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BNWO DADDY

A Sissy’s Transformation

Growing up, it was always just me and my mom. She worked long hours as a nurse, juggling bills and patients while somehow managing to keep an eye on me, her “delicate little guy.” That’s what she called me, and though it made me cringe, I couldn’t deny it fit. I wasn’t like other boys—shorter, softer, quieter. She saw it too, even if she never said it outright.

“It’s okay, honey,” she’d say with a little laugh when I flinched at anything rough or rowdy. “All boys aren’t real men.”

At first, her words stung, but over time, I realized she meant them in her own way. She bought me pastel shirts, kept my skin smooth with her expensive lotions, and always reminded me how “lucky” I was not to be like the other boys. Part of me wanted to hate it, but another part leaned into it—into her care, her subtle encouragement, and how right it felt to just… give in.

By the time I turned eighteen, I was hooked on a world of fantasies I didn’t fully understand. Nights spent glued to a screen, watching videos of strong, confident Black men taking what they wanted, left me aching for something I couldn’t name. I wanted to escape—to find a place where I could be free from the confusion, the frustration, and the limits of my small-town life.

When I told my mom I was leaving for Los Angeles, she hugged me tight and smiled. “Go on, Jimmy,” she said softly. “Find yourself. And don’t be afraid to let someone show you the way.”

I didn’t know what she meant at the time, but I would soon enough.

I was barely eighteen, fresh out of high school, and desperate to escape the Midwest. Everything there felt stifling—the flat landscapes, the small minds, the way I never quite fit in. So, with a single suitcase and just enough money for a bus ticket, I left it all behind and headed for Los Angeles.

The moment I stepped off the bus at Union Station, the sheer size of the city hit me like a punch to the gut. The noise, the heat, the crush of people—it was overwhelming. I stood there clutching my bag, trying not to look too lost, when I spotted a girl about my age. She looked like she belonged here—stylish, confident, and unmistakably at ease.

“Excuse me,” I said, my voice shaky. “I’m new here. Where’s a safe place to live?”

She gave me a once-over, her lips curling into a knowing smirk. “Safe place, huh? You’ll want West Hollywood,” she said, tossing her hair over her shoulder. “You’ll fit right in there.”

Her tone wasn’t unkind, but there was something in the way she said it, like she’d instantly pegged me for what I was—soft, unsure, maybe even a little… girly. Before I could respond, she walked off, her words hanging in the air.

West Hollywood. I didn’t know much about LA, but I had a feeling this was the start of something I couldn’t turn back from.

West Hollywood was unlike anything I’d ever seen. As I wandered aimlessly through the neighborhood, the sun shining brightly overhead, it felt like stepping into another world. Everything seemed bolder, louder, unapologetically alive. Rainbow flags fluttered from shop windows, couples strolled hand in hand, and the air buzzed with an electric sense of freedom. It was intoxicating—and overwhelming.

I wasn’t ready to call it home. Not yet. I couldn’t fully understand why this place felt so strange yet oddly familiar. A part of me wanted to turn back, retreat to somewhere quieter, safer. But another part, quieter yet insistent, told me to keep moving.

That’s when I saw it—a small, cozy bookstore tucked between a coffee shop and a boutique. The window display was inviting, a mix of bestsellers and poetry collections artfully arranged around a sign that read, “Community Is Everything.” But what really caught my eye was the small, handwritten notice taped to the door: HELP WANTED.

I stopped in my tracks. A job. It could mean money—and maybe even a place to belong, if only temporarily. Something about the bookstore called to me, like stepping inside might make the unfamiliar world outside a little less daunting.

The bell above the door jingled softly as I stepped inside. The scent of books—old and new—wrapped around me like a comforting blanket, grounding me in a way I hadn’t felt in weeks.

Behind the counter stood a tall Black man, his presence both commanding and calm. He glanced up from a stack of books, his sharp eyes meeting mine with an expression that was hard to read—warm, yet assessing.

“Looking for something?” he asked, his voice smooth and deep, carrying an effortless authority.

“Uh… not really,” I stammered, my words tripping over themselves. “I just—your shop looked interesting.” I gestured toward the sign on the door. “And, uh, I saw you’re hiring.”

He studied me for a moment, his gaze sweeping over me like he was taking me apart and putting me back together in his mind. I shifted nervously under his scrutiny, clutching my suitcase a little tighter. I must’ve looked so out of place—fresh off the bus, disheveled and uncertain.

“You got any experience?” he asked finally, his tone even but deliberate.

“Sort of,” I replied, the words spilling out in a rush. “I mean, I was an aide in my school library. So, I know how to shelve books and… stuff like that.”

He paused, letting the silence stretch. His gaze lingered, steady and unreadable, before his expression softened into a slow, approving smile. It was the kind of smile that felt like it could see straight through me, right down to the parts I wasn’t ready to admit to myself.

“Name’s Mr. Jones,” he said, extending a hand. His grip was firm and steady, the kind that demanded respect without trying. “Why don’t we start with this—take a look around, get a feel for the place. We’ll talk after.”

I nodded, a flicker of hope sparking in my chest. “Okay. Thanks.”

As I wandered the aisles, my fingers brushing the spines of books, that flicker grew into something warmer. The space felt alive, yet soothing. The quiet hum of the store, the neat rows of books, and the faint aroma of coffee drifting in from somewhere—it was like stepping into a little sanctuary. I didn’t realize how much I needed it until that moment.

For the first time in weeks, the tension in my chest began to loosen, and I found myself lingering in each aisle a little longer than necessary. There was something about this place, something grounding.

After a while, Mr. Jones called me back to the counter. He stood leaning against it, his broad chest crossed by powerful arms, his posture casual but commanding. His eyes followed me with that same unreadable intensity, as though he could see every thought I wasn’t ready to admit.

“You like the place?” he asked.

I nodded quickly. “It’s amazing. I mean… it’s so quiet. Peaceful.”

“Yeah,” he said, his deep voice carrying the weight of someone who understood the value of a good hiding place. “It’s a good spot.” Then, with a small smirk that made my stomach twist for reasons I couldn’t quite explain, he added, “You seem like the quiet type. This could work.”

“Does that mean…” I hesitated, unsure if I was interpreting him correctly. “I got the job?”

His chuckle was deep and warm, reverberating through the space like a comforting note of music. The sound made my cheeks flush for reasons I didn’t fully understand. “Yeah, kid. You got the job. I like your vibe.”

Relief flooded me, a grin spreading across my face before I could stop it. It wasn’t just about the money or the job—it was the feeling that, maybe, I’d finally found a small corner of this overwhelming city where I could belong.

“Thank you,” I said quickly. “You won’t regret it, I promise.”

“I don’t doubt it,” he replied, his tone light, but his eyes held something deeper—something I couldn’t quite place. “One thing, though. You got a place to stay? ‘Cause LA’s not exactly cheap.”

His question hit me like a cold slap. The little cash I had in my pocket wouldn’t last more than a few nights at a motel. I froze, the weight of reality settling over me again. “Uh… no. Not yet,” I admitted, my voice small.

He nodded, like he’d already anticipated my answer. “Well, I’ve got a spare room at my place. It’s not much, but it’s clean, and you’d have your own space. You can stay there as long as you’re working here.”

My mouth opened, but no words came out at first. I didn’t know what to say. It was more generosity than I’d ever expected from someone I’d just met. “Really? You’d… let me stay with you?”

“Sure,” he said, his smirk widening just slightly. “You seem like the kind of guy who could use a little help getting on his feet. And I like having people I can trust close by.”

I swallowed hard, my throat tight for reasons I couldn’t quite name. “Thank you, Mr. Jones. I… I don’t know what to say.”

“Don’t say anything yet,” he replied, his tone light but firm. “Let’s see how you do here first. And call me Alex. Mr. Jones makes me sound old.”

I nodded, still reeling from his offer. A job. A place to stay. For the first time since stepping off the bus, it felt like things might actually work out. What I didn’t know then was that Alex had a way of seeing people for who they truly were—even when they couldn’t see it themselves.

The first few days at the bookstore blurred together. I threw myself into the work, eager to prove myself to Alex. But no matter how hard I tried, I always felt a step behind. Shelving books took too long, I fumbled awkwardly with the register, and I couldn’t shake the constant feeling of being watched.

“You need to focus, Jimmy,” Alex said one evening as we closed up shop. His voice was calm, steady, but the sharpness in his gaze made my stomach twist. “You’re sloppy. Uncoordinated. You don’t listen.”

“I—I’m sorry,” I stammered, my cheeks flushing hot under his scrutiny. “I’ll do better, I promise.”

“Promises don’t mean shit,” he said bluntly, stepping closer. His towering frame seemed to fill the room, making the space feel smaller. “You need to learn. And if no one’s taught you manners before, I guess it’s up to me.”

Before I could process what he meant, his hand shot out, landing a sharp slap across my cheek. The sound echoed through the quiet store, startling me as I stumbled back, my hand flying to my face. The sting radiated across my skin, hot and biting.

“Did that get your attention?” he asked, his tone almost casual, as though this was the most natural thing in the world.

I couldn’t find my voice. My lips parted, but no sound came out. Instead, I just nodded, my eyes wide and glued to his.

“Good,” he said simply, grabbing my wrist and pulling me forward with surprising ease. Before I knew it, I was bent over the counter, my palms flat against the cool wood. My breath hitched, panic and disbelief swirling in my chest.

“Now, let’s make sure this lesson sticks,” Alex said, his voice steady, as though he’d done this a thousand times.

In one swift motion, he grabbed my shorts and yanked them down to my knees, leaving me exposed. Vulnerable. My breath caught, and I froze, unsure whether to fight back or stay still. But before I could decide, his fingers hooked into the waistband of my tighty whities, pulling them down with the same unrelenting authority, leaving me bare.

Alex let out a low chuckle, his deep voice vibrating with quiet amusement. “These?” he said, snapping the elastic for effect as the fabric slid off my legs. “These won’t do. You want to act like a little boy, you’re gonna dress like one. But trust me—” he leaned in closer, his voice dropping to a murmur—“not in these.”

The humiliation surged through me like a wave, my face burning as I tried to form words. My mouth opened and closed uselessly, but no sound came out. He towered over me, his presence all-encompassing, the sheer weight of his authority pressing down on me like gravity.

“From now on,” he continued, his voice firm and deliberate, “you wear what I tell you to wear. Got it?”

I nodded quickly, my head bowing in submission as his words sank in. The realization hit me like a freight train—I wasn’t in control anymore. Not of my clothes. Not of my actions. Not of myself.

“Wait—” I tried, but the protest died on my lips as his hand came down on my ass, hard and fast. The sound reverberated through the space, louder than the sting at first, but the sharp pain caught up quickly, making me gasp.

“You think this is harsh?” Alex’s voice was low and close to my ear, calm but laced with warning. “This is nothing compared to the real world, Jimmy. You’re not a real man, and that’s fine. But if you’re going to live under my roof and work in my store, you’ll learn your place.”

The humiliation burned hotter than the spanking itself, yet there was something almost grounding about it. Like the weight of his authority, his certainty, was exactly what I needed—even if I couldn’t admit it to myself yet.

“Say it,” he ordered, his hand poised for another slap. “Say you’ll learn your place.”

“I’ll… I’ll learn my place,” I whispered, my voice trembling.

“Louder.”

“I’ll learn my place!” I cried, the words spilling out like a confession.

“That’s better,” he said, bringing his hand down one final time. The sting left me breathless, my chest heaving as I tried to collect myself. “Now pull up your shorts and get ready to go home. We’ll see if you remember this lesson tomorrow.”

As I straightened up, my cheeks flushed from more than just the spanking, I couldn’t bring myself to meet his eyes. But deep down, I knew this was only the beginning.

Dinner at Alex’s house that night was simple but satisfying—a plate of pasta, a cold beer, and a relaxed atmosphere that felt surprisingly disarming. The scent of something earthy lingered in the air, and before long, Alex leaned back in his chair, pulling out a joint and lighting it with practiced ease.

“You smoke?” he asked, exhaling a thick cloud of smoke that seemed to settle over the room.

“N-not really,” I admitted, nerves pricking at the edges of my composure. It wasn’t like I’d never tried it, but the way Alex offered it felt heavier, like this was about more than just the weed. Still, I couldn’t say no—not to him. “I’ll try.”

He passed it to me, his dark eyes fixed on mine as I took a tentative hit. The harsh smoke burned my throat, and I coughed, sputtering. He laughed—a deep, resonant sound that made me feel small in a way I couldn’t name.

“You’ll get used to it,” he said, taking another slow drag before setting it aside.

The air between us shifted then. His gaze sharpened, the playful tone in his voice fading into something heavier. Commanding.

“Get on your knees,” he said, his voice calm but carrying an unmistakable weight.

I froze, the words ringing in my ears. My heart pounded as I struggled to process what he’d just said. “What?”

“You heard me,” he replied, his tone leaving no room for hesitation. “On your knees. Now.”

My legs felt like jelly as I slid out of the chair, sinking to the floor in front of him. He spread his legs wide, his powerful frame radiating control, his sheer presence filling the space between us.

When he unzipped his pants, there was no hesitation in his movements—just confidence, steady and unrelenting. When he pulled his cock free, I couldn’t help but gasp. It was beautiful, thick, and undeniably intimidating. The sight made my stomach twist, fear and something deeper roiling together in a way I couldn’t ignore.

“Open your mouth,” he ordered, his voice steady but forceful. When I hesitated, his hand gripped the back of my head, guiding me forward. “Don’t make me say it twice.”

I obeyed, my lips parting as he pushed himself into my mouth. The taste of him, the warmth and weight, was overwhelming. He didn’t hold back, thrusting deep and forcing me to take more than I thought I could handle. My hands clung to his thighs as I struggled to keep up, tears welling in my eyes as he fucked my mouth without mercy.

“That’s it,” he growled, his hand tightening in my hair. “Good little sissy. You’ll learn how to please me, one way or another.”

The words sent a shiver down my spine, and despite the intensity, I felt a strange, undeniable satisfaction in giving myself over to him. He was in complete control, and I was exactly where he wanted me—obedient, eager, and completely his.

The morning after dinner, I woke to the smell of coffee drifting through the house. My head still felt heavy from the night before, and my body ached in ways that left no doubt about the new dynamic Alex had established. I rubbed my eyes, stretched, and shuffled into the kitchen, where he was already seated at the table, scrolling through his phone.

“Morning,” he said without looking up. His voice was steady, commanding as always. “There’s coffee on the counter.”

“Thanks,” I murmured, pouring myself a mug and sitting across from him. The silence felt thick, heavy with unspoken rules I didn’t fully understand yet.

“I’ve been thinking,” Alex said suddenly, setting his phone down and fixing me with that piercing gaze. “Your clothes don’t really work for me.”

I blinked, confused. “My clothes?”

He gestured at me lazily, a faint smirk tugging at the corner of his mouth. “Yeah. Those boxers, for one. They don’t suit you.”

My cheeks burned as I glanced down at myself. I was still in the wrinkled t-shirt and boxers I’d slept in, and suddenly, I felt exposed under his scrutiny.

“From now on,” he continued, his voice firm, “you’ll wear what I tell you to wear. And that starts with these.” He reached into a bag on the table and tossed something at me. It landed in my lap, soft and delicate. I picked it up with trembling hands.

Panties. Lacy, pastel pink panties with a tiny bow at the front.

I stared at them, my face hot. “You want me to wear these?”

“Not want,” he corrected, leaning back in his chair. “You will. If you’re going to live here, you’ll do it on my terms. And that includes looking the part.”

I swallowed hard, my heart racing. Part of me wanted to argue, to say this was too much, but the weight of his gaze pinned me in place. I couldn’t look away, couldn’t refuse.

“Yes, Alex,” I said softly, the words slipping out before I could stop them.

“Good,” he said with a satisfied nod. “Go put them on. Now.”

The command left no room for hesitation. I stood, clutching the panties tightly, and walked back to the spare room. As I slid out of my boxers and pulled the soft fabric up my legs, I couldn’t stop the strange mix of emotions swirling in my chest—humiliation, submission, and a faint, undeniable thrill.

When I stepped back into the kitchen, Alex’s smirk widened. “See? Much better,” he said, his eyes raking over me. “Now we can really start your training.”

Another evening after work in the bookstore, Alex leaned back on the couch, his presence commanding the room. He motioned for me to kneel in front of him—a subtle but unmistakable command that sent a shiver down my spine. Without hesitation, I obeyed, sinking to my knees. The softness of the carpet cushioned me as I looked up at him, waiting.

