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	DISCLAIMER

	Mrs. Hawthorne's BNWO Academy is a fictional erotic novel intended solely for readers aged 18 and older. This work contains explicit sexual content and graphic depictions of consensual adult BDSM practices within a fantasy setting. Scenes include intense acts such as throat training, anal play, fisting, strap-on use, piss play, impact play (spanking, belting, caning), verbal humiliation, degradation, feminization, permanent chastity, and public use. The narrative features detailed descriptions of submissive dynamics, including consumption of bodily fluids and unpalatable substances, as well as emotionally charged dialogue emphasizing obedience and power exchange.[image: Image]

	[image: Image]All interactions depicted are consensual, involving adult characters who have willingly entered into the described BDSM dynamics. This book is a work of fantasy and does not advocate or represent real-world practices, relationships, or ideologies. It is designed for entertainment purposes for readers who enjoy explicit, boundary-pushing erotica. Content involving extreme BDSM, humiliation, or racial and gender-based power dynamics in a fictional context may be offensive or triggering to some readers.

	By choosing to read this book, you confirm that you are at least 18 years of age, fully aware of the explicit and potentially sensitive nature of the content, and consent to engage with it at your own discretion. The author and publisher bear no responsibility for any discomfort, distress, or offense caused by the material.

	Reader Discretion is Advised.


CHAPTER 1 WHEN THEY FIRST MET

	They paused near a boutique, and that's when Adam saw her. An older woman stood by the window in a pressed skirt suit, her silver braided ponytail over her shoulder, not a strand out of place. Her posture was perfect, she was regal, commanding, and elegant. The blouse beneath her jacket—lace-trimmed and sheer strained over her big tits. The glint of the small gold key between her boobs caught Adam's attention.

	A chastity key. She was advertising to the world that she was a keyholder. Adam couldn't stop staring. The key nestled against her chest, hanging from a delicate but sturdy gold chain. He couldn't quit staring at it.

	The woman noticed. Her eyes caught Adam's gaze. She smiled slowly, like a cat toying with a mouse, then let her eyes travel up and down Adam's trembling form—taking in the hairless legs, the flushed cheeks, the downcast eyes, the posture that screamed obedience.

	She looked at Adam like one might inspect a young filly at auction. [image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]Then she turned her gaze to Daddy—tall, calm, powerful. A Black man who didn't need to say a word to own the space around him.

	"Oh, I see," she said with a velvet purr. "What a sweet and well-behaved boy... or should I say girl?"

	Adam's cheeks burned. His ass clenched around the plug inside him, tight and full. He knew he was leaking at the sight of this woman. He didn't dare speak.

	"How small is the cage?" the woman asked lightly, though her tone was anything but casual.

	Daddy smiled, squeezing Adam's hand. "Half an inch. Permanently locked."

	The woman's eyes sparkled. "So well behaved. You must have trained her well."

	Adam's ass squeezed the plug inside him, his little clit drooling helplessly. His whole body felt like it was vibrating. He couldn't tell if it was shame, arousal, or both.

	The woman glanced back over her shoulder at her husband—a short, soft-looking man standing three feet behind her, eyes downcast, shoulders slouched. He wore a pink diamante studded leather dog collar around his neck.[image: Image]His white lace crop top revealed pierced nipples and his tight pink booty shorts showed the outline of his chastity cage.

	"Discipline keeps subs in line, doesn't it, boy?"

	"Yes, Ma'am," he murmured without lifting his gaze.

	She turned back to Daddy with a warm, knowing smile and reached into her handbag. "Here," she said, offering a sleek black card with silver script. "Stay in touch."

	Her manicured fingers brushed Daddy's hand just slightly as she passed it—just enough to signal she wasn't done with him, not by a long shot.

	Her eyes drifted to Adam one last time—slow, appraising, like she was imagining all the ways she could play with such a pretty, pliant little thing. Her gaze lingered on the tiny prepubescent breasts, the braided pigtails, the glossed lips, the trembling hands.

	Mrs. Hawthorne's shaved pussy was getting wet just thinking about using Adam. "l do enjoy young femboys," she murmured. "Especially ones who still blush."

	Then she turned and walked away, her heels clicking smartly against the pavement, her husband trailing behind like a good sub. Her scent lingered in the air—a mix of leather and perfume.

