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Disclaimer

This work is a piece of erotic fiction intended for mature audiences only (18+). It contains themes of humiliation, female domination, cuckolding, race play, and extreme sexual situations. All characters depicted are consenting adults over the age of 18.


Chapter One
The Young Couple

Jimmy and Chrissy had just gotten engaged a few weeks ago. Jimmy was slight, not much taller than Chrissy, and carried a secret no one knew—he was obsessed with BNWO porn. Every spare moment, he found himself gooning to it, lost in the fantasy.

He had even bought toys—dildos and butt plugs—spending his nights filling his tight ass while watching videos, imagining himself as the snow bunny or trans girl getting ravaged by a big black cock. But it didn’t stop there. Jimmy had trained himself to match the strokes of the men in the videos, sucking and fucking himself in rhythm with their thrusts.

Over time, he learned to take the biggest black dildo he owned, forcing it deep down his throat , making himself gag and drool, stretching his ass until it could handle its full length. He would edge himself for hours, moaning as he imagined being split open by a real Black cock. And when he finally had an orgasm, he didn’t just let it go to waste—he lapped up every drop of his own cum, closing his eyes and pretending it was the thick, potent load of a Black man claiming him.

Chrissy, his fiancée, was undeniably hot—a petite white girl with perky, firm tits and a perfect bubble butt. Yet, despite having such an attractive partner, Jimmy couldn’t resist the pull of interracial porn. His own body was thin and androgynous, his waist nearly the same size as Chrissy’s, a fact that only fueled his fantasies further. He would wear her panties as he fantasized about being used and owned by black men.


Chapter Two
Secrets and Desires

Chrissy had sensed something was off about Jimmy for months. He had always been on the softer side—slight, timid, and more eager to please than to take control—but lately, there was something different. He seemed even more femme than before, his mannerisms delicate, his voice quieter. When they were together, she often caught him staring at her with an expression that wasn’t quite lust—it was admiration, almost envy.

And then there was the night he had confessed his secret desires.

“I want you to dominate me,” he had whispered, his face red with shame.

Chrissy had laughed at first, thinking he was joking. But when she saw the desperation in his eyes, the way he shifted uncomfortably as if waiting for her approval, she realized he was dead serious.

The problem was—she wasn’t into it.

If anything, she longed for the opposite. She wanted a real man. Someone who could throw her on the bed, take control, and remind her what it felt like to be truly fucked. She needed to be used, to be dominated, to feel small and powerless under the weight of a strong, masculine presence. Jimmy wasn’t that. He never had been, and no amount of begging would change it.

Still, she loved him. He was sweet, fun to be around, and treated her well. But in bed? That was a different story.

Whenever they had sex, it felt routine—gentle, hesitant, almost like he was afraid of hurting her. His hands trembled when he touched her, his kisses were too soft, and when he was inside her, she could barely feel anything at all.

But Jimmy?

Jimmy was lost in his own world every time they fucked. He closed his eyes, moaning under his breath, but she could tell his mind was somewhere else. She had a feeling she knew where.

She had seen the search history on his laptop.

At first, she had ignored it, chalking it up to normal curiosity. But the more she looked, the more patterns emerged. BNWO, Black Bulls Fucking White Wives, White Sissy Cuckolds, Feminized White Boys, Snow Bunny Worship. And then the videos—hours upon hours of them. She had even clicked on one out of curiosity, her breath catching in her throat as she watched a petite white girl, not unlike herself, being wrecked by a massive, dominant Black man.

Was this what Jimmy fantasized about?

She had her answer the next time they had sex.

Jimmy was more eager than usual, his hands gripping her thighs with uncharacteristic force. His hips bucked in quick, frantic thrusts, but the moment she moaned, his rhythm faltered. His breath hitched, and then—too soon—he let out a muffled groan and collapsed onto her.

Panting, she felt his small, weak body trembling against her. But instead of rolling off like usual, he kissed his way down her stomach, pushing her thighs apart again.

She gasped as his tongue flicked over her, but then—she froze.

Jimmy moaned.

Not from her pleasure, but from his.

He was licking her, cleaning up his own cum, his little cock still twitching uselessly between his legs. His eyes fluttered closed, and under his breath, she heard it.

“Mmm… fuck… I bet you’d really cum if it was a Black cock…”

“What did you just say?” she whispered.

Jimmy’s eyes flew open in panic. “I—I didn’t mean—”

She shoved him off her, sitting up, her heart pounding. She stared at him, at his flushed, guilty face, at the way his little cock was already hardening again just from being caught.

“You think about that when we fuck?” she asked, her voice sharp.

Jimmy swallowed hard. “I… I just…”

“You imagine me getting fucked by a Black man?”

He didn’t answer. He didn’t have to.

She sat back, her mind reeling. The pieces were all falling into place. His lack of dominance, his growing femininity, his obsession with BNWO. The way he begged her to take control.

He didn’t just want her to be dominated.

He wanted them both to be.

The realization sent a strange shiver down her spine.

Jimmy sat in silence, staring at her with wide, anxious eyes, waiting for her to scream, to cry, to tell him she was disgusted.

But she didn’t.

Instead, she lay back down and spread her legs.

His breath caught. “Chrissy…?”

“Keep going,” she said, her voice calm, her mind still spinning. “Since you love licking it up so much.”