Up close, the contrast between us felt even more pronounced. Alex was a towering embodiment of strength and confidence, his tall, muscular frame radiating dominance. His dark, flawless skin gleamed under the lamp’s soft glow, every inch of him deliberate and imposing. By comparison, I felt like nothing more than a shadow—a pale, frail boy dwarfed by his sheer presence. My narrow shoulders only emphasized how small I was, and my thin arms hung limply at my sides. At barely 5’6” on a good day, standing next to Alex felt like standing in the shadow of a giant.

“Take them out,” he said, his low, commanding voice cutting through the silence and pulling me from my thoughts.

My hands trembled as I reached for the waistband of his shorts, carefully pulling them down to reveal his cock, thick and heavy, resting against his muscular thighs. The sight of it stole my breath—it was everything I wasn’t. Dark, powerful, and utterly intimidating. My hands hovered, unsure of where to begin.

“Go on,” he urged, his tone brooking no delay. “Start with the balls. Use your tongue.”

Heart pounding, I leaned forward and tentatively ran my tongue along the smooth skin of his balls. They were warm, the weight of them pressing against my lips as I licked and sucked, trying to follow his unspoken cues. A low groan escaped him—a sound that sent heat flooding my cheeks, an odd mix of shame and a strange, reluctant pride.

“Good,” he muttered, his large hand settling on the back of my head. “But you need to learn control. Don’t just lick—use your mouth. Take them in.”

I opened my mouth wider, trying to take both in at once, but my jaw ached almost immediately. Alex chuckled, the deep sound reverberating in the room. “Pathetic,” he said, shaking his head. “You’ve got a lot to learn.”

His hand tightened slightly, guiding me lower. Tears pricked at the corners of my eyes as I struggled to accommodate him. When he finally let me up, I gasped for air, my lips slick and swollen.

“We’re not done,” he said firmly. “Now take the shaft. All of it.”

I hesitated, my gaze darting between his cock and his face, searching for mercy I knew wouldn’t come. His size was overwhelming—thick and long, the head alone seeming impossible for my small mouth. But the look in his eyes left no room for refusal.

I leaned forward again, my lips wrapping around the tip as I slowly worked my way down. Alex’s grip on the back of my head kept me steady, his commanding voice guiding me through every motion.

“Relax your throat,” he instructed, calm but authoritative. “Breathe through your nose. You’ll take it all, or we’ll be here all night.”

His words sent a jolt through me. I forced myself to relax, focusing on my breathing as he pushed deeper. The stretch was overwhelming, the fullness unlike anything I’d ever felt. Tears streaked down my cheeks, but I didn’t stop—not until I felt his hips press against my face.

“See?” he said, his voice tinged with approval. “You’ll learn. And soon, you won’t even think about it. You’ll just take it like a good little sissy.”

His praise made my chest tighten, and despite the discomfort, a strange sense of pride washed over me. I might have been small, weak, and pale, but here, on my knees before him, I was exactly what he wanted me to be.

The sharp crack of Alex’s hand against my bare skin echoed through the room, each strike deliberate and precise. My ass burned with the sting, the heat radiating through me as I squirmed over his lap, my panties bunched awkwardly around my thighs. He said little, only letting out a low grunt of satisfaction as he delivered another firm slap.

“This is called a maintenance spanking,” he said calmly, his hand coming down again with measured force. “Keeps you in line. Reminds you of your place.”

“Yes, Alex,” I whimpered, my voice trembling. I gripped the edge of the couch, biting my lip to muffle my cries, desperate to keep quiet.

When he was finally satisfied, he reached down and tugged my panties back into place, the soft lace brushing against my tender, heated skin. “Up,” he commanded. I scrambled to my feet, my legs shaking beneath me. He patted his lap. “Now sit.”

I hesitated, the throbbing in my ass making me falter. But the look in his eyes left no room for defiance. Carefully, I lowered myself onto his lap, wincing as my sore skin pressed against his solid thighs. His large hand rested on my hip, holding me securely in place—a silent, unmistakable reminder of his control.

He picked up the remote and began scrolling through the options on the screen. His thumb paused over a video titled BNWO Sissy Hypno - Total Subjugation. My stomach flipped as the words sank in.

“This,” he said, pressing play, “is what you’re going to watch. You need to learn who you are. What you’re meant to be.”

The video began with a steady, rhythmic pulse of music filling the room, flashing words and images appearing in rapid sequence. Phrases like Obey and Serve dominated the screen, interspersed with pictures of pale, delicate sissies kneeling before commanding Black men. A hypnotic voice narrated over the visuals: “You exist to serve. This is your purpose. Submission is freedom.”

My breathing quickened as the words seemed to burrow into my mind, each repetition chipping away at my defenses. I shifted slightly on Alex’s lap, the warmth of his body mingling with the sting of my still-burning ass. My cock—small, soft, and barely worthy of the name—began to stir against the fabric of my panties, straining in vain. The more the video repeated its mantras, the harder it became to hold myself together.

Alex noticed immediately. “You like this, don’t you?” he said, his deep voice slicing through the haze. “Look at you—getting hard like a good little sissy.”

I flushed, unable to meet his gaze. My cockette throbbed weakly, pressing against the delicate lace of my panties as the video continued. The commands felt inescapable, the words embedding themselves deep within me. “You are weak. You are pale. You are meant to serve.”

Alex’s hand moved to my thigh, his grip firm but not painful. “That’s your place,” he murmured, his voice low and satisfied. “Getting hard for the truth. You’re not a man. You’re not even close. You’re just a sissy, and soon, you won’t be able to think about anything but pleasing me.”

His words sent a shiver through me, and I nodded slowly, my chest tightening with a mix of shame and submission. “Yes, Alex,” I whispered.

“You’ll watch these every day,” he continued, his tone leaving no room for negotiation. “Until there’s nothing left but obedience. Until you take every word as gospel. Understand?”

“Yes, Alex,” I replied, my voice trembling but steady.

A satisfied smirk spread across his face as he leaned back, his hand still resting possessively on my thigh. The video droned on, its commands burrowing deeper, and I stayed exactly where I was—on Alex’s lap, my cockette straining uselessly in my panties, fully aware that this was where I belonged.

The video ended, leaving the room in silence except for the sound of my uneven breathing. My cheeks burned, and my chest remained tight as Alex’s hand lingered heavily on my thigh. His thumb traced slow, deliberate circles, each touch sending a shiver up my spine.

“You’re quiet,” he said finally, his deep voice breaking the stillness. It was calm but commanding, impossible to ignore. “What’s on your mind, Jimmy?”

“N-nothing,” I stammered, my voice faltering under his gaze. Even to me, it sounded unconvincing.

“Nothing?” he repeated, a faint smirk tugging at the corner of his mouth. “After all that, you expect me to believe nothing’s going on in that pretty little head of yours?”

I squirmed slightly on his lap, the sting from my earlier spanking still fresh. “I… I don’t know,” I said softly, my eyes fixed on the floor.

He chuckled, the deep, resonant sound filling the room. “Bullshit,” he said bluntly, his grip tightening on my thigh. “I know you, Jimmy. I know there’s something. Let’s try this again—what turns you on the most?”

My heart raced at the question. “I… I don’t know,” I mumbled, my face burning with embarrassment.

“Yes, you do,” Alex said, his voice firm yet patient. “Don’t lie to me. Think about it. What gets you hard? What do you dream about?”

I swallowed hard, my hands clenching at my sides. The words stuck in my throat. How could I tell him the truth? How could I admit what really went through my head when I watched those videos?

Alex leaned in closer, his lips brushing just near my ear. “Say it, Jimmy,” he murmured, his tone a commanding mix of coaxing and insistence. “What turns you on the most? Is it the Black man? The sissy? Tell me.”

The words spilled out before I could stop them. “When the Black man fucks the sissy,” I blurted, my voice trembling. My face burned with humiliation, and I wanted nothing more than to disappear.

“Good,” Alex said, his hand sliding up to grip my jaw, forcing me to meet his gaze. “Now we’re getting somewhere. Say it again.”

“When the Black man fucks the sissy,” I repeated, quieter this time but clearer.

His dark, piercing eyes held mine. “And why do you think that is, huh? Why does that get you off so much?”

“I don’t know,” I whispered, the words barely audible.

“Yes, you do,” he shot back sharply. “Think. You didn’t get like this all on your own. You grew up with Mommy, didn’t you?”

I nodded hesitantly, my throat tightening. “Yeah…”

“And Daddy?” he pressed.

“There wasn’t one,” I admitted, my voice faltering into a whisper.

“There it is,” Alex said, his smirk widening. “You’ve got Daddy issues, Jimmy. That’s why you’re here. That’s why you’re like this—because you never had anyone to put you in your place, to teach you what a man really is.”

His words hit me like a punch to the gut. Not because they were cruel, but because they were true. Deep down, I knew he was right. My mom had done her best, but she’d raised me to be soft, gentle, and dependent. And now, here I was, sitting on Alex’s lap, utterly at his mercy.

“Say it,” he demanded, his grip tightening on my jaw. “Say you’ve got Daddy issues.”

“I… I’ve got Daddy issues,” I choked out, my voice trembling.

“That’s right,” he said, his voice low and satisfied. “And lucky for you, I know exactly what you need to fix that.”

Alex’s hand didn’t leave my jaw, holding me steady as I sat on his lap, my whole body trembling from the weight of his words. My cheeks burned with humiliation and arousal, the mix of emotions leaving me too stunned to resist as he reached over to the side table and grabbed a bottle of lube.

“You’re gonna learn to be honest with me,” Alex said, his deep voice commanding but calm. He popped the cap and squeezed the lube onto his thick, dark fingers, the slick sound sending a shiver down my spine. “And I’m gonna make sure you remember your place.”

He pushed my panties down again, baring me completely, and his large hand slid between my pale cheeks, the heat of his touch making me gasp. His other hand rested firmly on my chest, his fingers grazing my nipples with deliberate pressure.

“Relax,” he ordered as his finger pressed against my tight entrance. I whimpered, my thighs trembling as he pushed in slowly, the stretch making me wince. “Don’t fight it, boy. You’ve done this before, haven’t you?”

My breath hitched, and I couldn’t bring myself to answer.

“Speak up,” Alex said, his voice sharper now. His finger twisted inside me, sending a jolt of sensation through my body. “Don’t lie to me, Jimmy. Have you played with this little boi pussy before?”

“Yes,” I choked out, the word barely audible.

“How?” he pressed, his finger sliding deeper. His thumb brushed against my sensitive hole, making me squirm in his lap. “What did you use?”

“I…” My voice cracked as the shame bubbled to the surface. “My fingers… and… and other things.”

“Other things,” Alex repeated, a dark chuckle rumbling from his chest. “Like what? Tell me.”

“Carrots,” I confessed, my face burning. “Cucumbers… when I lived at home.”

“And what were you watching while you fucked yourself with Mommy’s produce?” he demanded, his finger curling inside me, hitting a spot that made me cry out.

“Interracial porn,” I admitted, my voice trembling. “Videos of Black men… with sissies.”

“That’s what I thought,” Alex said with a smirk, sliding a second finger inside me and working me open with slow, deliberate thrusts. His other hand found my nipple, pinching and rolling it until I gasped. “You like this, don’t you, boy? You like being used.”

“Yes, Alex,” I whimpered, my cockette twitching uselessly against my stomach.

He leaned down, his breath hot against my ear. “Maybe one day, we’ll get you some tits to play with,” he murmured, his fingers twisting inside me. “Big, soft ones, just like the sissy you’re meant to be.”

The thought sent a shiver through me, and a helpless moan escaped my lips as his fingers continued their steady rhythm, leaving my nipples aching under his touch.

“Touch yourself,” Alex commanded, pulling his hand from my chest. “Stroke that little thing.”

I hesitated for only a moment before wrapping my hand around my cockette, pumping it in time with the thrust of his fingers inside me. The overwhelming combination of sensations built quickly, heat pooling low in my stomach.

“Look at you,” Alex said, his voice dripping with amusement. “Cumming already like a pathetic little boy. Go on, Jimmy. Show me how much you love this.”

With a cry, I came, hot and sticky ropes spilling across my pale stomach. My hand stilled, trembling as the waves of pleasure coursed through me. Alex pulled his fingers from me and, before I could process what was happening, scooped up the mess on my stomach and held it to my lips.

“Open,” he said, his tone leaving no room for defiance.

I obeyed, parting my lips as he slid the cum-covered fingers into my mouth. The salty taste made me cringe, but Alex’s dark, satisfied gaze kept me from faltering. I swallowed every drop under his watchful eye.

“Good boy,” he said, his voice low and approving. He patted my cheek—a gesture mocking yet strangely affectionate. “You’ll get used to it. This is just the beginning.”

I nodded weakly, my body spent and trembling, but my mind already spinning with the possibilities of what Alex would demand of me next.

The sunlight streamed through the blinds, waking me slowly. My body ached in ways that left no doubt about the night before. Shuffling out of the room, still sore and raw, I found Alex in the living room, lounging on the couch with an air of effortless dominance. His sharp eyes flicked up to meet mine as I entered.

“Come here,” he said, his voice calm but commanding.

I obeyed immediately, standing in front of him with my hands clasped nervously. He motioned for me to strip, and I hesitated only for a moment before pulling my shirt over my head and sliding my pink, lacy panties down to my ankles. My clitty stood at half attention, already twitching in anticipation of whatever Alex had planned.

He leaned forward and pulled a small box from the side table. When he opened it, my heart skipped a beat. Inside was a tiny pink chastity cage, its glossy plastic glinting under the light. Barely an inch long, it looked impossibly small, and the thought of being locked into it made my cheeks burn.

“Four inches,” Alex said with a smirk, his eyes flicking to my stiff clitty. “Not much to work with, but this will make sure you remember your place.”

I flushed, my hands fidgeting at my sides. He reached out, grabbed my wrist, and pulled me closer until I was standing between his knees.

“Let’s get started,” he said, his tone leaving no room for argument.

He grabbed a bottle of lube and squeezed a generous amount onto his fingers, warming it briefly before reaching for my clitty. A soft whimper escaped me as he spread the slick lube over me, his touch firm but unhurried.

“Stop squirming,” Alex said sharply, giving my thigh a light slap. “You’ll get used to it.”

He picked up the base ring—a smooth, circular piece designed to fit snugly around the cock and balls. Stretching it slightly, his large hands made quick work of maneuvering it into position.

“Let’s get these cute little balls through first,” he murmured, slipping one of my soft, small balls through the ring. I gasped at the sensation, my legs trembling as he worked the second one through. The ring settled snugly at the base of my sack, secure but not painful.

“Now for this pathetic little clitty,” Alex said, gripping the base of my cockette firmly. He pulled it through the ring, the lube helping it glide easily into place until the ring encircled both my clitty and balls completely. The pressure was immediate, and I could feel the restriction taking hold.

Alex picked up the cage itself—a small, pink sheath barely an inch long, made to fully encase my clitty. He positioned it over the head, guiding it carefully as he slid the cage into place. The tightness was overwhelming, and a soft whimper escaped me as the plastic pressed firmly against me, completely enclosing my clitty.

“Almost there,” Alex said, clicking the lock into place with a finality that sent a shiver down my spine. He held up the tiny key, dangling it in front of my face with a smug grin. “This is mine now. You don’t touch yourself, you don’t even think about it, unless I say so.”

I nodded weakly, the weight of the cage already sinking into my mind. The snug, unyielding fit left me completely exposed and vulnerable, a constant reminder of who was in control.

“Not bad,” Alex said, leaning back to admire his work. “But I think you need a little reminder of why you’re here.”

He grabbed me by the arm and pulled me over his lap. His hand came down hard on my bare ass, the sharp sting drawing a cry from my lips. “Horny little thing,” he growled, his palm landing again and again. “You need to learn some control.”

“Yes, Alex!” I gasped, tears stinging at the corners of my eyes as he disciplined me.

When he was satisfied, he pushed me off his lap and bent me over the couch. My body trembled as he grabbed the lube again, slicking his fingers before pressing one against my tight entrance. “You’re gonna take what I give you,” he said, his voice calm but unyielding. “And you’re gonna thank me for it.”

“Yes, Alex,” I whimpered as his finger slid inside, the stretch pulling a gasp from my throat.

