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	This is a work of fiction intended for adult audiences only. All characters depicted are 18 years of age or older. All sexual acts are portrayed as fully consensual between adults. No characters are related by blood or marriage. This story is purely fictional and created for entertainment purposes only. The events, characters, and settings are entirely fictional and do not depict real people or real events. Reader discretion is advised.



	
CHAPTER 1 GOONER

	The glow of the laptop screen was the only light in the small, cluttered bedroom. Ethan, barely 18, sat cross-legged on his unmade bed, his skinny body hunched over the computer. His long, sandy-blonde hair fell over his blue eyes, which were wide and unblinking, fixed on the video playing in front of him. The sounds of deep, rhythmic grunts and high-pitched moans filled the air, the kind of porn he'd been addicted to for so long, Black New World Order, where powerful Black men claimed trembling white boys like him, turning them into something else entirely. His little four-inch cock twitched in his boxer briefs, painfully hard but untouched, as he watched a scene of a pretty sissy in pink lace panties and a matching bra choking on a massive Black cock. That could be me, he thought, his heart pounding with a mix of shame and hunger.

	Ethan's room was a mess. A skateboard leaned against the wall, its edges chipped from half-hearted attempts to seem tough. A pair of dumbbells gathered dust in the corner, bought to bulk up his scrawny, almost hairless body but barely used. He was short, barely 5'4", and his androgynous face, soft cheekbones, full lips, made him look younger than his age, like a boy who hadn't quite grown into himself. He hated it. Hated how people called him "cute" instead of strong. Hated how his voice cracked when he tried to sound confident. But in the dark, alone, he didn't have to pretend. He could be what he really was: a broken, lonely boy who craved something he couldn't name.

	Under his bed, hidden in a shoebox, were his secrets. A pair of lacy pink panties he'd bought online, too ashamed to buy them in a store. At night, when the house was quiet, he'd slip them on, the fabric hugging his tiny balls and cock, making him feel delicate, exposed. He'd kneel on the floor, his black dildo suctioned to the wall, and practice, his lips stretching around the silicone as he imagined it was real. You're such a pathetic slut, he'd whisper to himself, mimicking the voices from the videos, his face burning with humiliation. The dildo was long enough to make him gag, enough to fill his ass. He'd fuck himself with it, slow and deep, his eyes rolling back as he pictured a strong Black Daddy towering over him, claiming him, breaking him.

	[image: Image][image: Image]Tonight, though, the videos weren't enough. He paused the video, the screen frozen on a close-up of a sissy's tear-streaked face, and buried his face in his hands. Why am I like this? His thoughts spiralled. He wasn't normal. Normal guys didn't dream of being owned by a Black man, didn't jerk off to fantasies of being feminized, of being called "bitch" or 'Glut." Normal guys didn't feel empty without a Daddy to tell them what to do. He wanted to be tough, to be someone else, but every time he tried, it felt like a lie. The truth was in the panties, in the dildo, in the way his body shivered when he imagined a deep voice commanding him to kneel.

	He stood, shaky, and pulled out the shoebox. The dildo was there, black and shiny. He hesitated, then grabbed it, his fingers trembling as he suctioned it to the floor. He slid the panties on, the lace tight against his smooth skin, and knelt, his knees aching on the hardwood floor. Just for a little while, he told himself, but he knew it was a lie. He needed this. Needed to feel small, used, wanted. He bent over and opened his mouth, taking the dildo deep, sliding into his throat as he forced it in. His little cock leaked into the panties, a wet spot forming, and he moaned, the sound muffled and pathetic.

	In his mind, it wasn't rubber. It was him—the kind of man he saw in the videos, older, muscular, with a thick, veiny cock that could split him open. A Black Daddy who'd see through Ethan's fake bravado, who'd grab his long hair and force him to submit. You're mine, little bitch, the imaginary voice growled, and Ethan's whole body trembled, his hips rocking as he fucked the air, desperate for something real.

	The next day, Ethan was at the local coffee shop, trying to play the part of the tough guy. He wore a too-big hoodie and ripped jeans, his hair tied back in a messy bun, but his delicate features betrayed him. He slouched in a corner booth, scrolling through his phone, when he walked in. The man was everything Ethan wasn't: tall, broad-shouldered, his dark skin gleaming. He was maybe 40, his shaved head and tight black shirt screaming confidence. Ethan's eyes darted to the bulge in the man's jeans, unmistakable even from across the room, and his mouth went dry. Oh God, he's perfect.

	The man ordered a latte, his deep voice carrying over the hum of the shop, and Ethan couldn't stop staring. His heart raced, his palms sweaty. He's a Daddy. He has to be. The thought was electric, terrifying. Ethan tried to look away, to focus on his phone, but his eyes kept drifting back, lingering on the man's thick arms, his massive hands. When the man turned, their eyes met for a split second, and Ethan froze, his face flushing bright red. The man's lips curled into a knowing smirk, like he could see every filthy thought in Ethan's head.

	Ethan's mind was a storm. He knows. He knows I'm a fag, a sissy, a pathetic little slut. He wanted to run, to hide, but his body wouldn't move. The man didn't approach, just took his coffee and left, but that smirk stayed burned in Ethan's [image: Image]memory. That night, alone again, Ethan fucked himself harder than ever, the dildo slamming into his hole as he sobbed, picturing that man's face, that bulge, that power. I need him. I need a Daddy. He didn't know how, but he knew he'd find him again. He had to.



	
CHAPTER 2 THE GYM

	The gym was loud with clanging weights and men's voices, a place Ethan didn't belong but forced himself to go. At 18, he thought lifting might make him look less like a delicate boy, more like the tough guy he pretended to be. His skinny arms strained under a 20-pound barbell, his long blonde hair slipping from its bun and sticking to his sweaty forehead. His blue eyes darted nervously around the room, hyper-aware of the muscular men around him, their confidence a stark contrast to his own fragility. He wore a baggy tank top and shorts, but they only highlighted his small body, his smooth, hairless legs looking more like a girl's than a man's. Just finish the set and leave, he thought, his heart racing with the familiar mix of shame and longing.

	Then he saw him. The man from the coffee shop. He was here, across the gym, lifting weight that looked heavier than

	Ethan's entire body. His black skin glistened with sweat, his tight compression shirt hugging every ripple of muscle that bulged with each rep. Ethan's eyes locked onto the man's crotch, the outline of his massive bulge unmistakable in his gym shorts. Oh fuck, it's him. Ethan's little cock twitched in his shorts, a humiliating need that made his face burn. He tried to look away, to focus on his pathetic lift, but his body betrayed him, his hands trembling as he fumbled the barbell back onto the rack.