His whole body shuddered, and within seconds, he was back between her thighs, moaning like a desperate little bitch.

Chrissy closed her eyes, her fingers threading through his hair as his tongue worked against her.

Jimmy was right about one thing.

She would probably cum from a real Black cock.


Chapter Three
The Truth Comes Out

The next morning, Chrissy sat across from Jimmy at the breakfast table, stirring her coffee absentmindedly. She barely tasted it. Last night’s revelation was still fresh in her mind, and she couldn’t shake the images from her head—the way Jimmy had moaned while licking his own cum out of her, the way he had admitted to fantasizing about her being fucked by a Black man.

She needed answers.

“Jimmy,” she said finally, breaking the silence.

He looked up from his plate, his shoulders tensing. “Yeah?”

She hesitated for only a second before leaning forward, lowering her voice. “I need you to be honest with me. Tell me what you really want.”

Jimmy’s eyes widened slightly, his fork frozen mid-air. “I… I don’t know what you mean.”

“Don’t lie to me.” Her voice was firm. “I saw how you were last night. I heard what you said. I know you fantasize about more than just me being with a Black man. I think you want something else too. I need you to tell me.”

Jimmy swallowed hard, his face flushing a deep red. He fidgeted with the hem of his shirt, his fingers twisting the fabric. “Chrissy, I… I do want you to be with someone else. A real man. A Black man.” His voice was barely above a whisper. “I know I could never satisfy you like that.”

Chrissy nodded, waiting for more.

“And…” Jimmy hesitated, his breathing quickening. “It’s not just that. I… I’ve been… experimenting.”

“Experimenting how?” she pressed.

He took a shaky breath, then, as if making a sudden decision, stood up. “Come with me.”

Chrissy followed him to the bedroom, her curiosity growing. Jimmy sat down at his desk and opened his laptop. She watched as he navigated through his files, his hands trembling slightly as he clicked open a hidden folder.

“Here,” he said, his voice barely audible.

Chrissy leaned over, her eyes scanning the screen.

The folder was packed with videos—hundreds of them—all labeled with precision. Her stomach tightened as she read the titles:

BBC Piss – women and trans girls drinking piss straight from Black cocks.

BBC Fisting – sissies, women, twinks, and trans girls getting their holes stretched beyond anything she had ever imagined.

BNWO Sissy Hypno – split-screen clips of sissies and women moaning overlaid with flashing words: Pussyfree Whiteboy, Permanent Chastity, BNWO Life.

She clicked on one out of curiosity. The screen filled with a feminized white sissy, her makeup running, begging for more as a thick, glistening fist pushed deeper inside her stretched hole. In the corner of the screen, another video played—a snow bunny was swallowing a thick Black cock, her throat bulging as she gulped down every last drop of piss, moaning about how she belonged to the BNWO.

Chrissy exhaled slowly, her body heating up.

She clicked another video. This time, a group of white boys, all dressed in pink lingerie, were lined up on their knees in a circle, chastity cages locked between their legs, their painted lips parted as captions flashed on the screen:

"Pussyfree. Born to serve Black men. BNWO property."

Chrissy’s thighs pressed together. Jesus Christ…

She turned to Jimmy, who was blushing furiously, looking away in shame. “I—”

“There’s more,” he interrupted before she could say anything.

He stood up, walked to the closet, and pulled out a box from the top shelf. His fingers shook as he opened it.

Inside was a collection of sex toys—dildos, butt plugs in various sizes, and something else. A pink, glittery chastity cage.

Chrissy’s breath hitched.

“I… I bought this,” Jimmy admitted, picking up the chastity device and turning it over in his hands. “I was hoping you’d be my keyholder. That you’d… take control.”

Chrissy’s mind reeled. This was beyond what she had expected. It wasn’t just that Jimmy wanted her to be with a Black man—he wanted himself to be transformed. To be feminized. To be owned.

He wanted to be a girl who served Black men.

She stared at him, taking in his thin, androgynous body, the way he clutched the chastity cage with both excitement and fear. “You’ve thought a lot about this, haven’t you?”

Jimmy nodded quickly. “I have. But I was scared. I didn’t know how you’d react. I thought… I thought you’d leave me.”

Chrissy swallowed. Leave him?

Her head was spinning, but what she couldn’t ignore was how wet she was.

This was a whole different level than the interracial porn she had secretly watched for years. Those videos had been about white women being bred and dominated. But this?

This was about total transformation. Total submission.

She could feel her panties sticking to her soaked pussy as she clenched her thighs again.

“I need time to think about all this,” she finally said, tearing her gaze away from the screen. “But… I still love you, Jimmy.”

His whole body sagged with relief. “You do?”

She nodded.

“Yeah,” she said slowly, her own thoughts still racing. “But… this is a lot.”

Jimmy looked down, clutching the chastity cage tighter. “I understand. I just… I wanted to be honest with you.”

Chrissy took a deep breath, her mind replaying the images from his videos. BNWO Hypno. Permanent Chastity. Pussyfree Whiteboy.

She needed space to process.

But one thing was certain.

Jimmy had fallen deep into the BNWO rabbit hole.

And now…

He was dragging her down with him.


Chapter Four
Awakening

Chrissy lay in bed, staring at the ceiling, unable to sleep. The soft hum of the fan, the faint glow from the streetlights outside—it all felt distant, like she was floating in a world entirely separate from reality.