Alex worked his finger deeper, the slick lube easing the intrusion as my body struggled to adjust. He twisted it slowly, deliberately, each motion sending shivers through me. His other hand gripped my hip firmly, keeping me steady as my cheek pressed against the back of the couch. My breathing hitched as he added a second finger.

“Look at you,” he said, his voice heavy with amusement. “Whimpering like a little bitch, and I’m barely getting started.”

I whimpered again, my caged clitty straining uselessly, the pink plastic biting into my skin as my body betrayed me. Every humiliating word he spoke seemed to burrow deeper into my mind, reinforcing the truth I couldn’t deny.

“You know why this feels so good, don’t you?” Alex asked, his fingers curling inside me, hitting a spot that made me cry out. “Because you’re meant for this. All white boys are.”

“Yes, Alex,” I gasped, my voice trembling.

He withdrew his fingers slowly, leaving me momentarily empty before the blunt head of his cock pressed against me. Hot, thick, and slick with lube, its sheer size made my breath hitch. Alex’s hand settled heavily on my lower back, holding me firmly in place as he began to push forward.

“Relax,” he commanded, his tone firm but not unkind. “Breathe. You’re gonna take it all, boy. Every inch.”

I tried to obey, focusing on the deliberate pressure as he pushed into me. The stretch was intense, unlike anything I’d ever felt, but Alex didn’t rush. He worked me open patiently, inch by inch, giving my body time to adjust.

“That’s it,” he murmured, his voice low and soothing. “Good boy. Look at how well you’re taking me.”

The praise sent a strange thrill through me, mingling with the ache and the overwhelming fullness as he seated himself fully inside me. His cock stretched me wide, filling me completely. A shaky moan escaped my lips as the sensation overtook me. It wasn’t just physical—it was the weight of him, the knowledge that, in this moment, he owned me completely.

“You were made for this,” Alex said, his hand sliding up my back to grip the nape of my neck. “All white boys love BBC, even if they won’t admit it. But you? You’re honest about it. You’re exactly where you belong.”

“Yes, Alex,” I whispered, my voice barely audible. “Thank you.”

“Thank me when I’m done,” he said with a low chuckle, his hips pulling back slowly before thrusting forward again. His movements were deliberate, controlled, each thrust working me with a steady rhythm, breaking me in.

Every stroke sent waves of pleasure and pain through me, the combination almost too much to bear. The cage bit against my skin with each movement, a constant reminder of my submission, while Alex’s hands on my body kept me grounded and in his control.

“Feel that?” he asked, his voice low and commanding. “That’s what it means to be owned. You don’t move, you don’t think, unless I tell you to. Your body is mine now.”

“Yes, Alex,” I moaned, my voice trembling with emotion.

He leaned down, his breath hot against my ear as his pace quickened slightly. “You’re mine, Jimmy. Say it.”

“I’m yours,” I cried, the words spilling out without hesitation. “I’m yours, Alex.”

“Damn right, you are,” he growled, satisfaction rough in his voice. His hips snapped forward, driving deeper into me, and I let out a cry as the pleasure built to an unbearable peak.

The world narrowed to nothing but the sensation of Alex inside me—the stretch, the fullness, the heat. Each movement reinforced my submission, and every word he spoke burrowed deeper into my mind. I belonged to him, and in that moment, nothing else mattered.

When he finally came, the warmth of it filled me, marking me in a way that felt more intimate than anything I’d ever experienced. His hand stroked my back as his movements slowed, his breathing heavy but controlled.

“Good boy,” he murmured, his voice low and satisfied. “You did well.”

“Thank you, Alex,” I whispered, my body trembling as I sank into the couch, completely spent.

“You aren’t done yet, boy,” Alex growled, pulling back slightly and leaning against the couch. “Clean me off.”

I reached for a tissue on the table, but his hand shot out, gripping my wrist with a force that made me freeze. “Not that, dumbass,” he said sharply, his tone low and commanding. “Get your mouth on my cock.”

I hesitated for only a moment before dropping to my knees, my body trembling as I obeyed. His cock, still glistening with lube and cum, hung thick and heavy in front of me. The musky scent filled my senses as I leaned forward, opening my mouth and wrapping my lips around the head. My tongue flicked out tentatively, tasting him as I worked to clean him.

“Take it all,” Alex ordered, his hand finding the back of my head and guiding me lower. “Don’t you dare stop until it’s spotless.”

I whimpered but complied, sliding my lips further down his shaft, letting my tongue trace every ridge and vein. His cock twitched against my tongue as I took him deeper, my jaw straining to accommodate his size. I could feel his gaze heavy on me, his dominance radiating as I worked to please him. His hand tightened in my hair, pushing me down until the tip of his cock brushed the back of my throat, making me gag.

“Good boy,” he murmured, satisfaction dripping from his voice. “Look at you—pathetic, eager, doing exactly what you’re told. That’s what I like to see.”

I didn’t stop until he was clean, every inch of him slick and shining from my efforts. When I finally pulled back, gasping for air, Alex smirked and leaned down, gripping my chin in his strong hand.

“That’s how you take care of your Master, boy. Remember that.”

“Yes, Alex,” I whispered, my voice raw, my body and mind completely spent. I had never felt more owned—or more at peace.

Later that evening, Alex called me into the bedroom. I hurried to his side, my hands clasped nervously in front of me, unsure of what was coming next. He sat on the edge of the bed, his broad frame relaxed but his eyes sharp and focused.

“Kneel,” he commanded, and I obeyed instantly, dropping to my knees at his feet.

“We’re going to make sure you understand what it means to depend on me for everything,” Alex said, his voice calm but edged with unmistakable authority. “You don’t move, you don’t think, unless I allow it. Is that clear?”

“Yes, Alex,” I replied softly, my heart racing.

“Good,” he said, reaching down to cup my chin, tilting my face upward until I was forced to meet his gaze. “Let’s review. If you need to go potty, what do you say?”

“May I please go potty, Alex?” I asked, my voice trembling slightly.

“And?”

“Thank you, Alex,” I added quickly, my cheeks burning under his piercing stare.

He smirked, clearly pleased. “Good girl. You’re learning.” Leaning back slightly, he kept his hand resting lightly on my chin. “Now, what about when you want cock? Tell me how you’ll beg for it.”

“May I please have your cock, Alex?” I said, my voice shaky but clear. “Thank you, Alex.”

“Not bad,” he said, his thumb brushing over my flushed cheek. “But that’s not enough. A sissy doesn’t just ask—she begs. Let’s hear it. Beg me for it like you mean it.”

I hesitated for a brief moment before the words spilled out, each one making my face burn hotter. “Please, Alex,” I said, my voice breaking slightly. “Please, may I have your cock? Please, I need it. Thank you, Alex.”

The sound of his low chuckle sent a shiver through me. “Much better,” he said, his hand trailing down to rest on my shoulder. “You’re starting to understand.”

He stood then, towering over me, his presence filling the room as he looked down. “Now, let’s make sure you’re ready to be my little girl. Follow me.”

I crawled after him on shaky hands and knees as he led me to the bathroom. He gestured toward the toilet, and I knelt beside it, my heart pounding.

“You sit to pee now,” he said firmly. “No exceptions. Show me.”

My face burned with humiliation, but I obeyed, lowering myself onto the toilet as Alex leaned casually against the doorframe, watching with a smirk. The weight of his gaze made the simple act feel monumental—a sharp reminder of how thoroughly he controlled me.

When I finished, I looked up at him, my voice trembling. “Thank you, Alex.”

“Good girl,” he said, motioning for me to stand. “Now, come here.”

I stepped toward him, my body still trembling from the intensity of the moment. He reached out, his strong hands gripping my waist as he pulled me close. “You’re mine now,” he murmured, his voice low but firm. “Every part of you. And don’t you forget it.”

“Yes, Alex,” I whispered, my voice filled with both fear and gratitude.

He leaned down, his lips brushing against my ear. “Good girl,” he murmured, and I knew in that moment there was no going back. I was his—completely and utterly—and I would do whatever it took to please him.

It was late in the afternoon when Alex called me into the bathroom. His tone was clipped, carrying that familiar edge of authority that always sent a shiver through me. I hurried to him, my heart already racing as I stepped through the doorway.

“Take off your clothes,” he ordered, gesturing to the scale on the floor.

I stripped quickly, letting the fabric pool on the cold tiles before stepping onto the scale. The cool surface pressed against my bare feet as I stared down, waiting for the small screen to blink to life.

Alex leaned in, his sharp eyes narrowing as he read the number. Straightening, he fixed me with a mix of disapproval and irritation.

“You’re getting too comfortable,” he said bluntly, his deep voice cutting through the silence. “I don’t like fat bitches, and you’re starting to head in that direction.”

My cheeks burned with humiliation. I opened my mouth to protest, but Alex raised a hand, silencing me with a look.

“Don’t even try to argue, boy. I don’t want excuses. I want results.”

He circled me slowly, his towering presence casting a shadow over me as his eyes roved critically over my body.

“You’re supposed to be skinny and weak,” he continued, his tone firm. “Not this. If you want to look good in those little dresses I bought you, if you want to deserve fake tits one day, you’re going to need to make some changes.”

“Fake… tits?” I stammered, my stomach flipping at his words.

Alex smirked, stepping closer until his heat pressed into me. His hand gripped my chin, tilting my face up to meet his piercing gaze.

“That’s right,” he said, his voice low and steady. “You’ll look better with fake tits, but only if you’re skinny. I want to see ribs. I want you weak, delicate, something worth showing off.”

I nodded quickly, my voice trembling. “Yes, Alex.”

“Good,” he said, releasing my chin and stepping back. “From now on, you weigh in every day. Every single day. If you’re even one ounce over what I expect, you’re eating nothing but salads. No whining, no exceptions.”

“Yes, Alex,” I murmured, my voice barely above a whisper.

“And don’t think I won’t notice,” he added sharply. “You’re mine, Jimmy, and I expect you to look the part. Understood?”

“Yes, Alex,” I said, bowing my head.

He leaned in close, his voice dropping to a low murmur. “Good girl. Now go clean yourself up and think about how you’re going to get that number down.”

As I stepped off the scale and hurried out of the bathroom, the weight of his words settled over me like a heavy blanket. I would do whatever it took to please Alex, even if it meant becoming the fragile, skinny doll he wanted me to be.

It was evening when Alex came home, a white girl trailing behind him. She was tall and blonde, with a confident stride and a smirk on her glossy lips. Her fake tits sat high and perfectly round, straining against the low-cut top she wore.

I couldn’t tear my eyes away, staring at her with needy, shameful longing. My caged clitty throbbed helplessly, straining against the unyielding plastic. My chest tightened as she glanced in my direction, her smirk widening like she could see right through me. My knees felt weak under the weight of her gaze.

“Get over here, boy,” Alex barked. I hurried to him, my stomach knotting as I sensed what was coming.

“This one’s been slacking,” Alex said, gesturing toward me as he pulled a belt from his pants. He handed it to the girl, his smirk widening. “He’s over his weight limit. You know what to do.”

The girl’s grin widened as she took the belt, snapping the leather in her hands. “Gladly,” she said.

Alex motioned for me to bend over the arm of the couch. I obeyed, my face burning with shame as I lowered myself into position. The first crack of the belt against my bare skin made me cry out, the sting radiating through my body as tears pricked at the corners of my eyes.

“Count,” Alex ordered, his voice steady and calm.

“One,” I whimpered, my voice breaking as the belt struck again, harder this time.

“Louder,” the girl taunted, her voice dripping with amusement as she brought the belt down repeatedly, each strike leaving a burning welt across my ass.

By the time she reached ten, I was sobbing openly, my body trembling under the relentless punishment. “Please,” I begged through the tears. “Please, I’ll be a good boy. I promise.”

“Not good enough yet,” Alex said, his voice calm yet commanding. He unzipped his pants, his thick cock springing free, and stepped closer. “Now, suck.”

Tearfully, I turned my face toward him, my lips trembling as I opened my mouth. He slid his cock past my lips, his hand resting heavily on the back of my head as I began to suckle. The belt continued to fall, each lash sending sharp jolts through me as the girl laughed, her amusement only growing with every sob that escaped me.

“Good boy,” Alex murmured, his deep voice steady and approving as I worked to please him. “Keep going.”

I fought back my cries, my tongue swirling around his cock as I tried to focus, the pain blurring into the humiliation until I was completely overwhelmed. When the spanking finally stopped, my body sagged in relief, but Alex wasn’t finished.

“Stay,” he ordered, pulling himself free from my mouth. Turning to the girl, he smirked. “Let’s give him a little show.”

I knelt frozen on the floor, trembling as Alex pushed her down onto the couch and spread her legs. His cock slid into her with ease, her moans filling the room as I stayed rooted in place, my caged clitty throbbing helplessly. Each thrust drove home the reality of my place in his world—kneeling, watching, never touching.

“You’re gonna be in chastity forever,” Alex said over his shoulder, his voice steady even as he drove into her. “Pussy-free, boy. That’s your life now.”

Tears streamed down my face as I nodded, my voice breaking as I whispered, “Yes, Alex.”

When he finished, he turned to me, his cock slick and glistening. “Clean me up,” he commanded, gesturing for me to crawl closer.

I obeyed, my tongue lapping at his cock, the salty taste of his cum filling my mouth. When he was satisfied, he pointed to the girl. “Now her.”

I hesitated for only a moment before crawling to her, my face burning with shame as I lowered myself between her legs. Tentatively, my tongue darted out, cleaning every drop of Alex’s cum from her folds. She giggled, the sound dripping with mockery and deepening my humiliation. My clumsy movements and trembling hands made her laugh even harder.

“Oh my God,” she said, her voice sharp with amusement as she looked down at me. “You’ve never done this before, have you? That’s adorable.”

I froze, her words cutting through me like a blade. My face burned hotter as I glanced up at her, my lips still glistening. She smirked, her piercing blue eyes filled with amusement.

“A virgin. Of course.”

When I finally pulled back, Alex leaned down, his dark eyes locking onto mine as he spoke. “Forever, boy. You weren’t born to fuck women. You were born for this.”

The girl laughed louder this time, her voice light and mocking. “A virgin? That’s perfect,” she said, her lips curling into a wicked grin. “And you’ll stay one, won’t you?”

Alex’s smirk deepened as his hand gripped my chin, forcing me to meet his gaze. “And you’ll stay one,” he said firmly, his voice low and final. “Forever.”

I nodded weakly, tears flowing freely as the weight of his words settled over me. I was his—humiliated and completely owned.

It was mid-morning when Alex called me into the living room. His commanding tone left no room for hesitation, and I hurried to him, my hands trembling slightly as I knelt before him. He sat on the couch, legs spread wide, a small box resting on the coffee table.

“You’ve been doing well, boy,” Alex said, his deep voice calm but firm. “But there’s always room for improvement. Today, we’re starting something new.”

My stomach churned with anticipation and dread. “Yes, Alex,” I said softly, my eyes flickering to the box.

He smirked, clearly enjoying my nervousness, and lifted the lid, revealing a set of gleaming silicone butt plugs. There were three, each larger than the last, their tapered shapes shining under the light. My cheeks burned as I stared, my caged clitty twitching uselessly.

“These,” Alex said, picking up the smallest one and holding it up for me to see, “are going to help stretch that little boi pussy of yours. You need to be ready for anything I give you, and this is how we’re going to make sure of it.”

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

Alex reached for a bottle of lube and motioned for me to turn around. “Hands and knees,” he commanded. I obeyed instantly, my body trembling as I lowered myself to the floor.

His large hand rested on my lower back, holding me steady as he slicked up the smallest plug. “This one’s tiny,” he said with a teasing edge. “Shouldn’t be a problem for you.”

I whimpered as the cool silicone pressed against my entrance, the tip sliding in effortlessly. He worked it in slowly, twisting it slightly as it sank deeper, the sensation a mix of pressure and fullness that drew a quiet moan from my lips.

“See? Not so bad,” Alex said, his hand rubbing slow circles on my back. “But don’t get too comfortable. You’re going to work your way up to the biggest one, and you’ll wear it until I say otherwise.”

“Yes, Alex,” I murmured, my voice muffled against the carpet.

He tapped the base of the plug, making me gasp as the motion sent a jolt through me. “Good boy,” he said approvingly. “Now, let’s see how you handle the next size.”

He pulled the plug out slowly, the sensation leaving me empty and relieved—until he replaced it with a larger one. The stretch was more intense this time, and I whimpered as he worked it in with steady, unrelenting hands.