	The man set down his weights with a controlled thud and turned, his dark eyes scanning the room. They landed on Ethan. That same smirk from the coffee shop curled the man's lips, slow and predatory, as if he could smell Ethan's desperation from across the gym. Ethan's knees were weak. He knows. He fucking knows. He wanted to run, to hide his flushed cheeks and the embarrassing tent in his shorts, but his feet were glued to the floor.

	The man approached, his strides long and deliberate, each step making Ethan's heart pound harder. He was older, maybe 40, with a shaved head and a presence that filled the space around him. Up close, he was even more imposing, towering over Ethan's 5'4" frame, his muscular chest level with Ethan's face. The scent of his sweat—musky, masculine—hit Ethan like a drug, making his head spin. "You lost, kid?" the man asked, his voice deep and smooth, laced with amusement. His eyes raked over Ethan, lingering on his delicate features, his long hair, the way his lips parted in nervous panic.

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]"N-no, I'm just... lifting," Ethan stammered, his voice cracking. He tried to square his shoulders, to sound tough, but it came out like a squeak. God, I sound like a fucking girl. His face burned hotter, his hands fidgeting at his sides as he avoided the man's gaze. But his eyes kept drifting downward, to that bulge, so thick and heavy it seemed to mock Ethan's tiny, useless cock.

	The man chuckled, a low, rumbling sound that made Ethan's stomach flip. "Lifting, huh? Looks like you're struggling with more than just the weights." He stepped closer, close enough that Ethan could feel the heat radiating off him. The gym seemed to fade away, the other voices and noises drowned out by the pounding in Ethan's ears. The man reached out, his massive hand grabbing Ethan's chin, forcing his head up to meet his gaze. Ethan whimpered, the sound escaping before he could stop it, his blue eyes wide with fear and need.

	"You're not fooling me, little bitch," the man whispered, his voice dropping to a growl, each word dripping with authority. "l see you. Staring at my dick like a hungry slut. Bet your little clit is dripping just thinking about it." His thumb pressed against Ethan's lower lip, rough and possessive, and Ethan's knees nearly buckled. He's right. I'm pathetic. I want it so bad. His mind was a whirlwind of shame and arousal, his little cock leaking into his shorts. He wanted to deny it, to pull away, but he didn't move.

	"P-please," Ethan whispered, barely audible, not even sure what he was begging for. His cheeks were crimson, his lips trembling under the man's thumb. The word felt like a surrender, a crack in the fragile mask of toughness he'd worn for years.

	The man's smirk widened, his grip tightening on Ethan's chin. "Please what, princess? You think you can just bat those pretty eyes and get what you want?" He leaned in, his breath hot against Ethan's ear. "You're gonna have to earn it. And trust me, I'm gonna make you work." He released Ethan's face, stepping back with a casual arrogance that left Ethan reeling. The man grabbed a towel, slung it over his shoulder, and walked toward the locker room, not looking back.

	Ethan stood frozen, his chest heaving, his body trembling with a mix of humiliation and desire. He called me princess. He saw right through me. His mind replayed every word, every touch, his hole clenching at the thought of what "earning it" might mean. He glanced around, terrified someone had seen, but the gym was oblivious, the other men lost in their own routines. Ethan stumbled to a bench, collapsing onto it, his hands shaking as he tried to process what had just happened.

	His panties—the pink ones he'd worn under his shorts, a secret rebellion—felt tighter now, soaked with his own precum.[image: Image]

	[image: Image]He knew he should leave, go home, forget this ever happened. But the thought of that man, that Daddy, waiting in the locker room, his thick cock ready to claim him, was too much. He stood, his legs shaky, and took a hesitant step toward the locker room. I can't stop. I need him. The thought was terrifying, exhilarating, and as he pushed open the door, he knew there was no going back.



	
CHAPTER 3 THE LOCKER ROOM

	The locker room was warm and humid and smelled like sweat, its dim lighting casting long shadows across the tiled floor. Ethan's sneakers squeaked as he stepped inside, his heart thudding so violently he thought it might burst. The door swung shut behind him with a thud. He shouldn't be here. He knew that. But the memory of the man's grip on his chin, his mocking words—little bitch—pulled him forward like a leash. His pink panties, hidden under his gym shorts, clung to his skin, soaked with precum from their encounter. His tiny four-inch cock ached as his blue eyes scanned the rows of lockers for him.

	Marcus emerged from a side doorway. He'd stripped off his compression shirt, his chiselled torso gleaming under the flickering lights, a towel slung low around his hips. The bulge beneath it was a thick outline that made Ethan's knees weak. Marcus didn't speak at first, just crooked a finger, beckoning Ethan toward the back of the locker room, where a narrow hallway led to a storage area. Ethan hesitated, his breath shallow, his mind screaming at him to run. This is crazy. He could hurt me. But his body moved, obedient, drawn to the promise of everything he'd fantasized about in those late-night BNWO porn sessions.

	The storage room was cramped, stacked with old gym mats and cleaning supplies, the air stale and warm. Marcus closed the door behind them, making Ethan flinch. "On your knees," Marcus said, his voice low and commanding, not a request but an order. His dark eyes bored into Ethan, stripping away the last scraps of his fake toughness. Ethan's legs buckled, and he dropped to the cold concrete, as he stared up at the towering figure before him. He's so big. So strong. His mouth watered, his hole twitching under the panties, already imagining what was coming.

	Marcus stepped closer, the towel falling to the floor. His cock sprang free, eight inches of thick, veiny blackness, his big cum-filled balls hanging low. Ethan gasped, his eyes wide, the sight more intimidating than any dildo he'd ever used.

	"Look at you, drooling already," Marcus sneered, grabbing a fistful of Ethan's long blonde hair and yanking his head back. "Bet you've been dreaming about this, haven't you? Sucking a real Black Daddy's cock like the pathetic sissy you are."

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]Ethan whimpered, the words cutting deep, each one a humiliating truth he couldn't deny. "Y-yes," he stammered, his voice barely a whisper, his cheeks flaming. I'm disgusting. I'm exactly what he says. His hands twitched at his sides, wanting to touch himself, to relieve the unbearable pressure in his little cock, but he didn't dare. Marcus's grip tightened, pulling Ethan's face closer until his lips brushed the tip of Marcus's cock, the musky scent overwhelming, intoxicating.

