

























BNWO BOY
Owned in the City

By
Amy Pink


CHAPTER ONE
Caught in the Showers

Moving to the city was supposed to be my chance to start over—a fresh slate where I could finally become someone confident and capable. But stepping into the gym for the first time that day, it was obvious I didn’t belong. My reflection in the glass entrance doors told me as much: short, scrawny, and awkward, with long hair that I thought made me look edgy but only seemed to underline my boyish features. Inside, the place buzzed with energy, filled with people who seemed effortlessly strong and self-assured. I felt like an intruder, a weak little boy playing at something I wasn’t.

I stumbled through an hour of lifting weights that felt too heavy and fumbling with machines I barely understood before retreating to the showers. The hot water was a welcome escape, washing away not just the sweat but the sharp sting of my embarrassment. I thought I was alone until I saw him.

He was at the far end of the tiled room, standing under the spray like he owned the place. Tall, broad-shouldered, and dark, his body looked like it had been carved from stone. Every muscle was defined, glistening under the water. My eyes trailed down against my will, landing on the massive length that hung between his legs, heavy and intimidating. I swallowed hard, my heart racing as I quickly turned away.

“Like what you see?” His deep voice cut through the sound of running water, and I froze, my face burning.

“I-I wasn’t… I mean, I didn’t—” I stammered, fumbling for words as I faced the wall.

He laughed, the rich sound sending shivers down my spine. “Relax, kid. Just messing with you.”

When I glanced back, his eyes were on me, sharp and appraising. My cheeks burned as I hurried to finish up, desperate to escape. But as I left, the image of him lingered in my mind—his sheer size, his confidence, the way he’d looked at me like he already knew everything about me.


CHAPTER TWO
The Future Awaits

I told myself I wouldn’t let it happen again. The next time I came to the gym, I’d avoid the showers altogether. But after another awkward workout, my resolve faltered. I stepped into the showers, hoping—praying—that he wouldn’t be there.

He was.

The moment I saw him, my stomach flipped. He was in the same spot, the water cascading down his massive frame, making every ridge and curve of his muscles glisten. My heart raced as I tried to keep my eyes forward, but it was impossible to ignore him. He was magnetic, his presence filling the room and making me feel smaller than ever.

“You’re back,” he said, his voice cutting through the sound of the water. “Didn’t scare you off last time?”

“N-no,” I stammered, my cheeks burning as I avoided his gaze.

“Sure about that?” he teased, stepping closer. His voice was low, almost mocking, but it sent a shiver through me. “You’ve been staring again.”

“I wasn’t…” I started to say, but the words died in my throat as he moved closer still, his towering frame now just inches from mine.

Before I could react, his hand shot out, grabbing me firmly by the shoulder. “Where you going, little man?” he rumbled, his voice low and commanding.

I froze, my heart pounding as his other hand slid up my chest. His fingers brushed over my nipples, making me gasp, before trailing lower. My breath hitched, my body trembling under his touch.

“You seem nervous,” he said, his tone almost amused.

“P-please,” I stammered, my voice barely a whisper. “I… I don’t…”

“Please what?” he mocked, his hand squeezing gently as he leaned in close, his breath warm against my ear. “Please don’t stop? Or please keep going?”

His laughter rumbled through me, rich and deep, as I stood there, paralyzed. Every touch, every word, every inch of him was overwhelming. I couldn’t think, couldn’t move. All I could do was feel—his strength, his heat, his dominance.


CHAPTER THREE
On the Way

The car ride started in silence. I sat stiffly in the passenger seat, my hands clutching the strap of my bag like a lifeline. My head spun with a mix of emotions I couldn’t quite name. Shame, fear, excitement—it all swirled together, leaving me unable to think straight. The scent of him—a mix of sweat, musk, and something undeniably masculine—filled the car, making it hard to breathe.

“You can’t stop thinking about it, can you?” he said suddenly, his deep voice breaking the silence. I glanced at him, startled, as his dark eyes locked onto mine. My cheeks burned, and I looked away quickly.

“About this,” he added, smirking as he reached down. He tugged the waistband of his shorts, pulling his cock free. It sprang out, thick and heavy, the sight of it making my breath catch in my throat. My heart raced as the musky scent hit me like a wave, overwhelming my senses.

“Go on,” he said, his tone casual but firm. “Suck it.”

I froze, my hands trembling in my lap as I stared. His hand wrapped around the base, stroking it lazily as he watched me. “What are you waiting for, little bitch? You’ve been drooling over this for days.”

My hands moved almost of their own accord, gripping his thigh for balance as I leaned forward. The first touch of my lips against his thick, velvety skin sent a shiver through me, and I opened my mouth wider, struggling to take him in.

“That’s it,” he rumbled, his hand resting on the back of my head. “You’d better make this good.”

I slid my tongue along the underside, the salty, musky taste filling my senses as I tried to take him deeper. My jaw ached, my inexperience showing with every awkward movement, but I was determined to please him. His groans of approval sent a thrill through me, spurring me on.

“Pathetic,” he muttered, his grip tightening as he pushed my head down. “But I can feel how much you love it.”

His words stung, but I couldn’t stop. I moaned softly, my lips sliding over him as I worked harder, desperate to prove myself. Time blurred, and when he finally pulled me off with a wet pop, I sat back in my seat, my chest heaving. My face burned with shame, but beneath it was something deeper, something I didn’t want to name.

“That’s enough for now,” he said, tucking himself back into his shorts. His hand gripped my thigh, firm and possessive, as he drove the rest of the way in silence. All I could do was sit there, my body trembling, my mind racing.


CHAPTER FOUR
A Natural Role

The door clicked shut behind me, and my heart raced as I stepped into his apartment. It was a simple space, but it felt overwhelming—his domain, where every inch seemed to reflect his presence. The faint scent of weed hung in the air, mixing with the heat radiating from his body as he walked past me, confident and commanding.

