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Disclaimer:

This is a work of fiction intended for adult audiences only (18+). All characters depicted in this story are 18 years of age or older and engage in fully consensual activities. This story is purely for entertainment purposes and does not endorse or encourage any real-life actions, behaviors, or situations depicted within.Reader discretion is advised. If you are under 18 or if adult content is not legal in your area, please do not proceed.


Chapter One
The Interview

Jimmy sat in the waiting area of C&C Consulting, nervously clutching his resume. At eighteen, fresh out of high school, he had applied everywhere, desperate for a job. He had no real skills, no experience—just an urgent need to start earning. His heart pounded as he stared at the polished wooden door with the gold nameplate: Chrissy Carter – CEO.

The job posting had been vague—Personal Assistant Wanted—but the benefits and high pay caught his attention. He had no idea what to expect, but he knew he had nothing to lose.

“Jimmy?” A smooth, authoritative voice called.

He jumped up, nearly tripping over his feet as he turned. His breath caught in his throat.

Chrissy Carter was stunning.

Tall and confident, she radiated power in her fitted black dress. The fabric clung to her hourglass figure, accentuating her full breasts that pressed against the material with an almost deliberate intensity. Long blonde hair cascaded over her shoulders, framing a face of sharp, refined beauty. Jimmy’s eyes flickered downward before he forced himself to look away, swallowing hard.

She smirked. She had caught him staring.

“Come in,” she said, turning and walking back inside.

Jimmy followed, doing everything he could to not let his eyes wander again. The office was massive, with floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the city. A sleek black desk stood in the center, and a plush leather chair awaited Chrissy as she took her seat.

“Sit.” She gestured to the chair across from her.

Jimmy obeyed immediately, his hands sweaty in his lap.

She picked up his resume, barely glancing at it before setting it aside. She wasn’t hiring him for his qualifications.

“So, Jimmy.” Her voice was smooth, with a playful undertone. Like a cat toying with a mouse. “Why do you think you’d be a good fit for this position?”

Jimmy swallowed hard. “W-Well, I’m a hard worker, and I learn quickly. I’m—”

“Are you obedient?” Chrissy interrupted, tilting her head slightly.

He blinked. “I—uh, yes, I guess—”

“You guess?” She raised an eyebrow. “Not a very strong answer.”

Jimmy squirmed. “I mean, yes! I can follow directions really well.”

Chrissy’s lips curled into a knowing smile. She leaned forward, resting her elbows on the desk, pushing her cleavage together just enough to deepen the view.

Jimmy’s gaze betrayed him. He stared before quickly looking away, his cheeks burning.

She noticed.

“Hmmm.” She tapped her nails against the desk. “Do you always get this nervous around women, Jimmy?”

He nearly choked. “N-No! I mean—”

Chrissy leaned back, watching him squirm. “Relax. I like a nervous boy. Shows me he’s eager to please.”

Jimmy’s heart pounded in his chest. He didn’t know what was happening, but he felt like prey.

“I think you’re just what I’m looking for,” she continued, crossing her legs. The movement was deliberate, drawing his eyes downward again. She was testing him.

He failed.

“I-I am?” he stammered, dragging his gaze back up.

“Oh, absolutely.” Her smile was wicked. “You’re small, polite, obedient—and clearly, you know how to respect authority.”

Jimmy nodded quickly, unsure of what else to say.

Chrissy’s gaze darkened slightly as realization settled in. Jimmy was perfect. The way he fidgeted, the way he gulped every time she moved—she could smell his submission. A weak little thing just waiting to be molded.

As she studied him, heat pooled between her thighs. Her nipples hardened under her dress, brushing against the fabric, sending shivers of pleasure through her. She loved teasing little boys like Jimmy. And this one? He was a natural.

She could already see it—his tiny cock must be twitching under his slacks, struggling uselessly against the fabric. It had to be small. Little boys like Jimmy always had little clitties. She bit her lip, letting the thought simmer as she leaned closer, inhaling the faint scent of his nervous sweat. Oh, she was going to have fun with this one.

“Good.” Chrissy stood, walking around the desk. She stopped beside his chair, towering over him. “One more thing.”

Jimmy looked up at her, throat tight.

“You start Monday.” She reached out, running a perfectly manicured nail along his jawline before tilting his chin up. “Wear something… soft. I like my assistants to look presentable.”

Jimmy gulped, his head spinning as she stepped back, smirking.

“See you soon, pet.”


Chapter Two
His First Day

Jimmy arrived at C&C Consulting almost late on his first day, his heart hammering in his chest. He had barely made it in time, stumbling through the glass doors, breathless and flustered. He had woken up that morning lost in his usual routine—gooning to BNWO porn, edging until he couldn’t hold back, swallowing his own release while picturing a thick, dominant Black cock claiming him. Time had slipped away, leaving him scrambling to get dressed and rush out the door.

He had followed Ms. Carter’s instructions to the letter—wearing soft, pastel-colored clothes. The light lavender shirt clung to his small, fragile frame, tucked neatly into pale pink slacks that hugged his slender waist and narrow hips. Underneath, a pair of silky pink panties stretched over his tiny, caged cock. The fabric was thin, hugging his aching little clit in a way that kept him constantly aware of his submission.

As he stepped into Ms. Carter’s office, she was already seated behind her desk, legs crossed, looking up from a stack of papers. The moment he walked in, her piercing blue eyes locked onto him, scanning his form from head to toe.

She smirked. She saw everything.

“You’re late, pet,” she said coolly.

Jimmy swallowed hard, shifting on his feet. “I-I’m sorry, Ms. Carter. I—”

Her manicured hand shot out, slapping him sharply across the face.

