

Chapter One: The First Lesson

The fluorescent lights of the beauty supply store cast a soft glow over the glass shelves, illuminating rows of lip glosses, mascaras, and pastel hair clips.

Tommy stood behind the counter, absently twirling a pink tube of gloss between his delicate fingers. His reflection caught his eye in the security mirror above—

Short for a boy. Too pretty to be mistaken for a man.

Soft lips slicked in pink gloss, black eyeliner making his big, bright eyes pop, long, fluttery lashes brushing his cheeks every time he blinked.

His pastel sweater hugged his narrow waist, the fabric soft and slightly oversized, draping just enough to hint at the slim frame underneath. His jeans were fitted but casual, not quite masculine, not quite feminine. The delicate bracelets on his wrists jingled softly whenever he moved.

He looked good.

And he knew it.

Outside the store, Terrance walked past the row of floor-to-ceiling windows, his tall, powerful frame cutting through the busy mall crowd like a king moving through his court.

He was here to shop.

But the moment he saw Tommy, he stopped mid-stride.

The boy behind the counter was a vision.

Soft. Pretty. Something delicate with just enough attitude to be interesting.

Terrance had always loved cute little white boys.

But this one?

He was something else entirely.

Perfectly small, fragile-looking, but with a spark simmering under the surface—one look at that pouty mouth, those kohl-lined eyes, and Terrance knew he had to have him.

Adjusting the gold watch on his thick wrist, Terrance changed direction, stepping toward the entrance of the store.

The soft chime of the door opening made Tommy glance up.

And just like that he froze.

A man like this didn’t often come into the store.

Tall. Built like a god, his broad shoulders stretching against his crisp black shirt, dark brown skin gleaming under the lights.

Terrance moved with the kind of confidence that made everyone else feel smaller.

Including Tommy.

And fuck, that did something to him.

Still, he played it cool, fluttering his lashes as he set the lip gloss down, offering his most practiced, slightly bored customer-service voice.

"Can I help you, sir?"

Terrance’s gaze roamed over him slowly—appreciating, devouring, taking his time.

Tommy shifted under the attention, suddenly feeling even smaller, even softer.

"Yeah," Terrance said smoothly, stepping closer.

"I was on my way somewhere else, but then I saw you."

Tommy’s breath hitched, his pulse spiking.

"Me?" he asked, voice coming out softer than he meant.

Terrance’s smirk deepened.

"You, baby."

Tommy didn’t know how he ended up here. He told Terrance he was going on break and the next thing he knew he was in Terance's car in the mall parking lot.

Bent over Terrance’s lap in the dimly lit backseat of his car, heart racing, breath shaky, thighs pressed together in nervous anticipation.

But he didn’t regret it.

Terrance’s large hands smoothed over his ass, fingers tracing slow, possessive patterns over the fabric of his jeans.

"Dolls like you get what they deserve," he murmured, his voice thick with authority. "And you’ve been teasing me since I saw you."

Tommy shivered, his stomach flipping at the name. Baby. It felt too intimate, too real.

"I—I wasn’t—"

The sharp crack of Terrance’s palm against his ass stole the words from his lips, his breath caught as his ass cheek began to sting. He wasn’t messing around, that wasn’t a little smack.

He gasped, fingers curling into the leather seat.

"Try again," Terrance rumbled, his grip tightening. "What do you say when Daddy corrects you?"

Tommy swallowed hard, his body betraying him, tingling in all the worst—and best—ways.

"T-thank you, Daddy," he whispered.

"Good boy."


“Now,” Terrance murmured, his voice thick with authority, as he yanked down Tommy’s pants and no surprise to Terrance pink panties “tell me the truth. Why would a sweet little white sissy like you follow a big, strong black man you’ve never met out to his car?” 

Tommy swallowed hard, his breath shaky. “I… I don’t know, um—”

Crack, The sharp sting of Terrance’s palm met his bare white ass, sending a hot jolt through his body. Tommy yelped, his hands trembling as he fought to stay still. A red handprint appeared almost immediately on Tommy’s pale white ass. God, Terrance loved spanking little white sissies asses.

“Try again.” Terrance’s tone was calm, but there was a dangerous edge beneath it. “I don’t like liars. Especially not cute little white sissy liars.”

Another slap—harder this time. The impact echoed through the car, and Tommy let out a sob, his body jolting forward. His skin burned where Terrance had struck, heat blooming across both ass cheeks.