	"Open that slut mouth," Marcus growled, his free hand slapping Ethan's cheek, making him yelp. The sting sent a jolt through Ethan's body, his cock leaking more into the panties, his mind spiralling. He parted his lips, trembling, and Marcus didn't wait, thrusting forward to fill Ethan's mouth. The thickness stretched his jaw, the salty taste flooding his senses. [image: Image]Ethan gagged, his throat convulsing as Marcus pushed deeper, relentless. "That's it, choke on it," Marcus taunted, his voice dripping with contempt. "Show me what a desperate little fag you are."

	Tears streamed down Ethan's face, his blue eyes glistening as he struggled to breathe, his hands clutching Marcus's thighs for balance. I can't do this. It's too much. But he was trying, his tongue swirling, desperate to please. The humiliation was electric, every degrading word fuelling his arousal. He'd watched scenes like this a hundred times—sissies gagging on Black cocks, their faces coated with spit and tears—but living it was different, raw, overwhelming. His little balls ached, his hole clenching as he imagined Marcus fucking his ass.

	Marcus fucked Ethan's mouth with slow, deliberate thrusts, each one forcing a wet, sloppy sound that echoed in the small [image: Image]room. "You're nothing but a hole," he said, his voice cold, his hand twisting Ethan's hair harder. "A pretty white bitch for Black cock. Say it." He pulled out just enough for Ethan to gasp for air, spit dripping down his chin.

	"I-I'm a pretty white bitch," Ethan choked out, his voice hoarse, the words burning his throat as he said them. I'm his. I'm really his. The admission broke something inside him, a dam of shame and need bursting open. He leaned forward, eager, [image: Image]taking Marcus's cock back into his mouth without being told, sucking with a frantic hunger that made Marcus laugh.

	"That's my slut," Marcus said, his tone almost approving, but his thrusts grew faster, more urgent, his cock swelling against Ethan's tongue. Ethan's heart raced, his knees aching against the hard floor, but he was exactly where he'd dreamed of being—on his knees, serving a Black king. His first time, and it felt like his purpose was finally clear. The taste of Marcus's [image: Image]cock, salty and musky, filled his senses, and he moaned around it, lost in worship.

	Suddenly, Marcus groaned, his grip tightening in Ethan's hair. "Take it, bitch," he growled, and his cock pulsed, flooding Ethan's mouth with thick, hot cum. The taste was bitter, overwhelming, coating his tongue and throat as Ethan struggled to swallow, some spilling past his lips to drip onto his chin. His eyes watered, but a shameful joy surged through him. I'm his. I'm worthy. He kept sucking gently, milking every drop, savouring the moment he'd fantasized about for so long.

	Marcus pulled out, his cock glistening, and grabbed Ethan's face, forcing him to look up. "Thank me for feeding you, sissy," he demanded, his voice dripping with dominance.

	"Thank you, sir," Ethan whispered, his voice trembling with awe, cum and spit still slick on his lips. "Thank you for... for letting me taste you." His cheeks burned, but his heart swelled with twisted pride, kneeling there, used and claimed.

	Marcus smirked, then spat, the warm saliva hitting Ethan's cheek and sliding down his face. "You're gonna be my fulltime bitch now, understand? This is just the start." He slapped Ethan again, harder this time, the sound ringing in Ethan's ears. Then he leaned down, his voice low and commanding. "Give me your phone number, bitch. You're mine now, and I'm gonna call you when I want that mouth again." Ethan, still trembling, stammered out the digits, his heart pounding with fear and thrill as Marcus typed them into his phone, a predatory grin spreading across his face.

	Ethan collapsed forward, his body shaking. He used me. He fucking used me. His panties were soaked, his little cock throbbing, his face a mess. He should feel violated, ashamed, but all he felt was need—need for more, for Marcus's voice, his hands, his cock. He touched his face and licked the cum off his fingers, and he moaned.

	 

	


CHAPTER 4 CONTROL

	Ethan's phone buzzed on his nightstand, the sound slicing through the quiet of his tiny bedroom. It was 2 a.m., three days since Marcus had left him on his knees in the gym's storage room, face smeared with spit and cum. He hadn't seen Marcus since, but the memory was a constant ache that kept his little four-inch cock hard. He'd barely slept, his nights spent scrolling BNWO porn, fucking his hole with a dildo, and replaying Marcus's words: You're gonna be my full-time bitch now.

	The phone buzzed again. He grabbed it, his hands trembling, and saw the text from an unknown number.

	Send me a pic. Now slut.

	Ethan's blue eyes went wide in the dark. It's him. Daddy. His fingers hovered over the screen, a flicker of fear mixing with the desperate need that had consumed him since the locker room. He should block the number, pretend it never happened. But his body was already moving, sliding off the bed, peeling off his oversized T-shirt and boxers. He had panties on, addicted to the way they made him feel. He stood in front of a mirror, his skinny, hairless body trembling, and snapped a shaky selfie, the flash catching his flushed cheeks and long blonde hair. He sent it, his stomach twisting with shame. What am I doing? I'm such a fucking loser.

	The reply came fast. 

	Good girl. Now get that pathetic body smooth. I want every hair from your eyebrows down gone. Don't make Daddy wait.

	Ethan's heart pounded, his little cock leaking into the panties as he read the words good girl. He stood in his cramped bathroom, and stripped off the panties, his tiny balls and cock looking even smaller in the mirror. He wants me smooth. Like a girl. Like his girl.

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]He lathered his legs first, the cream cold against his skin, and dragged the razor up, each stroke making him feel more exposed, more vulnerable. His legs were already nearly hairless, but Marcus's order demanded perfection. He moved to his armpits, then his crotch, wincing as the blade grazed his sensitive balls. This is crazy. I'm shaving for him. I'm his. His mind flooding with images of Marcus's thick, eight-inch cock, those big cum-filled balls he'd worshiped. When he was done, his body was slick and bare, every inch smooth. He ran his hands over his legs, shivering at how soft they felt, how feminine.

	Another text buzzed. 

	Panties only from now on. No more boy clothes. Lip gloss. Eyeliner. Send a vid, princess.[image: Image]

	Ethan's face burned, his reflection in the mirror showing a boy who didn't look like a boy anymore. He rummaged through his secret stash, pulling out a tube of clear lip gloss he'd bought at a drugstore and a cheap eyeliner pencil he'd never dared use outside his room. His hands shook as he applied the gloss, his full lips shining, then traced the eyeliner, smudging it around his blue eyes. The effect was startling—his delicate features popped, his lashes looking longer, his face unmistakably girlish. I look like a slut. Daddy's slut. He slipped the panties back on, they hugged his smooth skin, and set up his phone to record.