Her mind wouldn’t stop racing.

Everything she had learned today about Jimmy, about his desires, had unlocked something inside her.

She thought back on their relationship—the years of quiet frustration, of wishing he would take charge, of craving a man who could make her feel something real. Jimmy had always been sweet, attentive, and fun. But he had never been dominant. Never had that raw, masculine edge that made her melt.

And now she understood why.

He had never wanted to be that man.

Her stomach twisted, but not with anger or disgust. No, it was something else. A thrill.

She turned onto her side, glancing at Jimmy’s sleeping form. He looked so peaceful, so soft. His delicate features, the way his small body curled beneath the blankets—he barely even looked like a man. Not really.

He wants this.

The thought sent a jolt through her, a warmth spreading between her thighs. He wanted to be dominated. To be controlled. To be feminized.

And she…

She had always wanted a real man.

Chrissy’s eyelids grew heavy, her body buzzing with the energy of the day, and before she knew it, sleep overtook her.

And then—

She was there.

The dream was so vivid, so intense that it felt real.

She was on her hands and knees, naked, her body trembling as strong, dark hands gripped her hips from behind.

The air was thick with heat, with sweat, with power.

A deep, commanding voice rumbled above her. “That’s it, white girl. You know where you belong.”

Chrissy moaned, her body arching as he filled her completely. His cock was thick, massive, stretching her more than she had ever been stretched before. She could feel every inch of him inside her, every deep, relentless thrust claiming her, using her.

And then she saw him.

Jimmy.

He was kneeling beside the bed, his body feminized—smooth, soft, painted lips parted in a desperate whimper. He was locked in chastity, the tiny pink cage a humiliating contrast to the real man inside her. His hands were clasped together like a good little sissy, his breath shallow as he watched.

“Oh my God,” Chrissy moaned, her fingers clawing at the sheets as the Black man behind her took her deeper, harder.

“Look at your little bitch watching,” the man growled, his fingers digging into her ass as he fucked her ruthlessly. “Look at him. This is what he wanted, isn’t it? For a real man to take you?”

Chrissy’s head lolled back, her moans getting louder. She could feel the wetness dripping down her thighs, her body completely lost to the overwhelming force of dominance and power.

“Tell him,” the man demanded, his thrusts never slowing.

Chrissy gasped, barely able to speak. She turned her head, locking eyes with Jimmy, his blue eyes wide, desperate, needy.

“This… this is what you wanted, isn’t it?” she panted.

Jimmy nodded frantically, his locked-up little clit twitching against its cage. “Y-yes, Chrissy. Yes, I w-want this…”

“You hear that?” the man laughed, dark and satisfied. “Your little bitch loves watching you get claimed.”

Chrissy screamed as the pleasure hit her like a tidal wave, her body shaking as she came harder than she ever had before. Her walls clenched around the thick cock inside her, her juices coating it, dripping down onto the sheets.

And then—

The man pulled out and turned to Jimmy.

“You know what to do.”

Jimmy didn’t hesitate. He crawled forward, his mouth opening, his tongue desperate as he lapped up the thick, sticky mess. He slurped up every drop of cum, swallowing it down eagerly, moaning as he did.

Chrissy watched in awe, her body still shaking from the aftershocks. She felt completely owned, completely claimed, and it was the most powerful thing she had ever experienced.

She woke up with a start.

Her breath was ragged, her body soaked in sweat—and not just sweat. Her panties were drenched. Her clit throbbed, her thighs sticky, her body screaming for release.

Her eyes darted to Jimmy.

He was still fast asleep beside her, oblivious, his small frame curled up beneath the blankets. Clueless.

Chrissy swallowed hard, her chest rising and falling rapidly.

She knew.

She knew their lives would never be the same.

Because now?

Now she wanted it, too.


Chapter Five
Chrissy Takes Control

Chrissy woke up feeling different.

It wasn’t just the lingering heat from her dream—it was something deeper. A shift inside her.

She had seen what she and Jimmy were meant to be.

She had always known he was weak, soft, incapable of being a real man. But now? Now, she understood his true purpose. He wasn’t just a submissive boyfriend. He wasn’t just some weak little white cuck.

He was meant to be feminized. Meant to be controlled. Meant to serve.

And she?

She was meant to be owned.

As she sat up in bed, stretching her toned, petite body, her firm tits bouncing slightly under her tank top, she glanced down at Jimmy still asleep beside her. He looked so pathetic—so small, so fragile.

She smirked.

Not for long.

"Get up."

Jimmy stirred, blinking up at her groggily. "H-huh?"

Chrissy grabbed his arm and yanked him up onto his knees, her blue eyes burning with something new. Something hungry.

"Get the cage," she ordered, her voice sharp and firm.

Jimmy’s eyes widened. "W-what?"

"You heard me, bitch. The chastity cage you showed me yesterday. Go get it. Now."

Jimmy swallowed hard, his little clit twitching at the way she was talking to him. He scrambled out of bed and hurried to the closet, grabbing the small box where he kept his secret toys. His hands were shaking as he brought it to her, his breath uneven.

Chrissy sat cross-legged on the bed, watching him with a smirk. She grabbed the box from his hands and popped it open, pulling out the pink, glittery chastity cage.

"Take off your boxers," she commanded.

Jimmy hesitated for only a second before obeying, his pale, thin body shivering as he stood completely naked before her. His tiny, twitching cock was already leaking.