Jimmy gasped, stumbling slightly from the force. His cheek burned, and his cock twitched painfully in its cage. His pathetic little body responded instantly to the humiliation, and Ms. Carter knew it.

“You’re sorry?” she mocked, standing up and walking toward him, her heels clicking against the marble floor. “Or are you just too busy staring at my tits again?”

Jimmy’s face turned scarlet. He had been staring—he couldn’t help it. Ms. Carter’s tight white blouse barely contained her massive breasts, the fabric strained against her curves. He had barely lasted a few seconds before his eyes dropped, drawn to the deep valley of cleavage that teased him with every breath she took.

She sighed, shaking her head. “I knew you were a perverted little thing, but I expected better.”

She grabbed his chin between her fingers, forcing his gaze up to meet hers. “Tell me, Jimmy—did you touch yourself this morning?”

His breath hitched. “I-I—”

SLAP. Another sharp smack across his cheek. “Don’t stutter. Answer me.”

His voice was barely a whisper. “Y-Yes, Ms. Carter…”

She chuckled darkly. “Of course, you did. Let me guess—you were thinking about Black men using weak little white boys like you?”

Jimmy’s lips trembled, but he nodded.

Her laughter was cruel. “And look at you now—standing in my office, wearing panties like the good little sissy you are.”

Jimmy’s cock strained painfully, betraying him completely. Ms. Carter’s sharp gaze dropped to the bulge in his pants, and she clicked her tongue in amusement.

“Pathetic,” she mused, reaching out to trace one long nail down the front of his slacks. Jimmy whimpered, his entire body trembling under her touch.

Then, without warning, she yanked his waistband down.

Jimmy gasped, his pink panties now completely exposed. The delicate lace barely covered the tiny bulge of his cock, and the humiliating sight made Ms. Carter grin wickedly.

“A real man wouldn’t fit into these,” she mused, running her fingers along the waistband. “But you? You were made for them.”

Jimmy shivered, mortified yet unbearably aroused.

“Turn around,” she ordered.

His breath came in short, shaky gasps as he obeyed, turning slowly until his panty-clad ass was on full display. Ms. Carter sat back in her chair, crossing her legs, watching him with predatory amusement.

She patted her lap. “Over my knee. Now.”

Jimmy hesitated only a second too long.

SMACK.

A sharp slap landed on his ass before he even had the chance to react. “I said now.”

Blushing furiously, Jimmy crawled over her lap, his small frame trembling as she gripped his waist, adjusting him until he was perfectly positioned. The silky pink fabric of his panties stretched taut over his smooth, vulnerable ass.

“Such a naughty little boy,” she murmured, trailing her fingers over the sensitive skin. “I think you need a reminder of who’s in charge.”

And then—the spanking began.

The first slap landed hard, stinging and hot, making Jimmy whimper.

Then another. And another.

Each strike sent sharp waves of pain and pleasure through his body. His caged cock throbbed uselessly, pressing against Ms. Carter’s thigh with every smack.

By the tenth slap, his legs kicked helplessly, his breathing ragged and desperate.

“You’re such a cute little thing when you squirm,” Ms. Carter purred, delivering one final punishing blow. “I bet you love being treated like this.”

Jimmy gasped, his body shaking as he nodded quickly.

Ms. Carter let out a low, satisfied laugh. “Of course, you do. Now get up and fix your clothes, pet.”

Jimmy scrambled off her lap, quickly pulling his slacks back up over his red, stinging ass. His hands trembled as he buttoned them, avoiding her knowing smirk.

She leaned back, watching him with pure amusement. “You have a lot to learn, sissy. But don’t worry… I’ll train you well.”

Jimmy swallowed, his knees weak. He had no doubt she meant every word.


Chapter Three
Submission Begins

Jimmy arrived at C&C Consulting right on time, his heart pounding in anticipation. Just the thought of seeing Ms. Carter again made his thin little cock twitch, swelling to its pitiful full length—just barely four inches. He had never felt this kind of obsession before. The way she owned him already sent shivers down his spine.

He entered her office, and there she was—a goddess behind her desk, powerful and untouchable. His knees nearly buckled at the sight of her. Tight white blouse, black pencil skirt, her long blonde hair falling over her shoulders. She didn’t even look up right away—just let him stand there, squirming, waiting, knowing exactly how desperate he was.

Finally, she lifted her gaze, amusement flickering across her face. She knew.

“Shut the door.”

Jimmy obeyed instantly, his hands trembling as he locked them in together, sealing himself in with his goddess.

“Kneel.”

His breath hitched as he dropped to his knees in front of her desk, exactly where he belonged.

Ms. Carter stood and stalked toward him, her heels clicking against the floor. She circled him like a predator, watching him from above, reveling in how small, weak, and obedient he looked beneath her.

“Do you understand what your future holds, pet?” she asked, her voice silky smooth, yet firm.

Jimmy swallowed hard. “Y-Yes, Ms. Carter…”

She smirked. “Oh, I don’t think you do.”

She leaned down, tilting his chin up with one manicured nail. “You’re mine now. That means discipline. Spankings when you disappoint me. Obedience at all times. Feminization—of course.”

Jimmy’s cock twitched desperately, pressing uselessly against its cage. Oh god.

“Maybe even some… enhancements,” she added, running a hand over her own full, perfect tits. “Wouldn’t you just love that? Pretty little fake tits to match your delicate frame?”

Jimmy whimpered, his head spinning, his breathing ragged.

“Stand up,” she ordered, her voice like honey. “And take off your pants.”