He made his way to the couch without a word, his massive frame sprawling across the cushions as though he owned the world. Which, in that moment, he did—my world, at least.

“Get us two beers,” he ordered, his voice low and casual, but carrying a weight that left no room for refusal.

I nodded quickly, almost tripping over myself to reach the kitchen. My hands trembled as I opened the fridge and grabbed two bottles, the cold glass biting into my palms. There was something about the way he spoke to me—like I was already his—that made my chest tighten in a way I didn’t fully understand but couldn’t deny.

When I returned, he took one bottle from me with a smirk, his hand suddenly gripping my wrist and pulling me onto his lap. The sudden motion made me gasp, my small frame landing effortlessly on his thick thighs.

I froze, unsure of what to do as his arm wrapped around my waist, holding me in place. The heat of his body against mine was inescapable, and then I felt it—his cock, hard and insistent, pressing against my ass through the fabric of his shorts. It was impossible to ignore, and my breath caught as I tried to steady myself.

“Relax,” he muttered, cracking open his beer and taking a long sip. He grabbed the remote with his free hand, flipping on the TV.

The screen lit up, and my stomach dropped as the unmistakable sounds of a BNWO porn video filled the room. My cheeks burned as I glanced at the screen—a pale, feminized sissy was being ravaged by two huge Black men, their massive cocks stretching her in ways that made my own little cock throb painfully.

“Drink your beer,” he said, his voice gruff and commanding as his hand slid down, cupping me through my shorts.

I obeyed, taking a shaky sip as his fingers explored me. His grip was firm but teasing, squeezing my balls in a way that made me squirm involuntarily. “Already hard, huh?” he teased, his tone mocking. “Pathetic. This little thing gets hard so easily. No wonder you’re meant to be a bitch.”

I whimpered softly, unable to look at him as his hand moved back to my cock, stroking me roughly through the thin fabric. My hips shifted instinctively, but his grip tightened, holding me in place.

“You like this, don’t you?” he sneered, his fingers pinching one of my nipples sharply. The pain made me gasp, and I felt my body betray me again, leaning into his touch even as the humiliation twisted in my chest.

“Yes, sir,” I whispered before I could stop myself, the words tumbling out as though they’d been waiting for his command.

His smirk widened, and he reached for the coffee table, grabbing a small tray and pulling out a blunt wrap and a bag of weed. “That’s what I like to hear,” he said, his voice dripping with satisfaction.

As he rolled the joint with practiced ease, his other hand stayed on me, rubbing and squeezing until my body was trembling under his touch. The sounds from the TV grew louder—the sissy on the screen was moaning as the two men used her, and the sight only made my little cock ache harder.

“You see that?” he said, nodding toward the screen as he sealed the blunt. “That’s gonna be you soon. A little white bitch, stretched and filled by real men. You’ll love it. Just like you love this.”

I whimpered again, my breath hitching as he gave my balls another sharp squeeze. He laughed, lighting the joint and taking a long pull, the smoke curling around his face as he looked down at me with a mix of amusement and authority.

“Drink up,” he said, passing the joint to me. “You’re gonna need it, little man. We’re just getting started.”


CHAPTER FIVE Jimmy’s Lesson

The apartment’s dim light framed the towering figure on the couch, his massive frame sprawled confidently as he cradled me in his lap. Trey, a colossus of muscle and dominance, loomed over me in every possible way. My slight, pale figure perched nervously on his thick thighs, feeling fragile and insignificant in his presence.

I was completely naked, my slender body exposed and vulnerable against Trey’s powerful build. My breathing was shallow, chest rising and falling rapidly as the heat from his cock radiated through the thin fabric of his shorts, pressing firmly against my bare, trembling ass.

“Feels good, doesn’t it?” Trey’s deep voice rumbled, cutting through the silence. His large hand rested on my bare thigh, the possessiveness in his touch undeniable. A soft whimper escaped my lips as my face flushed deeply, and I squirmed, unable to stop myself.

“Pathetic little thing,” Trey muttered, his tone filled with both amusement and authority. His hand slid upward, cupping my tiny balls with an ease that made me gasp. “Already leaking, aren’t you?”

My lips parted to protest, but no sound came out. I couldn’t deny it—the glistening evidence was there, betraying me, a clear bead at the tip of my small, hard cock. The stark contrast between my modest size and the massive length pressing against me only deepened my humiliation.

Trey chuckled, a low, rich sound that vibrated through his chest. “Look at you,” he sneered, dragging his fingers slowly up my trembling shaft, taking his time as if savoring my reaction. “You don’t even know my name properly, and you’re already dripping like a little bitch in heat.”

The words cut through me like a blade, leaving a mix of shame and thrill in their wake. I pressed my thighs together instinctively, desperate to hide, but Trey’s hand was already there, prying them apart with a single, unyielding motion.

“Uh-uh,” Trey growled, his dark eyes gleaming with a predatory light. “Keep those legs open. You’re mine now, and I want to see everything.”

Swallowing hard, I obeyed, my slender legs parting wider under his command. His hand returned to my cock, stroking me roughly. Each touch drew a needy whimper or gasp from my lips, the sounds of my submission filling the room alongside the muffled groans from the TV, where the porn continued to play on an endless loop.

“You see that sissy on the screen?” Trey said, his voice mocking as he nodded toward the writhing figure in the video. “That’s you soon. A stretched-out little bitch, begging for more. And trust me, you’ll beg.”

I bit my lip, unable to stop the needy sound that escaped me. His massive cock throbbed beneath me, a heavy, undeniable presence that seemed to command the very air in the room. It was overwhelming, a constant reminder of just how small and powerless I was compared to him.

“Get me hard,” Trey ordered, leaning back and spreading his legs wider. His confidence was absolute, an unshakable force that left no room for hesitation. “You know what to do.”