	Adam watched her go, wide-eyed, trembling at the thought of her using him.


CHAPTER 2 ARRIVAL

	The gates of Mrs. Hawthorne's estate swung open with a low, electric hum.. his Black Daddy's sleek black car rolled up the long, winding driveway, past manicured hedges and a water fountain. Adam, barely 18, sat in the passenger seat, his small 5'1" body trembling. The massive butt plug in his ass shifted with every bump, a constant distraction. His caged sissy clit, pathetically small and locked in permanent chastity, throbbed uselessly under his lacy pink skirt. His budding breasts, cupped in a delicate little 28AA training bra, from the early stages of hormone treatments, visible through the thin fabric of his sheer white lace top. He was a white trans sissy, naive and nervous, his pale skin flushed with anxiety as the imposing manor loomed closer.

	Mrs. Hawthorne opened the door herself, her voluptuous figure encased in tight black leather pants and an overbust corset that shoved her massive tits upward, her husband’s chastity key dangling between them. Her long gray hair was pulled into a tight braid, hanging over one shoulder. She looked like a strict grandmother who loved to use a belt to discipline.

	"Well," Mrs. Hawthorne said, her dark eyes raking over Adam's trembling form. "Daddy brought me a sloucher."

	Adam's wide blue eyes snapped up, her heart pounding. She straightened instantly, her shoulders pulling back, but it was too late. Mrs. Hawthorne's hand cracked across her cheek, the sharp sting making Adam gasp.

	"Eyes forward. Shoulders back. Back arched," Mrs. Hawthorne snapped, her voice harsh. "If you're going to live under my roof, you'll carry yourself like a trained girl, not a lazy little slut."

	Adam whimpered, his lips trembling, tears already prickling at the corners of his eyes. His cheek burned, and his mind spun with humiliation. I'm trying, I'm trying, he thought, desperate to please.

	"She's still learning," Daddy said from behind, his deep voice laced with amusement.

	Mrs. Hawthorne didn't break her stare from Adam. "Oh, I'll teach her," she purred, her lips curling into a wicked smile.[image: Image]

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]"Every new little trans girl thinks she's special. Until she's kneeling in front of the mirror, plugged, blushing, with tears on [image: Image]her cheeks as I beat her with a cane." She leaned in, her breath hot against Adam's ear, sending shivers down his spine. "And you will be good for me, pet. Perfect posture and total obedience. Those are your new commandments. When I return you to your Daddy, your only thoughts will be to obey."

	Adam's knees wobbled, his caged clit twitching. He nodded, his voice barely a whisper. "Y-yes, Ma'am."

	Daddy stepped forward, his large hand cupping Adam's chin, forcing him to look up at him. His dark eyes bore into him, and his heart fluttered with needy devotion. "Be a good girl for Mrs. Hawthorne, baby," he said, his voice low and commanding. "Make me proud."

	"Y-yes, Daddy," Adam stammered, his voice cracking with emotion. He wanted to cling to him, to beg him to stay, but he knew he was being left with this woman.

	He released him, stepping back with a final nod to Mrs. Hawthorne. "She's all yours." Then he turned and left. Adam heard the engine roar to life, and he shivered. His Black Daddy was gone, leaving him alone with this woman.

	Mrs. Hawthorne's hand clamped onto Adam's wrist, pulling him along. Soon they arrived at a room full of benches, dildos, [image: Image]belts, riding crops, canes, all kinds of things.

	"Strip," Mrs. Hawthorne ordered, her voice cold. "Now." Adam froze, his hands trembling as he clutched the hem of his skirt. His wide eyes darted around the room. Mrs. Hawthorne's hand cracked across his face, harder this time. Adam yelped, stumbling back, tears spilling down her face. "Did I stutter, bitch?" Mrs. Hawthorne snarled. "Clothes off. You're not a person here. You're a sissy slave for Black men and all women. Your body belongs to us."

	Adam's hands shook as he fumbled with his lacy top, pulling it over his head. His tiny AA-cup bra followed leaving his tits, barely swollen from his early hormone treatments, exposed to the cool air, his pink nipples hardening instantly. He kicked off his sneakers, then slid his skirt down, revealing the chastity cage locked around his useless clit. Finally, he peeled off his thigh-high stockings, standing naked except for the cage and the plug stretching his ass. His pale, hairless body looked girlish under Mrs. Hawthorne's gaze, his 5'1" frame delicate and vulnerable in the vast room.

