistent pressure followed. Terrance didn’t rush. Each coaxing motion melted Angel’s tension, urging her to accept more. The sensation was overwhelming, tears spilling again as she balanced between acute intensity and a dizzying pleasure so strong it bordered on surreal. His words spurred her on, calling her his toy, his masterpiece, molded to fit his every demand.

When finally in place, Angel felt stretched to her limit—and strangely triumphant. Her breath came in ragged bursts, equal parts exertion and exhilaration. Terrance leaned in to whisper in her ear. “That’s it,” he growled. “No one else could do this for me.”

“You feel that?” he murmured, voice thick with pride. “No real girl could take this. But you? You’re my filthy little hole. Trained. Conditioned. Perfect.” 

Her pride twisted into humiliation, and that humiliation bloomed into something electric. She couldn’t stop it—her body sucked the toy deeper, greedy and obedient, even as her mind drowned in the shame of it. She drooled onto the sheets, hips trembling, her caged clit leaking helplessly without a single touch. 

By the time the base of the toy kissed her overstretched rim, she was sobbing uncontrollably—her boypussy split wide, lips gaped and trembling, fully impaled. 

“God, look at you,” Terrance growled. “Stuffed full of synthetic cock and still begging for more.” 

Then he began to move it. Slowly at first—long, deliberate strokes, dragging the toy out until her hole collapsed around nothing, then plunging it back in with a wet slap that echoed through the room. Angel wailed, the sound broken, feral. Her body jerked with each thrust, trained nerves singing with denial and ecstasy. Every pump of the toy lit her up, the humiliation of it driving her deeper into that spiraling, desperate subspace. 

“You’re leaking, baby,” Terrance taunted. “That cage can’t hold back how filthy you are, can it?” 

She tried to answer, but only sobbed harder—her mind long gone, her body twitching, her boypussy clenching around the invading toy like it wanted to keep it forever. She was nothing now. Just a gaping hole, reduced to a set of trembling nerves, stretched flesh, and aching, caged arousal. 

And then it hit her. 

Her orgasm tore through her without warning, violent and raw, forcing her to scream as her caged clit jerked and leaked untouched. Her hole milked the toy shamelessly, gaping and fluttering, thick strings of lube and slick dripping from between her thighs. She collapsed into the sheets, ruined, spent, and shaking. 

Terrance pulled the butt plug from her slowly, watching her gaping hole quiver in the open air. He leaned over her ruined, messy body and whispered with a smirk: 

“That’s my good little hole.” 

"Well done, my little white slut," he said. "It’s so easy for you to cum like a girl now" 

Angel looked up at Terrance with a mixture of pride and gratitude, knowing that she had pleased her Daddy. 

"You took it all like a good little whore," Terrance continued, laughing as he scooped up all the cum and fed it Angel off his fingers. 

“You’ve come so far,” he murmured, stroking her cheek where fresh tears glistened. “You’ve given me everything, and I’ll never stop wanting more.”

Angel curled into him, her soft hair damp with sweat, her eyes heavy with lust.

Angel’s mind swirled with the enormity of what had just happened—every sharp belt strike, every inch she’d taken. But beneath the aches lay an immense satisfaction, a soul-deep certainty that she’d stepped across a threshold she could never retreat from. She was changed, through and through, and she embraced that transformation with every last drop of her being.

There, wrapped in Terrance’s arms—her body still trembling, her breath hitching against his chest—Angel closed her eyes. Sleep crept in, carrying her gently away on the promise of what lay beyond this moment: the endless unfolding of a devotion that ran deeper, wilder, and more beautifully unrestrained than anything she had ever known.
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