	In the video, he posed, hesitant at first, then bolder, turning to show his little ass, the panties barely covering it. "I-I did what you said, Daddy," he whispered, his voice cracking, the words feeling both wrong and perfect. He sent it, his heart [image: Image]racing, and waited, kneeling on his bed, the dildo he'd used earlier beside him. The reply came with a photo—Marcus's massive cock, hard and glistening, a bead of precum at the tip.

	Tomorrow, 8 PM. My place. Wear the panties and have that makeup on. You're mine now, bitch. 

	Marcus sent his address on the edge of town.

	Ethan moaned, his fingers slipping into the panties to touch his tiny cock. He was at Marcus's mercy, and he loved it. The next evening, he stood outside Marcus's apartment, his body trembling under a hoodie and sweatpants—his last attempt at hiding. Underneath, the pink panties clung to him, the lip gloss and eyeliner making his face look younger and feminine.

	He knocked, his knees weak, and Marcus opened the door, shirtless, his muscular frame filling the doorway.

	"Strip," Marcus said, his voice a low growl, his dark eyes raking over Ethan like he was property. Ethan fumbled, kicking off his shoes, peeling off the hoodie and sweats until he stood in just the panties, his smooth body exposed. Marcus grabbed his arm, pulling him inside, and slammed the door. "Look at you, all dolled up for Daddy," he mocked, circling Ethan like a predator. Checking Ethan's skin, his fingers rough as they traced his legs, his ass, his balls. "Smooth. Good. You're learning."

	He pushed Ethan to his knees, his massive hand on the back of Ethan's neck. "Kiss my boots," he ordered, his voice sharp, unrelenting. "And lick 'em clean, bitch." Ethan obeyed, his lips trembling as they pressed against the cool, polished leather of Marcus's boots, the scent of leather and power filling his senses. His tongue darted out, tentative at first, then more eagerly, lapping at the surface, tasting the leather and dust. His ass was in the air, panties taut, his face burning with shame but his heart racing with twisted devotion. I'm his. This is where I belong. Marcus laughed, a cruel, satisfied sound, watching Ethan. "That's where you belong, bitch. Get used to it." Ethan's mind was a storm of shame and need, he knew he'd never be free again.


CHAPTER 5 FIRST FUCK

	Ethan stood in Marcus's dimly lit apartment, the air thick with the scent of leather and musk. His smooth, shaved body trembled under the pink panties, the lace stretched tight over his tiny, leaking cock. The lip gloss on his lips was shiny, [image: Image]black eyeliner making his eyes look even bigger as he blinked nervously. It was 8:15 p.m., and Marcus had already inspected him, his rough hands going over every inch of his pale skin. Now, Marcus sat on a worn leather couch, his muscular body sprawled out, his sweatpants doing little to hide the thick, eight-inch cock Ethan couldn't stop staring at. He's my king. My BNWO god. The thought made Ethan's hole twitch, thinking about the porn he'd binged for months, scenes of white boys like him broken and owned.

	Marcus held a small black buttplug in his hand, gleaming with lube. "Crawl over here, sissy," he commanded, his deep voice cutting through Ethan's haze. "Time to prep that tight little hole for Daddy." Ethan dropped to his hands and knees, his face burning as he crawled across the hardwood floor, the panties riding up to expose his smooth ass. I was born for this, he thought, the BNWO mantra echoing in his head. Born to serve Black kings. His little cock throbbed, useless, as he reached Marcus and knelt between his spread legs.

	Marcus grabbed Ethan's long blonde hair, yanking his head back to force eye contact. "You know what you are, don't you?" he said, his dark eyes glinting with cruel certainty. "A white slut bred for the BNWO. Built to take Black cock and love it." He held the plug to Ethan's lips. "Kiss it. Show Daddy you're grateful." Ethan's lips trembled as he pressed them to the cold silicone, his blue eyes locked on Marcus's, humiliation flooding him. He's right. I need this. I need to be his. The act felt like a vow, a surrender to the world he'd worshipped in secret.

	"Turn around," Marcus ordered, releasing Ethan's hair. Ethan obeyed, presenting his ass, his face pressed to the floor as[image: Image] Marcus tugged the panties down to his thighs. "Look at that pretty pink hole," Marcus mocked, his fingers spreading

	Ethan's cheeks, exposing him. "Already twitching for Daddy." He pressed the plug against Ethan's entrance, slow at first, [image: Image]then harder, forcing it past the tight ring. Ethan gasped, the stretch burning, his body tensing as the plug settled deep inside. "Keep it in all day," Marcus said, slapping Ethan's ass hard enough to leave a red handprint. "You don't take it out 'til I say."

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]Ethan whimpered, every movement making his hole clench around it. "Y-yes, Daddy," he whispered, his voice shaking, his cock hard and throbbing. Marcus stood, pulling Ethan to his feet by the arm, and dragged him to a full-length mirror in the corner. "Look at yourself," he growled, forcing Ethan to face his reflection. The boy in the mirror was unrecognizable— lips glossy, eyes lined, body smooth and delicate, the plug's base visible between his cheeks. I'm not a boy anymore. I'm his sissy. The thought made Ethan's knees buckle, but Marcus held him up, his grip bruising.

	"Time to break you in," Marcus said, shoving Ethan toward a low table. He bent Ethan over it, face down, ass up, the plug shifting inside him with every rough movement. Marcus stripped off his sweatpants, his massive cock springing free, thick and veiny, precum dripping from the tip. Marcus pulled the plug out with a wet pop, leaving Ethan's hole gaping and empty. "Beg for it, bitch," Marcus said, his voice low and menacing, his cock brushing Ethan's entrance. "Tell Daddy you need to be owned."

	"Please, Daddy," Ethan sobbed, his voice breaking, tears spilling down his cheeks. "Fuck me. Own me. Make me your slut." The words poured out, raw and desperate, every syllable a surrender. Marcus laughed, a cruel sound that made Ethan's cock twitch. "You moan like a bitch in heat," he taunted, and then he thrust, his cock buried in Ethan in one brutal push.[image: Image]

	Ethan whimpered, the pain white-hot, his hole stretching beyond anything his dildos had prepared him for. But the pain [image: Image]melted into something else—pleasure, overwhelming and primal, as Marcus's began to stroke and his cock filled him completely. "Fuck, you're tight," Marcus grunted, his hands gripping Ethan's hips, slamming into him with relentless force.