“I—” Tommy whimpered, voice cracking. His lips quivered, his breath coming in short, desperate gasps. “I… I c-can’t help it. I’m obsessed with being… with being a pet for a black man.”

Tears welled in his eyes as the confession spilled out. “I want to be owned. I need it.” His voice was barely above a whisper, his cheeks burning with humiliation as he finally said it out loud.

Terrance chuckled, the sound low and satisfied. He gripped Tommy’s chin, tilting his face up. “I know, baby,” he murmured. “The second you opened that pretty little mouth, I knew exactly what you were. A little white sissy that needs a black daddy”

He leaned in, his breath warm against Tommy’s ear. “And I’m going to break you in properly.”
 

Clarence grabbed Tommy by his small waist and easily positioned him so that he knelt on the seat, facing Terrance. Terrance undid his pants, freeing his large, dark cock. Tommy stared as though it was the most beautiful thing he had ever seen. From the moment Terrance first laid eyes on Tommy, he knew the young man was a natural.

“Beg me to suck it,” Terrance commanded.

“Please, let me suck it,” Tommy said softly.

“Try harder,” Terrance demanded. “And tell me what you really want, what you fantasize about.”

“Please let me suck your big black cock, Daddy,” Tommy begged, his eyes wide, his little white dick hard.

“Good boy,” Terrance replied. “Go ahead and show me what you know.”

Tommy took Terrance’s cock into his mouth, sucking eagerly. He bobbed his head and slurped, doing his best. Although it wasn’t perfect, Terrance could tell there was potential—and soon, he knew, he would be making even better use of Tommy’s throat.


A low sound of approval escaped Terrance’s lips, and he placed a steadying hand on the back of Tommy’s head. Though Tommy’s technique wasn’t perfect—his rhythm slightly uneven, his jaw not yet fully relaxed—Terrance could sense an eagerness that promised quick improvement. Between the soft slurping and breathy moans, Tommy’s concentration was evident. He was earnest, focusing on every reaction Terrance gave, from a quickening breath to the subtle tensing of muscles. 

Tommy’s cheeks hollowed in an attempt to create more suction, and he tried different angles of his head, as though experimenting to find what Terrance liked best. A slight gag escaped him once or twice, but he recovered quickly, determined to please. Despite the rough edges, Terrance recognized real potential—Tommy was a natural born white bitch, and he was learning fast. Each time Terrance made a quiet sound or guided him with a gentle tug of his hair, Tommy adjusted, growing more confident in his motions.

For Terrance, this was only the beginning. He felt a surge of satisfaction at how easily Tommy submitted to his directions and craved his approval. As he looked down at Tommy’s devoted expression, Terrance knew it wouldn’t be long before he could push this new pet of his even further, teaching him exactly how to take everything Terrance had to give.

With a low groan, Terrance came in Tommy’s mouth, watching with satisfaction as Tommy swallowed. “Good boy,” Terrance said quietly. “Now thank me.”

“Thank you for your cum,” Tommy replied breathlessly.

Terrance slapped Tommy’s face. The sting brought a few tears to Tommy's eyes. “Try again.”

“Thank you for your yummy superior black cum, Daddy,” Tommy repeated, louder this time.

“Good boy,” Terrance murmured, ruffling Tommy’s hair as though he were a puppy. “Now get dressed and get back to work. I’ll call you later.”

Tommy’s lips were slick, his breath uneven, his body trembling from more than just the sting of discipline. All his dreams about being a toy for a black man seemed to be coming true. He hoped so.

Terrance’s thumb traced his lower lip, his dark eyes filled with something unreadable. Approval. Possession.

"You’re learning, baby."

Tommy’s stomach twisted at the praise, his thighs pressing together.

He knew, deep down, he was in trouble.

Because he liked it.

And Terrance?

He wasn’t about to let him forget it.


Chapter Two: Breaking Him In

Tommy sat on the edge of his bed, staring at his phone, his legs bouncing restlessly.

Friday night.

The night he was supposed to meet Terrance.

The night everything could change.

His fingers hovered over the screen, rereading the last message:

Dom Daddy: 7 PM. I’ll pick you up. Wear something nice. You know what I mean.

The word nice made his stomach twist.

What did that mean?