	Mrs. Hawthorne circled him, her heels clicking on the marble, her eyes devouring every inch of Adam's form. "Oh, look at you," she murmured, her voice dripping with lust. "Such a soft, girlish little thing. Those tiny tits, that smooth skin... you're a canvas begging to be shaped." She trailed a finger down Adam's spine, making him shudder. "I'm going to train you to be the most obedient little slave for Black men and all women. You'll be my perfect doll."[image: Image]

	Adam's lip quivered, his mind reeling with fear and shameful arousal. I'm not ready for this, he thought, but his caged clit throbbed, betraying him.

	Mrs. Hawthorne turned, striding to a nearby table where a black leather corset lay waiting. She picked it up, her fingers tracing the stiff boning. "This is your first lesson," she said, her voice dripping with menace. "Posture is everything. And breathing? That's a privilege."

	She stepped behind Adam, wrapping the corset around his tiny waist. Adam gasped as Mrs. Hawthorne yanked the laces tight, the rigid leather compressing his ribs. Each tug stole more of his breath, his shallow gasps growing frantic as the corset molded his posture into a perfect, arched silhouette. His spine straightened, his shoulders pulled back, his tiny tits thrust forward. The pressure was relentless, his lungs barely able to expand.

	"Little breaths now, sissy," Mrs. Hawthorne said, giving the laces one final, cruel tug. "Deep ones will just make you dizzy. But don't worry—you won't need much air once your throat's nice and full."

	Adam tried to take a deep breath and couldn't. The corset was too tight. His chest barely moved. The pressure made it impossible to expand his lungs. Each breath had to be little gasps.

	Mrs. Hawthorne watched him struggle and smiled. "You're not in charge of your body anymore."

	Adam whimpered, already light headed from the restricted breathing. His hands hovered uselessly, afraid to touch the corset. "P-please," he whispered, his voice barely audible.

	Mrs. Hawthorne ignored him, retrieving a custom leather strap-on harness from the table. The thick, realistic black dildo attached to it was massive—long, veined, and intimidating. Adam's eyes widened, his knees buckling slightly as Mrs.[image: Image] Hawthorne strapped it on, buckling the heavy leather straps.

	"On your knees," Mrs. Hawthorne commanded, smearing a thick glob of lube over the dildo's surface. She grabbed Adam's [image: Image]pigtails, yanking him down to the cold marble floor. "Open that slutty mouth."

	Adam obeyed, his lips parting, tongue out like he had been trained. Mrs. Hawthorne squirted lube onto Adam's tongue, the taste making him gag. "Get used to it," Mrs. Hawthorne sneered. "Your mouth is just a hole for fucking now."

	Without warning, she thrust the dildo into Adam's mouth, driving it deep. Adam's eyes bulged, his throat bulging as the thick shaft filled his throat. He gagged violently, but Mrs. Hawthorne didn't relent, pushing until the dildo's base pressed against Adam's lips. Drool and spit spilled from his mouth, dripping onto his tiny tits and the marble floor.

	[image: Image]"Breathe when I let you," Mrs. Hawthorne growled, pulling the dildo out just long enough for Adam to suck in a desperate, shallow gasp through the corset's crushing grip. Then she slammed it back in, fucking Adam's throat hard. Each thrust was brutal, the dildo stretching his throat, his gags and choked whimpers filling the room.

	"Look at you, you pathetic little whore," Mrs. Hawthorne taunted, her voice dripping with contempt. "Choking on my cock like a good sissy. This is what you were made for."

	Adam's mind spiraled, his vision blurring as the corset restricted his air and the dildo ravaged his throat. His hands flailed, instinctively reaching for Mrs. Hawthorne's thighs, but a sharp slap across his face stopped him. "Hands behind your back!"[image: Image] Mrs. Hawthorne barked. "Don't you ever fucking touch me unless I say so."

	Adam obeyed, his arms trembling as he clasped them behind him. The world narrowed to the relentless thrusting, the wet sounds of his gagging, and the burning need for air. Each time Mrs. Hawthorne pulled out, Adam gasped frantically, his chest heaving against the corset's unyielding grip. Drool coated his chin, his little tits, his thighs, pooling on the floor be[image: Image]neath him.