“You’ll thank me for this one day,” Alex said, his deep chuckle sending shivers through me. “By the time I’m done with you, you’ll be able to take anything I give you—and you’ll beg for it.”

The overwhelming fullness made me nod reflexively. “Thank you, Alex,” I whispered, the words spilling out like a confession.

“That’s better,” he said, patting my ass before standing. “Stay like that for a while. I want you to get used to it.”

I remained on my hands and knees, the plug stretching me in ways I couldn’t ignore. Every slight shift of my body made the sensation more pronounced. By the time Alex finally called me over to remove it, I was trembling, completely overwhelmed in both body and mind.

Every day at Alex’s bookstore was another lesson in submission. My role wasn’t just about shelving books or manning the register—it was about obeying Alex’s every command, even in public. Today was no exception.

I stood behind the counter, nervously shifting as the weight of the plug inside me demanded my constant attention. Alex had chosen the largest one that morning, and its presence was impossible to ignore. The base pressed firmly against my cheeks, its outline visible through the tight pastel pink short shorts he insisted I wear. The lacy waistband of my panties peeked out above the shorts, the soft fabric brushing against my skin as a humiliating reminder of my place.

Every movement—bending to retrieve a book or turning to greet a customer—sent waves of discomfort and shame through me, the cage pressing against the plug in a way that made me want to disappear.

Alex sat in the corner, his sharp eyes fixed on me as he sipped his coffee. Occasionally, I’d catch him glancing at the patrons, a smirk tugging at his lips whenever someone’s gaze lingered too long on me. The store was busy, and I felt their eyes—some curious, others amused, and a few openly mocking.

“Jimmy,” Alex called, his deep voice cutting through the low hum of conversation. “Come here.”

I hurried over, my steps awkward as the plug reminded me of its presence with every move. “Yes, Alex?” I asked softly, my cheeks burning.

“Stand up straight,” he ordered. “You’re here to serve, not to skulk around like a scared little mouse.”

“Yes, Alex,” I said quickly, straightening my posture, though it only made the plug and cage more apparent.

“Good,” he said, his smirk widening as he gestured toward a pair of Black women browsing near the fiction section. “Go see if they need help. And don’t forget to smile.”

My stomach twisted, but I nodded. “Yes, Alex.”

As I approached them, their eyes swept over me, taking in the way my shorts clung to me and the faint outline of the cage beneath the fabric. One of them raised an eyebrow, a sly smile tugging at her lips.

“Excuse me,” I said nervously, my voice barely above a whisper. “Can I help you find anything?”

The taller of the two, a striking woman with long braids and a sharp gaze, let out a soft laugh. “What are you supposed to be?” she asked, her tone brimming with amusement.

“Just… working,” I stammered, fidgeting with the hem of my shorts.

The other woman, shorter but equally commanding, stepped closer, her eyes narrowing as she studied me. “You’re working all right,” she said mockingly. “Does your boss always dress you like this?”

“Yes,” I admitted, my voice trembling.

They exchanged a look before the taller one leaned in slightly, her eyes gleaming. “Bet you love it, don’t you?”

“I…” I started, but before I could finish, Alex’s voice rang out across the room.

“Jimmy,” he called, his tone firm but amused. “Don’t keep them waiting. Answer the question.”

“Yes,” I choked out, my voice barely audible. “I love it.”

The women laughed, their amusement deepening my humiliation as I stood frozen under their gaze. One reached out, her fingers grazing the waistband of my panties, pulling them higher so they peeked more visibly above my shorts.

“Cute,” she said with a smirk before walking away, her companion chuckling softly as they moved to another aisle.

When I returned to the counter, my face burned, and my heart raced. Alex gave me an approving nod. “Good boy,” he said quietly, his dark eyes brimming with satisfaction. “Keep this up, and you’ll learn your place in no time.”

“Yes, Alex,” I whispered, my voice trembling with a mix of shame and submission.

As the women approached the counter to check out, their smirks grew wider, clearly relishing the earlier scene. Alex stood nearby, calm and commanding, his presence filling the room.

“Jimmy,” Alex said suddenly, his tone sharp. “Get down and kiss their shoes.”

My stomach dropped, my cheeks flushing with heat. I hesitated, unsure if I’d heard him correctly. His piercing gaze left no doubt.

“Now,” he repeated, his voice firm.

I sank to my knees, my heart hammering as I lowered myself in front of the women. The taller one leaned against the counter, her manicured hand resting on her hip, her eyes alight with amusement. Her companion tilted her head, braids cascading over her shoulder as she smiled with predatory delight.

I bent forward, pressing my lips to the glossy leather of the taller woman’s stilettos. The faint scent of polish filled my nose as I placed a hesitant kiss on the toe of her shoe, my clitty straining uselessly in its cage.

“Thank you,” I murmured, my voice shaky as I looked up at her.

She laughed softly, her smirk deepening. “Pathetic,” she said, her tone dripping with mockery. “At least he knows his place.”

The other woman nudged her red heels forward, the pointed toes gleaming under the store lights. “Don’t forget me, little boy,” she said playfully, her words laced with dominance.

I bent lower, pressing my lips to the tip of her shoe. Tears pricked my eyes as I whispered, “Thank you.”

Her laugh was lighter, almost musical, but no less cutting. “Adorable,” she said, nudging me gently with the side of her foot. “Pathetic, but adorable.”

Alex crossed his arms, his smirk widening as he observed the exchange. “Feel lucky, boy,” he said. “Not everyone gets the privilege to serve like this.”

“Yes, Alex,” I said softly, the weight of his approval settling over me as I knelt at their feet, my lips tingling from the kisses.

The taller woman crouched slightly, her sharp nails grazing my chin as she tilted my face upward. “Good little thing,” she said mockingly. “I can see why you keep him.”

Their laughter echoed as they walked out, leaving me kneeling on the floor, my face burning under Alex’s approving gaze.

The house was silent as Alex led me into the bathroom, his tone calm but commanding. My eyes darted to the assortment of bottles and tubes spread out on the counter, their unfamiliar labels stirring a mix of curiosity and unease.

“Tonight’s about refinement,” Alex said, gesturing for me to strip. His sharp gaze followed my every movement as I peeled off my clothes, leaving only the chastity cage locking my clitty firmly in place.

“Sit,” he ordered, pointing to a stool in front of the mirror. My heart raced as I obeyed, lowering myself onto the seat.

Alex grabbed a tube of thick white cream and began squeezing it onto his hands. “We’re getting rid of all this,” he said, spreading the cool substance onto my legs in deliberate strokes.

The sensation made me shiver as he worked methodically from my ankles to my waist, coating every inch of skin. He didn’t stop there, moving to my arms, chest, and even my eyebrows, ensuring no area was left untouched. The sharp, chemical smell filled the air, mingling with my growing apprehension.

“This will make you smoother, softer,” Alex said, his voice low and steady. “Just like you’re supposed to be.”

I swallowed hard, nodding as I tried to ignore the heat rising in my cheeks.

When he finished, Alex set a timer on his phone and leaned back, arms crossed as he watched me squirm. The seconds dragged by, the cream tingling on my skin, a reminder of how deeply under his control I was.

The timer beeped, breaking the tense silence. Alex grabbed a damp towel and began wiping away the cream, revealing skin so smooth it almost glowed. I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror, the stark transformation leaving me breathless.

“Not bad,” Alex murmured, tilting my chin up so our eyes met. “But we’re not done yet.”

He reached for a small tube of black eyeliner, uncapping it with a practiced motion. “Hold still,” he instructed as he leaned closer, the soft pencil tracing along my lids with precision.

Alex darkened my lashes with careful precision, adding a subtle flick at the corners of my eyes. Next came the lip gloss—a shiny, pink tube he twisted open with a smirk.

“This will suit you,” he said, swiping the gloss across my lips. The sticky texture felt strange, but the scent—sweet and fruity—made my cheeks burn hotter.

When he was satisfied, he picked up a matching set of pale pink training bra and panties, holding them up for me to see. “Put these on,” he commanded, tossing them into my lap.

My hands shook as I pulled on the panties, the soft fabric hugging my smooth skin like a second layer. The bra was trickier, and Alex stepped in, his strong hands adjusting the straps until it fit snugly across my chest.

“Perfect,” he said, stepping back with a satisfied grin. “Now, look in the mirror.”

I hesitated, my gaze dropping to the floor, but Alex’s sharp tone left no room for defiance. “Look,” he repeated.

Reluctantly, I turned to the mirror, and my breath caught in my throat. The reflection staring back wasn’t me—or at least not the me I thought I was. My smooth, pale skin, glossy lips, dark-lined eyes, and the delicate pink undergarments combined to create an image I barely recognized. A shy, awkward teen girl stared back, her wide eyes mirroring the shock I felt.

“That’s you, boy,” Alex said, his voice low and almost amused. “That’s who you’ve always been. You just needed a little help seeing it.”

I couldn’t speak. My throat tightened as I stared at my reflection. The aching strain of my clitty in its cage served as a humiliating reminder of my place as Alex’s creation. I glanced away, but his hand gripped my chin, forcing me to confront the image in the mirror.

“Say thank you,” he commanded, his voice soft but firm.

“Thank you, Alex,” I whispered, the words trembling as tears pricked my eyes.

“Good girl,” he said, releasing my chin with a smirk. “Now go put on one of your dresses. I want you to get used to the real you.”

It was late in the evening, the house quiet except for the faint hum of distant cars. Alex called me into the living room, his voice calm but carrying a weight that made my heart race. I hurried to him, feeling small and nervous in my pink training bra and matching panties. The fabric clung to my smooth, pale skin—a constant reminder of the transformation he’d begun.

I stood before him, fidgeting as his dark eyes lingered on me. The silence was heavy, expectant. Finally, Alex leaned forward, resting his elbows on his knees, his gaze unwavering.

“You’ve been doing well,” he said, his tone measured. “But we’re far from done. You’re not a boy anymore. You’re something else. And it’s time we made that official.”

The weight of his words sank into me, leaving me frozen. My throat tightened, and I stared at the floor, unsure of how to respond.

Alex stood, his presence towering as he moved closer. His large hand gripped my chin, tilting my face upward until I was forced to meet his gaze.

“From now on,” he said, his deep voice washing over me, “your name is Trixie.”

My heart skipped as a wave of emotions crashed over me—shock, humiliation, and something unnameable.

“T-Trixie?” I whispered, barely able to form the word.

“That’s right,” Alex said, a smirk tugging at his lips. “A sweet, girly name for a sweet, girly thing like you. It fits, doesn’t it?”

The name echoed in my head, leaving my cheeks burning. “Yes, Alex,” I managed to say, my voice trembling.

“Say it,” he ordered, his tone leaving no room for hesitation.

I swallowed hard, my throat dry, before the words spilled out. “My name is Trixie.”

“Louder,” Alex said, satisfaction glinting in his eyes.

“My name is Trixie,” I repeated, my voice steadier but still tinged with uncertainty.

“Good girl,” he said, brushing his hand against my cheek before pulling away. “From now on, that’s who you are. Trixie. My little girl.”

I nodded, my chest tight with a mix of fear and something dangerously close to pride. Jimmy was gone, erased by Alex’s will, replaced by Trixie—his creation, his little girl.

“Thank me,” Alex commanded, his voice softer but no less firm.

“Thank you, Alex,” I whispered, tears brimming as I bowed my head.

“Good girl,” he said again, approval lacing his tone as my stomach fluttered. “Now go put on one of your dresses. I want to see my Trixie look the part.”

I obeyed, retreating to the spare room, my steps shaky as his words echoed in my mind. Trixie. My name was Trixie now. The thought felt strange, even unsettling, but deep down, I understood there was no going back.

Alex guided me into the spa, his hand firm on the small of my back as we stepped through the glass doors. The warm, fragrant air carried the scents of lavender and soft florals, enveloping me in a disorienting haze. With every step, the butt plug pressed deeper, a constant reminder of his control. My pink dress swished around my thighs, exposing smooth, pale skin, while the snug training bra and panties beneath added to the illusion of innocence. Only the untrained eye would miss the chastity cage locked away underneath it all.

The receptionist, a bubbly brunette with an overly bright smile, greeted us warmly. “Welcome to Serenity Spa!” she chirped, her gaze flickering to me briefly before settling on Alex. “How can we help you today?”

“She’s here for the works,” Alex replied smoothly, nudging me forward. “Ear piercings, nails, and a hairdo—something cute, girly, and impossible to miss.”

The woman’s brows lifted slightly, her amusement barely concealed as she gestured for us to follow. “Right this way,” she said brightly.

Heat rose in my cheeks as Alex guided me further inside. The hum of blow dryers and the chatter of stylists filled the salon area, their curious glances making my stomach tighten. He directed me to a chair, his hand lingering on my shoulder to ensure I complied.

A petite stylist with bright purple hair and a playful grin approached, her hands on her hips as she sized me up. “Well, aren’t you just precious,” she said, her eyes gleaming with mischief. “What are we doing today?”

Alex smirked, leaning casually against the counter. “She’s growing her hair out. Let’s try something soft and feminine. Pigtails should suit her nicely.”

“Pigtails?” I stammered, my cheeks flushing. “Alex, please—”

“Quiet, Trixie,” Alex interrupted sharply. “You’re here to look pretty, not to argue.”

The stylist laughed softly, shaking her head. “Oh, this is fun. Don’t worry, sweetheart,” she said, her tone dripping with mock sympathy. “We’ll make you look absolutely adorable.”

As she worked, brushing and tying my hair into high, tight pigtails, I felt every glance and muffled laugh from the other stylists. The humiliation was palpable, made worse by Alex’s steady gaze.

“You’ll get used to this, Trixie,” Alex said, satisfaction evident in his tone. “Everywhere you go, people will see you for what you are—a sweet, helpless little girl who can’t even be trusted with her own body.”

I squirmed in the chair, the plug shifting inside me. The stylist caught my discomfort, her grin widening. “Oh, honey, he’s right. You’re too precious to be anything else.”

The next ordeal was ear piercings. I winced as the sharp needle punctured my lobes, the sting drawing a soft whimper.

Alex smirked, leaning closer. “Look at you,” he teased. “Crying over a little pinch. And you think you’re ready for anything else? You’ve got a long way to go, Trixie.”

The stylist attached delicate gold studs, chuckling as she adjusted them. “Little girls always cry a bit. It’s cute.”

Finally, I was led to a manicure station, where a cheerful technician began filing my nails into a perfect almond shape.

“Pink, right?” she asked, glancing at Alex.

“Of course,” he said, his tone smooth. “The more feminine, the better.”

The woman grinned, applying a glossy bubblegum-pink polish that seemed to glow under the lights. She held up my hand for Alex’s inspection.

“Perfect,” he said, his dark eyes gleaming with approval. “It’s about time she started looking the part.”

When the transformation was complete, Alex handed me a mirror. My hands trembled as I lifted it, staring at the reflection. The tight pigtails, the glossy pink nails, the soft glow of my freshly pierced ears—it all screamed helpless little girl. My heart sank, and my cheeks burned as the reality of my transformation settled in.

“Say thank you,” Alex ordered, his voice low but commanding.

“Thank you,” I whispered, my voice trembling as the receptionist and stylists smiled knowingly.

“Good girl,” Alex said, resting a hand on the small of my back as he guided me toward the exit. “This is just the beginning, Trixie. Everyone will know exactly what you are.”

A week later, Alex decided my teeth needed attention. “Crooked teeth don’t suit a cute little white girl,” he’d said, his tone brooking no argument.

That’s how I found myself nervously sitting in the plush waiting room of a dentist’s office, dressed in one of Alex’s chosen schoolgirl outfits. The white blouse clung tightly to my chest, while the pleated skirt barely brushed the tops of my thighs. My glossy pink nails fidgeted with the hem, and I tugged at the straps of my training bra, feeling exposed under the receptionist’s curious gaze.

“Relax,” Alex said, his voice calm but firm. “You’re here to get better. To look better.”

“Yes, Alex,” I murmured, crossing my legs as my clitty ached in its cage.

The cleaning and whitening passed in a blur of buzzing tools and antiseptic smells. The hygienist was cheerful, though her lingering glances at my pierced ears and outfit didn’t go unnoticed.

When the dentist examined me, his brow furrowed slightly. “We can get them sparkling white,” he said, glancing at Alex. “But there’s some crowding. Braces would straighten everything out.”

Alex nodded without hesitation. “Schedule it.”