Chrissy laughed.

"Look at this thing," she sneered, holding up the chastity cage. "This is perfect for you. You get off on all that ‘pussyfree’ and ‘permanent chastity’ shit? Well, guess what? It’s real now."

She grabbed his tiny cock roughly, making him gasp.

Jimmy let out a pathetic little whimper as she locked the chastity cage around his balls and shaft, fitting it perfectly in place. His breath caught as he heard the click.

The lock.

It was done.

Chrissy dangled the key between her fingers, admiring it for a second before slipping it onto a thin chain around her neck. The tiny silver key settled between her perky, firm tits, glinting in the morning light.

Jimmy couldn’t stop staring.

Chrissy smirked, grabbing his chin and giving his cheek a light slap.

"Eyes up, bitch. I own you now."

Jimmy whimpered, his knees shaking.

His pathetic white cock pulsed and pushed against the cage.

"Strip the bed. Do the laundry. Then make me breakfast."

Jimmy was already scurrying around the room, completely naked except for the locked cage between his legs. His pale little ass wiggled as he rushed to complete his tasks.

Chrissy lounged on the couch, laptop open, her legs spread slightly as she scrolled through BNWO forums and chat rooms.

She felt a new kind of power now.

She wasn’t just watching anymore.

She was participating.

She typed out a post:

"White girl and sissy looking for a real Black man to take control. Ready to be owned. No weak boys. Just kings. DMs open."

She hit send.

Her heart raced.

Jimmy returned with a plate of eggs and toast, kneeling beside the couch, offering it up to her with shaking hands.

"Good boy," she purred, taking the plate.

Jimmy beamed, his little cage twitching.

Chrissy grinned, setting the plate aside before grabbing his chin roughly.

SMACK!

Jimmy yelped, his head snapping to the side. His breath came out in a shudder.

Chrissy laughed.

"Oh, you like that, don’t you, sissy?" she teased, grabbing his face and turning it back to her.

Jimmy whimpered, nodding quickly.

Chrissy loved this.

"Get between my legs," she ordered, spreading them wide.

Jimmy didn’t hesitate. He crawled forward, his lips parting as he pressed soft, desperate kisses to her thighs.

Chrissy grabbed the back of his head, shoving him deeper.

"Eat," she demanded.

Jimmy moaned into her, his tongue working hungrily. His little caged clit throbbed as he licked, slurped, worshipped.

Chrissy let out a deep, satisfied moan, her fingers gripping his hair. "Fuck… you really are meant for this, aren’t you?"

Jimmy moaned into her pussy, nodding frantically.

She smirked, grinding her hips against his face, letting herself enjoy this.

This was his place.

This was where he belonged.

Later that afternoon, Chrissy lounged on the couch, sipping a mimosa while Jimmy knelt at her feet, massaging them with delicate, reverent hands.

Her phone buzzed.

A new message.

She unlocked her screen, her heart pounding.

The message was from a Black man.

"You ready to be owned, little white girl?"

Chrissy shivered.

She glanced down at Jimmy, still kneeling, still locked, still helpless.

And then—she smirked.

"Yes, sir. And I have a little sissy that needs training too."

She hit send.

Everything was falling into place.


Chapter Six
The Final Realization

Chrissy’s world had changed.

Her mind was consumed—by BNWO, by the Black kings she had been chatting with, by the slow but undeniable transformation of Jimmy into what he was always meant to be.

A pussyfree, pathetic, whiteboy sissy.

She spent her evenings lounging on the couch, scrolling through messages from dominant Black men who knew exactly how to handle a weak little couple like them. She flirted, sent pictures—nothing too explicit yet, but just enough to tease them, to show them what they would soon own.

Jimmy knelt by her side, naked except for his pink cage, massaging her feet as she ignored him, her focus on the phone.

"One of them asked how tight your little ass is," she mused, glancing down at him.

Jimmy blushed, his little white clit twitching in its cage. "W-what did you say?"

Chrissy smirked. "Told him I’d find out."

That Friday, she did exactly that.

"Bend over the bed."

Jimmy obeyed without hesitation, trembling as he placed his hands on the mattress, his caged clit throbbing in anticipation.

Chrissy stood behind him, twirling the largest butt plug between her fingers—the biggest one from his own collection.

She had spent all week stretching him, working him up to this.

And today?

Today, he was going to take it.

She smirked, spreading his pale little cheeks and pressing the lubed-up plug against his hole.

Jimmy whimpered, gripping the sheets as she slowly pushed it inside.

His body shook as the thickest part stretched him wide, forcing him to take it, to submit.

"Almost there, sissy," she cooed, rubbing his lower back mockingly.

Jimmy gasped, his legs quivering. "It’s so… b-big…"

Chrissy chuckled. "Oh, honey," she said, pressing it all the way in with a firm push. "That’s nothing compared to what’s coming."

The plug locked into place, stretching him open, filling him completely.

Jimmy moaned, his hips twitching, his little cage dripping with frustration.

Chrissy laughed. "Oh my God, you’re leaking already? From just a plug? That is so pathetic."

She reached down and smacked his caged clit, making him yelp.

"Good little pussyfree bitch," she sneered.

The Package Arrived.

That same afternoon, the delivery Chrissy had been waiting for finally arrived.

A black leather strap-on harness and a thick, eight-inch black dildo.