My hands trembled as I reached out, tugging at the waistband of his shorts. The fabric gave way easily, sliding down to reveal the thick, veined length beneath. It sprang free, dark and impossibly large, the sheer sight of it making my breath hitch.

“That’s right,” Trey said, a smirk playing on his lips as he watched my wide-eyed reaction. “Go on. Wrap those little hands around it.”

I obeyed, my slim fingers barely able to encircle the massive shaft. It was hot and heavy in my grasp, its weight a visceral reminder of my own inadequacy. I stroked it slowly at first, my movements hesitant, unsure of myself.

“Use your mouth,” Trey growled, his tone leaving no room for argument.

I leaned forward, my lips parting as I took the thick head into my mouth. The taste was musky, overwhelming, the sheer size of it stretching my jaw uncomfortably. I gagged slightly but pressed on, desperate to please him, desperate to prove I could be what he wanted.

“Good boy,” Trey rumbled, his hand tangling in my hair as he guided me deeper. “You’re a natural, aren’t you? Made for this.”

I whimpered around his length, my cheeks hollowing as I sucked obediently. His cock throbbed against my tongue, a constant reminder of his power, his dominance over me. The sound of his approval sent a twisted thrill through me, spurring me to take him deeper.

“Enough,” Trey said abruptly, pulling me back by my hair. His cock glistened with my saliva, hard and ready. He smirked, his dark eyes gleaming as he shifted on the couch, positioning me over his lap.

“Time to break you in,” Trey said, his voice low and commanding. “Get ready, Jimmy. Your ass is about to learn what a real man feels like.”

I trembled, my breath hitching as Trey’s strong hands gripped my waist, holding me firmly in place. My submission was complete, my body and will entirely in the hands of the man who now owned me.


CHAPTER SIX
Owned

The warmth of the apartment was stifling, or maybe it was just me. My chest rose and fell in shallow breaths as I knelt on the floor, completely bare, the cold of the hardwood pressing against my knees. I couldn’t look up at him—not at Trey, standing there like a god, so strong and sure of himself while I trembled like a fool.

“Take those off,” he said, his voice low but firm, cutting through my hesitation like a blade.

I didn’t even have to ask what he meant. My hands moved on instinct, trembling as I hooked my fingers into the waistband of my briefs. I hesitated for a split second, but the weight of his gaze crushed any thought of disobedience. Slowly, I slid them down, my face burning as my small, hard cock sprang free, wet at the tip.

I hated how exposed I felt, how the evidence of my arousal betrayed me. But Trey… he didn’t laugh. He just smirked, his eyes dark and knowing.

“Pathetic,” he said, and the word hit me like a slap. “Look at you. Barely anything there, and yet you’re dripping like a needy little bitch.”

My cheeks burned, shame coursing through me as I dropped my gaze to the floor. But then his hand was on me—strong, unyielding—gripping my chin and forcing my face up. His touch was electric, and my heart raced as his dark eyes locked onto mine.

“Eyes on me,” he growled. “You don’t get to look away. Not anymore.”

“Yes, sir,” I whispered, my voice barely audible.

My throat tightened as he stepped closer, the heat of him overwhelming. I couldn’t look away, even as his massive cock came into view, hanging heavy and thick between his legs. My breath hitched.

“You know what to do,” he said, his hand moving to the back of my neck.

I swallowed hard, my mouth going dry as I leaned forward. My lips brushed against the tip of his cock, and the salty tang of him made my pulse race. My hands trembled as I reached out, wrapping them around the base. The weight of him was almost too much for my small hands, but I didn’t stop.

“That’s it,” he murmured, his voice softer now but no less commanding. “Take it all, little bitch. Show me how much you need this.”

I opened my mouth wider, my jaw straining as I tried to take him in. The size of him was overwhelming, stretching me more than I thought possible. I gagged as he pushed deeper, tears prickling at the corners of my eyes, but I didn’t pull back. I couldn’t.

“You’ll get better,” he said, his tone almost amused. “Right now, you’re nothing but a sloppy little thing, but we’ll fix that.”

The humiliation cut deep, but I couldn’t deny the thrill that came with it. His hand tangled in my hair, holding me steady as he guided me, each thrust making my throat tighten and my eyes water.

“Enough,” he said abruptly, pulling me off with a wet pop. I gasped for air, my chest heaving as I wiped my mouth with the back of my hand. His cock glistened with my spit, still hard and throbbing as he looked down at me with that same smirk.

“On the couch,” he ordered. “Face down.”

My legs felt weak as I scrambled to obey, climbing onto the couch and positioning myself as he’d instructed. The leather was cold against my bare skin, and I shivered as I laid my cheek against the cushion, my ass raised high.

I felt his hands on me then, strong and possessive, gripping my hips and holding me in place. My breath caught as the thick head of his cock pressed against me, the pressure making me tense.

“Relax,” he growled, his voice softer but still firm. “You’re gonna take this, and you’re gonna thank me for it.”

“Yes, sir,” I whimpered, my voice shaking.

He pushed forward slowly, and the stretch was immediate, sharp pain shooting through me as the thick head slipped inside. I cried out, my hands gripping the couch cushions tightly, tears springing to my eyes.

“Breathe,” he commanded, his hands rubbing over my hips and lower back. “You’ll adjust. You’re made for this.”

I forced myself to take deep breaths, my body trembling as he moved deeper, each inch making me feel smaller, weaker. The pain was intense, but beneath it, something else stirred—a heat, a sick thrill that made my cock throb despite the tears streaming down my face.

“That’s it,” he said, his voice low and approving. “Good boy. You’re taking me so well.”

The words sent a shiver down my spine, and I whimpered again, my body arching instinctively as he began to move. Each thrust was slow and deliberate, stretching me further, breaking me down in a way that felt both unbearable and addictive.

“You’ll learn to love this,” he said, his voice thick with satisfaction. “To love being mine.”

“Yes, sir,” I whispered, the words spilling out before I could stop them.

And in that moment, I knew he was right.