Tommy glanced down at himself—black skinny jeans, a fitted white tee, his usual hoodie tied around his waist. Masculine enough. But the pink gloss on his lips, the subtle shimmer on his eyelids, the perfect flick of black eyeliner?

That was all him.

The part he never hid.

The part he wasn’t willing to change.

Not for anyone.

The sound of the car horn outside made him jump.

Tommy rushed to the window and looked outside.

A sleek, black car was parked at the curb.

Dom Daddy: I’m here baby don’t keep me waiting.

Tommy grabbed his phone, wallet, and keys, swallowing down the fluttering nerves in his stomach before heading out.

The moment he stepped outside, Terrance rolled down the passenger window.

"Get in girl."

Tommy hesitated for half a second—just long enough for Terrance’s dark eyes to narrow slightly.

"Now."

Tommy’s stomach dropped.

He moved. Fast.

The second he slid into the cool leather seat, Terrance’s hand was on his chin, turning his face toward him.

Studying him.

Devouring him.

"Good girl," he said, his hand squeezing Tommy’s thigh. "You’re already so fucking pretty."

Tommy’s breath caught, his thighs pressing together involuntarily.

He felt small under that gaze.

And he liked it.

Terrance’s apartment was sleek, expensive—black leather, dark wood, dim lighting. The scent of leather and cologne filled the air, making Tommy’s stomach twist in anticipation.

The door clicked shut behind him, locking out the world.

Terrance didn’t say anything for a long moment. Just watched him.

Then—

"Come here."

Tommy swallowed hard, his legs feeling unsteady as he stepped closer.

Terrance’s fingers curled around his wrist, firm but not rough, guiding him toward the bedroom.

Tommy’s heart pounded. He wasn’t naïve.

He knew what was coming.

And he wanted it.

But the way Terrance moved—slow, controlled, like he had all the time in the world—made his stomach flip in a way he didn’t expect.

Like this was more than just fucking.

Like this was something he wasn’t ready to name yet.

Tommy’s breath shuddered as he lay back against the cool sheets, looking up at the man looming over him. Terrance’s eyes were dark, unreadable, but his touch was slow, careful, deliberate.

"Relax, baby," he murmured, dragging his hands down Tommy’s sides, thumbs teasing at the waistband of his jeans. "I got you."

Tommy exhaled shakily, letting his head fall back against the pillows.

"You ever done this before?"

Tommy hesitated, his cheeks heating. "Not really… umm, no I haven't."

Terrance smirked, amused. "Then I’ll go easy on you this time"

Terrance leaned in, pressing a lingering kiss to Tommy’s parted lips. He could sense the boy’s apprehension—tremors of excitement, tinged with the desperate need to please. His fingertips combed through Tommy’s hair, each slow stroke meant to reassure, but also to establish control. Tommy was his pet, after all, not his lover.

Reaching for a tube of lube on the nightstand, Terrance held it where Tommy could see, making it clear he intended to prepare him thoroughly—but only on his terms. A fresh jolt of adrenaline coursed through Tommy; his body quivered at the mere brush of Terrance’s hand against his skin.

“Eyes on me,” Terrance ordered, voice low, as he rubbed the slick gel over his fingers. Tommy’s gaze darted up, and he tried to steady his breathing. The moment Terrance’s fingers slipped between his ass cheeks, Tommy let out a trembling exhale, forcing himself to relax.

The first press in was deliberate yet probing, gauging how well Tommy could handle it. He gasped, fingernails digging into the sheets. Terrance watched every twitch, every small change in Tommy’s breath, carefully reading his reactions. He inserted a second finger, then a third, twisting and stretching, testing Tommy’s limits. The way Tommy’s thighs shook, the strained little whimpers—it all told Terrance just how badly his pet wanted this, despite the sting.

“That’s it,” Terrance purred when he felt the tension in Tommy’s body gradually ease. “Take it for me.”

“So, Tommy,” Terrance asked, still fingering him, “how many Black men have you fucked?”

Tommy’s face flushed deep red, and his cock twitched. “Um…none so far.”

“Really?” Terrance’s eyebrows rose. “But you fantasize about it, don’t you? Getting your little white ass fucked by a big black cock?”

Tommy groaned, scarcely able to speak. “Yes…”

“I want you to beg for it,” Terrance said. “Beg for my cock.”

Tommy’s voice shook. “I—I want your cock.”

Terrance’s fingers pushed and twisted inside Tommys tight ass. “You can do better than that.”