	Ethan gripped the table, his body rocking with each thrust, the sound of skin slapping skin filling the room. It's too much. It's perfect. His little cock bounced uselessly, his balls aching, his mind blank except for the rhythm of Daddy's cock claiming him. It felt so good to finally feel a real Black cock deep inside him.

	"You moaning 'cause it hurts or 'cause you love it?" Marcus mocked, leaning over to grab Ethan's hair, pulling his head back to see his face in the mirror. "Look at you, sobbing like a fucked-out whore." Ethan's eyes met his reflection, his lips parted, drool mixing with tears, his eyeliner smeared. He was ruined, and he wanted more. "l love it, Daddy," he gasped, his voice a broken whine, his hole clenching around Marcus's cock, desperate for more.

	Marcus fucked him harder, his balls slapping Ethan's tiny ones, each thrust a reminder of who owned him. "This is your place," he growled, his voice hard. "Under Black cock, serving the BNWO. You'll never be anything else." Ethan moaned, the words searing into him, his body trembling as he neared the edge, his cock untouched but ready to orgasm. When Marcus came, it was with a roar, his cock pulsing deep inside, filling Ethan with hot, thick cum. Ethan collapsed, sobbing, his [image: Image]own pathetic dribble leaking onto the table, his body shaking with the intensity of being fucked.

	Marcus pulled out, leaving Ethan's hole gaping, cum dripping down his thigh. "Stay there," he ordered, smacking Ethan's ass. "Keep that cum in you." Ethan nodded, too overwhelmed to speak, his body and soul belonging to Marcus, to the BNWO he was born to serve.

	 

	
CHAPTER 6 CHASTITY

	Ethan knelt on the cold floor of Marcus's apartment, his smooth, shaved body trembling in nothing but pink panties, the fabric stained from his cum constantly leaking. Used to masturbating once or twice a day to BNWO porn, he was so needy, each throb only deepening his obsession with being humiliated. His lips shimmered with fresh gloss, his blue eyes rimmed with smudged eyeliner, his long blonde hair pulled into a messy ponytail—every detail screaming sissy. The plug Marcus had forced into his hole that morning still stretched him, a constant reminder of the brutal fucking he'd taken, Daddy's cum still inside him. His tiny four-inch cock throbbed, aching for release, but Ethan knew better than to touch it. I'm not a man. I'm Daddy's bitch. The BNWO porn he'd worshipped for months had taught him that, and Marcus was making it real.

	Marcus stood over him, his dark skin gleaming under the dim light. His thick, eight-inch cock a cruel tease Ethan could never ignore. In his hand was a small, pink chastity cage—half an inch long, a humiliating prison for Ethan's already pathetic clitty. "You don't need that little thing," Marcus said, his voice a low growl, his eyes cold with dominance. "Sissies like you are pussyfree for life. Your throat and boi pussy is all you got, and it belongs to Black cock." He tossed the cage onto a nearby table, but his other hand held something else, a leather strap, heavy and thick, perfect for discipline.

	Ethan's heart raced, his tiny balls tightening in fear as Marcus stepped closer. "P-please, Daddy," he whimpered, his voice high and broken, his eyes darting to the strap. "I'll be good. I don't need... don't need my balls." The words felt like acid, but they were true. I'm nothing. Just a slut for the BNWO. Marcus smirked, grabbing Ethan's chin and forcing his gaze up.[image: Image]

	"You're damn right you don't," he said. "But I'm gonna make sure you feel it. Every fucking second."

	Marcus knelt, his massive hand cupping Ethan's little balls through the panties, squeezing until Ethan gasped, pain shooting through him. "These are useless," Marcus sneered, his grip tightening, the pressure unbearable. "Might as well crush 'em." He yanked the panties down, exposing Ethan's smooth, hairless sack, the tiny orbs vulnerable and pale. Ethan's breath caught in his throat, tears welling as Marcus slapped his balls with the strap—hard, the sound echoing in the room. Ethan screamed, his body jerking, the pain like fire exploding in his core. "Stop, Daddy, please!" he sobbed, his hands instinctively moving to protect himself.

	[image: Image][image: Image]Marcus grabbed Ethan's wrists, pinning them behind his back with one hand, the strap landing again, harder. "You don't tell me to stop, bitch," he growled, striking Ethan's balls twice more, each hit precise, the leather biting into the tender flesh. Ethan's screams turned to choked sobs, his body shaking, his little cock twitching despite the agony—or because of it. His mind was a mess, the pain blending with the humiliation, the truth of Marcus's words sinking in: he didn't need his balls. He was a sissy, built for Black superiors, his body a toy for their pleasure.

	"Beg for it," Marcus ordered, pausing, the strap held over Ethan's reddened balls. "Beg Daddy to ruin these worthless nuts." Ethan's tears streamed down his face, his lips trembling, but his hole clenched around the plug, his body betraying him. "Please, Daddy," he whispered, his voice hoarse, "spank my balls. I don't deserve them. Make me your sissy." The words were a surrender, a plea for the pain that was breaking him apart.

	Marcus laughed, a cruel, satisfied sound, and brought the strap down again, three quick, brutal strikes. Ethan wailed, his body twisting, only Marcus's grip on his wrists keeping him upright. "That's it, cry like the pussyfree slut you are," Marcus taunted, slapping Ethan's balls with his open palm now, each hit a sharp, stinging torment. Ethan's sobs grew frantic, "Please, Daddy, no more, I can't!"—but Marcus didn't stop, squeezing Ethan's balls even harder.

	"You're mine," Marcus said, his voice low and final, releasing Ethan's balls only to flick them with his fingers, each snap making Ethan twitch and moan. "These don't belong to you. Your clitty, your hole, your whole fucking body—it's all BNWO property." He grabbed the chastity cage, kneeling to lock it onto Ethan's shrivelled, tiny cock, the half-inch cage squeezing him painfully tight, his balls still throbbing from the abuse. The click of the lock sealing Ethan's fate. "You don't cum unless I say. You don't even get hard now without permission. Actually you'll probably never get out of that cage until you are permanently limp."

	Ethan nodded, his face a mess of tears and snot, his body trembling with pain and a sick, growing need. I'm addicted. I need this. The thought horrified him, but as Marcus stood, his bulge inches from Ethan's face, Ethan leaned forward, desperate to kiss it, to thank Daddy for the pain. Marcus pushed him back, laughing. "Not yet, slut. You'll earn that later." He grabbed Ethan's ponytail, pulling his head back. "Say thank you for teaching you your place."