A week later, I sat in the orthodontist’s chair as brackets were carefully fitted to my teeth. The bright light reflected off the metal as the assistant clipped wires into place, tightening them just enough to make my gums ache.

“She’s going to look adorable,” the orthodontist said, stepping back to admire her work.

“Exactly what I wanted,” Alex replied with a smirk.

On the way out, I caught my reflection in a mirror. The braces gleamed against my teeth, and paired with the plaid skirt and pigtails, they completed the picture of a shy, awkward schoolgirl. My cheeks burned as Alex’s hand rested firmly on my back, guiding me out into the world as his little creation.

That evening, Alex wasted no time. As soon as we got home, he ordered me to strip, leaving me in nothing but my training bra, panties, ruffled bobby socks, and chastity cage. His grip on my arm was firm as he guided me to the bed, bending me over without a word. My face pressed into the soft blankets as he flipped my skirt up, exposing my ass and the plug nestled snugly inside.

“You’re my little bitch now,” Alex growled, his voice low and dangerous. Slowly, he pulled the plug out, making me whimper at the sensation. “You look exactly like what you are—a pathetic, weak little white girl who can’t do anything without me.”

“Thank you, Alex,” I whispered, tears stinging my eyes as I felt the thick head of his cock pressing against my boi pussy.

He didn’t wait, pushing in hard and deep. The stretch was immediate, making me gasp as his hands gripped my hips with unrelenting force. “That’s it,” he growled, his thrusts deliberate and rough. “Take it like the good little bitch you are.”

The sound of his hips slamming against me filled the room, mingling with my muffled cries. My braces pressed against my lips as I bit down, struggling to stay quiet. But Alex noticed.

“What’s wrong, Trixie?” he taunted, leaning over me until his breath was hot against my ear. “Your little braces bothering you? Maybe next time, I’ll fuck that pretty mouth instead.”

I whimpered, my body trembling under his dominance as he drove into me, filling me completely. “You’re mine,” he growled, his pace quickening. “Every inch of you. Don’t you ever forget it.”

“I won’t,” I choked out, tears streaming down my face. “Thank you, Alex.”

“Good girl,” he murmured, satisfaction thick in his voice. He thrust deep one final time, his release leaving me gasping. For a moment, he stayed inside me, his presence overwhelming, before pulling out and delivering a sharp slap to my ass.

“Clean yourself up,” he said, his tone calm again as he walked away. “You’ve got work to do, little bitch.”

I nodded, my legs trembling as I made my way to the bathroom. In the mirror, I caught my reflection—pigtails askew, cheeks flushed, braces glinting in the light. A mix of shame and strange pride swirled inside me. I was his, completely and utterly, and there was no escaping that truth.

It was late afternoon when Alex summoned me to the living room. My heart raced as I stepped into the space, dressed in one of the frilly dresses he’d chosen that morning. The soft pastel fabric swished against my smooth skin, and my pigtails bobbed with every step. The constant presence of the chastity cage and the butt plug reminded me of his control, making every movement a silent acknowledgment of my submission.

“Sit down, Trixie,” Alex said, gesturing to the floor in front of the large flat-screen TV. “We’re going to work on something new today.”

“Yes, Alex,” I replied softly, sinking to my knees. My voice wavered, uneven and uncertain, which earned me a disapproving glance.

“We’re going to fix that, too,” he muttered, adjusting the oversized dildo positioned on the floor next to me. Its thick, veiny length glistened with lube, and my cheeks burned as I realized what was about to happen.

Alex grabbed the remote and turned on the TV. The screen flickered to life, displaying a brightly colored title card: Sissy Hypno—Becoming Your Best Feminine Self. Hypnotic music pulsed through the room, accompanied by a soothing monotone voice: “You are soft. You are obedient. You are made to serve.”

“Strip,” Alex commanded. “And sit on it.”

I hesitated only briefly before pulling my dress over my head, leaving myself in the training bra, panties, and chastity cage that locked my clitty securely away. Alex knelt behind me, removing the plug with a swift motion that made me gasp before positioning the dildo at my entrance.

“Down,” he said firmly, his hands gripping my hips. “Ride it while you watch. Feel what you are while you learn.”

The stretch was intense as I lowered myself onto the dildo, the fullness making me whimper as it slid deeper. Alex’s hands steadied me, unyielding as he ensured I took it all.

“There,” he murmured. “Now, watch.”

My eyes locked onto the screen as the voice continued, rhythmic and compelling. “You speak softly. You act sweetly. You obey without hesitation.” The mantras repeated, sinking into my mind as I bounced gently on the dildo, the motion sending jolts through my body.

Alex leaned in close, his breath warm against my ear. “Say it,” he whispered. “Say what the video is teaching you.”

“I… I am soft,” I whispered, my voice trembling. “I am obedient. I am made to serve.”

“Good girl,” Alex said, his hand sliding up to cup my chin. “Now, let’s work on that voice. None of this trembling, boyish nonsense. You’re a girl now. A sweet, polite, girly voice at all times. Understand?”

“Yes, Alex,” I replied, trying to soften my tone, though my voice still wavered.

“Better,” he said, a smirk curling his lips. “But keep practicing. Say, ‘Thank you, Alex, for letting me serve.’”

“Thank you, Alex, for letting me serve,” I repeated, the words sounding high-pitched and girlish.

Alex nodded approvingly. “Good. Now, pose for me.”

He motioned for me to stand, and I carefully slid off the dildo, my legs shaking as I rose to my feet. Alex adjusted my stance, placing my hands on my hips and tilting them slightly.

“Girls don’t stand like that,” he said sharply when I shifted uncomfortably. “Straighten up. Arch your back. Push your chest out.”

I obeyed, feeling foolish but knowing better than to argue. Alex circled me, his eyes sharp as he adjusted my posture further, tilting my chin up and spreading my legs slightly.

“You’re presenting yourself now,” he said, his voice firm. “Like a girl. Like you’re proud to be seen.”

“Yes, Alex,” I murmured, my cheeks burning with humiliation as I held the pose.

“Good girl,” he said finally, brushing his hand against my cheek. “You’ll practice this every day—posing, walking, speaking. You’ll do it until it becomes who you are.”

“Yes, Alex,” I said again, my voice trembling but steadier than before.

“The best white boys,” Alex continued, his voice low and commanding, “aren’t really boys at all. They’re little white girls—soft, obedient, and eager to serve. And that’s exactly what you are. A weak, pale little thing, born to kneel for real men.”

His words echoed in my mind, each one sinking deeper. My cheeks burned, but I couldn’t deny the truth in them. “Thank you, Alex,” I said, my voice trembling but sincere.

“And don’t think for a second you’re above anyone else,” Alex added, his smirk widening. “You’re not just beneath Black men—you’re beneath everyone who serves them. Even snow bunnies have more value than you. At least they can offer something real.”

A knot formed in my stomach, a mix of shame and acceptance washing over me. “I understand, Alex,” I said softly, barely able to meet his eyes.

“Good.” He leaned back in his chair, crossing his arms as his gaze bore into me. “Now, say it. Tell me what you are and who you serve.”

My throat tightened as I hesitated, the weight of his command pressing down on me. “I…” The words caught, but I forced them out. “I’m a little white girl,” I said at last, my face burning. “I was born to serve superior Black men.”

“Louder,” Alex snapped, his tone sharp and unyielding.

“I’m a little white girl,” I repeated, this time louder, my voice steadier. “I was born to serve superior Black men.”

“Good girl,” Alex said, his smirk deepening. “You’re starting to understand your place. The more you accept it, the more you’ll see how natural it is. Serving is what you were made for.”

Tears pricked my eyes as I nodded, my chest tightening with a strange mix of humiliation and gratitude. “Thank you, Alex,” I whispered, bowing my head.

“Get used to it, Trixie,” he said firmly. “This is your life now—serving Black men, obeying without question, and embracing the little girl you were meant to be. Anything less is unacceptable.”

“Yes, Alex,” I replied, my voice shaky but resolute. I wasn’t just submitting to him—I was embracing the truth of who I was, one step at a time.

The first time Alex had me step out in public fully dolled up, my stomach churned with nerves. Dressed in pastel pink short shorts so tight they left little to the imagination, the base of my plug pressed faintly through the fabric. My sheer baby-blue top revealed my pink training bra underneath, completing the look Alex had crafted with painstaking care. Candy bracelets and necklaces clinked softly as I moved, their bright colors stark against my pale, smooth skin.

“Stop fidgeting, Trixie,” Alex said sharply as we walked down the sidewalk. His calm but firm tone made me straighten immediately. “You wanted to look pretty. Now own it.”

“Yes, Alex,” I murmured, forcing my voice to stay soft and girlish as he’d taught me. My lace-topped bobby socks peeked out from my Mary Jane shoes, completing the image that left no doubt about who—or what—I was.

People’s glances lingered as we passed, their curiosity making my cheeks burn. Alex’s towering frame, with his confident stride and broad shoulders, made my delicate, feminized appearance feel even more pronounced. My braces glinted in the sunlight whenever I spoke, adding an almost juvenile touch to the picture he’d so carefully constructed.

At a café, Alex gestured for me to sit at an outdoor table while he ordered our drinks. I perched on the edge of the chair, crossing my legs daintily as Alex had instructed, my hands folded in my lap. My candy bracelets slid down my wrists, drawing quiet giggles from a nearby table of young women.

“Cute,” one of them said, her tone amused and faintly condescending. “Love the outfit.”

“Thank you,” I said softly, my voice high and sweet, though my cheeks burned under their gazes.

Alex returned, his sharp eyes sweeping over me. “Good posture, Trixie,” he said approvingly, his hand brushing briefly over my head. “You’re starting to get it.”

His validation sent a thrill through me. “Thank you, Alex,” I said quietly, taking a careful sip of the drink he handed me.

As we left the café, Alex’s hand on my lower back guided me through the busy streets. Every glance and smirk from passersby was a stark reminder of my transformation. The pastel pink waistband of my panties peeked slightly above my shorts, and my caged clitty throbbed uselessly as I forced myself to walk with confidence.

“Keep your head up,” Alex said firmly. “You’re mine, Trixie. You don’t have the right to be shy about it. Let them look. Let them see what a perfect little femboy you are.”

“Yes, Alex,” I replied, lifting my head and forcing a smile, even as my face burned with humiliation.

When we reached our destination, I caught my reflection in a shop window. The girl staring back at me—delicate, pale, skinny, with braces, pastel jewelry, and sheer fabric showing her tiny training bra—was a stranger. Alex’s creation.

The local bookstore—Alex’s pride and joy—became another place where my presence was firmly established. Patrons referred to me as “Alex’s boy” or “Trixie,” their tones often tinged with amusement or thinly veiled superiority.

The Black women who frequented the store delighted in calling me over, gesturing for me to fetch books or adjust their chairs. Their sly smirks made my cheeks burn every time.

“Alex, your boy’s such a sweetheart,” one woman remarked, tapping her bright red nails against the counter as I carefully bagged her book. “So delicate and polite. You’ve done a great job with her.”

“She’s a work in progress,” Alex replied, his sharp gaze flicking toward me. “But she’s getting there.”

The men were less subtle. One evening, Darius—a tall, muscular regular—leaned against the counter, his sharp grin making my stomach twist.

“Hey, Trixie,” he said, his voice dripping with amusement. “How’s life as Alex’s little femboy?”

I glanced nervously at Alex before responding, my voice barely audible. “It’s… good, sir,” I murmured, forcing a small, nervous smile.

“Speak up, girl,” Alex barked, his tone brooking no argument.

“It’s good, sir,” I repeated, louder this time, my braces glinting as I spoke.

Darius laughed, shaking his head. “Man, you’ve got her whipped. She’s perfect.”

“She’s mine,” Alex replied simply, his voice steady with pride. “And she knows it.”

It was late when Alex called me into the bedroom, his calm tone tinged with excitement. My stomach churned as I stepped in, the pastel pink dress swishing around my thighs. The room felt charged—an electric tension hanging in the air. On the bed, a line of intimidating toys gleamed under the soft light, each one larger and more menacing than the last.

“Come here, Trixie,” Alex said, motioning to the floor at his feet.

I sank to my knees, my hands trembling in my lap. “Yes, Alex?”

He pulled a small bottle from his pocket. The label was simple but unmistakable—poppers. My heart raced as he held it up, smirking.

“We’re going to have some fun tonight,” he said, “and this will help you learn just how much you can take.”

I swallowed hard, my eyes darting to the toys on the bed. “Yes, Alex,” I whispered, my voice trembling.

“Breathe in, Trixie,” he commanded, holding the bottle under my nose.

The rush hit me instantly—a wave of warmth spreading through my body as my head spun. My clitty throbbed uselessly in its cage, and a soft whimper escaped my lips.

“Feel that?” Alex murmured, brushing his hand over my cheek. “That’s what it feels like to give in completely. To let go.”

“Yes, Alex,” I moaned, my voice higher and needier than I’d ever heard it before. My whole body burned with a desperate, aching heat. “Please… please, Alex…”

“Please what?” he teased, leaning back with a smug grin. “What do you want?”

“I… I don’t know,” I whimpered, my mind foggy with arousal. “Please, Alex, I need something… anything…”

Alex grabbed the first toy—a thick, black plug that made my eyes widen. “This is where we’ll start,” he said, coating it with lube. “But we’re not stopping here. By the time I’m done, you’ll take the biggest one I have.”

“Yes, Alex,” I whimpered, my cheeks burning as he positioned me on all fours. The rush from the poppers still coursed through me, leaving my body pliant and eager.

The first toy slid in easily, the stretch intense but manageable. Alex’s hand steadied me, pressing firmly on my lower back as he worked it deeper.

“Good girl,” he murmured. “See how well you’re taking it? You were made for this.”

“Thank you, Alex,” I moaned, my voice muffled against the blankets as he withdrew the toy slowly, replacing it with one even larger.

Each new toy brought a fresh wave of intensity, the stretch making me gasp and whimper. Alex’s low, commanding voice kept me grounded.

“Breathe, Trixie,” he said, his hand brushing over my ass. “Relax. You’re doing so well.”

By the time he reached the largest toy, my body trembled. The toy’s massive girth was almost incomprehensible, but Alex didn’t hesitate. He held it against my entrance, pushing steadily.

“Take it,” he growled. “You can handle it, Trixie. This is what you were made for.”

I cried out, the stretch overwhelming as he worked the toy in inch by inch. Tears streamed down my face, but the fullness left me burning with need.

“See?” Alex said smugly. “You’re an anal slut, Trixie. You’ve always been one.”

“Yes, Alex,” I sobbed, my voice shaking. “Thank you, Alex.”

When the largest toy finally slid in completely, the base pressed firmly against me. Alex sat back, admiring his work with a satisfied grin.

“Good girl,” he said. “You’ve proven yourself tonight. But don’t think this is the end. We’re just getting started.”

The Xanax had settled in, leaving me warm and relaxed, my mind hazy. Alex held the poppers under my nose, his voice calm yet commanding. “Breathe deep, Trixie.”

I obeyed, inhaling sharply. The rush hit instantly, a wave of heat spreading through me as my clitty strained against its cage. A soft whimper escaped my lips, my body trembling as Alex leaned back, smirking in satisfaction.

“You feel it now, don’t you?” he asked, his tone laced with mockery. “That desperate, needy little slut inside you finally showing.”

“Yes, Daddy,” I moaned, the words spilling out before I could stop them. My cheeks burned, but the haze dulled the shame, leaving only a deep, aching need. “Please, Daddy… please use me.”

Alex chuckled, his deep voice filling the room. “That’s more like it,” he said, gripping my chin to force my gaze upward. “You’re learning to ask properly. But begging—real begging—takes more than words. Show me, Trixie.”

“Please, Daddy,” I whimpered, tears pooling in my eyes. “Please use me. I’ll do anything. I need it so bad.”

“Anything?” he repeated, his smirk widening. “Then prove it.”

I crawled forward, my hands trembling as I reached for his belt, fumbling with the buckle as my head spun. My lips parted, my braces glinting in the dim light as I glanced up. “Please, Daddy,” I whispered, my voice shaking. “Let me serve you. I’m yours.”

“You’re pathetic,” Alex said with amusement, leaning back in his chair. “Exactly what I wanted.”

Alex wasted no time. He grabbed me roughly by the arm, bending me over the edge of the bed. His hands gripped my hips as he yanked my panties down, exposing the plug snugly in place. With one swift motion, he removed it, leaving me gasping as he slicked himself up with lube.