Tommy swallowed hard, desperate for the next touch. “I want you to fuck me hard with your big black cock.”


As a reward Terrance fucked Tommy harder with his fingers making Tommy moan out loud. 

When Terrance lined up the head of his cock, pressing firmly against Tommy’s hole, he didn’t ask if Tommy was ready; he gave a single warning look, one that said, You belong to me now. Then, with a steady push, he entered. Tommy’s breath stuttered—pain and pleasure in his eyes, merging into an overwhelming need deep inside him.

Terrance paused only long enough for Tommy to adjust before continuing, inch by inch, claiming him. The sounds and Tommy’s moans filled the room. Every slow thrust buried Terrance to the hilt.

Tommy’s head fell back, eyes rolling shut. A moan, half surprise, half desperate need. Satisfied with that reaction, Terrance slid a hand up to cup Tommy’s jaw, his thumb pressing possessively against his pet’s bottom lip. He leaned in, nose brushing Tommy’s cheek, breathing in his scent.

“You feel so damn good, pet,” Terrance growled, his voice dark with desire.

Tommy tried to meet each thrust, though his limbs felt shaky, his body pinned under Terrance. His mind teetered on the edge of panic, each thrust sending new shockwaves through him. He wanted to be consumed, wanted to be owned so completely he wouldn’t be able to think of anything else.

Terrance’s rhythm intensified, each stroke more demanding than the last, until their bodies slapped together with wet sounds. Terrance knew he was close—he caught Tommy’s gaze one last time, wanting to see that submission. The second Tommy’s eyes opened, Terrance slammed himself deep and let out a guttural sound, pumping his cum deep into his new pet.

A whimper escaped Tommy as Terrance’s cum filled him; he could feel Terrance’s cock throbbing as he came. It made him feel totally owned to have Terrance cum inside him.

Exhaling a low, satisfied growl, Terrance withdrew just enough to look down at the mess he’d made: a well-used pet, marked by him, owned by him. He wrapped a firm hand around the back of Tommy’s neck, pulling him in for a deep wet kiss.

“You’re mine,” Terrance repeated, letting each word sink in. “Don’t ever forget that.”

Tommy nodded weakly, eyes half-lidded. He felt sore and raw, but beneath it was a deep satisfaction. He had no doubt that he was exactly where he wanted to be: at Terrance’s feet, in Terrance’s bed, beneath Terrance’s control.

And as he rested there against Terrance’s broad chest, he realized that was the place he craved most—so long as Terrance wanted to keep him.


Chapter Three: First Punishment

Tommy knew he was pushing it. Terrance took him out to dinner and he was a brat.

It started small: a flutter of his lashes, a pouty mumble when Daddy ordered for him at the restaurant, a dramatic sigh when told to sit still.

Subtle, but Terrance caught every one of Tommy’s little provocations.

And that only made Tommy push further.

By the time they stepped out into the cool night air, Tommy’s arms were crossed over his chest, a defiant set to his glossy lips.

“You didn’t have to treat me like a kid in there,” he huffed.

Terrance didn’t miss a beat.

“You’re not a kid,” he said calmly, opening the passenger door. “You’re my little white bitch. Get in.”

Tommy flushed, a hot wave rolling through his stomach at the words.

But he wasn’t ready to admit how much he liked it.

“I’m not a girl,” he mumbled, standing firm, eyes flashing with challenge.

One corner of Terrance’s mouth twitched—a warning Tommy stubbornly chose to ignore.

Terrance exhaled slowly, rolling his cuffs back to expose his powerful forearms.

“Get in the car, Tommy.”

Tommy shook his head, hands tightening into fists. “Or what?”

Before he could blink, Terrance seized his wrist, spun him around, and pinned him against the side of the car.

Tommy’s cheek pressed to the cool metal, heart thumping in his ears.

“Ah—! Daddy—”

Slap.

The sudden crack of Terrance’s palm across Tommy’s ass cheek. Hard enough that Tommy felt the sting right away.

Tommy’s eyes went wide, the shock driving an involuntary gasp from his lips.

He’d never been spanked like that before.

He felt excitement and alarm tangled in his chest, leaving him breathless.

“You want to act like a brat?” Terrance growled, his voice low and measured. “Then you’ll get treated like one.”

He didn’t let Tommy recover, delivering a series of hard spanks over Tommy’s jeans—firm, punishing slaps that had Tommy trembling.