It was nearly identical to the cocks in the videos Jimmy had saved, the ones he had spent hours stroking to, imagining himself as the snow bunny or trans girl being wrecked by a real man.

Chrissy held it in her hands, running her fingers along its length. It was big, thick, heavy.

Just like the real thing would be.

Her stomach clenched with excitement.

She buckled the harness around her waist, adjusting the straps until it was snug against her hips.

Then, she slid the massive dildo into place, looking down at herself in the mirror.

She looked powerful.

She felt powerful.

Jimmy stood frozen in the doorway, his pale little body trembling as his wide, blue eyes locked onto the thick, black strap-on swaying between Chrissy’s legs.

Chrissy smirked, gripping the shaft firmly, stroking it like she had watched so many Black men do in the videos Jimmy had saved.

"See this, sissy?" she purred, her voice dripping with mockery. "This is the only cock that matters now."

Jimmy whimpered, his locked-up little clit twitching pathetically behind the pink cage.

Chrissy took a slow step toward him, the leather harness tight against her hips, the heavy shaft bobbing with every movement.

"On the bed," she ordered.

Jimmy hesitated for only a second before scurrying over, his tiny body obeying instinctively. He crawled onto the mattress, his smooth, pale ass exposed, presenting itself exactly as it should be.

Chrissy grabbed the bottle of lube from the nightstand and slicked her fingers, eyeing the little hole between Jimmy’s trembling cheeks.

"You’ve used toys before," she mused, pressing a finger against his puckered entrance.

Jimmy gasped at the touch, his body instantly relaxing, his muscles practically inviting her in.

Chrissy chuckled.

Her finger slid in effortlessly.

"Oh my God," she sneered. "That was way too easy. You really are a little slut, aren’t you?"

Jimmy whimpered, his face burning with shame.

Chrissy didn’t wait. She added another finger. Then a third.

They all glided in without resistance, his hole stretching around them like it was meant for this.

Jimmy moaned, his caged clit leaking, his body quivering as Chrissy fucked him with her fingers, stretching him open with ease.

She leaned down, whispering into his ear.

"You’ve been training for this, haven’t you, sissy?"

Jimmy let out a desperate whimper. "Y-yes, Mistress Chrissy…"

Chrissy grinned.

She pulled her fingers out with a wet pop and reached for the strap-on.

She ran the thick, lubed-up tip along his stretched hole, smearing the slickness across his skin.

"Ready, little bitch?" she taunted, pressing the tip against his entrance.

Jimmy barely had time to whimper before she pushed in.

The dildo slid inside effortlessly, sinking deep into him with almost zero resistance.

Chrissy froze, staring in shock.

"Jesus fuck," she laughed darkly, gripping his hips. "You took it, just like that? No struggle at all?"

She pulled back slightly, then thrust in again.

Jimmy moaned.

Chrissy smirked, rolling her hips, watching as the thick, black shaft disappeared into him over and over, her sissy boy taking it so easily.

"You are a fucking slut," she growled, slamming into him harder, making his whole body jerk forward with every deep, relentless stroke.

Jimmy’s breath hitched, his little caged clit dripping, his hands clutching the sheets, overwhelmed, ruined, owned.

Chrissy laughed.

"God, you were born for this, weren’t you?" she sneered, pounding into him harder, stretching him, claiming him.

Jimmy’s moans became desperate, his hips pushing back onto the strap-on instinctively, like his body craved it.

Chrissy leaned over him, gripping his hair, whispering into his ear as she fucked him mercilessly.

"You’re never going to be a man again."

Jimmy let out a shattered moan, his body shaking, his last shred of masculinity completely destroyed.

That night, as they lay in bed, Chrissy stared at the ceiling, her mind racing.

She had been watching BNWO videos for hours before coming to bed, and something had finally clicked in place.

She turned to Jimmy, her voice low, firm.

"Be honest with me," she said.

Jimmy gulped. "O-okay…"

"You want it too, don’t you?" she whispered.

Jimmy’s breath hitched.

Chrissy smirked, running her fingers over the key dangling between her tits. "You want Black cock as much as I do, don’t you?"

Jimmy’s entire body tensed.

"I…" He hesitated, his voice barely a whisper. "Yes, Chrissy."

She grinned, her suspicions confirmed.

He wanted this. He had always wanted this.

"You want to be a girl, don’t you?" she pressed.

Jimmy let out a shaky breath. "Yes."

Chrissy chuckled darkly, reaching over to slap him across the face.

SMACK!

Jimmy moaned, his body trembling.

"You’re such a pathetic little sissy," she sneered, grabbing his caged clit and giving it a humiliating squeeze.

Jimmy whimpered. "Th-thank you, Chrissy…"

"That’s Mistress Chrissy now," she corrected, smirking.

Jimmy nodded quickly. "Yes, Mistress Chrissy…"

Chrissy smirked, pushing him onto his back and straddling his face.

"Make yourself useful," she ordered.

Jimmy moaned as she ground down against his tongue, his little caged clit twitching with every desperate, sloppy lick.

Chrissy sighed, completely relaxed, scrolling through her messages as Jimmy pleasured her.

Another Black man had responded.

"Send me a pic. Show me what you’re working with."

Chrissy smirked.

Oh, this was only the beginning.