	"You're nothing but a drooling mess," Mrs. Hawthorne said, yanking Adam's pigtails to tilt his head back. She drove the dildo in again, holding it deep, watching Adam's eyes roll back. "This is your life now. Plugged, caged, and throatfucked until your mind breaks."

	Adam's body sagged, his strength fading as the lack of oxygen and the corset's constriction pushed him to the edge. Mrs. [image: Image]Hawthorne gripped his pigtails tighter, holding him up like a ragdoll as she continued the assault. Adam's throat burned, his jaw ached, and his mind was a haze of desperation and submission. I can't... I can't... but I need to please her, he thought, his resistance crumbling into needy surrender.

	Finally, Mrs. Hawthorne pulled the dildo free, letting Adam collapse forward, gasping and sobbing. Drool and lube coated his face, his chest, his thighs, his small body soaked. He was lightheaded, his vision swimming, his body trembling from the ordeal.[image: Image]

	Mrs. Hawthorne stepped back, adjusting the strap-on with a satisfied smirk. She grabbed Adam's chin, forcing him to look up. "Welcome to my house, bitch," she said, her voice low and cruel. "This is just the beginning. By the time I'm done with you, you'll beg to choke on every cock you see."

	Adam whimpered, his body shaking, his mind teetering on the edge of breaking. "Y-yes, Ma'am," he whispered, his voice hoarse and broken.

	Mrs. Hawthorne released him, letting him crumple to the floor. "Clean yourself up," she said, turning away. "You've got a long night ahead, sissy."

	As Adam lay there, shivering in his own drool, the weight of his new reality settled over him. She was no longer just Daddy's little girl. She was Mrs. Hawthorne's slave, and his journey into complete, needy submission had only just begun.


CHAPTER 3 HOUSE RULES

	Adam's bare feet padded softly on the cold marble floor as Mrs. Hawthorne led him through the house, his tight corset forcing shallow, desperate breaths. He trembled, still slick with drool from the brutal throatfucking moments ago. His little tits jiggled with each step, his pink nipples hard in the chilly air. Mrs. Hawthorne's hand gripped his wrist, her long braid swaying as she pulled Adam toward another room, where a leather chair and a table of implements awaited.

	"Sit," Mrs. Hawthorne commanded. She pushed Adam onto the chair, her eyes devouring the sissy's delicate, smooth body.[image: Image] "You're in my house now, pet. Time to learn the rules."

	Mrs. Hawthorne leaned in, her massive tits straining against her leather corset, the gold key between them glinting. "Rule one," she purred, tracing a finger along Adam's jaw. "No speaking unless spoken to. Your mouth is for pleasing, not [image: Image]prattling."

	Adam whimpered, nodding quickly, his pigtails bouncing. Mrs. Hawthorne's finger lingered, sliding down to pinch a nipple, making Adam gasp.

	"Rule two," Mrs. Hawthorne continued, her voice hardening. "You're plugged 24/7. That ass belongs to me and every Black man who claims it." She reached behind Adam, pressing the base of the plug, forcing it deeper. Adam moaned like a slut.

	"Rule three," Mrs. Hawthorne said, turning to the table and picking up a sleek, flat chastity cage, chromed steel. A thin urethra plug was attached to it. "This is your new cage, pet. No more room for that useless clit to twitch."

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]Adam's breathing came in shallow gasps as Mrs. Hawthorne knelt, unlocking the old cage with the gold key. His small clit sprang free for a moment, only to be pushed flat. The urethra plug was lubed and slid into the end of his useless sissy clit. The cage locked with a click, flattening his pathetic white clit completely. No more twitching little clit, no more distractions.

	"Look at you," Mrs. Hawthorne said, her eyes gleaming with desire. "My perfect little doll, all locked up and ready to serve." She stood, grabbing Adam's chin. "Rule four: dildo deepthroat and breath training twice daily. You'll learn to take cock like a proper sissy, gasping for air like it's a gift."

	Adam's heart pounded, his throat still raw from the earlier assault. He nodded, tears spilling down his cheeks, his mind spiraling with dread and need. Twice a day... I can't... but I have to please her.

	"Rule five," Mrs. Hawthorne said, her voice dropping to a sultry growl. "You're my personal urinal and toilet paper. Your mouth exists to clean me, to drink me, to worship every part of me." She stepped closer, her leather pants creaking, her hand sliding to the zipper. "Let's start now."