CHAPTER SEVEN
Commitment and Control

A month had passed, and my life had shifted completely. My days revolved around Trey—my towering, muscular master. The visits to Trey’s apartment were no longer occasional; they were constant. Trey didn’t just dominate me; he owned me, body and mind.

I knew my place now, kneeling at Trey’s feet, ready to serve. Every time I entered that apartment, I left my dignity at the door, knowing Trey would strip away whatever shred of pride I clung to.

This night was no different. I stood naked in the center of Trey’s living room, my pale, wiry body trembling under the weight of his gaze. He sat on the couch, his massive legs spread wide, his thick cock hanging heavy and semi-hard between them.

“You’ve been a good little bitch this month,” Trey rumbled, his deep voice filling the room. “But you’re still a needy little thing, aren’t you?”

“Yes, sir,” I whispered, my head bowed.

“Get over here,” Trey commanded, patting his thigh.

I scurried forward, climbing onto his lap. The size difference between us was laughable—Trey’s broad chest and massive thighs made me look like a doll in comparison. My small, hard cock twitched as I felt Trey’s cock press against my bare ass.

“You know the rules,” Trey growled, gripping my hips and positioning me. “You don’t get to cum unless I’m inside you. That little clitty doesn’t deserve to cum any other way.”

“Yes, sir,” I gasped, my voice shaky as Trey slicked up his cock with lube.

Trey smirked, teasing my hole with the thick head of his cock. “Already dripping, huh? You’ve been waiting for this all day, haven’t you?”

“Yes, sir,” I whimpered, my cheeks flushing with shame.

“Say it,” Trey demanded, pressing just the tip inside.

I gasped, my body trembling. “I’ve been waiting for your cock all day, sir. Please… please fuck me.”

Trey chuckled darkly, gripping my hips tightly as he thrust forward, burying himself to the hilt in one smooth motion. I cried out, my small body arching as Trey’s cock filled me completely.

“Good little bitch,” Trey sneered, leaning back as he began to move. Each thrust sent me bouncing in his lap, the size difference making it easy for Trey to handle me like a toy. “Now stroke that little clitty of yours. I want you to cum while I’m balls deep in your ass.”

My trembling hand reached for my cock, the small, pale shaft already leaking pre-cum. I stroked myself furiously, each thrust from Trey driving me closer to the edge.

“Pathetic,” Trey growled, his voice thick with disdain. “Look at you, whimpering and jerking off like the needy little bitch you are. You’ll never be anything more than my hole to fill.”

My moans grew louder, my body shaking as I neared my climax. Trey’s cock hit me in all the right places, the stretch and pressure overwhelming.

“That’s it,” Trey sneered, gripping my hips tighter. “Cum for me, bitch. Show me how much you love being my toy.”

I cried out as my small cock spasmed, ropes of cum spilling onto Trey’s abs. My body convulsed, trembling in his grasp as his thrusts grew harder, deeper.

“Good boy,” Trey rumbled, burying himself to the hilt and grinding against me as he came. Hot, thick cum filled my ass, the sensation making me whimper as Trey held me in place.

A few minutes passed, both of us catching our breath. Trey smirked, grabbing my chin and forcing me to look up.

“You’ve been coming over a lot,” Trey said, his tone casual but commanding. “But I’m tired of you running back to your little apartment at the end of the night. You’re moving in.”

My eyes widened, my breath hitching. “Move in?”

Trey nodded, his smirk widening. “Yeah, but there’s one condition.” He reached for the coffee table, grabbing a small box. Opening it, he revealed a shiny chastity cage, complete with a hollow urethral plug. The design was sleek, secure, and undeniably humiliating.

My cheeks flushed as I stared at the device.

“If you’re living with me, that little clitty of yours gets locked up,” Trey said, holding the cage up. “You don’t need it. Your only job is to take my cock and serve me. This will keep you focused.”

I swallowed hard, my heart racing as Trey continued.

“This is the most secure cage you’ll find. The urethral plug makes sure it stays in place, no matter what. You won’t cum unless I say so, and you’ll feel it every time you piss. A constant reminder of who owns you.”

I trembled, my cock already twitching at the thought.

“Well?” Trey growled, his tone leaving no room for argument. “Are you gonna lock up that clitty and move in, or are you gonna keep pretending you’ve got a life outside of being my bitch?”

“Yes, sir,” I whispered, my voice trembling with both fear and excitement. “Please lock me up. I’ll do anything for you.”

Trey smirked, grabbing the cage and motioning for me to spread my legs. “Good boy. Now let’s get this on. You’re mine now—fully, completely, and permanently.”


CHAPTER EIGHT
Becoming Krystal

The first morning in Trey’s apartment was unlike any other I’d experienced. I woke up in the massive bed we shared, my body sore and marked with reminders of the night before. The sunlight streaming through the window felt brighter, sharper, as though illuminating the new reality I’d stepped into.

Trey stood at the foot of the bed, towering and imposing, his dark eyes fixed on me. His arms were crossed over his broad chest, the strength of his presence filling the room.

“Get up,” he commanded, his deep voice carrying the weight of authority.

I scrambled out of bed, my slim, naked body trembling slightly. I stood before him, my head bowed instinctively.

“Today, we lay down the rules,” Trey said, stepping closer. His massive hand cupped my chin, forcing me to meet his gaze. “You don’t live here as Jimmy anymore. From now on, you’re Krystal. Understand?”

“Yes, sir,” I whispered, my voice trembling.

Trey smirked, satisfied with my answer. “Good. And Krystal is a girl—a weak, needy little thing who’s here to please me. That means you look the part, all the time. Got it?”

“Yes, sir,” I replied, my cheeks flushing.

Trey stepped back, gesturing toward the bathroom. “Rule number one: hair-free from the eyebrows down. No exceptions. Get in the shower and start shaving. I’ll be checking when you’re done.”