Jimmy and Chrissy had just gotten engaged a few weeks ago. Jimmy was slight, not much taller than Chrissy, and carried a secret no one knew—he was obsessed with BNWO porn. Every spare moment, he found himself gooning to it, lost in the fantasy. 

Chrissy is texting the Black Dom she has been in touch with. She types, "Can’t wait to see you. We are both eager and ready, Master." He replies, "You better be. Make sure that sissy is on his best behavior." They confirm the time he will be coming over. Her pussy is already wet at the thought of being fucked by a real man instead of her little-dicked hubby.

She hands Jimmy a list of chores. The house needs to be spotless, and she expects him to look his best—completely hair-free, in lingerie, and with glossy lips. "Make sure this house looks perfect, bitch," she orders, her tone sharp. Jimmy is, of course, locked in chastity, his little clit caged, and a butt plug filling him, keeping him properly reminded of his place.

Before heading upstairs to get ready, Chrissy gives Jimmy a sharp slap across the face, just to remind him who’s in charge.

The doorbell rings, cutting through the silence like a knife. Jimmy’s breath catches in his throat. His hands tremble at his sides, his knees weak. This is it. No turning back. His little caged clit strains helplessly, a pathetic reaction to the inevitability of what’s coming.

Chrissy strides to the door without hesitation, her confidence unshaken. She doesn’t look back at him—doesn’t need to. She knows exactly where he belongs. When she swings the door open, the room is filled with an undeniable presence.

Standing in the doorway is him.

The Black Dom is tall, powerful, completely in control. His broad shoulders fill the frame, his deep brown eyes surveying the scene with a smirk that makes Jimmy shrink even smaller. The raw dominance radiating from him is suffocating, crushing, making it clear who the real man in the house is.

Chrissy beams, stepping aside to let him in. She’s glowing. This is what she’s been waiting for.

The Dom barely acknowledges Jimmy at first, as if he’s beneath notice. He steps inside, rolling his shoulders, exuding confidence. When his gaze finally lands on the trembling, feminized sissy standing awkwardly in lingerie, his smirk widens.

"On your knees, bitch."

Jimmy freezes. His entire body tenses. He knows what he’s supposed to do, but the finality of it—the complete submission—makes him hesitate for a split second.

That’s all it takes.

Chrissy’s expression darkens. How dare he? She shoves him down hard, sending him sprawling onto the floor with a gasp. His knees hit the hardwood, his palms slapping down to catch himself. His breathing is ragged, his body quivering.

The Dom chuckles.

"That’s more like it."

He steps forward, towering over Jimmy, the size difference almost laughable. Jimmy dares to look up—just for a second—but immediately regrets it. The amusement in the Dom’s eyes isn’t kind—it’s the smug superiority of a man who knows he owns the room.

Jimmy’s face burns with shame.

Chrissy stands behind him, arms crossed, a satisfied smirk on her lips. "I told you he’d need a little motivation, sir."

The Dom lets out a deep, rumbling laugh. "Oh, don’t worry. I’ll break him in just right."

Jimmy swallows hard, his locked clit throbbing uselessly inside its cage. His new reality has arrived.

The Dom’s smirk deepens as he lifts one leg, extending a polished black boot in front of Jimmy’s trembling face. The leather gleams under the light, pristine—untouched by something as pathetic as him. The weight of the moment settles in his gut like lead.

"Kiss it."

Jimmy’s stomach twists. His breath catches, lips parting slightly in disbelief. His hands curl into trembling fists against the hardwood. He knew this was coming. But knowing it and experiencing it are two entirely different things.

His caged clit throbs uselessly at the raw display of dominance, but shame burns through him even faster. His face is hot, his vision swimming as he hesitates just a second too long.

That’s a mistake.

Chrissy grabs a fistful of his hair, yanking his head forward without hesitation. The sudden pain in his scalp makes him gasp, his lips parting involuntarily as his face is slammed into the Dom’s boot.

"Don’t make him ask twice, bitch." Chrissy’s voice is sharp, commanding, dripping with disappointment.

Jimmy whimpers, his lips pressing desperately against the leather. He lingers, placing slow, reverent kisses as if in prayer. His breath fogs against the cool surface, the taste of polished leather filling his mouth. His entire body is trembling—not just from submission, but from the overwhelming weight of his own degradation.

The Dom watches, his smirk growing. He doesn’t just want obedience. He wants complete surrender.

"That’s right."

The Dom shifts his stance, resting his boot on the back of Jimmy’s head. The weight is suffocating, pressing his face firmly into the floor. Jimmy gasps, the wood cool and unyielding beneath his flushed cheek. His breath stutters, humiliation coursing through every nerve in his body.

"This is where you belong," the Dom rumbles, applying more pressure. "On the ground. At my feet. A pathetic little white bitch with no purpose but to serve."

Chrissy laughs softly, crouching beside them, her fingers tracing the back of Jimmy’s exposed neck.

"Look at you," she coos mockingly. "Pressed under his boot like the worthless little thing you are. You like that, don’t you?"

Jimmy squeezes his eyes shut, humiliated beyond words. His caged clit twitches helplessly, betraying him. He tries to shake his head, to deny it, but the weight of the Dom’s boot keeps him pinned down.

The Dom chuckles darkly, catching the subtle movement. "Oh? You’re trying to shake your head? Trying to pretend you don’t love this?"