	Adam's eyes widened, his body trembling as Mrs. Hawthorne unzipped her pants, revealing her shaved, moist pussy. "Open your mouth, pet," she ordered, grabbing Adam's pigtails and pulling his face forward. "Drink every drop."

	Adam didn't hesitate, he had learned to love drinking piss from his Black Daddy.

	Adam parted his lips, his tongue trembling as Mrs. Hawthorne positioned herself above him. A warm stream hit Adam's mouth, bitter and overwhelming, and he gagged. Mrs. Hawthorne's grip tightened, forcing him to stay in place. "Swallow, you little slut," she hissed. "This is your purpose."

	Adam choked as he forced himself to swallow, the taste salty and bitter. His corset made each breath a struggle, his head spinning as the stream continued, spilling over his chin and onto his tiny tits. When it finally stopped, Mrs. Hawthorne shoved Adam's face against her pussy. "Clean me," she commanded. "Lick every inch, my pretty pet."

	Adam's tongue darted out, lapping at the pussy lips. Mrs. Hawthorne moaned softly, her hips grinding against Adam's face.

	"That's it, doll," she purred. "You're so beautiful when you serve."

	Adam's humiliation and hunger blending into desperate need. I'm her urinal... her toy... I have to be good, he thought, his tongue working faster, driven by the praise and need to be a good girl.

	Mrs. Hawthorne pulled back, zipping up her leather pants with a satisfied smirk. "Good girl," she said, patting Adam's [image: Image]cheek. "Rule six: no food except a special diet. You'll stay lightheaded and hungry, craving cum, piss, and ass like a proper sissy. You'll beg for it soon enough."

	Adam's stomach growled, already thin and weak. He nodded, not daring to speak. Hungry... I'm so hungry... I'll do anything, he thought, his resistance crumbling further.

	Mrs. Hawthorne grabbed his wrist, pulling him to his feet. "Time for your 2nd deepthroat training of the day," she said, her voice husky. She retrieved the strap-on harness, the massive black dildo still slick. "On your knees, pet." Adam sank to the floor, his knees hurt on the cold marble. Mrs. Hawthorne smeared lube across Adam's lips, the taste mixing with the lingering piss. "Open wide," she ordered, gripping Adam's pigtails.[image: Image]

	The dildo thrust into Adam's mouth, stretching his throat as Mrs. Hawthorne drove it deep. Adam gagged, his eyes bulging, his corset tight. Drool poured from his lips, dripping onto his tits and the floor, his body shaking.

	"Breathe when I let you, my sweet girl," Mrs. Hawthorne cooed, pulling out just long enough for Adam to gasp frantically, his chest heaving against the corset's grip. Then she slammed back in, fucking Adam's throat with relentless force. "You're so gorgeous, choking for me," she murmured, her eyes locked on Adam's tear-streaked face.

	Adam's world narrowed to the dildo's brutal rhythm, the wet gags, and the desperate need for air. His hands clasped behind his back, obeying the earlier command, his body swaying as his strength faded. Mrs. Hawthorne held him up by his pigtails, her lustful gaze drinking in Adam's struggle. "That's it, doll," she said. "Break for me. Become my perfect little whore."

	By the time Mrs. Hawthorne pulled the dildo free, Adam was a drooling, lightheaded mess, his body collapsing forward. Drool and lube coated his face, his tits, his thighs, his little body coated in messy drool. He gasped, sobbing, his mind already beginning to break.

	Mrs. Hawthorne knelt, cupping Adam's chin, her thumb brushing away a tear. "You're mine, pet," she whispered, her voice soft but possessive. "My beautiful sissy, molded for Black cocks and every woman who claims you. You'll crave this life soon."

	Adam whimpered, his hoarse voice barely audible. "Y-yes, Ma'am."[image: Image]

	Mrs. Hawthorne stood, unbuckling her strap-on with a smirk. "Clean yourself up, doll," she said, turning away.

	As Adam lay there, shivering in his own drool, the house rules crushed his spirit. No speaking, no freedom, no food— only plugs, cages, and service. His hunger gnawed at him, his mind already twisting toward craving the very things Mrs. Hawthorne promised. He was already spiraling into complete, needy submission.