His hands trembled as he obeyed, slipping his slacks down his legs, revealing the soft pink panties she had ordered him to wear.

Ms. Carter hummed in approval. “Good girl.”

She reclined in her plush leather chair, spreading her legs slightly, revealing the smooth, bare curve of her thighs.

“Come here, pet.”

Jimmy inched forward, his heart hammering in his chest as he sank to his knees between her legs. She gripped his hair, tugging him closer until his face hovered just above her pussy.

“Lick.”

The scent of her arousal flooded his senses as he pressed his tongue against her wet folds, tasting her, moaning softly as he eagerly obeyed.

Ms. Carter let out a low, satisfied sigh, leaning back, using his face like the toy he was. “That’s it, pet. Lick my clit.”

Jimmy lapped at her desperate to please, his tiny caged cock throbbing pathetically between his legs. This was heaven.

She held him in place, gripping his hair tightly, grinding against his eager tongue.

“Oh, fuck… you do that so well, pet. My little office slut.”

Jimmy’s face was drenched in her arousal as he licked, sucked, worshipped.

And then—she came hard, shuddering, her thighs squeezing around his face as he drank up every last drop of her pussy juice.

When she finally released him, he was breathless, his lips swollen, his cheeks wet with her juices. He looked up at her like a desperate, obedient puppy.

She grinned. “Good girl.”

Then—SLAP.

Her hand came down hard on his cheek, making his whole body jerk. His panties were still around his ankles, his caged cock throbbing uselessly.

“You don’t get rewards without discipline, pet.”

She pulled him over her lap, his bare ass up, vulnerable, waiting.

SMACK. The first spank landed hard, sending a delicious sting through his body.

Then another. And another.

By the time she was done, his ass was burning, his body trembling, but his little clitty was harder than ever.

Ms. Carter smirked, running her fingers over the sore, red skin. “You’ll learn to love this, pet. Your days will be filled with discipline… and service.”

Jimmy whimpered, nodding. “Y-Yes, Ms. Carter.”

She slid his panties back up, smoothing them over his sore skin, giving his caged cock a final, teasing squeeze.

“Now,” she whispered, her lips brushing against his ear, “you’ll keep wearing these to work. Like a good girl.”

Jimmy shuddered.

He was exactly where he belonged.


Chapter Four
Caged and Plugged

The next day, Ms. Carter had a surprise for Jimmy: a small, glittery white chastity cage and a sleek, black butt plug.

Of course, Jimmy’s little cock was already hard. He had been hard all morning just thinking about coming into the office and seeing her. She knew he would be.

When she called him into her office, he couldn't help but stare at her huge tits, his eyes fixated with needy worship. Ms. Carter wasted no time.

"Under the desk. Now," she ordered.

Jimmy obeyed immediately, crawling beneath her desk as she spread her thighs, her bare, shaved pussy glistening in the light. His mouth watered. He loved kneeling for her, loved getting his tongue deep between her thick, juicy lips.

Like a desperate little puppy, he licked and slurped eagerly, his small, useless cock throbbing against his slacks as he pleasured her. He moaned into her folds as she ground her pussy against his mouth.

“Mmm, good boy," she purred, threading her fingers through his hair. "You love how I taste, don’t you?”

Jimmy whimpered, the vibrations of his moans sending shudders through her.

Ms. Carter chuckled, her voice dripping with amusement. "I got fucked by a real man last night. A big, strong Black bull who made me cum over and over."

Jimmy moaned helplessly, his cock twitching at her words.

"Unlike you," she taunted, gripping his hair tighter. "Your little thing will never fuck me. Never."

The humiliation made him whimper, and he redoubled his efforts, his tongue lapping up every drop of her juices. When she finally came, thighs squeezing around his head, he drank in her release like it was his purpose.

When she was satisfied, she leaned back, legs still spread as she reached into a drawer and pulled out the chastity cage and the butt plug.

“Look at you, still hard like a pathetic little sissy," she mocked. "Too hard to even fit into your new home.”

She patted her lap. “Come here.”

Jimmy hesitated for half a second before scrambling up, draping himself across her thighs. His small feet dangled off the floor, his ass presented like an obedient little boy waiting for punishment.

Ms. Carter didn’t hold back.

SMACK!

The first slap landed hard, making him yelp.

"Count," she commanded.

“O-one," he gasped.

SMACK!

"Two," he whimpered.

Each strike burned, making his cock throb and ache. He could feel himself shrinking under her discipline, his body surrendering completely to her control.

As soon as his cock softened enough, Ms. Carter wasted no time. She swiftly locked the chastity cage around his tiny, useless shaft, snapping the device shut with a final, satisfying click.

"Good," she murmured, running a hand over his ass. "Now you’re where you belong."

Then, without warning, she grabbed the black butt plug, coated it with lube, and pressed the tip against his tight little hole.

Jimmy barely had time to gasp before she pushed it inside, forcing his body to take it in one smooth motion.

"Ahhh!" he squealed, his back arching as the thick plug stretched him open.

Ms. Carter smirked. "That’s better."

She gave his ass another firm slap, making him squirm.

“You’re going to spend the rest of your days serving me and the BNWO," she declared, adjusting her skirt as she stood. "Now, get back to work.”

Jimmy struggled to stand, his hole still stretched and pulsing around the plug. His locked-up little clit throbbed uselessly, his frustration deepening. But there was no relief. There would never be relief.

And deep down, he knew that was exactly how it should be.


Chapter Five
A Long Day for Jimmy

That night, he couldn’t touch himself.