Chrissy tilts her head, eyes locked on the visible bulge of his tiny locked clit, the metal glistening between the straps of lace lingerie. She smirks.

"He’s lying," she announces, her voice dripping with amusement. "Look at his little cage. He’s dripping."

Jimmy whimpers, his face burning hotter, the weight of the moment threatening to crush him entirely.

The Dom presses down harder, grinding the sole of his boot against Jimmy’s skull, keeping him in place like an insect underfoot.

"Pathetic," he mutters.

Chrissy sighs, shaking her head as if deeply disappointed. She reaches down and spits onto the hardwood floor, right in front of Jimmy’s face.

"Lick it up."

Jimmy’s breath catches. He hesitates—but just for a moment—until Chrissy grabs his hair again, yanking his head up before slamming it back down.

"I said lick it up, bitch."

His entire body shudders with shame and obedience. His tongue flicks out hesitantly, barely skimming the small puddle of her saliva before he forces himself lower, his shaky breath audible as he laps at the floor like a desperate, broken thing. The taste is humiliatingly sharp, warm, degrading.

Chrissy laughs delightedly.

The Dom chuckles, finally lifting his boot off Jimmy’s head, but the damage is done. Jimmy stays exactly where he is—pressed against the floor, tongue out, panting—his body too overwhelmed to move.

"That’s better," the Dom murmurs, shaking his head in amusement. "You’re finally learning your place."

Chrissy leans in, her voice low and mocking.

"And that place is right here—on the floor, licking up spit, where real men stand over you."

Jimmy’s entire body quivers, his locked clit throbbing in its cage, completely owned.


The Dom grips Chrissy’s chin, forcing her to look up at him. His voice is deep, commanding. "You ready to show me how much you belong to real men?" 

Chrissy nods breathlessly, her body humming with anticipation as she sinks to her knees beside Jimmy.

With a slow, deliberate motion, the Dom unzips his pants, pulling out his thick, heavy cock. It slaps against Chrissy’s flushed cheek, the weight of it sending a shiver through her.

"Open."

She obeys instantly—mouth parted, tongue out, her wide eyes filled with need.

Then, the Dom turns to Jimmy. His smirk is wicked, full of amusement and authority.

"You too, bitch."


Jimmy hesitates, his wide eyes locked onto the massive cock before him. His throat tightens—not just with nerves, but with something deeper, something he’s afraid to name. 

Chrissy notices his hesitation and shoots him a sharp glare. "Don’t make him ask twice."

Shame burns through Jimmy’s chest as he swallows hard. Slowly, hesitantly, he leans in. His lips brush against Chrissy’s as they both press soft, reverent kisses along the thick shaft. Their tongues flick over the heated skin, tracing every vein, every ridge, their mouths working in unison as they lick, suck, and worship.

The Dom lets out a deep, satisfied groan. His large hand tangles in Chrissy’s hair, gripping her firmly before forcing her deeper. She chokes briefly but quickly regains her rhythm, her throat stretching to take more of him.

Jimmy stays at the base, his tongue gliding over the sensitive skin, lapping eagerly at the heavy weight of the Dom’s balls. The raw humiliation pulses through him—serving alongside his superior fiancée, knowing she belongs to a real man while he kneels in submission beside her.

The room fills with the obscene sounds of wet, messy worship—the slurping, the gasping, the desperate, eager hunger of two mouths devoted to their purpose.

With a grunt, the Dom pulls out of Chrissy’s throat, a thick strand of spit connecting her lips to his glistening shaft. She wipes her mouth, breathless, her eyes still heavy with lust.

Then, he turns to Jimmy.

Grabbing his chin, he forces the sissy to meet his gaze. "You love this, don’t you, sissy?"

Jimmy’s breath catches. His locked little clit throbs in its cage, betraying him completely. A helpless whimper escapes his lips as he nods frantically.

The Dom smirks. "Say it."

Jimmy stammers, his voice weak, barely able to form words. "I… I love serving Black men…"

A deep chuckle rumbles from the Dom’s chest. "Good little bitch."

His gaze shifts to Chrissy, amusement flickering in his dark eyes. "He’s gonna stay locked forever, isn’t he?"

Chrissy’s lips curl into a slow, knowing smile. She glances down at Jimmy’s dripping cage, watching the pathetic twitching of his useless little clit.

She licks her lips.

"Of course, Sir. He’s not a man anymore."

The Dom grins, satisfied. "That’s what I like to hear."

Chrissy reaches down, giving Jimmy’s caged clit a teasing little slap. He gasps, his whole body shuddering with a mix of pain and pleasure.

She leans in, whispering into his ear, her voice dripping with authority.

"And you never will be again."



Chapter Seven
Total Control
  

Jimmy knelt at Chrissy’s feet, completely naked except for his pink, glittery chastity cage. His hands rested on his thighs, palms up, his posture perfect—just as he had been trained. His face was freshly made up, soft pink lipstick smeared slightly from earlier use, and his long lashes fluttered as he looked up at her with devoted, submissive eyes.

Chrissy, lounging in their bed, traced the key to his cage along her collarbone, twirling it idly as she scrolled through her phone. Her legs were spread lazily, one bent at the knee, the other draped over their Black Dom’s thick, muscled thigh. His presence filled the room, radiating dominance without even trying. He sat comfortably beside her, sipping from a glass of whiskey, his cock already half-hard, glistening with the remnants of Chrissy’s earlier worship.