“Daddy,” Tommy whimpered, fingers scrabbling on the car’s hood, tears running down his cheeks.

Terrance’s large hand finally slid around Tommy’s jaw, turning his face so they locked eyes.

“You keep testing me,” he murmured, giving Tommy another hard slap on his ass. “That stops now.”

Tommy swallowed hard. Pain mingled with an unbearable surge of lust. He hated how turned on he was, but he couldn’t stop how hard his little white cock was getting.

With Tommy’s face still pressed down on the car, Terrance slid a hand down to the front of Tommy’s jeans, grabbing his little stiffy hard.

“Mmm,” he rumbled, voice pitched low. “I can feel you straining.”

Tommy let out a shaky breath. “Daddy—please—”

Terrance’s gaze flicked over Tommy’s tear-bright eyes, reading the mixture of embarrassment and desire. He unzipped Tommy’s jeans, revealing his throbbing little dick.

“Awww my little girl's little clitty is hard from Daddy spanking her.” Terrance gave Tommy's little dick and balls a slap..

“I’ve been thinking,” Terrance said. “Maybe it’s time to put you in a chastity cage permanently.”

“Permanent…?” Tommy’s eyes went wide.

Terrance’s answering grin was calm, predatory. “You don’t deserve to touch yourself on your own terms. Not after you keep pushing. If you want to cum, I decide how—and when.”

Tommy’s heart pounded, torn between dread and raw excitement.

He was still so new to all of this, but…God, the thought of having zero control made his knees weak.

Terrance leaned down so they were nearly nose-to-nose. “Look at me.”

Tommy tried to avert his eyes but was rewarded with a hard slap to his face that had him gasping.

Tears gathered, and Tommy began to sob like the little white bitch that he was.

“Be a good girl and use your words,” Terrance said evenly. “Do you need Daddy to teach you how to behave?”

Tommy’s lip quivered. “Y-yes, Daddy,” he managed to choke out, swallowing back a sob.

“I’m sorry. I’m sorry I was bratty. I won’t do it again.”

Terrance’s firm grip softened at the apology. He brushed away Tommy’s tears with his thumb.

“That’s better.”

He glanced around the dark parking lot, a few distant streetlights. His mood was stern, but he didn’t want to truly humiliate Tommy in public yet.

“Get in the car,” he ordered. “Now.”

The car interior was dark, the only sound was Tommy’s unsteady breathing.

Terrance reached over and pressed a hand against Tommy’s hard little cock.

“You belong to me,” he said quietly. “You understand that?”

Tommy nodded, eyes glistening.

“Yes, Daddy.”

A slow smile curved Terrance’s lips. “Good.”

He pulled Tommy onto his lap..

Tommy straddled across Terrance’s thighs. Terrance immediately kissed Tommy hard, his hand tangling in Tommy’s hair.

Tommy let out a muffled moan, that sharp ache in his cheek reminding him that Daddy was in control, that he was the one calling the shots tonight.

When Terrance pulled back, his voice was thick with desire. “Take your pants off. Be a good girl and do it now.”

With trembling fingers, Tommy did as told, his little balls and cock exposed. Terrance reached around and grabbed his tight little ass squeezing it hard.

“Such a pretty thing,” Terrance breathed. “Shame you don’t know your true place yet.”

Tommy whimpered, he was so horny he really wanted Terrance to use him.

Terrance  reached down, unfastening his jeans, freeing his big black cock.

Tommy’s breath caught.

He knew what was coming—what he both feared and craved.

Terrance spat into his hand, slicking himself just enough, then pulled Tommy closer.

“No more teasing,” he growled, his free hand seizing Tommy’s jaw. “And no more talking back, understand?”

Before Tommy could respond, Terrance pushed inside him in one swift thrust.

Tommy let out a high pitched moan, tears springing to his eyes again as Terrances cock slid into him.

His nails dug into Terrance’s shoulders as Terrance set a punishing rhythm, not giving Tommy time to catch his breath.

“Look at me,” Terrance demanded, capturing Tommy’s gaze. Another sharp slap to Tommy’s cheek—more a reminder of who was in charge than anything else.

Tommy’s mind spun, each jolt of Terrance’s hips sending electricity straight through him. His clitty throbbed, his erection aching beyond belief, adding to the dizzy mix of humiliation and arousal.