	"Thank you, Daddy," Ethan choked out, his voice raw, his sore balls pulsing with every heartbeat. "Thank you for... for teaching me." Marcus smirked, releasing him, and Ethan collapsed to the floor, the chastity cage tight, the pain in his balls a constant reminder of who he belonged to. He was pussyfree and addicted to the abuse from his Black superior. I'll never be anything else. And as he curled up, sobbing and craving more.

	 


CHAPTER 7 DEEPER HUMILIATION

	Ethan knelt on  the floor in the centre of Marcus's living room, the hardwood floor hurting his knees. His smooth, shaved body quivered in pink panties, the tiny 1/2 inch chastity cage tight, his swollen balls still throbbing from yesterday's brutal discipline. His lips shimmered with gloss, his eyeliner-smudged anxious blue eyes wide, his long blonde hair tied back with a pink ribbon. The plug in his hole, a constant now, stretched him, Marcus's cum from last night's fucking still inside. I'm nothing. Just a BNWO slave. The thought was his mantra, etched into him by months of porn and Marcus's relentless ownership.

	Around Ethan's neck was a new thick black leather dog collar, bought from a pet store, its chrome metal D-ring shiny.

	Marcus had buckled it on that morning, tight enough to choke when he tugged, the leather snug against Ethan's pale skin. "Dogs don't walk upright," Marcus had said, clipping a heavy chain to the collar and yanking Ethan to his knees. Now, the chain's other end was bolted to a hook in the floor, keeping Ethan tethered, unable to rise. I'm his pet. His bitch. The humiliation made his caged clitty leak, the panties soaked, his hole clenching around the plug.

	Marcus stood before him, shirtless, his sweatpants low, showing the thick bulge of his eight-inch cock. He held a glass of water, sipping slowly, his dark eyes fixed on Ethan like a predator sizing up prey. "You thirsty, sissy?" he asked, his voice low and mocking. "Bet a pathetic white bitch like you's dying for something to drink." Ethan's mouth watered, his throat dry, but he knew what was coming. The BNWO videos had shown him—sissies drinking their Daddy's piss, thanking them for the privilege. I need it. I'm his.

	"Please, Daddy," Ethan whispered, his voice trembling, his face burning as he forced the words out. "Please give me your piss. l... I want it." His hands twitched, wanting to cover his face, to hide the shame, but the chain kept him in place, the collar digging into his neck. Marcus laughed, a cruel sound that made Ethan's clitty throb. "You're fuckin' disgusting," he said, setting the glass down and stepping closer, his bulge inches from Ethan's face. "Beg harder, slut. Make me believe you really want it."

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]Ethan's lips quivering as he looked up, the collar tight. "Please, Master, I need your piss," he begged, louder, his voice cracking. "I'm your sissy, your little white bitch. I'll do anything. Just... let me drink it." The words were cutting away the last of his pride, but they felt right. Marcus smirked, grabbing Ethan's face and slapping him hard across the cheek, the sting making Ethan yelp. "That's better," Marcus growled, slapping him again, harder, Ethan's head snapping to the side, his cheek red and burning.

	"You don't deserve it, but Daddy's generous," Marcus said, pulling his sweatpants down, his massive cock springing free, thick and veiny. He grabbed the chain, yanking Ethan's collar to pull his face closer, the leather choking him as he gasped. "Open that slut mouth," Marcus ordered, aiming his cock at Ethan's lips. Ethan obeyed, his jaw trembling, his eyes locked on Marcus's, as he parted his glossy lips. The first hot stream hit his tongue, salty and bitter, and Ethan moaned, a desperate, broken sound, as he gulped it down.

	"Fuck, you love this," Marcus taunted, his piss flowing, filling Ethan's mouth faster than he could swallow, some dripping down his chin, soaking his panties. Ethan's moans grew louder, his throat working to take every drop, the taste overwhelming. I'm his. This is my place. The humiliation was perfect, his body trembling as Marcus slapped his face again. "Drink it all, bitch," Marcus snarled, yanking the chain to choke Ethan harder. "Show Daddy you're grateful."

	Ethan nodded, choking on the piss, his moans muffled as he swallowed, his face wet with warm piss. When the stream slowed, he leaned forward, desperate, sucking the tip of Marcus's cock to catch the last drops. "Thank you, Daddy," he gasped, his voice hoarse, his cheeks flaming from the slaps and shame. Marcus laughed, grabbing Ethan's ponytail and pulling his head back, slapping his other cheek so hard Ethan saw stars. "That's right, slut," he said, his voice dripping with contempt. "Thank me for making you a piss-drinking dog."

	"Thank you, Master," Ethan sobbed, the collar tight, the chain rattling as he trembled. "Thank you for... for owning me." His body was a wreck—face wet, panties drenched—but his mind was gone, addicted to the degradation, to Marcus's power. Marcus unclipped the chain, letting Ethan collapse forward, the collar still on his neck. "You stay collared," he said, smacking his ass. "You're my pet now, and pets thank Daddy after every use." Ethan nodded, crawling to kiss Marcus's feet, his lips trembling against the warm skin. "Thank you, Daddy," he whispered, again and again, his addiction to Marcus sealed.

	 


CHAPTER 8 TOYS & STRETCHING

	Ethan knelt on a rubber mat in Marcus's bedroom, the scent of lube and sweat in the air. His smooth, shaved body quivered in pink panties, the black leather dog collar tight around his neck. His tiny chastity cage pinched his half-inch clitty, his swollen balls aching from Marcus's last beating. His lips shimmered with gloss, his blue eyes smeared with eyeliner, his long blonde hair in pigtails—every inch of him screamed sissy slut. The plug in his hole, a fat one Marcus had forced in that morning, stretched him wide, but it wasn't enough anymore. I need more. I need Daddy. His mind was a haze of BNWO porn fantasies, his body craving the ownership of Marcus.

	Marcus stood in front of him, Ethan worshipped with his eyes. On the bed was a spread of toys that made Ethan's heart race: a 10-inch black dildo, veiny and thicker than his wrist; a butt plug the size of a fist; and a ridged, 12-inch monster dildo that looked impossible. "You're gonna learn to take these, sissy," Marcus said, his voice a deep growl, his dark eyes glinting with cruel intent. "Your hole's gotta be ready for Daddy any time, any way." He picked up a small yellow bottle— poppers—and tossed it to Ethan. "Sniff deep, bitch. You'll need it."