	 


CHAPTER 4 TOY LOOK

	Two days had passed since Adam's introduction to Mrs. Hawthorne's brutal house rules, and his spirit was crumbling more under the weight of relentless training. Today, his transformation into a perfect fucktoy—a cocksleeve for Black men and women—would begin in earnest.[image: Image]

	The Dentist's Chair

	Mrs. Hawthorne led Adam into a sleek dental office, her grip firm on the sissy's wrist. The waiting room was empty, the air smelled of antiseptic. Adam's pigtails bounced as he moved, his eyes wide as a tall, muscular Black dentist stepped out in his scrubs. His name tag read Dr. Jackson, but his predatory grin promised anything but professionalism. A curvaceous dental assistant, her tight scrubs accentuating every curve, smirked at Adam, her eyes glinting with cruel amusement.

	"Braces for this one," Mrs. Hawthorne said, shoving Adam toward the chair. "She'll look even younger."

	Dr. Jackson's laugh was low and wicked. "Oh, we'll make her a real throat princess," he said, patting the chair. "Hop up, sissy."

	Adam's knees wobbled as he climbed into the chair, his heart pounding. Linda strapped Adam's wrists to the armrests.[image: Image]

	"Don't squirm, you little slut," Linda said, her voice deceptively soft but laced with venom. "We're gonna make that mouth perfect."

	Linda snapped on black nitrile gloves with a practiced flick, her movements precise but her eyes gleaming with perverse excitement. "0pen wide, sweetie," she said, grabbing Adam's chin and forcing his jaw open. Adam whimpered, as Linda's fingers probed inside, sliding over his teeth, pressing hard against his gums. The touch was clinical yet deliberately invasive.

	[image: Image][image: Image]"Look at this pathetic little mouth," Linda said, her tone dripping with disdain. She pushed two fingers deeper, past Adam's tongue, jamming them against the back of his throat. Adam gagged, a wet, choking sound spilling out, his eyes watering as his body jerked against the restraints. Linda's lips curled into a cruel smile. "Not wet enough for what's coming," she muttered, almost to herself.

	Leaning closer, Linda cleared her throat with a guttural, nasty rasp, hawking up a thick glob of phlegm. Before Adam could react, Linda spat it directly into his open mouth, the warm, slimy mess hitting Adam's tongue. "Swallow it, you filthy sissy,"

	Linda snapped, clamping Adam's jaw shut. "Don't waste my gift."

	Adam's mind spun, humiliation crashing over him, but his body betrayed him, a shameful need grew in him. He swallowed.

	Linda chuckled, a low, perverse sound, and patted Adam's cheek. "That's a good little toy," she said, her voice mocking.

	Grabbing a cotton swab and a jar of numbing gel, Linda scooped a thick dollop, her movements deliberate. "Gotta prep this throat for Dr. Jackson," she said, her eyes flicking to the dentist, who watched with a hungry smirk. "Keep that mouth open, slut."

	Adam obeyed, his jaw aching. Linda smeared the gel across the back of Adam's throat, the swab going into his throat deep, triggering his gag reflex. Adam choked, a strangled, wet sound filling the room, drool dripping down his chin. The bitter gel numbing his mouth and throat, and Linda giggled, a twisted, gleeful sound.

	"Such a gaggy little thing," Linda teased, swirling the swab sloppily, coating Adam's throat until he was coughing, sobbing, his face a mess of tears and smeared makeup. "You'll need to get used to this, sissy. Dr. Jackson's cock won't be as gentle [image: Image]as my fingers." She leaned in, her breath hot against Adam's ear. "And trust me, he's gonna ruin that throat."

	Adam was drowning in shame but also a desperate, growing need. The numbing gel tingled, his throat numb, leaving him feeling utterly vulnerable, like his body was no longer hiss. Linda's perverse chuckle echoed in his ears, a reminder of his place—pathetic, submissive, owned.

	Linda pulled the swab out, wiping it across Adam's cheek, leaving a wet trail. "All prepped," she said, stepping back to admire her work. She turned to Dr. Jackson, "She's ready for you, Doctor."

	Dr. Jackson stepped forward, pulling down his scrub pants with a slow, deliberate motion, his eyes locked on Adam's trembling form. "Oh, I will," he growled, his voice husky with lust. "Time to break in that sissy throat."