The car rocked, their sounds filling the confined space. Tommy sobbed and clung to Terrance, riding the waves of pleasure that built inside him, even if he couldn’t cum without Daddy’s permission.

At last, Terrance slowed, his breathing ragged. He buried himself deep, gripping Tommy tight, and groaned low in his throat. His cock jerked and he came deep in Tommy.

Tommy shuddered, pinned in place, tears streaming in hot trails down his cheeks.

When Terrance finally pulled out, he gathered Tommy against his chest, big hands rubbing soothing circles over trembling shoulders.

Tommy melted into him, sobbing quietly, relief washing over him.

“Shh,” Terrance murmured, pressing soft kisses to Tommy’s forehead. “You did so well, baby. You took your punishment like a good girl.”

Tommy’s cheeks were damp, eyes brimmed with tears, but something in his chest felt calmer—like he’d found the place he belonged.

He rested his cheek against Terrance’s shoulder, letting the vibrations of Terrance’s low voice lull him.

“We’ll talk later about keeping you in chastity for good,” Terrance said gently, stroking Tommy’s hair. “But right now, you just breathe. Daddy’s got you.”

Tommy nodded weakly, lips parted in a soft sigh. “I’m yours, Daddy.”

Terrance held him close, soothing his new toy that he knew would soon do anything he was told.

“Yes, you are. Let’s go to my apartment. You need some more training.”


On the entire ride Tommy’s little cock stayed hard. He knew he was just a weak white boy compared to Terrance and he loved being controlled by a dominant black man. 


Chapter Four: Daddy’s Home

Tommy’s ass still burned from the spanking as he stepped into Terrance’s apartment for the first time. The space was big, sleek, expensive—black leather couches, dark wooden furniture, dim lighting. It smelled like leather, whiskey, and Daddy.

When the door clicked shut behind him, he felt nervous and excited.

“Take off your shoes, boy,” Terrance ordered.

Tommy slipped them off, his heart racing.

“Come here,” Terrance said.

Tommy turned slowly, pulse pounding in his ears. Terrance’s dark eyes roamed over Tommy, appreciating every inch of him with heavy-lidded intent.

“Strip,” came the simple command.

Tommy swallowed. “H-here?”

Terrance raised an eyebrow. “You shy, baby?”

Tommy’s fingers hovered at the hem of his hoodie. “I just—”

Before he could finish, Terrance stepped forward and caught Tommy’s chin, forcing him to meet his gaze.

“Does your body belong to you anymore?”

Tommy’s stomach fluttered as his knees threatened to give out. He knew the answer all too well.

“N-no, Daddy.”

Terrance’s grip tightened, voice low, commanding. “Then act like it.”

A tremor of excitement ran through Tommy as he peeled off his hoodie, letting it drop to the floor. Next came his T-shirt, exposing his lean torso and flushed skin. Finally, he tugged down his jeans, leaving only a pair of baby pink panties—his cockette already straining beneath the sheer fabric.

For a moment, Terrance just stood there, taking in the sight of Tommy’s nearly naked body. Tommy felt his cheeks burn under that unabashed stare, every inch of him buzzing with need.

“You’re so damn pretty,” Terrance murmured. “You like being looked at, don’t you?”

Tommy bit his lip. “M-maybe.”

Terrance’s smirk deepened. Without warning, he grabbed Tommy’s hips and yanked him close.

“Maybe?” he echoed mockingly.

Tommy let out a quiet yelp, hands flying up to brace against Terrance’s broad chest. Terrance’s grip on his waist didn’t loosen.

“I think,” Terrance growled, “you love it.”

Heat swirled in Tommy’s stomach, arousal spiking at how easily Terrance controlled him. But that bratty spark refused to die.

“Maybe you’re just obsessed with me, Daddy,” Tommy taunted softly.

In an instant, Terrance’s eyes darkened. His hold on Tommy’s hips grew firm.

“Obsessed?”

Before Tommy could blink, Terrance spun him around and bent him over the nearest piece of furniture—a low, leather ottoman.

“You wanna act like a brat?” Terrance chided.
He brought his palm down in a sharp slap on Tommy’s balls.
Tommy cried out, toes curling against the plush rug beneath him.

“D-Daddy!” he gasped.

Another slap on Tommy’s balls, harder this time, made Tommy’s back arch and tears flow down his cheeks. The sting was harsh—but it also sent a  shameful thrill zipping through him.