I nodded quickly, hurrying to the bathroom. I spent the next hour meticulously removing every strand of hair from my body, my pale skin left smooth and bare. When I emerged, Trey inspected my work, his large hands running over my arms, legs, and torso with a possessive touch.

“Good girl,” he said with a smirk. “Now, let’s get you dressed.”

Trey opened a drawer filled with clothes he’d clearly prepared in advance. Out came a pair of pastel pink leggings and a matching sports bra. He tossed them at me.

“Put these on. No more boy clothes,” he said firmly. “From now on, it’s skirts, dresses, or tight little outfits like this. I don’t care where we’re going—grocery store, gym, doesn’t matter. You dress femme.”

I hesitated for a split second before pulling the soft, stretchy fabric over my slender frame. The leggings hugged my legs and ass, the sports bra pushing my chest up just enough to create the illusion of subtle curves. I caught my reflection in the mirror and froze.

With my androgynous features and slim body, I looked like a thin, weak girl. The pastel colors softened me even further, and for the first time, I thought… I look kind of sexy.

Trey stood behind me, his massive frame dwarfing mine. He smirked as he grabbed a tube of lip gloss from the counter, unscrewing the cap.

“Rule number two,” he said, tilting my chin up. “Lip gloss and eyeliner every day. You need to look like the little bitch you are, all the time.”

He swiped the gloss over my lips, the sweet, sticky texture making me pout instinctively. Then, he picked up the eyeliner, drawing delicate lines that made my bright eyes pop. When he was done, he stepped back, nodding approvingly.

“You’re gonna grow your hair out too,” Trey said, running a hand through my short, soft locks. “No more boy cuts. I want it long and pretty. You’re mine now, and I want everyone to see it.”

“Yes, sir,” I said softly, my cheeks burning.

“Good,” Trey growled, grabbing my ass and pulling me close. “Now, let’s hit the gym.”

My stomach flipped. The gym? Dressed like this? I hesitated, but Trey’s sharp gaze left no room for argument.

At the gym, the pastel workout gear clung to my slim frame as I followed Trey inside. Heads turned immediately. With my makeup and outfit, I looked like a thin, feminine girl—soft and delicate next to Trey’s towering, muscular presence.

I felt the heat of their stares, a mix of curiosity and amusement, as I climbed onto the treadmill. The leggings accentuated my ass, and the light makeup made my features stand out in a way that drew attention I wasn’t used to.

Trey smirked as he started his own workout, bench-pressing weights that made everyone in the room take notice. Between sets, he would glance at me, his smirk widening every time he saw me trying to shrink into myself.

“Keep your head up,” Trey barked. “You’re sexy. Own it.”

My cheeks burned, but a small part of me felt a thrill at his words. I focused on the treadmill, my movements light and dainty.

When we finished, Trey pulled me close in the locker room, his massive hand cupping my ass as he whispered in my ear. “You’re mine, Krystal. Don’t forget it.”

“Yes, sir,” I whispered, my voice trembling with both humiliation and excitement.


CHAPTER NINE
Life Under Trey

After our gym session, I trailed behind Trey as we returned to the apartment. My pastel workout gear clung to my slim body, damp with sweat, making me feel exposed in a way that left my cheeks burning. Trey walked ahead confidently, his broad shoulders and powerful frame effortlessly drawing attention wherever he went.

The apartment door clicked shut behind us, and I immediately knelt to untie Trey’s sneakers. It had become second nature to me now—attending to him in small ways without needing to be told.

“Good girl,” Trey said, stepping out of his shoes. He dropped his gym bag onto the floor, a smirk playing on his lips as he ran a hand through my damp hair. “You know your place, don’t you?”

“Yes, sir,” I whispered, looking up at him with wide, devoted eyes.

“Go shower and clean yourself up,” he said, pulling off his sweaty shirt to reveal his chiseled chest. “And plug yourself. I want you ready for me.”

I nodded quickly, hurrying to the bathroom. Stripping out of my tight gym clothes, I stepped into the steaming shower, washing off the sweat and lingering scent of the gym. Afterward, I dried myself meticulously, my smooth, pale skin glowing under the bathroom light.

From the small chest of toys Trey had designated for my use, I selected a medium-sized butt plug—one that slid in easily after weeks of training. Lubing it carefully, I pressed it inside, my body responding with a mix of shame and thrill as it settled in place.

I returned to the living room, where Trey was sprawled on the couch, scrolling through his phone. He glanced up, his dark eyes sharp and appraising.

“Come here,” he said, his voice a low growl.

I approached cautiously, my bare feet silent against the floor. I stood before him, my hands clasped nervously in front of me.

“On your knees,” Trey commanded.

I dropped to the floor without hesitation, my heart racing as he leaned back and unzipped his jeans. His massive cock sprang free, already semi-hard, its size and thickness still enough to make my breath hitch despite how familiar it had become.

“Open up,” he said, grabbing the back of my head.

I parted my lips obediently, my pink gloss shining as I took him into my mouth. The heavy, musky taste flooded my senses, and I fought the urge to gag as he pushed deeper.

“Good girl,” Trey murmured, guiding my head with firm hands. “Take it all. I want that throat open.”

He thrust his hips upward, his cock sliding deeper into my throat. I gagged, tears springing to my eyes as my lips stretched around his girth. Trey’s grip tightened, holding me in place as I struggled to adjust.

“Breathe through your nose, little bitch,” he growled, his tone both commanding and mocking.

I obeyed, my hands clutching his thighs for support as he began to thrust, slow at first but steadily building in intensity. Spit and drool dripped from the corners of my mouth, pooling on the floor as I struggled to keep up.

“Pathetic,” Trey sneered, slapping my cheek lightly but firmly enough to sting. “You love this, don’t you? Being my little cocksleeve?”

I moaned around him, my throat vibrating with the sound as my hands gripped tighter.

Trey pushed me down further, his cock burying itself fully in my throat. My nose pressed against his stomach, and I struggled to breathe, my body trembling as he held me there.