He still gooned to his usual BNWO porn, his locked-up little cock throbbing and aching in its cage, but there was no release. No way to stroke, no way to spill. His only relief was rubbing his small, pink nipples, twisting them between his fingers as he moaned softly, or thrusting desperately against his bed as he fucked himself with the black plug.

The sensation of being stretched, of being filled, sent him into a dizzy haze. He drooled as he humped the mattress, panting like a needy little bitch in heat. But no matter how much he squirmed or moaned, it was never enough. He was trapped in his own frustration, just as he should be.

By morning, he felt raw and desperate, but also… eager. His whole body was buzzing with the need to be used, to be controlled.

Before work, he took extra time getting ready. He styled his hair just right, making sure he looked his best for Ms. Carter. He slid the plug back inside, shivering as it nestled deep inside him. The snug pressure made him bite his lip, his locked little cock twitching pathetically in its cage. He was completely owned, and he knew it.

All day, he waited for her call.

He expected to be summoned into her office, to kneel under her desk like the good boy he was, to taste her again. But it never came.

Instead, he spent the day running errands, filing papers, and fetching coffee, all while his mind raced with thoughts of her. His little white cock kept trying to get hard inside its tight prison, the ache driving him mad. Every time he walked past her door, his pulse quickened, his mouth watered—but she never called for him.

Finally, at the end of the day, when he had nearly convinced himself that she had forgotten about him, her voice came over the intercom.

“Jimmy. My office. Now.”

His knees almost buckled. He rushed inside, his breath shaky, his whole body tingling with anticipation.

She stood behind her desk, her presence overwhelming as she looked him over.

“Kneel,” she commanded.

He obeyed instantly, sinking to his knees in the middle of the floor, eyes wide and eager.

She folded her arms, watching him with amusement. “It’s time to move on to the next phase.”

His heart pounded.

“We both know our roles now, don’t we?” she continued, her voice smooth and confident.

Jimmy nodded, blushing furiously.

She smirked. “You’re wearing the butt plug and the chastity cage, aren’t you?”

His face burned even hotter. He nodded again, eyes darting to the floor in shame.

She already knew, of course. She could see it in the way he walked, in the way he fidgeted, in the slight bulge of the cage pressing against his slacks.

She stepped closer, tilting his chin up with a single finger. “From now on, every day after work, you’ll be coming to my house.”

His breath caught.

“You’ll clean for me, serve me, do whatever I need. Understood?”

“Yes, Ms. Carter,” he whispered, his voice barely audible.

She reached into her desk, pulling out a small slip of paper, neatly folded. She placed it in his trembling hand. “Here’s my address. Be there at 7.”

Then, she did something that sent a jolt through his entire body.

She patted his head.

“Good boy,” she murmured.

His stomach twisted with shame and excitement. He hated how much it affected him, how the praise made his locked little cock throb painfully. He hated how much she knew it affected him.

And that only made it better.


Chapter Six
Home Sweet Home

Promptly at 7 PM, Jimmy rang her doorbell, his heart pounding in his chest.

When the door swung open, his breath caught.

Ms. Carter stood there, effortlessly dominant, dressed in tight blue jeans held up by a wide black leather belt. She wore black leather boots that shined under the porch light, and a snug white tank top that left nothing to the imagination—no bra, just smooth skin and heavy, pendulous tits straining against the fabric. Her large, erect nipples were impossible to ignore, and Jimmy’s mouth watered at the sight of them.

She caught him staring and smirked.

"Be a good boy, and I might let you suck on them later," she teased, laughing as she reached for the key dangling between her breasts.

It was his key—the one to his chastity cage—hanging from a delicate gold chain nestled deep in her cleavage. A symbol of his complete submission.

Jimmy swallowed hard, his locked little cock twitching uselessly.

She stepped aside, motioning him in with a tilt of her head. “Come on, bitch.”

As soon as he crossed the threshold, she pointed to the floor.

“Kneel.”

Jimmy obeyed immediately, dropping to his knees, his head bowed in deference.

Then she lifted a boot and held it out in front of his face.

“Kiss it.”

His breath hitched.

“From now on, whenever you enter my house—or any superior’s house—you will kneel and kiss their boots. Understood, bitch?”

Jimmy’s lips trembled as he lowered his mouth to her leather-clad foot. He kissed reverently, pressing his lips all over her boot like he had been doing it his whole life. The smell of the leather mixed with her natural scent, making his locked clitty throb in its cage.

Ms. Carter chuckled, pleased with his enthusiasm.

“Good boy.”

She reached down, gripping his chin between her fingers, tilting his face up so he had to look into her eyes. “From now on, you will call me Mommy. Got it?”

Jimmy’s face burned with humiliation. “Yes, Mommy.”

Her smile widened.

“Good little bitch.”

With that, she grabbed his ear and dragged him into the living room, making him stumble as she guided him. She pushed him toward the couch.

“Strip.”

His hands trembled as he undressed, the cool air making his skin prickle. He was small, pale, and utterly exposed before her.

“Lay over the arm of the sofa,” she ordered.

Jimmy swallowed hard but obeyed, draping himself over the cushioned armrest, his little white ass raised high in the air, completely vulnerable.

Ms. Carter took her time, making a show of unbuckling the thick leather belt from around her waist. The snick of it sliding through the loops made Jimmy shiver.

“Over my knee,” she commanded.

Jimmy scrambled into position, draping himself across her lap like a naughty child.

Then the belting began.

CRACK!

The first lash made him yelp.

CRACK!

The second made him whimper.

By the fifth, he was sobbing, his small body trembling as he clung to her thigh, gasping for breath.

Ms. Carter only laughed, bringing the belt down harder.