“What’s my rule, boy?” Terrance demanded, kneading Tommy’s little white balls.

Tommy swallowed past the tightness in his throat. “N-no questioning you, Daddy.”

Terrance squeezed harder. “And?”

Tommy let out a shaky breath, his body quivering. “Always be a good boy for Daddy.”

Terrance grinned. “That’s right,” he praised, turning Tommy’s flushed face to look at him. With his thumb, he wiped a stray tear from Tommy’s cheek. “You cry so easily and I fucking love it.”

Tommy hiccupped, breath uneven. “D-do you still love me, Daddy?”

Terrance chuckled, drawing Tommy upright against his chest. He cradled him, surprisingly gentle. “You need to hear that, don’t you?”

Tommy nodded frantically, relief flooding him when Terrance pulled him even closer.

“Of course Daddy loves you,” Terrance murmured, one hand stroking the back of Tommy’s neck. “Now come on. We’re not done yet.”

Tommy’s heart pounded as Terrance led him to the bedroom. The bed was massive, draped in dark sheets. Terrance guided Tommy to kneel on the floor, then stepped away briefly, rummaging in a drawer before returning.

Terrance leaned over, holding a small bottle of poppers. Tommy’s eyes flicked down at it curiously; he’d heard about them, but never tried them.

Terrance fixed Tommy with a steady, assessing gaze. “I’m going to teach you something new tonight, and I want you to do as you are told. Understand?”

Tommy’s mouth went dry. “Y-yes, Daddy.”

“Good.” Terrance unscrewed the bottle and brought it under Tommy’s nose. “Deep breath.”

Tommy inhaled tentatively, his senses assaulted by the sharp, chemical tang. Warmth flooded his body almost immediately, his muscles loosening, a slightly dizzy buzz overtaking him.

“That’s it, relax,” Terrance whispered, stroking Tommy’s hair. “This will help you take Daddy’s cock just how I want.”

Tommy’s head felt fuzzy, his throat slack. He caught the tail end of Terrance unbuttoning his pants and freeing his cock—dark, thick, heavy, intimidating.

Terrance stood in front of Tommy, one hand cradling the back of his head. “Open.”

Tommy parted his lips obediently, tongue out. Terrance slid himself forward, letting Tommy’s lips stretch around the tip. The first taste of Terrance was salty. His cock head felt perfect in his mouth.

“Eyes on me,” Terrance said.

Tommy’s gaze lifted, finding Terrance’s piercing eyes as the older man fed more of his length into Tommy’s mouth. Terrance began stroking in and out of Tommy’s wet mouth.

A wet, sloppy sound as Terrance started guiding himself deeper. His big cock sliding into Tommy’s throat. Terrance’s big hands were on Tommy’s throat feeling it bulge as his cock stretched it. Drool began spilling from the corners of Tommy’s mouth, but Terrance didn’t stop. A soft grunt rumbled in Terrance’s chest, spurring Tommy on.

“That’s it, boy,” Terrance praised, one hand grabbing Tommy’s hair. “Take it all.”

Tommy fought the instinct to pull back, tears brimming as Terrance pushed in farther. It was messy—spit dripping down Tommy’s chin, muffled choking noises filling the air. But the rush of submission outweighed the discomfort, and for some reason, Tommy found himself loving every moment.

“Another sniff,” Terrance ordered, briefly easing out of Tommy’s mouth to let him inhale more poppers.

The dizzy warmth returned full force. Terrance’s deep voice echoed in Tommy’s ears as the older man guided his black cock back in, sliding down Tommy’s throat. Tommy gagged, his small soft hands pushing on Terrance’s thighs. But Terrance wasn’t letting Tommy stop yet.

“Good boy,” Terrance encouraged, pumping his hips in a slow, measured rhythm. “You’re gonna learn to love this.”

Tommy gagged and drooled, eyes watering, but Terrance kept stroking deep into Tommy’s throat. He would get balls deep and hold it there as Tommy tried to pull away. Tommy’s hard clitty twitched and his little balls still ached as Terrance used his throat. Drool ran down his chin, over his chest and down to flow over his hard little dick and pool between his knees. Tommy knew he was just being used and it turned him on even more.

“Look at me,” Terrance demanded.

Tommy pried his eyes open, gazing up at the man towering over him. Terrance’s expression was pure hunger.

Something in Tommy’s mind broke: he loved the overwhelming sensation, loved giving himself over this completely. Loved being a little white bitch for a black man.