“Stay,” he commanded, keeping me in place for long, agonizing seconds. My vision blurred, my lungs burning for air, but I didn’t resist.

Finally, he released me, pulling my head back as I gasped for breath. Spit clung to my lips and chin, dripping onto the floor.

“Messy little slut,” Trey said with a chuckle. “Clean yourself up later. Now, get over my lap.”

I scrambled to obey, draping myself over his thighs. My bare ass, still plugged, was exposed and vulnerable. Trey ran a hand over the smooth skin, his touch almost gentle before he brought his palm down hard.

The sharp crack of the slap echoed through the room, followed by my yelp. Trey’s hand came down again, then again, alternating cheeks until my skin was red and warm to the touch.

“You need this,” he said, his voice low and firm. “To remind you who you belong to.”

“Yes, sir,” I whimpered, my body trembling under his hand.

Trey lifted me off his lap, positioning me on all fours on the couch. He pulled the plug from my ass, tossing it aside as he lubed up his cock.

“Stay still,” he ordered, gripping my hips tightly.

I braced myself, my breath hitching as the thick head pressed against my stretched hole. Trey thrust forward, sliding in easily after the training I’d endured.

The pace he set was relentless, each thrust driving deep and making me cry out. My caged clitty throbbed painfully, leaking as the waves of humiliation and pleasure overwhelmed me.

“Cum for me,” Trey growled, slamming into me with brutal precision.

My body obeyed instantly, my small frame shuddering as my clitty spasmed in its cage. Tears streamed down my face as Trey reached his peak, groaning as he filled me with hot, thick cum.

When he pulled out, I collapsed onto the couch, exhausted and trembling. But Trey wasn’t done.

“Clean me up,” he commanded, holding out his slick cock.

I crawled forward, my lips parting to take him into my mouth. I licked him clean, my tongue sweeping over every inch before moving to the floor to lap up the spilled cum and drool.

“Good girl,” Trey said, patting my head with a smirk. “You’re getting better at this.”

My cheeks burned, but I couldn’t deny the thrill that his words brought. I was his, fully and completely, and nothing else mattered.

Expanding the Rules

Later that evening, Trey summoned me back into the living room. He sat at the dining table, his gaze heavy and expectant. I approached cautiously, my slim body clad in one of the feminine pastel dresses he had chosen for me, my glossed lips and lightly lined eyes perfectly applied.

“Sit,” Trey commanded, pointing to the floor beside his chair.

I knelt immediately, my hands resting demurely on my thighs as I looked up at him.

“We’re making some changes,” Trey said, leaning back in his chair. “You’ve done well so far, but I expect more from my bitch. We’re taking this to the next level.”

My heart raced. “Yes, sir. Whatever you want.”

Trey smirked, pulling out a small pill bottle and setting it on the table. The label was unmistakable—hormone replacement therapy.

“This,” he said, tapping the bottle, “is the first step. You’ll start taking these tonight. We’re going to grow those little sissy titties of yours. And when they’re big enough, we’ll add some nice, fake ones to match.”

My cheeks flushed with a mix of excitement and embarrassment. “Thank you, sir,” I whispered, my voice trembling.

Trey reached down, gripping my chin firmly. “Don’t thank me yet. This is just the beginning. You’re mine, Krystal. Your body, your mind, everything. You exist to please me, and you’ll become exactly what I want you to be.”

“Yes, sir,” I replied, my devotion absolute.

A New Level of Submission

Trey continued to test my limits in every way. He expected me to be ready for him at all times, lubed and plugged, my smooth, pale body always pristine. On weekends, he upped the stakes, replacing my usual plug with one so large it forced my hips to sway awkwardly when I walked.

“Keep it in all day,” Trey ordered one Saturday morning, smirking as I wiggled uncomfortably in my pastel pink skirt. “By the time I’m ready to fuck you, I want you so open I can slide in without resistance.”

“Yes, sir,” I murmured, my voice trembling with a mix of fear and excitement.

Trey also began using me in new, humiliating ways. He made me kneel in the bathroom, my glossy lips parted as he relieved himself into my mouth.

“You’re my urinal now,” he said, his tone casual yet commanding. “Swallow it all. Not a drop on the floor.”

I obeyed, tears prickling my eyes as I swallowed every bit, my cheeks burning with shame. Yet, deep down, I felt a thrill at the depths of my submission.

“You’re pathetic,” Trey said with a chuckle, ruffling my hair once he finished. “But you’re mine. And that’s all that matters.


CHAPTER TEN
Bound by Submission

I knelt on the living room floor, my pastel pink dress crumpled around my hips. The large plug I’d been wearing all day made me shuffle awkwardly, my ass raised and my head bowed. Trey sat in his usual place on the couch, a blunt in one hand and his phone in the other, scrolling lazily as the sharp scent of weed filled the air.

“C’mere,” he said, his deep voice snapping me to attention.

I crawled forward, my movements awkward and deliberate, the plug stretching my ass with every shift of my hips. I stopped at his feet, my hands resting on my thighs, my glossy lips parted slightly as I waited for his next command.

Trey’s smirk widened as he set his phone down, blowing a cloud of smoke in my direction. “Open up,” he ordered, motioning for me to lift my face.

I obeyed instantly, tilting my head back and parting my lips. Trey leaned forward, the blunt dangling between his fingers as he exhaled the thick smoke directly into my mouth.

“Breathe it in, little bitch,” he growled.

The acrid taste filled my lungs, making my eyes water as I coughed softly. Trey laughed, slapping my cheek lightly.

“Pathetic,” he sneered, grabbing the back of my head and shoving my face into his crotch. “You’re not here to think. Just shut up and do what you’re told.”

I moaned softly as I nuzzled against him, inhaling the musk that clung to his skin.