"Good girl," she cooed, her voice dripping with amusement. "Take it like you know you deserve it."

By the time she was satisfied, Jimmy’s ass was red and raw, his whole body aching from the punishment. But his cage was still leaking, the pain only making his submission deepen.

She tossed the belt aside and settled onto the couch, unbothered, as if nothing had happened.

Then, with slow, deliberate movements, she pulled off her tank top.

Her massive tits spilled free, dark, heavy, and utterly mesmerizing.

“Lay down,” she commanded. “Face-up. Head in my lap.”

Jimmy obeyed instantly, placing his head in her warm, soft lap, looking up at her like a needy little puppy.

She smirked down at him, cradling his face with one hand, before guiding his mouth to her nipple.

“Suck.”

Jimmy latched on immediately, moaning softly as he nursed at her breast. Her skin was warm, her scent intoxicating, and he felt like nothing more than a weak little boy sucking on Mommy’s tits.

As he suckled, she reached down and unlocked his chastity cage.

He gasped, his little cock springing free for the first time in days.

“Stroke it,” she whispered, her voice sultry. “Masturbate for Mommy.”

His shaky hand wrapped around his aching, dripping cock, and he began to stroke desperately.

She ran her fingers through his hair, cooing at him.

“Poor little thing,” she murmured. “You’re so easy to control.”

Jimmy moaned around her nipple, his hips bucking into his hand. He was close—so close.

And then, without warning, his body shuddered violently, and he let out a strangled whimper as he came all over his own stomach, his tiny cock spurting weak little dribbles onto his pale skin.

Before he could even catch his breath, Ms. Carter was already prepared.

She reached over to the side table and picked up a baby spoon. A delicate, pink baby spoon.

Scooping up the milky white mess from his stomach, she held it up in front of his mouth.

“Open.”

His lips parted instinctively, and she slid the spoon between them, making him eat his own cum.

He swallowed, his face burning with shame, but he didn’t hesitate.

He couldn’t.

Because they both knew he loved this.

“Good little bitch,” she praised, feeding him another spoonful.

When every last drop had been consumed, she wiped the spoon clean and leaned down, whispering against his ear.

“You are never to waste cum again,” she murmured. “Ever. From now on, if cum is anywhere near you—yours or anyone else’s—you will slurp it up like the pathetic little cum-eating slut you are.”

Jimmy’s whole body trembled.

She reached down, locking the chastity cage back around his now-soft little cock, snapping it shut with a click.

“There,” she said with satisfaction. “Back where it belongs.”

Then, she leaned back, her expression turning serious.

“Now, let’s talk about the rules.”

Jimmy sat up, his head still spinning.

“At work, you’re my secretary. Professional. Respectable.”

She smirked.

“But at night?”

Her voice dropped lower, more commanding.

“You’re my little bitch.”

He shuddered.

“You will serve me, obey me, and do whatever I say. And soon…”

She grinned wickedly.

“I’m going to turn you into a proper trans sissy. You’ll dress like a girl, walk like a girl, talk like a girl. You’ll be my little feminized white bitch. And…”

Her eyes gleamed with something dark.

“You’ll serve any Black man I tell you to.”

Jimmy whimpered, his whole body shaking with a mixture of fear, excitement, and overwhelming submission.

“But first,” she continued, leaning down so her lips were inches from his ear.

“Beg.”

His lips trembled.

“Beg for it like it’s the most important thing in the world to you.”

Jimmy didn’t hesitate.

“Please, Mommy,” he gasped. “Please make me your sissy. Please train me. Please make me serve.”

He was desperate, panting, pleading like a pathetic little slut.

Ms. Carter grinned, stroking his cheek.

Ms. Carter smirked, her fingers tracing over his flushed, trembling face. 

“Oh, that’s cute,” she purred. “You want to be my little sissy? You want me to train you?” 

Jimmy nodded frantically. “Yes, Mommy! Please!” 

She chuckled, shaking her head. “That’s not enough, bitch. You know what I really want to hear.” 

Jimmy’s breath hitched. 

Ms. Carter leaned in, her lips ghosting over his ear. 

“Say it,” she whispered. “Tell me what you really want.” 

He swallowed hard, his locked-up little clit throbbing in desperation. “I… I want to serve you, Mommy,” he stammered. “I want to be your sissy… I want to be your bitch…” 

She raised an eyebrow. “And?” 

Jimmy hesitated, his entire body burning with shame. 

SMACK! 

Her hand cracked across his cheek—hard enough to hurt, but enough to make him gasp. 

“Don’t play dumb, slut,” she warned, her voice dripping with authority. “I know what you dream about. What you jerk off thinking about. What you ache for.” 

Jimmy whimpered, his whole body trembling. 

Ms. Carter grabbed his chin, forcing him to look into her dark, piercing eyes. 

“Say it,” she commanded. 

His lips parted, but the words caught in his throat. 

SMACK! 

Another slap. This time, she laughed. 

“Come on, baby,” she cooed mockingly. “Don’t make Mommy force it out of you. Be a good girl and admit it.” 

Jimmy swallowed, his throat dry. “I… I want…” 

Ms. Carter clicked her tongue. “Pathetic,” she murmured. “You can’t even say it, can you? You want it so bad, but you’re too much of a weak little bitch to admit it.” 

She leaned in closer, her voice dropping to a sultry whisper. 

“You need to say it,” she breathed. “Because if you don’t, you know I won’t let you serve. I won’t let you be the little slut you were born to be. You’ll just be a worthless, locked-up nobody. Is that what you want?” 

Jimmy’s heart pounded. “N-no, Mommy,” he whimpered. 