“You’ve been training for this,” he growled, pressing the thick head of his cock against my entrance. “Let’s see how much you’ve learned.”

He thrust in hard, the stretch making me cry out as he filled me completely. His grip on my waist tightened as he pounded into me, each thrust deliberate and unyielding. The wet sounds of his hips slamming against me filled the room, mingling with my cries.

“Good girl,” Alex murmured, his voice low and rough. “You’re mine, Trixie. Every inch of you belongs to me.”

“Yes, Daddy!” I sobbed, clutching the sheets as he drove deeper. “Thank you, Daddy!”

When he finished, he stayed buried inside me for a moment, his cock twitching as he emptied himself. Slowly, he pulled out, his smirk growing as he saw the mess left behind.

“Clean up your mess,” he commanded, gesturing toward the cum dripping from me onto the bed.

Without hesitation, I lowered myself, my tongue darting out to lap up every drop. The salty taste filled my mouth as Alex watched, his grin widening with satisfaction. When I finally looked up, cheeks flushed and eyes wide, he patted my head.

“Good girl,” he murmured. “You’re finally learning what it means to serve.”

The dimly lit living room carried the scent of whiskey, weed, and the faint, sharp tang of poppers lingering from earlier. I knelt at Alex’s feet, my body trembling—not from fear, but from anticipation. The largest plug I’d ever taken was buried deep inside me, the stretch constant and unignorable. My pastel pink chastity cage leaked uncontrollably, a humiliating betrayal of my body’s helpless submission.

The two snowbunnies sat on the couch, sipping whiskey and giggling as they watched. They were tall, curvy, and exuded smug confidence. Their QOS tattoos peeked from under short skirts whenever they shifted, their amused eyes making me feel impossibly small.

“Look at you,” one of them said, her voice dripping with mockery. “Completely owned. You’re not even a boy anymore, are you?”

“No,” I whispered, glancing at Alex for approval. “I’m not a boy. I’m a girl… Daddy’s girl.”

Alex stood tall above me, shirtless, his broad frame casting a shadow over my kneeling form. He rested a hand on my head, his fingers brushing my pigtails.

“Tonight, Trixie,” he said, his deep voice steady, “you become mine. Officially. Completely.”

“Yes, Daddy,” I whispered, tears pricking my eyes as his words sunk deep into my mind.

Alex gestured for the snowbunnies to approach, their heels clicking against the hardwood floor with a deliberate air of dominance. One handed Alex a piece of paper, and his smirk widened as he unfolded it.

“Repeat after me,” Alex commanded, his voice steady and firm.

“Yes, Daddy,” I answered quickly, my voice soft and girlish, trembling with anticipation.

“I, Trixie, submit completely to you, Alex,” he began, his dark eyes locking onto mine.

“I, Trixie, submit completely to you, Alex,” I repeated, my voice quivering as the snowbunnies exchanged amused glances.

“I pledge to serve you, obey you, and dedicate my life to the BNWO.”

“I pledge to serve you, obey you, and dedicate my life to the BNWO,” I echoed, my cheeks burning as one of the snowbunnies let out a soft laugh.

“I will call you Daddy and honor you as my owner.”

“I will call you Daddy and honor you as my owner.”

“Good girl,” Alex murmured, folding the paper and handing it back to the snowbunny. “Now, seal it.”

He unzipped his pants, his thick, dark cock springing free. He motioned for me to lean forward, and I obeyed without hesitation. My lips parted, brushing softly against the head of his cock, the faint scrape of my braces audible in the stillness.

The snowbunnies giggled, their laughter light and mocking.

“Pathetic,” one of them said, shaking her head. “But she’s perfect for you.”

“She is,” Alex agreed, his voice filled with satisfaction. “And now, it’s time to consummate.”

The hours that followed blurred into a haze of shame, pain, and raw ecstasy. Alex and the snowbunnies took turns testing the limits of my body, their laughter and taunts filling the room. Alex thrust deep into my throat, his cock demanding my full attention, while the snowbunnies teased and punished me.

“Take it, Trixie,” one growled as her strap-on pushed further inside, the stretch overwhelming. “This is what you’re made for.”

“Yes, ma’am,” I whimpered, my voice muffled as Alex guided my tongue lower, pressing my face against his skin.

The snowbunnies didn’t hold back, their strap-ons driving into me relentlessly. When their fists replaced the toys, stretching me to my absolute limits, my cries became broken, my body trembling uncontrollably under their command.

“You’re pathetic,” one said, her voice laced with mockery. “And you love every second of it.”

“Yes,” I choked out, tears streaming down my face. “Thank you.”

The climax came suddenly, leaving me gasping and sobbing as my body convulsed. The snowbunnies laughed, their satisfaction evident as they stepped back, leaving me spent and trembling.

“Good girl,” Alex said, his hand brushing over my head. “You’re mine now, Trixie. Completely.”

“Yes, Daddy,” I whispered, my voice breaking with emotion. “Thank you.”

The buzzing of the tattoo gun filled the dimly lit parlor, its sharp metallic scent mixing with the antiseptic air. My heart raced as Alex led me to the chair, his smirk deepening.

“You’ve been marked in every way that matters,” Alex said, his voice calm. “But now, the world will know exactly who you are.”

“Yes, Daddy,” I murmured, clutching the hem of my pastel pink skirt as my hands trembled.

The artist, a tall Black woman covered in intricate tattoos, eyed me with amusement. “So, this is the one you’ve been bragging about,” she said, her voice rich and low. “She’s smaller than I imagined.”

“Perfect for her role,” Alex replied, his hand heavy on my shoulder. “She’s here for a QOS tat and some piercings.”

The artist chuckled, motioning for me to strip. “On the chair, ass up,” she said, her tone leaving no room for argument.

I obeyed, blushing furiously as I removed my clothes. My naked body, smooth and pale, trembled under her scrutiny. Only the pastel chastity cage and the butt plug remained, their presence a humiliating testament to Alex’s ownership.

“Where’s it going?” the artist asked, glancing at Alex.

“Right on her ass,” Alex said, smirking. “Where it belongs.”

I bent over the chair, my cheeks burning as she positioned me.

The needle’s buzz began, sharp pain blossoming across my skin. I winced but held still, the humiliation of my position far outweighing the sting of the ink.

“You know what this means, don’t you?” the artist teased as she worked. “Anyone who sees this will know exactly what you are—a weak, pathetic little white girl serving superior Black men.”

“Yes, ma’am,” I whispered, my voice barely audible.

“Speak up,” Alex snapped, his sharp tone making me flinch.

“Yes, ma’am,” I repeated louder, tears stinging my eyes.

When she finished, my skin burned as Alex inspected the fresh ink. His smirk widened as his hand traced over the elegant black spade tattoo on my ass, the delicate script beneath it spelling out "Pussyfree Virgin" in large script letters.

“Perfect,” he said. “Now for the piercings.”

The artist wasted no time. She pierced my nipples with practiced efficiency, the sharp pain making me gasp as tears spilled down my cheeks. The small, pink studs she chose gleamed under the harsh light, delicate yet unmistakable.

“Good girl,” Alex murmured, brushing a thumb over the fresh piercings. “Now, the world will see you for what you are. My Trixie.”

I nodded, tears of pain and submission streaming down my face. “Thank you, Daddy,” I whispered, my voice trembling as the weight of my new identity settled over me.

“You’re welcome,” Alex said, his voice steady. “But this is just the beginning.”

The first piercing was my nipples. The artist clamped each one in turn, the sharp sting of the needle making me gasp as Alex watched, his dark eyes gleaming with satisfaction. “Good girl,” he murmured, his voice low. “You’ll look even better now.”

Next came my belly button. The process was equally quick but no less humiliating. “You’re going to love showing this off,” Alex said, his hand brushing over my stomach as the artist secured the small, sparkling stud.

Finally, it was time for the tongue piercing. I hesitated as the artist held up the clamp, my stomach twisting with dread. “This one’s special,” she said with a sly grin. “Positioned forward, so you’ll lisp. Just the way your Daddy likes it.”

The needle slid through my tongue, the pain sharp but brief. I let out a muffled whimper as she secured the stud, the metal feeling foreign and heavy in my mouth. When I tried to speak, the lisp was immediate, my words slurred and childlike.

“Say something, Trixie,” Alex commanded, his tone amused.

“Th-thank you, Daddy,” I stammered, my lisp making the words sound ridiculous.

The snowbunnies, who had come to watch, burst into laughter, their giggles echoing through the room. “Oh my God, she sounds even more pathetic now,” one of them said, shaking her head. “It’s perfect.”

Alex smirked, his hand brushing over my cheek. “Exactly. You’re finally becoming who you’re meant to be.”

When the session was over, Alex handed me a mirror. I stared at my reflection—my nipples pierced with delicate studs, my belly button adorned with a sparkling gem, my tongue poking out slightly as I tried to adjust to the new weight. The black spade tattoo with "Pussyfree" inked beneath it burned on my ass, a constant reminder of my place.

“You’re perfect, Trixie,” Alex said, his voice filled with pride. “Exactly what I wanted.”

“Thank you, Daddy,” I whispered, my voice trembling as I bowed my head. I was his—completely, utterly, and permanently.

The next morning, the house was quiet as I shuffled into the kitchen. My body ached from the previous night, and every movement reminded me of the permanent changes Alex had made. The sting of the fresh tattoo on my ass was a constant reminder of my place, as were the piercings that sparkled whenever I caught my reflection in the window. Even speaking felt different, the lisp from the tongue piercing making every word sound childish and silly.

The hours that followed blurred into a haze of submission and pleasure. Alex’s control was absolute, his voice guiding me as I worked tirelessly to please him, proving over and over my worthiness to remain at his side. By the time the sun dipped below the horizon, my body was trembling, spent and raw, yet my heart felt whole again.

As I knelt at his feet, my head resting against his knee, Alex’s hand gently brushed over my hair. “Good girl, Trixie,” he murmured, his voice low and steady. “You’ll never leave. You know you belong here.”

“Yes, Daddy,” I whispered, my voice carrying the weight of gratitude. “Thank you, Daddy.”

And I meant it.

After cleaning myself up, still trembling from the intensity of the afternoon, Alex summoned me back into the living room. Seated in his favorite chair with a glass of whiskey in hand, he gestured for me to kneel. I obeyed immediately, lowering myself onto the carpet, my head bowed.

“You’ve been busy today,” he began, his tone calm but tinged with mockery. “Sulking like a lost puppy this morning, then begging me to use you again this afternoon. You couldn’t stay away, could you?”

“No, Daddy,” I whispered, cheeks burning as the memory of my earlier desperation replayed in my mind. “I’m sorry, Daddy.”

“You’re always sorry,” Alex replied with a smirk. “But you’re exactly what I expected—a weak, needy little thing, completely dependent on me. And now, I think it’s time we made that official.”

I looked up, a mix of fear and anticipation twisting in my stomach. “Official?” I asked, voice trembling.

Alex leaned forward, his dark eyes locking onto mine with an intensity that made my breath hitch. “Hormones, Trixie,” he said smoothly. “It’s time to take the next step. No more pretending, no more half-measures. You’re going to become my little girl in every way.”

My heart skipped as the weight of his words sank in. “Yes, Daddy,” I whispered, unsure if my voice would hold steady.

“You’re already on the path,” Alex continued, gesturing toward me with a dismissive wave. “The spade tattoo, the chastity, the piercings—you’ve been shaped into exactly what you were always meant to be. Now, we’re taking it further.”

Tears stung my eyes as I nodded, the gravity of his expectations sinking deep. “Thank you, Daddy,” I said softly, voice shaking.

“Thank me for what?” Alex asked sharply. “Be specific.”

“Thank you for… for making me your girl,” I stammered, the weight of the words making my tongue catch on my piercing. “For helping me become what I’m meant to be.”

“Good,” Alex said with a satisfied smirk. “You’ll take your hormones every day. No excuses. You’ll grow softer, weaker, more delicate—just like the proper little sissy you were born to be. And every time you look in the mirror, you’ll remember that I created you.”

“Yes, Daddy,” I murmured, cheeks burning as his words carved themselves into my mind.

Alex leaned forward, brushing his hand over my cheek as he studied me. “Say it, Trixie. Tell me what you’re going to do.”

“I’m going to take my hormones, Daddy,” I whispered, my voice quivering. “I’ll become softer, weaker, and girly—for you.”

“Good girl,” Alex murmured, his voice laced with approval. “Now beg me for it.”

Without hesitation, I lowered myself fully, pressing my forehead to the carpet. “Please, Daddy,” I whimpered. “Please let me take hormones. Please let me become the girl you want me to be. I’ll do anything—anything to make you happy.”

Alex chuckled darkly, the sound vibrating through me. “You’ll do anything, huh?” he said, his smirk audible. “You’re pathetic, Trixie. But at least you’re honest about it.”

“Yes, Daddy,” I sobbed, tears streaking my cheeks as I stayed bowed before him. “Thank you, Daddy.”

Later that evening, Alex handed me a small bottle of pills. His smirk widened as he watched me, the bottle resting heavy in my trembling hands. “Here it is,” he said, his voice steady. “Your first step to becoming my perfect little sissy.”

Unscrewing the cap, I tipped one of the pills onto my tongue. Alex passed me a glass of water, and I swallowed quickly, my heart pounding under his piercing gaze.

“Good girl,” he murmured, satisfaction dripping from his tone. “You’re mine now, Trixie. Completely.”

“Yes, Daddy,” I whispered, setting the glass down as my voice trembled with emotion. “Thank you, Daddy.”

“Don’t thank me yet,” Alex said with a low chuckle. “You’ll thank me every day for the rest of your life. And every time you look in the mirror, you’ll remember who made you.”

“Yes, Daddy,” I repeated, my voice soft but resolute.

I was his—forever.

Time passed under Alex’s firm guidance, and with every day, my transformation deepened. The hormones had begun reshaping me into the girl Alex desired. My chest now held the soft, tender beginnings of little titties, the training bras he chose for me fitting tighter with each passing week. The pastel pink and lace framed my chest in a way that made me feel exposed and utterly dependent on Alex’s approval.

My clitty, already tiny and caged, seemed to vanish further under the hormones' influence. Alex replaced my old chastity cage with one even smaller, its delicate pink plastic barely enough to encase me. It forced my clitty flat against my body, ensuring I could never forget its presence. Every step, every shift reminded me of my helpless state. Leaking had become constant, a humiliating betrayal of my body to the slightest touch or teasing word from Alex.

Submission wasn’t just a duty—it became my existence. I craved Alex’s commands, his approval, his touch. His towering frame, broad and dominant, filled every space we shared, and his presence alone made my caged clitty ache with desperation.

“You’re pathetic, Trixie,” Alex said one day as I knelt before him, my head bowed. “Leaking all over yourself, and I haven’t even touched you. This is who you are—a weak, needy little sissy.”

“Yes, Daddy,” I whispered, tears stinging my eyes. “Thank you, Daddy.”

“Who do you serve?” he asked, his voice a deep rumble that sent a shiver through me.

“You, Daddy,” I replied quickly. “Superior Black men. The BNWO.”

“And who will you never touch?” His smirk widened as I squirmed under his gaze.

“Women,” I choked out, my voice trembling with shame. “I’m a pussyfree whiteboy.”

Alex leaned forward, his hand brushing over my head with mock gentleness. “Good girl. You’re finally starting to understand your place.”

Alex wasn’t just my Daddy—he was my entire world. He molded me into the perfect embodiment of the BNWO’s ideals. My identity, my masculinity—all of it had been stripped away, leaving only the soft, needy girl he had created. Every thought, every action revolved around him, and my gratitude for his control grew with each day.

When Alex invited his friends over, I would serve drinks, my sheer tops and tiny skirts leaving nothing to the imagination. Their smirks, the way their eyes lingered on me, made my cheeks burn with humiliation, but I thrived under their gaze.

“She’s perfect,” one of them remarked, his deep voice filled with approval as I poured his drink. “A proper little sissy for the BNWO.”

“She was born for this,” Alex replied, his hand resting on my lower back possessively. “Weren’t you, Trixie?”

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

My need for Black cock became an all-consuming obsession. Alex teased me endlessly, pressing his cock against my cheek or brushing it over my lips as he made me beg. The scent, the taste, the weight of him—every detail consumed my thoughts, driving me to new depths of desperation.

“You’re nothing without this,” Alex said one night, gripping my hair as he guided me. His cock filled my mouth, the weight of him pressing against my throat. “A pathetic little sissy, desperate for BBC. Isn’t that right?”