Deeper Submission

The night escalated quickly. Trey led me into the bathroom, the overhead light casting harsh shadows on the tiled walls. He motioned for me to kneel in front of the toilet, the dominance in his gaze leaving no room for hesitation.

“You know the drill,” he said, unzipping his pants and pulling out his massive cock.

My cheeks burned, but I leaned forward, my lips parting as I positioned myself beneath him.

“You’re my urinal now,” Trey sneered, gripping the base of his cock as the first warm stream hit my tongue. “Swallow it all. Not a single drop on the floor.”

The salty, acrid taste filled my mouth, and tears pricked my eyes as I obediently gulped it down. My throat worked furiously, my entire body trembling with humiliation as Trey continued.

When he finished, he smirked down at me, his hand brushing over my head in mock affection. “Good girl,” he said, his tone dripping with condescension. “You’re finally learning your place.”

Breaking Me Completely

Back in the living room, Trey sat me on the couch beside him. He reached into the small tray on the coffee table, pulling out a tiny pill bottle.

“These,” he said, holding up a Xanax tablet between his fingers, “are going to help you relax. I don’t want you tensing up on me tonight.”

I nodded quickly, opening my mouth to accept the pill. Trey smirked, placing it on my tongue before grabbing the bottle of poppers.

“And these,” he continued, unscrewing the cap and holding the bottle to my nose, “will make sure you’re nice and open.”

I inhaled deeply, my head spinning as the chemical scent filled my lungs. My body felt loose, pliant, as Trey reached for the lube and the largest toy in my collection.

“Turn around,” he ordered. “Ass up.”

I obeyed, positioning myself on all fours, my pale body trembling with anticipation. Trey removed the plug with a firm tug, smirking at the way my stretched hole twitched in its absence.

“You’re gonna take this,” he said, slicking up his thick, dark fist with lube. “And you’re gonna thank me for it.”

I whimpered, my body quivering as Trey pressed his massive hand against my loosened hole. The pressure was immense, the stretch unlike anything I’d felt before.

“Relax,” Trey growled, his other hand gripping my hip to steady me. “You can take it. You’re built for this.”

With a slow, deliberate motion, he pushed deeper, his knuckles stretching me impossibly wide. I cried out, my voice muffled by the couch cushion as Trey worked his way in.

“Look at you,” he sneered, twisting his hand slightly as he pushed further. “Taking it like the good little bitch you are. Bet that clitty’s throbbing in its cage, isn’t it?”

“Yes, sir,” I whimpered, my voice trembling.

Trey laughed, his free hand smacking my ass hard enough to leave a mark. “Pathetic. You’re lucky I keep you around. No one else would want a broken little thing like you.”

I moaned softly, my body trembling as Trey’s fist filled me completely. The humiliation and pain blurred into a twisted pleasure, my caged clitty dripping helplessly as I surrendered entirely to his control.

“You’re mine,” Trey growled, his voice low and final. “Body, mind, and soul. Don’t you ever forget it.”

Final Degradation

When Trey finally pulled his hand free, I collapsed onto the couch, my body spent and trembling. Trey smirked as he held the glistening hand in front of my face.

“Clean it,” he ordered.

I obeyed, my tongue darting out to lick every inch of his slick hand, my humiliation complete.

“You’re a mess,” Trey said, grabbing my chin and forcing me to look up at him. “But you’re my mess. And that’s all that matters.”

I nodded weakly, my tears mixing with the slickness on my cheeks as I whispered, “Thank you, sir.”

“Good girl,” Trey said, patting my head. “Now get on the floor and wait for my next command.”

I lowered myself to the ground, my body aching but my heart swelling with a sick sense of pride. I was his—completely and irrevocably. And I wouldn’t have it any other way.


CHAPTER ELEVEN
Into the BNWO

I knelt on the living room floor, my smooth, pale body adorned only with a pair of sheer pink panties that did nothing to hide the tiny chastity cage encasing my clitty. My collar gleamed under the dim light, the word BITCH engraved boldly on the tag that rested against my throat. I trembled as I glanced up at Trey, who sat sprawled confidently on the couch, his massive frame radiating dominance.

“You ready for tonight, little slut?” Trey asked, his deep voice sending a shiver down my spine.

“Yes, sir,” I whispered, my voice trembling.

Trey smirked, patting his thigh. “C’mere.”

I crawled forward, my heart pounding as I settled myself between his legs. Trey’s thick cock throbbed, heavy and dark, already hard in anticipation.

Before I could take him into my mouth, the sound of the apartment door opening made me freeze. I glanced over my shoulder as a second man stepped into the room, his towering frame rivaling Trey’s in size and power.

“This her?” the man asked, his voice deep and smooth as his gaze raked over me.

“Yeah,” Trey said, his smirk widening. “This is Krystal. My little white bitch.”

My cheeks burned as the man approached, his presence as overwhelming as Trey’s.

“She’s small,” the man said, his tone laced with amusement. “You sure she can handle both of us?”

“She’ll take it,” Trey said confidently, grabbing me by the hair and tilting my head back. “She doesn’t have a choice, do you, Krystal?”

“No, sir,” I whispered, my voice barely audible.

Spitroasted

Trey stood, pulling me up with him and guiding me to the center of the room. He bent me over the arm of the couch, my ass raised high as my knees pressed into the floor. The other man—Marcus, Trey finally introduced him as—stood in front of me, unzipping his pants to free his equally massive cock.

I whimpered, my body trembling as Marcus stroked himself, the sheer size of him making my throat tighten with nervous anticipation.

“You know what to do,” Trey growled from behind me, his hands gripping my hips as he tugged my panties down, exposing my stretched and prepared hole.

Marcus grabbed the back of my head, guiding my lips to the thick head of his cock. “Open up, little bitch,” he said, his tone commanding.

I obeyed, my lips parting as Marcus pushed into my mouth. The musky, salty taste flooded my senses as he slid deeper, stretching my jaw painfully.

“That’s it,” Marcus rumbled, his hand tangling in my hair as he began to thrust slowly. “Good little slut.”