“Then say it,” she growled, tightening her grip on his face. 

Tears pricked at the corners of his eyes as the truth spilled from his lips. 

“I want to suck Black cock,” he whispered. 

She tilted her head. “Louder.” 

“I want to suck Black cock,” he repeated, his voice shaking. 

Ms. Carter grinned. “Good girl. Now tell me what else.” 

Jimmy whimpered. “I want to be used… fucked… by Black men.” 

She exhaled slowly, her smirk widening. “Mmm, that’s more like it. But why, slut? Why do you want that?” 

His entire body burned. “Because… because I’m a sissy,” he confessed. “A weak little white bitch who doesn’t deserve real pussy.” 

“Damn right you don’t,” Ms. Carter laughed. “Keep going.” 

“I… I want to be yours… and their bitch,” he moaned. “I want to serve Black men. I want to be trained to please them. I want them to use me however they want.” 

She bit her lip, clearly pleased. 

“That’s my good little sissy.” 

Jimmy was panting now, his head swimming with humiliation and arousal. 

Ms. Carter reached down, running a single finger over his locked cage. 

“You belong to me,” she murmured. “And soon, you’ll belong to them too.” 

His locked little cock twitched helplessly. 

She grabbed his face, forcing him to look up at her once more. 

“Say it one more time.” 

“I belong to you… and to them,” he gasped. 

“Say it like you mean it.” 

“I belong to you, Mommy! And to Black men! I was born to serve them! Please—please let me be your bitch! Let me be their bitch!” 

Ms. Carter let out a satisfied hum, stroking his cheek. 

“Now that’s what I wanted to hear.” 

She kissed his forehead, possessive and commanding. 

“Good girl.” 

And with that, his transformation had truly begun.


Chapter Seven
Home

As the weeks turned into months, the transformation deepened. 

By day, it was Ms. Carter at work. Professional. Commanding. Untouchable. 

By night, it was Mommy at home. Absolute. Dominant. Worshiped. 

Jimmy no longer lived in his tiny apartment. That life was gone. Forgotten. He had moved into Mommy’s grand two-story house, fully immersed in the world she had built for him. 

His days were spent as the perfect secretary—poised, attentive, obedient. 

His evenings? 

Those belonged entirely to Mommy. 

Every night, he dressed in his delicate maid uniform, lace-trimmed and appropriately short, his feminized body on full display. Every night, he scrubbed floors, dusted furniture, polished boots, and presented himself for Mommy’s pleasure. He was not just her maid. 

He was her toy.

The hormones had reshaped him, softening his body, rounding his hips, plumping his lips. After a full year of training, correction, and discipline, Jimmy no longer existed. 

Now, there was Clarice. 

The chastity cage was no longer necessary—his once-male urges had long since faded, leaving behind nothing but a docile, needy sissy. But Mommy still kept the cage. Not because it was needed, but because it was humiliating. A symbol of what had been lost. 

Or, as Mommy loved to remind her with a mocking laugh—what had never really existed in the first place. 

"You were never a man, bitch," she would say, holding the cage up in front of Clarice’s blushing face. "This was just a little pathetic clit from the beginning, and now? Now it’s nothing at all." 

Clarice would only nod, eyes downcast, lips trembling with shame and gratitude. 

Mommy kept her disciplined. 

Face slaps for backtalk. 

Belts and canes for anything less than perfection. 

Clarice learned quickly that pain was a constant. But worse than the pain? Disappointing Mommy.

And so, she obeyed. 

At work, in the city, Clarice passed as a girl effortlessly. Mommy’s rigorous training had paid off. Her voice, once timid and awkward, now carried the soft, flirtatious lilt of a young woman. Every movement was graceful, sensual, deliberate—exactly as Mommy had taught her. 

She dressed to perfection. Mommy had seen to that. 

Clarice’s wardrobe was filled with teen fashion—cropped sweaters, pleated skirts, tiny shorts that barely covered her ass. Every outfit carefully coordinated, complete with just the right blend of shimmering lip gloss and smudged black eyeliner. 

She turned heads wherever she went, not just because of how she looked but because of how she carried herself. 

Clarice was Mommy’s masterpiece—and she knew it. 

Ass always out. 

Posture always perfect. 

Every step was a performance, every glance a silent invitation. 

At home, she was even more obedient. 

She presented herself without being told—ass high, legs spread, hole stretched and waiting. 

Whether it was for Mommy’s massive strap-on or a well-earned spanking, Clarice always displayed her body eagerly. 

Her new bubble butt—sculpted and shaped by hormones, squats, and discipline—was her most prized asset. She loved hearing Mommy praise it. 

Mmm, look at this perfect little ass, Mommy would purr, squeezing and spanking her soft, round cheeks. "You were made to be fucked, weren’t you?" 

Clarice would moan, nodding breathlessly. 

"Yes, Mommy… please… use me." 

And she always did.


Chapter Eight
So Well Trained

Weekends were playtime—and that meant Clarice had to be ready for whatever Mommy and her Black friends wanted.

No matter what. 

She was never given a choice. 

Clarice woke up plugged—her hole stretched by an oversized plug so massive that it made walking difficult, her movements reduced to a delicate, humiliating waddle. The thick plug pressed deep against her prostate, making her pathetic caged clitty leak constantly. 

Mommy had made sure she understood: rubbing her clitty was forbidden. 

She never got to cum like a man. 

Her only orgasms—her only true pleasure—came from her sissygasms—the mind-breaking, body-shaking climaxes she had when being fucked by Mommy’s massive strap-on or, when she had been extra good, by a real Black cock. 