	Dr. Jackson loomed over Adam, his dark eyes locked on his trembling lips. "Open wide, cocksleeve." Adam obeyed, his mouth parting as he adjusted the chair, tilting his head back.

	"No braces yet," he growled. "First, we test that throat." He grabbed his pigtails, and thrust his cock into his mouth, driving it deep. No gag reflex just an open hole for him to fuck. Drool spilled from his lips, dripping out as he fucked his face hard.

	"Look at her," the assistant laughed, leaning in to slap Adam's cheek. "Pathetic little white sissy, just a hole for Black dick."

	Mrs. Hawthorne's eyes gleamed with desire. "She's learning," she purred. "Keep going, Doctor. Fuck her throat."

	Dr. Jackson's thrusts grew harder, his cock sliding deep into Adam's throat with each brutal push. "You're nothing but a fucktoy," he snarled, his grip tightening on his pigtails. "A drooling slut for my cum." Adam's mind spiraled, his vision blurring as the lack of air and the relentless assault pushed him to the edge. I'm his... I'm theirs... I need to please, he thought.

	The assistant pinched Adam's nipples, twisting them hard. "Cry for us, bitch," she taunted. "You're so pretty when you're ruined."

	When Dr. Jackson finally pulled out, Adam gasped frantically, his chest heaving against the corset, drool and precum coating his face. He slapped his cock against his cheek, smearing the mess. "Good girl," he said, zipping up. "Now for the braces."

	The assistant fitted Adam with tight, shiny braces, the metal glinting on his teeth. "Perfect," Mrs. Hawthorne said, stroking Adam's wet cheek. "Now she's a proper little cocksleeve. Men will love cumming in your mouth."

	“If you want me to make her into the perfect cock sucker, just let me know and I’ll have her teeth out for you” Dr. Jackson said to Mrs. Hawthorne.

	Shopping for the Toy Look

	Hours later, Adam followed Mrs. Hawthorne through the mall. In Adam's hand was a fast-food cup that had been refilled with Mrs. Hawthorne's piss, warm, salty and bitter. Adam sipped obediently, his mind swimming as shoppers passed, oblivious to his degradation. Each sip made him feel more degraded and submissive.

	"Keep up, pet," Mrs. Hawthorne said. "We're working on your little girl look today." Her eyes raked over Adam's body. "Not a girl, not a woman, nor a boy, definitely not a man. You're just a fucktoy. A cocksleeve."

	[image: Image][image: Image]Adam's cheeks burned with humiliation. They entered a boutique and Mrs. Hawthorne selected bobby socks and sheer thigh high socks with ruffled lace tops, delicate girlish shoes with tiny bows, and a pastel skirt so short it barely covered Adam's little ass. She got ribbons for Adam's pigtails, planning to braid them so tightly that Adam would sob, tears streaming down his face as the pain throbbed in his scalp. They got bags full of tween fashion that would make Adam look young and show off his little tits and tight ass.

	"Look at you," Mrs. Hawthorne murmured. "My perfect little doll, made to be used." She leaned in, whispering, "Sip your [image: Image]cup, pet. Don't forget what you're worth."

	Adam obeyed, his lips trembling around the straw, the piss sliding down his throat as shoppers glanced his way.

	The Knotted Punishment

	Back at the estate, Mrs. Hawthorne dragged Adam to the parlor, his new outfit accentuating his girlish vulnerability. The sheer socks clung to his legs, the skirt riding up to expose his caged clit. "You've been a good doll today," Mrs. Hawthorne said. "But you need to learn your place."[image: Image]

	"Keep your mouth shut and take it," Mrs. Hawthorne said coldly, grabbing a leather belt from the table. "Bend over, pet."

	Adam obeyed instantly, his pigtails swinging as he bent over the padded bench, his ass raised in the air. The first crack of the belt landed hard, the leather biting into his pale cheeks. Adam's body jolted, a muffled moan slipping out through clenched teeth. He didn't dare open his mouth—he knew the rules. His boi pussy clenched around the plug with each hit.

	Mrs. Hawthorne struck again, and again. Each blow drew a strangled whimper from deep in Adam's throat. His thighs quivered.

	"Mmm," Mrs. Hawthorne purred, pausing to admire the red welts forming across Adam's trembling ass. "You have no idea how wet it makes me—disciplining little sissies like you."