Jimmy could still taste him.

Chrissy smirked down at her sissy. “You understand this is permanent, don’t you?”

Jimmy nodded, his breath catching. “Y-yes, Mistress Chrissy.”

“Say it properly.”

His throat tightened. “I understand that I am permanently locked. I will never be a man again. I live to serve you, Mistress Chrissy… and to worship real men.”

Chrissy chuckled, pleased. “Good girl.”

She turned to the Dom, running her fingers along his thick thigh. “What do you think? Does she deserve a reward?”

The Dom let out a deep, rumbling laugh. “A reward?” He leaned forward, gripping Jimmy’s chin roughly, forcing him to meet his gaze. “Sissies don’t get rewards. Sissies get used.”

Jimmy whimpered.

Chrissy sighed contentedly, stretching out like a spoiled queen. “That’s exactly why I love this,” she purred, running her fingers up the Dom’s abs before wrapping her hand around his thick shaft.

Jimmy’s caged clit throbbed painfully as he watched Chrissy stroke it, her small hand struggling to take in the sheer size of him. She licked her lips, her own body already responding, already soaked.

She looked down at Jimmy again, tilting her head. “Go on, baby. Show Sir how grateful you are that he’s taking care of me.”

Jimmy hesitated for only a second before crawling forward, his face burning with humiliation as he pressed his lips to the base of the Dom’s cock. He kissed it reverently, then again, his tongue flicking out tentatively.

Chrissy smirked, gripping the back of his head. “No hesitation. Worship it properly.”

Jimmy obeyed, his tongue trailing up the thick shaft, his body shuddering as he licked, kissed, and sucked alongside his fiancée. Chrissy guided him, moaning softly as she deep-throated the thick cock, showing Jimmy exactly what she expected of him.

“You love this, don’t you?” the Dom taunted, gripping Jimmy’s hair and shoving him deeper. “Pathetic little bitch, serving a real man while your fiancée gets what she truly needs.”

Chrissy pulled off with a wet gasp, wiping her mouth. “Mmm, you hear that, sissy?” she teased, watching the way Jimmy’s locked clit twitched uncontrollably. “You’re nothing but a little cuck faggot now. It’s official.”

Jimmy moaned, his face flushed red with shame.

“Tell him.”

Jimmy swallowed hard. “I-I’m a cuck faggot…”

The Dom chuckled, gripping his chin tighter. “Say it properly, bitch.”

Tears pricked Jimmy’s eyes as he whispered: “I’m a worthless cuck faggot. I don’t deserve to be a man. I belong locked up while real men use my wife.”

Chrissy moaned at the sound of it, grinding against the Dom’s thigh. “God, that’s fucking hot.”

She turned to their Dom, eyes shining with pure submission. “Please, Sir. Fuck me now. Show my little bitch exactly what a real man is.”

The Dom smirked, yanking Jimmy back by his hair and tossing him aside like a used toy. “Watch.”

Jimmy scrambled onto his knees, trembling as Chrissy got into position, her perfect bubble butt lifted high as she presented herself to the only man in the room who truly mattered.

“Please, Sir,” she moaned, wiggling her hips. “Make me yours.”

With one swift thrust, he buried himself inside her.

Chrissy screamed in pleasure, her fingers clutching the sheets as the Dom pounded into her, stretching her in ways Jimmy never could. The wet, obscene sounds of their bodies colliding filled the room.

Jimmy whimpered, his cage dripping uncontrollably as he watched. The power difference was undeniable. Chrissy wasn’t just getting fucked.

She was getting owned.

She moaned his name over and over, nails dragging down the sheets as she took every inch, her pussy swallowing him whole.

“Fuck yes—claim me, Sir! Show my little bitch how a real man fucks!”

The Dom grunted, slamming into her even harder. “That’s right, slut. You were made for this.”

Jimmy could barely breathe. His whole body trembled as he watched the love of his life submit completely to another man. His locked clit throbbed, desperate and untouched, while Chrissy came again and again, screaming in pleasure, her body writhing beneath true dominance.

Then—the moment of finality.

The Dom groaned, gripping Chrissy’s hips even tighter. “Where do you want it, slut?”

Chrissy gasped, looking back at Jimmy, her expression wicked, victorious. “Inside me, Sir. Please. I want to be bred.”

Jimmy whimpered, his vision blurring as the Dom slammed into her one last time, his cock twitching, filling her up completely.

Chrissy moaned deeply, her body shuddering as she took every last drop.

Jimmy collapsed to the floor, his little cage throbbing painfully, his humiliation now absolute.

Chrissy turned onto her back, sighing happily as the Dom pulled out, his thick seed already leaking from her well-used hole.

She glanced at Jimmy with a lazy, satisfied smile.

“Clean me up, sissy.”

Jimmy crawled forward, his face burning with humiliation and need.

And as his tongue flicked out, tasting the mix of Chrissy and her superior’s seed, he knew—this was his life now.

There was no escape.

Only submission.

Forever.


Authors Note 

No matter who you are, where you come from, or what fantasies you explore—you are loved, valued, and worthy.

Fiction is a space for imagination, exploration, and self-discovery, but in the real world, respect, kindness, and consent are what truly matter. Always honor yourself and those around you.

Stay safe, stay true to yourself, and remember—you are enough, just as you are.

With love,
Amy Pink
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