And, of course, she was made to beg for both. 

Clarice had long since learned her place.

Tonight, Mommy had a date. 

Clarice waited by the door, kneeling on all fours, collared, plugged, and caged—just as she should be. 

She heard the key turn in the lock, and her heart raced. 

The door swung open, and there stood Mommy and Master Ty—tall, strong, unquestionably superior. His dark skin glowed under the dim porch light, his presence commanding the space. Mommy was beaming, her huge tits bouncing slightly in her low-cut dress. 

Clarice didn’t hesitate. 

She crawled forward on shaky limbs, lowering her face to the floor. Her lips pressed against Master Ty’s polished shoes, kissing them with reverence. 

"Welcome home, Master," she whispered. 

She turned to Mommy, repeating the motion. 

"Thank you, Mommy. Thank you for the privilege." 

Mommy laughed, looking down at her creation with amusement. 

"Such a well-trained little thing," she teased, nudging Clarice’s face with the tip of her heel. "You love being a welcome mat, don’t you?" 

Clarice moaned, pressing her face into the floor. "Yes, Mommy. I love it." 

Ty chuckled, stepping past her. "You really got this bitch in check, huh?" 

"Of course," Mommy smirked. "I break them properly." 

Clarice blushed, her caged clitty throbbing at the praise—because humiliation from Mommy was the highest form of love. 

Clarice wore nothing except a dog collar, her flat chastity cage, and the oversized plug buried deep inside her. 

She scurried into the kitchen, preparing drinks, carefully balancing the tray as she presented the glasses to Mommy and Master Ty. 

"Good girl," Mommy purred, taking her drink. 

Clarice beamed. 

Then Ty leaned back on the couch, spreading his legs. His bulge was huge, thick and commanding even through his pants. 

"You know what comes next, bitch," Mommy said, taking a sip of her wine. 

Clarice immediately dropped to her knees between his legs, her hands trembling as she unzipped him, pulling out his big, black cock. 

Even after all this time, the sight of it still made her drool. 

She had trained so hard for this moment. 

Her lips wrapped around the tip, her tongue swirling, eager and worshipful. 

"Look at her," Mommy cooed, stroking Ty’s chest. "So obedient. She lives for this." 

Ty groaned. "Damn, she’s got a tight throat." 

Clarice moaned around his length, her throat stretching, her eyes fluttering shut. 

"Mmm, you love this, don’t you?" Mommy teased, watching the puddle of drool forming beneath Clarice’s knees as she gagged and slobbered. "This is what you were made for." 

Clarice moaned louder, sucking with desperation. 

Ty grabbed her hair, thrusting deeper, his thick cock pushing into her throat, making her choke, making her eyes water. 

"Fuck yeah, this bitch is trained," he grunted, fucking her face harder. 

Mommy laughed, standing up and pulling off her dress. She strapped on her huge black strap-on, the harness snug around her hips, her massive tits exposed, nipples hard. 

Clarice knew what was coming. 

She whimpered around Ty’s cock, her hole clenching around the plug in anticipation. 

"Time to really break her in," Mommy purred. 

She grabbed Clarice by the collar, yanking her head back, making her gasp for air as strands of spit connected her lips to Ty’s thick shaft. 

"On all fours, bitch," Mommy growled. 

Clarice obeyed immediately, ass up, back arched, hole twitching. 

Mommy yanked the plug out of her hole, making Clarice whimper at the sudden emptiness, her hole gaping. 

"Aw, does my little slut miss being stretched?" she taunted, teasing the tip of her huge strap-on against Clarice’s slick entrance. 

"Y-yes, Mommy… please… please fill me," Clarice begged. 

"Louder." 

"Please, Mommy! Please fuck me!" 

With a smirk, Mommy slammed inside, burying the full length of her strap-on in one deep thrust. 

Clarice moaned around Ty’s cock. 

The sudden fullness, the delicious stretch—it was too much. 

Her body shuddered violently, her toes curling, her breath coming out in gasps. 

She was already close. 

Already so close. 

Ty smirked. "Damn, she really is a little anal-slut, huh?" 

Mommy grabbed a fistful of Clarice’s hair, yanking her head back. 

"Tell him," she ordered, thrusting harder. 

Clarice sobbed, her caged clit dripping onto the floor. 

"I’m a cum-slut, Master!" she moaned. "I’m your little sissy bitch! Please use me!" 

Mommy smirked, slowing her thrusts. "You know what I want to hear, baby." 

Clarice knew. 

She flushed, humiliated, but desperate. 

"I love Black cock," she whimpered. 

Mommy spanked her hard. 

"Again." 

"I love Black cock!" she cried out, her voice trembling. 

Ty chuckled. "That’s cute." 

Mommy grabbed her by the collar and pulled her off Ty’s cock, flipping her around so she was face-to-face with the strapon slick with lube. 

"You love Black cock?" Mommy cooed. 

Clarice’s lips quivered. 

"Show us." 

Without hesitation, Clarice wrapped her lips around the strapon dildo, taking it as deep as she could, the musky scent of her own ass flooding her senses. 

Mommy purred, pulling her hair as Clarice sucked. 

"Mmm, she’s hungry for it now," Mommy teased. 

Ty groaned, his hips jerking. 

"Yeah, she’s a perfect little bitch," he growled. 

Clarice moaned around the dildo, her whole body trembling on the edge of a hands-free sissygasm. 

Mommy chuckled, stroking Clarice’s sweat-soaked cheek. 

"That’s my good girl," she whispered. "And the best part? We’re just getting started."


Chapter Nine
Total Ownership

Clarice had lost all track of time. 