	Ethan's hands trembled as he opened the bottle, the sharp chemical scent hitting him as he inhaled. His head spun, his body loosening, a warm rush making his hole twitch and his caged clitty leak. Oh fuck, I'm so open. Marcus yanked the chain on Ethan's collar, pulling him forward until his face was inches from the 10-inch dildo, suctioned to the floor. "Lube it with your mouth," Marcus ordered, slapping Ethan's ass hard, the sting making him yelp. Ethan leaned down, his glossy lips stretching around the dildo's thick head, gagging as he drooled, his tongue coating it with spit. It's so big. It'll rip me.

	"Ass up," Marcus barked, pulling Ethan's panties off. He pulled the plug out with a wet pop, leaving Ethan's hole gaping, slick with lube. Ethan moaned, the emptiness unbearable, his hole already hungry. Marcus positioned the dildo under him, grabbing Ethan's pigtails like handles. "Sit on it, slut," he said, pushing Ethan's hips down. Ethan squealed, the poppers making him dizzy as the dildo's head breached his hole, stretching him wider than ever. "Fuck, it's too big!" he cried, his voice high and desperate, pain and pleasure blurring as he sank lower, the veiny shaft filling him.

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]"That's it, squeal like a pig," Marcus taunted, slapping Ethan's face hard, the crack echoing, his cheek burning. Ethan's moans grew louder, broken and needy, as he rode the dildo, the poppers letting him take more than he thought possible. "Look at you, lovin' that stretch," Marcus said, forcing Ethan's head to the side to see his reflection in a mirror—pigtails bouncing, face red, hole swallowing the massive toy. Ethan's clitty dribbled, his body shaking as he moaned, addicted already. I'm his. My hole's his.

	Marcus pulled Ethan off the dildo, his hole gaping wide, and shoved the huge butt plug in without warning. Ethan screamed, the fist-sized toy splitting him open, his thighs shaking as he collapsed forward, the collar choking him. "Please, Daddy, it's too much!" he sobbed, but his moans betrayed him, his hole clenching around the plug. Marcus laughed, grabbing the 12-inch dildo and holding it to Ethan's lips. "Clean the first one, bitch," he said, pointing to the 10-inch dildo, slick with lube from Ethan's ass. "Every toy, plug, and Black cock that fucks you, you lick clean. That's your job."

	Ethan whimpered, his face burning with shame, but he obeyed, his tongue lapping at the dildo, tasting his own ass, the musky tang humiliating and intoxicating. I'm so filthy. I love it. Marcus slapped his face again, harder, making Ethan's eyes water as he sucked the toy clean. "Good slut," Marcus said, shoving the 12-inch dildo into Ethan's mouth, gagging him before pulling it out and lining it up with his hole. "Sniff again," he ordered, and Ethan inhaled the poppers, his body melting as Marcus forced the monster dildo in, inch by inch.

	Ethan's screams turned to moans, his hole stretched beyond reason, the ridged toy driving him crazy. "Fuck, Daddy, I need it!" he gasped, his voice a slutty whine, his body rocking to take more. Marcus yanked the chain, choking him, and fucked him with the dildo, fast and brutal. "You're addicted now, ain't you?" Marcus growled, slapping Ethan's ass, his thighs, his face, each hit pushing Ethan deeper into submission. "Your hole's always gonna be hungry, beggin' for Black Daddy's cock or toys."

	"Yes, Daddy!" Ethan moaned, his hole gaping when Marcus pulled the dildo out, only to shove the butt plug back in, sealing him shut. Ethan licked the 12-inch dildo clean without being told, his tongue eager, his mind gone. I'm owned.

	I'm nothing without my Black Master. Marcus smirked, stroking his own cock through his briefs. "You're BNWO property, sissy," he said, unchaining Ethan but leaving the collar on. "Your hole stays stuffed or fucked, always ready for me." Ethan nodded, his body trembling, his hole aching for more, his addiction to Marcus's ownership complete.

	 

	


CHAPTER 9 THROAT USE

	Ethan knelt on the tiled floor of Marcus's bathroom, the hard, cold surface hurt his knees. His smooth, shaved body trembled, the black leather dog collar tight around his neck. His tiny chastity cage squeezed his ditty, his bruised balls aching from Marcus's last beating, the massive plug in his hole stretching him wide, a constant reminder that Marcus owned him. His lips shimmered with pink gloss, his blue eyes smeared with eyeliner, his long blonde hair loose and tangled—every inch of him a BNWO sissy, addicted to Marcus's Black Daddy dominance. I'm his slut. I need his cock. His mind was a haze of poppers and porn, craving more degradation.

	Marcus stood before him, his cock hard, precum glistening at the tip. His dark eyes burned with cruel intent, a bottle of poppers in one hand, a towel slung over his shoulder. "Sniff, bitch," Marcus growled, tossing the bottle to Ethan. Ethan caught it, his hands shaking, and inhaled deeply, the sharp chemical rush hitting like a wave—his head spinning, his hole clenching around the plug, his caged clitty leaking into the panties. "Again," Marcus ordered, and Ethan sniffed harder, a slutty moan escaping as his throat relaxed, ready for Daddy's use. Fuck, I'm so loose. I'm his toy.

	Marcus stepped closer, his cock brushing Ethan's lips, the musky scent overwhelming. "0pen that fag mouth," he said, his voice low and menacing. "No hands. Show me what your throat's for." Ethan's eyes widened, his hands twitching but staying at his sides, the poppers making him desperate for cock. He parted his lips, his tongue darting out to taste the precum, and Marcus thrust forward, his cock filling Ethan's mouth, stretching his jaw wide. Ethan gagged, the cock hitting the back of his throat, his eyes watering as he struggled to breathe. It's too much. I can't. His throat spasming.

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]"That's it, choke on Daddy's cock," Marcus taunted, grabbing Ethan's hair and sliding his cock in deeper. Ethan's gags turned to wet, sloppy sounds, drool spilling down his chin, pooling on the tiles. The poppers kept him loose, his throat [image: Image]opening more with each thrust, his moans muffled and pathetic. Marcus fucked his throat hard, relentless, his big cumfilled balls slapping Ethan's chin. "Look at you, droolin' like a brainless slut," he sneered, yanking Ethan's hair to force eye contact. Ethan's blue eyes streamed tears, his face a mess of drool, but he kept his hands down, his throat a willing hole for his Black superior.