“That’s it,” Terrance groaned, exhaling a ragged breath. “My perfect little white slut. Show Daddy what you can do.”

He started to move, building up a rhythm of shallow thrusts. Slick, wet sounds filled the air, and Tommy’s eyes rolled back from the sheer intensity. Drool and tears mixed, coating Tommy’s body, but he didn’t care. All that mattered was pleasing Daddy.

Tommy felt the shift in Terrance’s breathing—shorter, more urgent. Terrance’s hand tangled in Tommy’s hair, holding him in place.

“Stay,” Terrance growled. “I’m going to fill that mouth, and you’re going to show me.”

Tommy tried to brace himself, heart hammering. The wet glide of Terrance’s cock sped up. A moment later, Terrance’s hips jerked forward, and Tommy felt the flood of cum fill his mouth.

“Mmmph—” Tommy’s eyelids fluttered as Terrance groaned, holding him steady, letting ropes of cum fill his mouth. The taste and smell was overwhelming.

Eventually, Terrance eased out, a trail of saliva and cum clinging to Tommy’s lips. Tommy’s chest heaved, drool still dripping, eyes glazed with.

“Open up,” Terrance commanded softly.

Tommy obediently opened his mouth wide, letting Terrance see the white, creamy cum coating his tongue. A flush of embarrassment and twisted pride filled Tommy’s chest; he hated how much he loved being on display like this.

“Good boy,” Terrance murmured, a satisfied smirk curving his lips. “Show Daddy how much you love my cum and swallow it.”

Tommy closed his mouth and swallowed, shivering at the salty warmth that slid down his throat. He stuck out his tongue again to prove it was gone just like the girls did in the pornos he watched, earning a low chuckle from Terrance.


Terrance could tell by the look on Tommys face that he was hooked. Tommy had that look of a broken but needy fucktoy, hungry for more black cock. 

“That’s my bitch,” Terrance praised, leaning in to cup Tommy’s chin, wiping away the excess spit and tears. “You did so well.”

Tommy’s entire body hummed—raw, used, and unbelievably turned on. He blinked up at Terrance, tears still clinging to his lashes. “Did…did I please you, Daddy?”

Terrance’s expression softened. “More than please me. You showed me who owns that mouth and throat.”

Tommy let out a trembling exhale, relief and pride rushing through him.

Without warning, Terrance scooped Tommy into his arms, guiding him onto the bed. He pulled Tommy close, a big hand stroking along his back. Tommy felt small but safe. Protected.

“You’re messy,” Terrance teased, grabbing a cloth from the bedside to wipe away the last traces of spit and tears. “But so damn pretty like this.”

Tommy nuzzled into Terrance’s chest, heart still racing. “I…I liked it,” he admitted softly.

A deep rumble of approval resonated in Terrance’s chest. “I know. And next time,” he said, letting his hand drift over Tommy’s cock, “maybe Daddy will let you cum.”

Terrance leaned down, brushing a soft kiss over Tommy’s forehead. “That’s my good boy.”

Tommy let his eyes slip shut, warm and weightless. Owned.

Then, just as he was sinking into that safety, Terrance’s voice rumbled again, teasing, firm. “But you’re not really a boy anymore, are you?”

Tommy’s breath hitched. He hesitated, something deep inside twisting with fear, with arousal. “I… I don’t—”

“Shhh,” Terrance soothed, stroking his fingers through Tommy’s hair. “It’s okay, baby. You don’t need to think. Daddy’s already decided.”

Tommy’s stomach fluttered, a strange mix of anticipation and dread tangling inside him.

Terrance chuckled, low and knowing. “From now on, my pretty little thing, your name is Angel.”

Tommy’s lips parted, a soft whimper escaping before he could stop it. “A-Angel?”

“Mmm.” Terrance’s grip tightened just enough to make Tommy squirm. “My perfect, delicate Angel. You look like one when you cry for me.”

Tommy’s face burned hot, shame washing over him in waves. It felt too real. Too final.

Terrance cupped his chin, forcing him to meet his gaze. “Say it.”

Tommy swallowed hard, his throat tight. “I’m… Angel,” he whispered.

A slow, satisfied grin spread across Terrance’s face. “That’s right, baby girl. My Angel.”

Tommy trembled in his arms, the words sinking in, reshaping him. There was no going back now.
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