She existed only in service, in use, in worship. 

Ms. Carter and Master Ty owned her completely, and tonight was the final proof of that. 

They used her all night—not just as a toy, not just as a fuckhole, but as a servant, a pet, a filthy little cum-rag meant to lap up every last drop. 

Clarice never stopped begging. 

She had waited on them hand and foot, bringing them drinks, rubbing their feet, massaging Ty’s broad, powerful shoulders while Mommy curled up against him, stroking his thick cock in her manicured hand. 

"You know what to do, bitch," Mommy had purred, snapping her fingers. 

Clarice had dropped to her knees immediately, mouth open, tongue out, waiting like a desperate little mutt. 

"Beg," Ty had rumbled, his deep voice sending a thrill straight through her spine. 

"Please, Master… please let me taste your big black cock," Clarice whimpered, her caged clitty dripping onto the floor. 

He smirked. "Mmm. I don’t know. Does she deserve it?" 

Mommy stretched lazily, sighing as she admired her masterpiece—her perfectly trained little sissy bitch. 

"She did clean the house today," Mommy mused, tapping a finger against her lip. "And she has kept herself stretched like a good girl… but…" 

Clarice’s heart pounded. 

"But what, Mommy? Please! Tell me what I need to do!" 

Mommy’s grin widened. 

"Drink up." 

She spit into Clarice’s open mouth, watching with delight as her sissy swallowed instantly, licking her lips afterward. 

"Mmm, such a good little bitch," she purred, petting Clarice’s cheek. 

Ty chuckled, standing up. His massive cock stood thick and heavy in front of her. 

"Go ahead, slut. Show me how much you love Black cock." 

Clarice moaned before even touching him, her lips wrapping around the thick, dripping head. She sucked eagerly, her throat already relaxing as she took him deeper and deeper, her nose pressed to his abs. 

"Fuck, she really loves this," Ty groaned, grabbing her by the hair and thrusting into her throat. 

Clarice gagged, drooled, her eyes rolling back as she choked on his cock, the wet sounds of her sloppy throatwork filling the room. 

Mommy watched, her strap-on harness already strapped to her hips, her huge tits exposed, her nipples hard. 

"Time to fill up both holes," she purred. 

She grabbed Clarice’s dog collar, tugging her back just enough to let Ty’s cock pop out of her throat with a loud, wet pop. 

"On all fours, bitch," Mommy commanded. 

Clarice obeyed instantly, her ass high, back arched, hole twitching and ready. 

Mommy smirked, slicking up her huge black strap-on. 

"Who do you belong to, slut?" 

"You, Mommy!" Clarice gasped. 

"And?!" 

"Master Ty!" 

"And what are you?" 

"Your sissy! Your cumrag! Your pathetic, fuckable little bitch!" 

Mommy and Ty exchanged a grin. 

"Damn right you are," Ty chuckled, positioning himself with Clarice’s drool-covered face. 

Mommy lined up behind Clarice’s gaping, wet boi pussy. 

Then, they both thrust in at the same time. 

Clarice whimpered, her body shaking as she was taken, claimed, filled in both ends, their rhythm brutal, perfect, merciless.  

The taste of her own ass filled her mouth as Ty fucked her face relentlessly, his balls slapping against her chin, her throat stretched beyond belief. 

Mommy pounded into her tight, trained hole, her grip bruising as she used Clarice like the fuckdoll she was meant to be. 

Clarice didn’t know where one sensation ended and the next began. 

It was pure use. 

Pure degradation. 

Pure belonging. 

Her whole body convulsed, her small, useless clitty throbbing as the pleasure overwhelmed her. 

"Oh fuck, she’s cumming hands-free," Mommy laughed. "Such a little anal whore now, aren’t you, baby?" 

Clarice screamed, her body shuddering violently, her locked clitty leaking weak, pathetic dribbles of cum as her ass was wrecked. 

But they weren’t done. 

Not even close. 

They switched places, making her take it ass-to-mouth, making her swallow everything. 

Clarice moaned for more. 

And they gave her more. 

Over and over. 

By the time morning crept through the blinds, they were all spent. 

Clarice lay sprawled out on the floor, exhausted, stretched, soaked, and satisfied. Her body hummed with soreness, her throat raw, her hole raw but still wanting more. 

Mommy stretched on the couch, lighting a cigarette, while Ty leaned back, smirking down at his filthy little bitch. 

"Damn," he exhaled. "You really trained this one right." 

Mommy chuckled, exhaling a cloud of smoke. 

"I told you," she purred. "She was always meant to serve." 

Clarice shivered, curling up at Mommy’s feet, pressing soft, tired kisses to her ankles. 

"Thank you, Mommy," she whispered. 

"Thank you, Master." 

Mommy patted her head, amused at just how deep she had fallen into her role. 

"You’re welcome, baby," she murmured. 

Then, with a final smirk, she dangled Clarice’s chastity key over her face. 

"But don’t get too comfortable," she teased. "You always have more to learn."

Author’s Note:

Thank you for taking the time to read this story. No matter who you are, where you come from, or what you’re into, I want you to know that you are valid, you are important, and you are worthy of love.

Fiction allows us to explore our desires, fantasies, and emotions in a safe space. But at the end of the day, what truly matters is kindness, respect, and the connections we build with others. Everyone deserves to feel seen, accepted, and cherished for who they are.

So, wherever you are in life—whether you’re discovering yourself, embracing your desires, or just here for the journey—I hope you always remember: You are enough. You are loved.

Stay safe, stay kind, and keep being unapologetically you.


Always,
Amy Pink 
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