Behind me, Trey lubed his cock generously before pressing the thick head against my hole. “Relax,” he growled. “You’re gonna take every inch.”

I moaned around Marcus’s cock as Trey pushed inside, the stretch burning as he filled me completely. Tears streamed down my cheeks, my body trembling as I adjusted to the overwhelming intrusion.

Used and Owned

The rhythm was relentless. Marcus thrust into my mouth, his cock hitting the back of my throat with every movement, while Trey pounded into me from behind, his massive hands gripping my hips tightly.

“Look at her,” Marcus sneered, pulling my head back slightly so I could catch my breath. Spit and drool dripped from my chin as I gasped for air. “She’s loving this. You see how hard her little clitty is?”

Trey chuckled, delivering a sharp slap to my ass. “Of course she is. She was made for this.”

I whimpered, my muffled moans vibrating around Marcus’s cock as Trey drove deeper, his thrusts hard and punishing.

“You’re pathetic,” Marcus growled, forcing himself back into my throat. “Nothing but a stretched-out little toy for real men like us.”

My body betrayed me completely, my caged clitty throbbing painfully as I submitted to their every demand. The mix of pain, humiliation, and pleasure overwhelmed me, leaving my mind blank except for the need to serve.

Trey reached his peak first, slamming into me with a final, powerful thrust. He groaned loudly as he came, his hot, thick cum filling my ass completely.

“Don’t you waste a drop,” Trey growled, pulling out slowly and watching as his load dripped from my stretched hole.

Moments later, Marcus gripped my head tightly, holding me in place as he came down my throat. His cock throbbed against my tongue, the salty taste of his release overwhelming my senses.

“Swallow it all,” Marcus ordered, pulling out and watching as I gulped down every drop.

Marked Forever

When it was over, I collapsed onto the floor, my body trembling and used. Trey smirked, leaning down to grab my chin and force me to look up at him.

“You’re ours now,” he said, his tone firm and final. “You’re part of the BNWO. This is your life, Krystal. Serving, submitting, and being used.”

“Yes, sir,” I whispered, my voice weak but filled with devotion.

Trey patted my head mockingly before motioning to Marcus. “C’mon. Let’s get a drink. Leave her here to clean up.”

The two men walked away, their laughter echoing through the apartment as I remained on the floor, tears of humiliation streaming down my cheeks. Despite everything, my heart swelled with pride. I was theirs—completely owned, marked forever as a toy for the BNWO.


CHAPTER TWELVE
The Queen of Spades

I knelt in the center of Trey’s apartment, my pale skin glowing under the soft light. My ass, smooth and flawless, now bore a new mark of ownership—a Queen of Spades tattoo on my left cheek with the words Black Owned boldly etched beneath it. The tattoo had been Trey’s idea, a permanent reminder of my place in the BNWO and the life I had fully embraced.

“You look perfect,” Trey said, his dark eyes gleaming as he ran a hand over the freshly inked skin. “Every time someone sees this, they’ll know exactly who you belong to.”

“Thank you, Daddy,” I whispered, my voice trembling with a mix of pride and submission.

The changes didn’t stop there. Under Trey’s guidance, I had fully transitioned into the role I was born to play. The female hormones he insisted I take had reshaped my body over the months, giving me a soft, feminine appearance. My chest now sported cute, perky B-cup implants, perfectly rounded and designed to suit my doll-like frame.

My hair had been bleached platinum blonde and was always styled in gelled pigtails, the playful look contrasting with the depraved acts I was known for. The braces on my teeth added to the illusion of youth, making me appear even younger—a perfect teen trans girl aesthetic. Minimal makeup enhanced my natural features: a touch of gloss on my lips, a hint of blush, and mascara to frame my wide, submissive eyes.

My transformation wasn’t just physical; it was mental. I had become famous in certain circles, my reputation as a no-limits whore spreading rapidly. My youthful appearance, eager demeanor, and insatiable appetite for humiliation and domination made me a prized submissive.

Every aspect of my life revolved around serving Black men. My days were spent preparing for my scenes, ensuring my body was ready to take whatever was demanded of me. I was known for my ability to handle the largest insertions—fists, oversized toys, and monstrous plugs that left me stretched and open.

I craved it all. The humiliation, the pain, the degradation—it wasn’t just something I endured; it was something I thrived on. My boi pussy was a testament to my dedication, capable of taking everything and more, always leaving me begging for the next challenge.

In my scenes, my devotion was unmistakable. I smiled through every act, my face lighting up with genuine joy as I served. Whether I was being spitroasted by two towering Black men or filled beyond capacity with massive toys, my moans of pleasure and gratitude echoed through the room.

My fame grew as I gained a reputation for my eagerness and ability to handle anything. I was dubbed a no-limits whore, a title I wore proudly. My fans admired my dedication, my willingness to push boundaries, and the way I fully embraced my life as a pussyfree fucktoy.

Every tattoo, every act, every transformation was a reminder of who I was: a submissive doll, owned and controlled by the BNWO. My place in the world was clear, and I wouldn’t have it any other way.

I knelt at Trey’s feet one evening, my hair perfectly styled, my braces gleaming as I smiled up at him. My collar, the tag reading BITCH, rested against my soft skin, a constant reminder of my submission.

“You’ve come a long way,” Trey said, his voice filled with satisfaction as he stroked my cheek. “You’re everything we made you to be. Perfect. Owned. Black property.”

“Thank you, Daddy,” I said, my voice filled with pride. “I love being yours.”

Trey smirked, pulling me up and guiding me toward the bedroom. “Let’s see how much you can take tonight, little doll. I’ve got something special for you.”

My heart raced with anticipation. I lived for moments like this—for the opportunity to serve, to be used, to prove my devotion. I had fully embraced my role, my life, and my purpose. I was Krystal: a pussyfree sissy, Black-owned, and eager to please.
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