	"Sniff again," Marcus ordered, pausing to hold the poppers to Ethan's nose. Ethan inhaled, the rush hitting hard, his body trembling, his throat relaxing completely. Marcus thrust deeper, his cock bulging Ethan's throat, cutting off his air. Ethan panicked, his gags desperate. "No hands, bitch," Marcus growled, slapping Ethan's cheek hard, the sting sharpening his moans. Ethan's hands stayed limp, his throat convulsing around Marcus's cock, drool dripping off his chin, his caged clitty throbbing with need. I'm his. I love this.

	Marcus pulled out, leaving Ethan gasping, spit hanging in strings from his lips. "Beg for it," he said, holding his cock just out of reach. Ethan's voice was hoarse, his throat raw. "Please, Daddy, fuck my throat," he choked out, tears streaming, his body shaking. "I'm your slut. I need it." Marcus laughed, slapping Ethan's other cheek, his face burning red. "Fuckin' pathetic," he said, shoving his cock back in, fucking Ethan's throat faster, deeper, the dirty wet sounds filling the room.

	Ethan's mind was gone, the poppers and submission turning him into a mindless cocksleeve. He moaned through the gags, his throat stretching, his body rocking with each thrust. When Marcus came, it was sudden, hot cum flooding Ethan's throat, spilling out as he struggled to swallow. "Lick it clean," Marcus ordered, pulling out his cock slick with cum and spit. Ethan leaned forward, no hesitation, his tongue lapping at the shaft, the balls. "Thank you, Daddy," he gasped, his voice hoarse, his face a ruined mess.

	Marcus smirked, tossing the poppers bottle aside. "Your throat's mine, just like your boi pussy," he said, yanking on the collar to pull Ethan's face to the floor. "You're nothin' but a BNWO fucktoy now." Ethan nodded, drooling, his throat sore, his body addicted to the abuse, the poppers, the ownership. I'm his. Always. And as he licked the tiles clean of his own drool, he knew he'd never be anything else.

	 


CHAPTER 10 OWNED

	Ethan knelt on a satin pink sheet in Marcus's bedroom, the air smelled like poppers and sex. His smooth, shaved body quaked, the thick black leather dog collar tight on his neck. His tiny chastity cage tight on his clitty, his battered balls [image: Image]aching from days of abuse. His lips coated in bubblegum gloss, his blue eyes caked with glittery eyeliner, his long blonde hair woven into pigtails with satin bows—every inch of him a BNWO sissy, moulded by Marcus's hands. A fist-sized plug stretched his hole, its weight making him moan with every movement. I'm his. I'm nothing without him. His mind was a poppers-drenched void, addicted to being used.

	A used bottle of poppers laid on a nearby table. "Sniff, slut," Marcus growled, shoving a new bottle under Ethan's nose. Ethan inhaled, the chemical rush slamming him—his hole twitching, his caged clitty dripping, his body dissolving into a needy haze. "Keep goin'," Marcus ordered, and Ethan sniffed again, his eyes rolling back, a high-pitched moan spilling from his lips. Fuck, I'm his toy. I'm so open. The poppers made him crave everything Marcus gave.[image: Image]

	Marcus grabbed Ethan's pigtails, yanking his head back. "You ain't a boy no more," he said, his voice cold. "You're my sissy bitch, born to serve Black men and the BNWO. You need a name for that." He leaned close, his lips brushing Ethan's ear, his breath hot. "You're Trixie now. My eager little white whore who smiles for every fuckin' thing I do to her."

	Ethan—Trixie—whimpered, the name burning into her soul, a final break from who she'd been. Trixie. Daddy's Trixie. Her heart pounded. Marcus slapped her face. "Smile, Trixie," he said. "Show Daddy you love bein' his slut."[image: Image]

	[image: Image][image: Image]Trixie forced a wide smile, her lips quivering, her stung cheek throbbing, the poppers amplifying her desperation. "Thank you, Master," she squeaked, her voice a slutty lilt, the smile shaky but bright. Marcus grinned, slapping her other cheek, the blow harder, making her gasp, her head spinning. "Say it like you mean it, bitch," he said, and Trixie beamed, her glossed lips stretched, her eyes sparkling with forced joy. I'm Trixie. I smile for him. Forever. The humiliation was her drug, her hole clenching around the plug, her body begging for more.

	Marcus pulled his briefs off, his massive cock springing free, thick and veiny. He held another poppers bottle to Trixie's nose. "Sniff deep, Trixie," he commanded, and she inhaled, the rush so intense she swayed, her moans loud and needy. Marcus unhooked the chain from her collar, dragging her to a wardrobe stuffed with her new life: micro skirts, tube tops, garters, all pink and trashy, dripping with lace and bows. "Dress, whore," he barked, throwing a pleated skirt and a [image: Image]cropped halter at her. Trixie scrambled, the poppers making her clumsy, pulling on the skirt—barely hiding her plugged ass—and the top, her smooth belly bare, her nipples hard under the thin fabric.

	Marcus shoved her to a mirrored vanity, bending her over, the plug shifting. "Smile while I own you," he growled, yanking the plug out with a slick pop, Trixie's hole gaping, hungry. He slammed his cock in, no prep, the stretch brutal, making Trixie scream, but she still smiled. "Fuck, Daddy!" she moaned, her voice a desperate whine, the poppers turning pain into bliss. Marcus fucked her hard, his hips slamming, the vanity shaking, his hands gripping her pigtails. "Look at yourself, smilin' like a fucked-out bimbo," he taunted, slapping her face again.[image: Image]

	Trixie's smile widened, her reflection showing a red-faced slut, pigtails bouncing, eyes glassy, gloss smeared. "I'm your white bitch, Master!" she cried, her voice breaking, another slap making her moan louder. Marcus pulled out. "Clean it," he ordered, holding his cock to her lips. Trixie licked eagerly, her tongue savouring the mix of cum and her ass, her smile radiant, her moans slutty. "Thank you, Master," she purred.

	Marcus dressed her in fishnets and platform heels, clipping the chain to her collar, and led her outside, parading her through the neighbourhood, her heels clicking. Trixie smiled, head high, every leer from strangers making her clitty throb.[image: Image]

	I'm Trixie. Daddy's property. Back in the apartment, Marcus sat, Trixie kneeling, sniffing poppers as he petted her head. "You smile for every cock, every plug, every load," he said, his voice final. "You're mine, Trixie, BNWO forever." Trixie nodded, her smile dazzling, her hole hungry to be filled, her life surrendered to her Black Master, her only truth.[image: Image]
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