“Yes, Daddy,” I moaned around him, my voice muffled and eager. “Thank you, Daddy.”

“You’ll never touch a woman again,” he continued, his voice a commanding growl. “You don’t deserve it. All you’ll ever have is this.”

“Thank you, Daddy,” I sobbed, my body trembling with need. “Please, Daddy… please don’t stop.”

Alex chuckled, his smirk widening as he thrust deeper. “Good girl. You’re learning.”

I wasn’t the person I used to be. I was Trixie—a pussyfree whiteboy, reshaped entirely by Alex and the BNWO’s ideals. My existence revolved around serving Alex, every moment a reflection of his power and control. My little titties swelled further with each passing week, sensitive beneath the pastel lace bras Alex insisted I wear.

The hormones softened my face, rounding my cheeks and giving me a delicate, girlish appearance that perfectly complemented the voice Alex had cultivated—soft, high-pitched, with a lisp from my tongue piercing that added an almost childish touch to my demeanor.

I wasn’t just Alex’s sissy—I was his masterpiece, a living, breathing testament to his dominance and the BNWO’s supremacy.

Under Alex’s guidance, every moment of my life became a lesson in submission. When he wasn’t home, I practiced walking in heels, curtsying, and perfecting the soft, obedient tone he demanded. Every gesture, every movement was a reflection of my purpose—to serve and please.

When Alex brought friends over, I knew my role instinctively. I greeted them at the door with a curtsy, offering drinks and snacks while dressed in outfits that left nothing to the imagination—sheer tops that revealed the budding swell of my chest, skirts so short they barely covered me, and lace-topped socks that accentuated my delicate appearance. Their smirks and laughter reminded me of my place, every comment a humbling affirmation of Alex’s mastery.

“She’s softer,” one of them said one evening, his gaze lingering on me. “You’re really turning her into something special.”

“She’s mine,” Alex replied, his tone filled with pride. “And she knows it.”

“Don’t you, Trixie?” the man asked, his grin widening.

“Yes, sir,” I whispered, my cheeks burning. “I belong to Daddy. Thank you, sir.”

Despite the humiliation, or perhaps because of it, my caged clitty ached, the tight plastic pressing painfully against my skin as it leaked uncontrollably. I was no longer just serving—I was thriving in my role as Alex’s perfect little girl.

The hormones amplified everything—my sensitivity, my neediness, my desperation. My clitty, shrinking further as the weeks passed, strained uselessly against the cage, every touch or glance from Alex sending shivers of arousal through me.

“You’re so pathetic,” Alex said one night, watching as I squirmed at his feet, my cheeks wet with tears of shame. “Leaking all over yourself, and I haven’t even touched you.”

“I’m sorry, Daddy,” I whimpered, my voice trembling as I bowed my head.

“Pathetic,” he repeated, his smirk widening. “But exactly what I wanted.”

His command was simple but electrifying: “Come here, Trixie. Show me how much you need this.”

I crawled to him without hesitation, my tongue flicking out to wet my lips, the stud from my tongue piercing catching the light. The scent of him overwhelmed me as I leaned closer, my body trembling with anticipation.

One Saturday morning, Alex made an announcement over breakfast, his tone calm but authoritative. “You’ve been doing well, Trixie,” he said, sipping his coffee. “But it’s time for the next step. Tonight, you’ll serve at a BNWO party.”

My stomach twisted with equal parts dread and anticipation. “The… party scene, Daddy?” I asked, my voice soft and lisping from the piercing.

“Every weekend, I host gatherings for Black men who share our vision,” Alex explained, his gaze sharp. “Tonight, you’ll be on display. You’ll serve them, entertain them, and show them exactly what you’ve become.”

“Yes, Daddy,” I whispered, my heart racing. “Thank you, Daddy.”

The hours leading up to the party were a blur of grooming and dressing. Alex bathed me himself, shaving every inch of my body before dressing me in a sheer pink babydoll dress that barely reached my thighs. White lace stockings clung to my legs, and the heels he chose left me wobbly and uncertain with every step. My makeup was flawless—glossy pink lips, fluttery lashes, and cheeks brushed with a soft, girlish blush.

“Perfect,” Alex said, inspecting me with a smirk. “The ideal little sissy, ready to serve.”

“Yes, Daddy,” I replied softly, twirling at his command as the hem of my dress swished around my thighs.

As the sun set, Alex’s house filled with the deep, commanding voices of his guests. Black men of every size and stature filled the space, their laughter and conversation echoing as Alex poured drinks and greeted them. I lingered in the corner, my heart pounding as I watched them. Each one exuded a dominance that left me trembling.

“Trixie,” Alex called, his voice cutting through the noise.

I hurried to his side, my heels clicking softly against the floor. Alex placed a possessive hand on my lower back, his smirk widening as he addressed his guests.

“This,” he said, gesturing toward me, “is Trixie. My girl. My sissy. Tonight, she’s here to serve you.”

The room erupted in laughter and teasing remarks, the sound washing over me as I curtsied. “Thank you for having me, sirs,” I whispered, my voice trembling as my cheeks burned.

The night became a whirlwind of submission and humiliation. Alex’s guests took turns testing my limits, their hands guiding me, their voices commanding me as I served them. My body responded helplessly, my caged clitty leaking uncontrollably as I obeyed without question.

One man gripped my jaw firmly, guiding my lips over his thick cock. “She’s perfect,” he said with a laugh, his gaze shifting to Alex. “You’ve trained her well.”

“She was born for this,” Alex replied, his tone dripping with pride. “A proper sissy for the BNWO.”

Others took me from behind, their strong hands gripping my hips as they stretched me to my limits. The pain blurred into pleasure, the sounds of their deep voices mingling with my muffled cries.

“Say thank you, Trixie,” Alex commanded, his voice sharp and unyielding.

“Thank you, sir,” I sobbed, my voice trembling but obedient.

By the end of the night, my body was spent, trembling from exhaustion and overuse. Alex stood over me, his smirk wide as he handed me a towel.

“Clean yourself up,” he said simply, his tone calm but firm. “You did well tonight, Trixie. But this is just the beginning.”

“Yes, Daddy,” I whispered, my voice breaking as tears streamed down my face.

From that night, the BNWO parties became a regular part of my life. Every weekend, Alex hosted his friends, and I served them however they demanded. The experiences were humiliating and consuming, but I felt no resistance—only acceptance of where I belonged.

One night, after a particularly intense party, I knelt at Alex’s feet, trembling from the hours of service I’d provided. My makeup was smeared, my little dress crumpled, and my caged clitty leaked helplessly as Alex sipped his drink and stroked my hair.

“You’ve been getting attention, Trixie,” he said, his voice calm but commanding. “The way you serve, the way you obey—it’s gotten people talking. And I think it’s time we made it official.”

I looked up at him, my heart pounding. “Official, Daddy?”

He smirked, his dark eyes gleaming. “You’re going to start filming. Porn. You’re perfect for it—a pretty little white sissy with no limits, ready to serve superior Black men on camera. It’s what you were made for.”

A shiver ran through me at his words, humiliation and excitement flooding my chest. “Yes, Daddy,” I whispered, my voice trembling. “Thank you, Daddy.”

My first shoot was at Alex’s house, transformed into a makeshift set. Harsh lights illuminated the living room, casting long shadows, while the crew—a group of Black men—watched with amused smirks as I stood nervously in the center. I wore lace lingerie so delicate it seemed to melt into my pale skin, the cage beneath creating an embarrassing bulge.

“Relax, Trixie,” Alex said, his voice steady as he adjusted my posture. “You’re here to serve, like always. Show them what a good little fucktoy you are.”

“Yes, Daddy,” I murmured, cheeks burning as the crew chuckled.

The scene began, and I was instantly overwhelmed. The men were rougher than I’d imagined, their deep voices commanding me as they used me. The cameras captured everything—the stretch of my lips around their thick cocks, the tears streaming down my cheeks, and the desperate, needy sounds I couldn’t hold back.

“You love this, don’t you?” one growled, gripping the back of my head as he thrust deep into my throat. “Nothing but a slut for Black cock.”

“Yes, sir,” I choked out, muffled and trembling. “Thank you, sir.”

After the cameras stopped rolling, the degradation didn’t end. The men didn’t just walk away—they lingered, laughing and mocking as they passed me around. I was no longer just Alex’s girl—I was a public sissy, known for my zero limits and absolute submission.

“You’re not even human anymore, Trixie,” Alex said later, smirking as he watched me crawl to him. “You’re a product. A tool. And this is exactly where you belong.”

“Yes, Daddy,” I whispered, tears streaming as I kissed his feet. “Thank you, Daddy.”

The humiliation was complete, and I thrived in it. Every man who worked with me quickly learned there was nothing I wouldn’t do—no act too degrading, no request too extreme.

Despite the humiliation—or because of it—I felt complete for the first time. Every scene, every party, every moment serving Black men reinforced my place in the world. I wasn’t just a sissy—I was a living representation of the BNWO’s ideals.

“You’ve finally become who you were meant to be,” Alex said one night, stroking my hair as I knelt at his feet. “A perfectly trained little slut, completely owned and loved.”

“Thank you, Daddy,” I whispered, tears of gratitude spilling over. “Thank you for making me complete.”

The clinic Alex sent me to was like no place I’d ever seen. Dominance radiated from every corner as Black men in sharp suits oversaw the transformation of submissives like me. White sissies shuffled through the halls, heads bowed, each at different stages of their transformation. Some were there for breast augmentation; others prepared for orchiectomies or even more permanent changes.

Alex accompanied me to my consultation, his presence commanding.

“She’s going to need something noticeable,” Alex told the doctor, a tall Black man with a clipboard in hand. “Big, perky, and unmistakably fake. But,” he added with a smirk, “they need to suit her little girl look. No overdoing it. She needs to stay delicate.”

The doctor nodded, his sharp eyes assessing me. “Understood. She’s a perfect candidate. We’ll make sure she’s exactly as you’ve envisioned.”

The hours passed in a daze of measurements and consultations. The nurses treated me with the same detached amusement I’d come to expect, their laughter at my timid answers only deepening my submission. By the end of the day, everything was in place—I would leave the clinic transformed, my little titties a permanent symbol of my role.

Alex’s approval was all I cared about, and when he looked at me that night, his smirk said everything.

“Good girl, Trixie,” he said, brushing his hand over my head. “You’re becoming exactly what I want.”

“Thank you, Daddy,” I whispered, my voice trembling as I bowed my head.

The surgery itself was a hazy memory. I woke up in a private recovery room, the ache in my chest a stark reminder of the changes I’d undergone. Bandages wrapped tightly around my torso, every movement sending small jolts of discomfort through me. Despite the pain, my heart raced with anticipation for the transformation I’d been waiting for.

Alex visited daily, his smirk widening as he inspected my progress. “You’re going to look perfect, Trixie,” he said one day, his hand brushing over my cheek. “Exactly what I want.”

Tears stung my eyes, and I smiled through the discomfort. “Thank you, Daddy,” I whispered, my voice trembling with gratitude.

The weeks of recovery were challenging. The clinic staff ensured I was cared for, though their teasing was a constant reminder of my place. “You’re going to love your new look,” one nurse said with a mocking grin as she adjusted my bandages. “And so will everyone else.”

The day the bandages came off felt like a turning point. Standing before the mirror, my hands trembled as the nurse removed the final strip of fabric. My breath caught in my throat when I saw my reflection—my new breasts were large, round, and impossibly perky. They had an unmistakably fake, doll-like quality that suited me perfectly, emphasizing my soft, delicate features while solidifying the reality of my transformation.

When I returned home, Alex had laid out an outfit for me: a schoolgirl uniform designed to showcase every change. The white blouse clung tightly to my body, the sheer fabric revealing the outline of my breasts and the way my nipples poked prominently through the material. The plaid skirt barely brushed my thighs, and lace-topped bobby socks paired with Mary Janes completed the look. My tightly braided pigtails gleamed, held in place by gel, and my makeup—pink lips, soft blush, and fluttering lashes—made me look impossibly sweet and submissive.

Kneeling in the living room, my heart pounded as Alex entered. His dark eyes swept over me, his smirk growing with each step. “Stand up,” he ordered, his voice firm but calm.

I rose immediately, clasping my hands nervously in front of me. My blouse emphasized my new curves, the tight fabric straining as my breasts pushed upward. My cheeks burned as I awaited his approval, my braces glinting when I offered him a shy smile.

“Turn around,” Alex commanded.

I obeyed, spinning slowly so the hem of my skirt swished lightly around my thighs.

When I faced him again, he stepped closer, tilting my chin upward with a firm hand. “Perfect,” he murmured, satisfaction filling his tone. “You’re everything I wanted, Trixie. My little girl. My perfect sissy.”

“Thank you, Daddy,” I whispered, tears stinging my eyes.

“Say it,” Alex barked sharply, making my heart race. “Tell me what you are.”

“I’m your little girl, Daddy,” I said quickly, my voice trembling with emotion. “Thank you for making me perfect.”

His smirk widened as his hand brushed over my cheek, trailing down to graze the fabric covering my new breasts. “Good girl,” he murmured. “You’re mine, Trixie. And now, everyone else will know it, too.”

Alex’s next party was unlike any before. Dressed in a sheer, baby-pink babydoll dress, I stood in the living room, my new body on full display. My breasts pressed tightly against the delicate fabric, my nipples prominently visible, and the short hemline left my thighs bare.

The room was filled with Black men and women, their voices a blend of laughter, conversation, and amused comments as they eyed me.

“Come here, Trixie,” Alex called, his voice cutting through the noise.

I hurried to his side, my heels clicking softly against the floor. Kneeling before him, I clasped my hands in my lap, my head bowed as I waited for his command.

“You’ve improved,” Alex said, smirking as he stroked my cheek. “But tonight, we’re taking it to the next level. Show everyone just how much you love this.”

“Yes, Daddy,” I whispered, my voice trembling with anticipation.

The night became a whirlwind of humiliation and submission. Alex’s friends issued commands with booming voices, their demands forcing me to kneel, crawl, and present myself however they wanted.

The women seemed particularly delighted by my new figure. Their hands reached out constantly, slapping, twisting, and pulling at my sensitive nipples.

“Look at these,” one said, her sharp nails grazing my skin as she cupped my breasts roughly. “So fake, so perfect. You’re like a little doll.”

“Thank you, ma’am,” I whimpered, tears forming as she twisted one nipple sharply.

“Don’t thank me yet,” she replied with a smirk. “We’re just getting started.”

The men were rougher, their commands accompanied by booming laughter as they used me in ways that left no doubt about my purpose. My caged clitty leaked constantly, the tight plastic pressing uncomfortably against me as I whimpered and obeyed.

“You love this, don’t you?” one man growled, gripping my hips as he thrust deep. “You were born to be used.”

“Yes, sir,” I sobbed, tears streaming as I choked out my gratitude. “Thank you, sir.”

The women didn’t relent, either. They slapped my face when I hesitated, their sharp nails tugging at my pigtails or digging into my flesh.

By the end of the night, I was trembling, my body spent and marked by their use. My cheeks glowed red from the slaps, my ass throbbed from the spankings, and my nipples burned from the relentless attention. I knelt in the center of the room, my head bowed as tears streaked down my face, my lips glistening with a mixture of saliva and cum.

Alex towered over me, his smirk broad as he looked down. “Look at you, Trixie,” he said, his voice rich with satisfaction. “Used up, broken, and still begging for more.”

“Yes, Daddy,” I murmured, my voice shaking with emotion. “Thank you, Daddy.”

“Good girl,” Alex said, brushing his hand over my head. “You’ve proven yourself tonight. But this is just the start.”

I nodded, my tears mingling with a small smile as I gazed up at him. I was his—completely and irrevocably—and I wouldn’t have it any other way.

It was Alex’s idea, of course. He always knew how to push my limits, humiliating me in ways that left me trembling with both shame and gratitude. The conversation began one evening as I knelt beside his chair, his hand resting firmly on my head.

“You’ve come a long way, Trixie,” Alex said, his deep voice calm yet commanding. “But there’s still more to do. I think it’s time we added another mark of ownership.”

“Yes, Daddy,” I whispered, my pulse quickening. “What do you want me to do?”

He smirked, his fingers tracing my cheek. “A piercing,” he said smoothly. “Right through your clitty. A bold, heavy ring that no one could miss. It’ll leave no doubt about what you are.”

My cheeks burned, and my clitty twitched futilely in its cage. “Yes, Daddy,” I said quickly, my voice quivering. “Thank you, Daddy.”

The piercing studio Alex selected was one of his favorites—a place run by Black men who shared his vision of absolute control. The piercer, a tall, muscular man with a sharp grin, wasted no time.

“Strip,” he said the moment we entered, his tone leaving no room for hesitation.

I obeyed instantly, my hands trembling as I removed my dress and training bra. My caged clitty was already leaking, a humiliating display that the piercer observed with an appraising smirk.

“She’s tiny,” he chuckled, glancing at Alex. “But this’ll suit her. You want the thick ring, right?”

“Of course,” Alex replied casually, his arms crossed as he watched. “Make it stand out. Something substantial.”

The piercer nodded, his grin widening as he gathered his tools. “Lie back,” he instructed, gesturing to the chair.

I climbed into it, my heart pounding as the cold air pricked at my bare skin. The piercer examined me closely, his gloved hands adjusting my position.

“This’ll sting,” he said with a chuckle, holding up the needle. “But you’re probably used to that by now.”

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

The needle’s sharp pain was intense, but I bit my lip and stayed still, tears blurring my vision as the ring was set in place. The weight of the thick metal was immediate, its coolness pressing against my skin as the piercer locked it securely.

“All done,” he said, stepping back to admire his work. “She looks good, Alex. That ring isn’t going anywhere.”

Alex stepped forward, his smirk deepening as he inspected me. He reached down, flicking the ring lightly with his fingers, making me gasp as the sensation shot through my body.

“Perfect,” he murmured. “You’re officially mine, Trixie. No one will ever doubt it now.”

“Thank you, Daddy,” I whispered, tears streaming down my face as I gazed up at him. “Thank you for making me yours.”

At home, Alex wasted no time putting me on display. He chose one of his favorite outfits—a sheer white top that clung to my chest and a pastel pink skirt that barely reached mid-thigh. My pigtails were braided neatly, and my makeup was flawless, emphasizing my soft, feminine features.

“Kneel,” Alex ordered, and I lowered myself to the floor instantly, awaiting his approval.

The heavy ring dangled prominently from my clitty, its weight making me shift uncomfortably as Alex reached down to toy with it. “Look at you,” he said, his voice filled with pride. “Marked, pierced, and perfect. Exactly what I wanted, Trixie.”

“Thank you, Daddy,” I murmured, my voice trembling with emotion. “Thank you for claiming me.”

“You’ve earned this,” Alex said, his hand brushing over my head. “And now, you’ll show it off. Everyone will see what a perfect little sissy you are.”

I nodded, tears slipping down my cheeks as I looked up at him with a grateful smile. I was his—utterly and completely—and the thick ring hanging from my clitty was undeniable proof of that.

The following day, Alex transformed the living room into a makeshift studio. Bright lights and camera equipment surrounded me, making my heart race with a mix of nerves and anticipation. He selected my outfit with precision—a pastel pink dress with a skirt so short it barely covered my thighs, paired with white lace-topped stockings and Mary Janes. My sheer blouse displayed my perky new breasts, the prominent outline of my nipples impossible to ignore. My pigtails were gelled and braided to perfection, and my makeup was flawlessly applied—soft pinks that accentuated my delicate, girlish features.

“Stand there,” Alex commanded, pointing to a spot in front of the camera. “Pose for me.”

I complied instantly, clasping my hands nervously in front of me. Alex stepped closer to adjust my posture, pushing my chest forward and arching my back slightly. “That’s better,” he murmured, his smirk widening. “Now smile. Show me how proud you are to be my sissy.”

“Yes, Daddy,” I replied softly, my braces catching the light as I forced a shy, sweet smile. My clitty twitched helplessly in its cage, the weight of the thick ring a constant reminder of my submission, as the camera captured every humiliating detail of my transformation.

Alex moved quickly, creating profiles for me on platforms dedicated to the BNWO and sissy submissives. He curated the images with care, each one emphasizing my soft features, enhanced curves, and the undeniable proof of my chastity. Captions were written to leave no room for ambiguity:

Trixie: Permanently Pussyfree Whiteboy
Dedicated to Serving Superior Black Men and Women
A True BNWO Sissy with No Limits

As I knelt beside him, watching the posts go live, the weight of my new reality settled over me. “This is who you are now,” Alex said firmly, his tone brooking no argument. “The world will see it, and you’ll thank me for it.”

Tears streamed down my face as I lowered my gaze. “Thank you, Daddy,” I whispered, my voice trembling. “Thank you for making me perfect.”

The reaction was immediate. Messages poured in, praising Alex’s work and mocking my transformation.

“She’s flawless,” one message declared. “The perfect example of the BNWO’s vision.”
“Pathetic,” another wrote, “but exactly what she was meant to be.”

Alex read them aloud, his smirk growing with every word. “See, Trixie?” he said, glancing at me. “They know exactly what you are—a pussyfree whiteboy devoted to serving the BNWO.”

“Yes, Daddy,” I murmured, my voice shaking with emotion. “Thank you, Daddy.”

From that moment, my online presence became a constant reflection of my role. Alex shared regular updates—photos and videos showcasing my service, obedience, and submission. I wasn’t just Alex’s sissy anymore; I was a public figure, a symbol of the BNWO’s ideals, permanently pussyfree and utterly devoted to Black men and women.

Each new video drew me deeper into the life Alex had created for me, solidifying my identity as a sissified husband—weak, compliant, and entirely dedicated to serving.

The videos varied in theme but always highlighted the same core principles: humiliation, servitude, and my enthusiastic embrace of the BNWO’s values.

In one, I knelt in a frilly apron, polishing the shoes of a towering Black man while my “wife” lounged nearby, smirking as she reveled in the dynamic.

“Look at you,” she sneered, her voice sharp with mockery. “Not even a man. Just a pathetic little sissy who was born to serve.”

“Yes, ma’am,” I whimpered, tears welling up as I pressed my lips to the man’s polished shoes. “Thank you, ma’am.”

Another video showed me trembling in the corner, my role as a cuckolded husband fully on display. My “wife” giggled as she teased me mercilessly, her tone dripping with condescension.

“Don’t worry, Trixie,” she said, gesturing toward the towering Black man beside her. “You’re not needed here. But maybe, if you’re good, you can clean up after.”

“Yes, ma’am,” I whispered, my voice barely audible as I obeyed. The camera followed me as I crawled to the bed, my lips trembling as I carried out her humiliating command.

In the most explicit scenes, I wasn’t just a cuck—I was a desperate, eager participant. One video began with me on all fours, my nipples red and swollen from clamps, my back arched as I begged for attention.

“Please, sir,” I sobbed, my caged clitty leaking uncontrollably. “Please use me. This is what I was born for.”

The man chuckled, his deep voice filled with amusement. “You’re nothing but a cum-hungry slut,” he said, punctuating his words with a sharp slap to my ass. “And you know it.”

“Yes, sir,” I cried, my voice trembling as the scene unfolded.

Each video brought fresh waves of mortification, a reminder of how far I had fallen. The comments streamed in, mocking my transformation while reaffirming the reality of my role.

“This is exactly what a sissy should be,” one comment read. “Pathetic, degraded, and knowing she’s meant to serve.”
“Perfect representation of the BNWO,” said another. “She’s everything she was born to be.”

Alex read the comments aloud sometimes, his smirk deepening as he watched me squirm with shame. “See, Trixie?” he said one evening, his hand resting firmly on my head as I knelt at his feet. “You’re showing the world what it truly means to accept your place.”

“Yes, Daddy,” I whispered, my cheeks burning with humiliation as I kissed his hand. “Thank you, Daddy.”

As the videos gained traction, my sense of self became clearer, though no less degrading. I wasn’t just Trixie—I was a sissified whiteboy whose sole purpose was to serve the BNWO. Each scene, every command, and the constant humiliation left no doubt in my mind that I was living out the role I was meant to fill.

The flight to Prague passed in a daze, a blend of dread and anticipation swirling in my mind. Alex had arranged everything, his tone both approving and firm as he explained the next chapter of my training.

“This is your next step, Trixie,” he said before I left, his smirk cutting through my nerves. “You’ll learn things there that will make you even more useful. This is what you were born for.”

“Yes, Daddy,” I murmured, my voice trembling with both fear and resignation. “Thank you, Daddy.”

The studio in Prague was discreet but imposing, its unassuming exterior masking a world of control and submission within. From the moment I stepped inside, the staff’s knowing glances made my cheeks burn.

“So, this is the American,” one of them said, a towering Black man with a deep voice and a faint accent. “Alex wasn’t exaggerating. She’s pathetic… but perfect.”

My hands fidgeted nervously as I stammered, “Thank you, sir,” my voice barely above a whisper.

The training program was relentless, designed to strip away any remaining resistance or doubt. My new trainer, Miss Karina, was a towering Black woman with a reputation for unyielding dominance. From our first meeting, she made it clear she wasn’t there to tolerate weakness.

“You’re going to learn to take everything,” she said, her voice cutting like a blade. “No limits, no hesitation. You’re here to serve, and nothing else.”

“Yes, Miss Karina,” I whispered, my cheeks flushed as I curtsied—a reflex ingrained by Alex’s constant training.

The sessions pushed me far beyond what I thought I could endure. Hours of stretching and conditioning left my body aching, while Miss Karina’s mocking tone shattered any illusions of dignity I clung to.

“Breathe, Trixie,” she barked during one particularly humiliating session, her fist stretching me as I sobbed into the table. “Even a stupid little American like you can be taught. Keep going.”

“Yes, Miss Karina,” I whimpered, tears streaming down my face as I forced myself to obey.

The studio was a hive of activity, filled with actors, directors, and crew who treated me with amused disdain. My reputation as Alex’s sissy had preceded me, and their smirks and quiet laughter only deepened my sense of degradation.

“She’s something else,” one actor said during a break, shaking his head as he watched me clean a massive dildo with my tongue after it had been used. “I’ve never seen anyone so degraded.”

“She’s not just degraded,” Miss Karina said, her voice tinged with a cruel edge. “She’s made for this. Every bit of her.”

The scenes were harrowing, each one filled with verbal humiliation, physical domination, and acts that tested my limits. Afterward, cleanup was mandatory—whether it was licking a dildo, sucking a cock clean, or using my tongue to wipe every trace of lube and sweat from Miss Karina’s hands.

“Don’t miss a spot, Trixie,” she said one day, holding out her gloved hand as the crew watched with smirking amusement. “I expect perfection.”

“Yes, Miss Karina,” I replied, my voice trembling as I obediently licked her fingers clean, the taste of lube and sweat clinging to my tongue while the cameras clicked.

Over the following weeks, my reputation in the studio grew quickly. I became known for my unyielding submission and willingness to obey without question. The actors and crew teased me relentlessly, their taunts and laughter echoing through the set as I was passed from one scene to the next.

“She’s the American one,” one of them quipped during a break, his tone dripping with amusement. “Always desperate, always obedient. It’s almost tragic.”

“More like perfect,” another added, smirking as he delivered a sharp slap to my ass. “She was built for this.”

Their words cut deep, leaving me humiliated, but they also ignited a conflicted sense of satisfaction. Each sneer and jest served as a reminder of the purpose I’d embraced, the role Alex had sculpted for me with such care. My place was undeniable now, solidified in the routines of the studio and the expectations of everyone around me.

One afternoon, Miss Karina summoned me to her office, her piercing gaze accompanied by a wide, knowing smirk as she motioned for me to kneel. “You’ve made progress, Trixie,” she began, her voice laced with satisfaction. “But this is just the start. I’m going to turn you into the best there is, and everyone here will know exactly who owns you.”

Tears pricked my eyes as I bowed my head, the weight of her words settling over me. “Thank you, Miss Karina,” I whispered, my voice trembling. “Thank you for teaching me.”

“Good girl,” she said, her hand resting briefly on my head, a gesture as patronizing as it was approving. “Now clean yourself up. Your next shoot begins in an hour.”

The days in Prague blended into an exhausting cycle of submission, relentless training, and near-constant use. The studio had molded me into a living symbol of subjugation, my existence reduced to an embodiment of obedience and surrender. Each day, I was pushed further, my limits tested and dismantled until there was no resistance left to cling to—only the unshakable truth of my purpose: a foolish, American, pussyfree sissy, owned by the ideals of the BNWO.

Miss Karina’s methods were unyielding, her training both grueling and transformative. She didn’t just instruct me—she dismantled what little was left of my old self and shaped me into a reflection of her dominance. The scenarios she designed were as relentless as her words, every scene stripping away resistance and cementing my role. Her firm hand guided every humiliating step, her voice a constant reminder of who I had become and why I existed.

“You’re going to learn to take everything,” Miss Karina said one morning as she tightened the leather restraints around my wrists and ankles. “No whining, no hesitation. If you can’t handle it, you’re useless to me.”

“Yes, Miss Karina,” I whimpered, my voice trembling as I knelt on the padded floor. The massive plug inside me shifted with every movement, its weight a constant reminder of the work ahead.

The training began slowly, with Miss Karina working her hand deeper and deeper into me, her voice calm but mocking as she ordered me to relax, to breathe, to take it. The pain was overwhelming at first, tears streaming down my face as I whimpered and begged for a moment to adjust.

“Shut up, Trixie,” she snapped, delivering a sharp slap to my face. “You wanted this. You begged for this. So take it.”

“Yes, Miss Karina,” I sobbed, my body trembling as she pushed further.

The crew watched with smirks, their arms crossed as they exchanged amused glances. “She’s pathetic,” one of them muttered. “But damn, she’s eager.”

“That’s why she’s here,” Miss Karina replied, her smirk widening as she delivered another slap to my ass. “She’s a stupid American slut who’ll do anything to please.”

My reputation in the studio grew quickly. Every actor, director, and crew member knew me as the sissy who would do anything—no limits, no hesitation. The scenes became more intense, each one designed to showcase my total submission and inability to say no.

One day, I was paired with a group of actors, their towering frames casting shadows over me as I knelt in the center of the room. The cameras rolled as they took turns, their cocks stretching my throat, my ass, and my resolve as they barked commands and insults.

“Say it, Trixie,” one of them growled, his hand gripping the back of my head as he thrust deep into my throat. “Tell us what you are.”

“I’m a pussyfree sissy,” I choked out, tears streaming down my face. “Born to serve superior Black men. Thank you, sir.”

The crew laughed as I was passed to the next actor, my lips trembling as I opened my mouth to take him. By the end of the scene, I was a trembling mess, my makeup smeared, my body covered in sweat, spit, and cum.

“Clean up, Trixie,” Miss Karina ordered, her voice sharp.

I obeyed instantly, crawling on my hands and knees to lick every cock, hand, and toy clean. The taste of lube and sweat was overwhelming, but I didn’t hesitate, my tongue darting out to ensure not a single spot was missed.

The studio wasn’t just about physical submission—it was about degradation, about reminding me of my place in every way possible. After every scene, I was ordered to perform ass-to-mouth cleanup, my lips trembling as I sucked and licked every dirty cock clean.

“Don’t act like you don’t love this,” Miss Karina sneered one day, her hand gripping my chin as she held a toy in front of my face. “You’re a filthy little slut. Now prove it.”

“Yes, Miss Karina,” I whispered, tears streaming down my cheeks as I leaned forward to clean the toy with my tongue.

The cameras captured every humiliating detail—my flushed cheeks, my trembling hands, the way my eyes widened as I worked to obey every command.

By the time my stay in Prague ended, I had become a legend in the studio. The actors and crew couldn’t believe the depths of my submission, the lengths I was willing to go to please.

“She’s unbelievable,” one of the directors said during a break. “The perfect sissy for the BNWO. No limits, no hesitation.”

“And she loves it,” Miss Karina added, her smirk widening as she glanced at me. “Don’t you, Trixie?”

“Yes, Miss Karina,” I whispered, my voice trembling. “Thank you, Miss Karina.”

When it was finally time to return home, I left Prague a profoundly changed person—completely reshaped, fully conditioned, and undeniably owned. Every fiber of my being now understood my role as a forever servant, bound to the desires of superior Black men. Alex welcomed me back with a smirk, his hand brushing over my head as I knelt before him.

“You’ve done well, Trixie,” he said, his voice filled with approval. “You’re mine now. Completely.”

“Thank you, Daddy,” I whispered, tears streaming down my face. “Thank you for making me everything I’m meant to be.”
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