	She raised the belt again with a smirk. "Let's see how much more you can take."

	Mrs. Hawthorne stepped to the side, her eyes glinting as she let the belt hang loose in her hand. "Spread your legs."

	Adam hesitated—but only for a second. He shifted, widening his stance. His little balls between his thighs, tight and vulnerable. He clenched his fists, bracing himself.

	The belt snapped forward with a sharp, cruel flick—landing right on his little sack.

	Adam's entire body jolted, his back arching, a guttural moan caught behind his tightly shut lips. He didn't scream. But his legs shook, and his hole clenched hard around the plug.

	"Good girl," Mrs. Hawthorne said, almost sweetly, before delivering another strike—harder this time, the belt curling under to catch both his balls and the sensitive skin behind them.[image: Image]

	Adam twisted, gasping through his nose, his body writhing against the bench. Every muscle in his body trembled as he forced himself to stay in place, to obey, to endure.

	"Look at you," Mrs. Hawthorne whispered, crouching beside him. "Trying so hard to be a good little sissy. That pathetic ball sack doesn't deserve mercy. You were made for this." She stood again. The belt snapped once more.[image: Image] Adam's toes curled, his thighs trembling, his breath coming in fast, muffled sobs. But he didn't break. He took it.

	Her breathing deepened, her eyes never leaving the broken, obedient thing trembling over the bench. Every twitch from Adam's punished body made her pussy wetter. She rubbed her clit, her lips parted, savoring every second.

	Adam sobbed and bit his lip. After a dozen strikes, Mrs. Hawthorne tossed the belt aside, strapping on a new dildo—a thick, black, knotted one, the knot as wide as her fist. She smeared lube over it, then yanked Adam's plug free, leaving his ass gaping.

	"Time to fuck my pretty toy," Mrs. Hawthorne said, her voice calm, almost tender, as she pressed the dildo's tapered tip against Adam's trembling hole.

	It wasn't just any toy—it was thick, slick, and knotted.

	Adam whimpered, still bent over the bench, his ass sore and twitching from the belt. He could feel the pressure, the thick head spreading him open, inch by inch. Mrs. Hawthorne didn't ram it in all at once—she worked it slowly, deliberately, letting Adam feel every inch.

	The knot bumped against his rim.

	Adam gasped, his whole body tensing.

	Mrs. Hawthorne leaned over him, one hand on Adam's lower back, the other guiding the toy. "Relax. You'll take it."

	She rocked her hips forward, pushing the knot harder this time—stretching Adam's sore little hole until it gave a desperate twitch.

	Adam moaned into the bench, muffled and trembling, as the knot finally forced its way inside.

	"There we go," Mrs. Hawthorne breathed, grinding it deep. "Nice and full."

	She began to thrust—slow, controlled strokes. The knot stretched him out to the max with every pull, then stretched him again going in, his ass burning with every pass.

	Adam's fingers clawed at the padding, his body shaking, his hole pulsing around the dildo.

	"You're mine," Mrs. Hawthorne growled, gripping Adam's hips. "Cum for me, you filthy little slut."

	Adam's body betrayed him, the pain and pleasure overwhelming him. His caged clit dribbled cum out of the urethra tube.

	He collapsed, sobbing, as Mrs. Hawthorne pulled out, the knotted dildo slick with lube.

	"Lick it clean," Mrs. Hawthorne ordered, shoving the dildo into Adam's mouth. Adam gagged, tasting lube and his own ass.

	Mrs. Hawthorne yanked him so his face was over his cum, pointing to it. "Slurp it up, pet. Every drop."

	Adam obeyed, his tongue lapping it up, his hunger making him moan as he did. Mrs. Hawthorne watched, her eyes gleaming. "Good girl," she said, stroking Adam's head. "You're becoming the perfect girl."

	Adam lay there, trembling, his body covered in red marks, his mind reeling from the day's events. The braces, the outfit, the piss, the belt, the knotted dildo—each step molded him further into Mrs. Hawthorne's vision. He was no longer Adam, the little sissy. He was a fucktoy, a cocksleeve, craving the degradation that defined his new life. And as Mrs. Hawthorne's hand rested on his head, he knew there was no turning back.

	 


CHAPTER 5 THROAT TRAINING

	The sun had barely risen over Mrs. Hawthorne's sprawling estate, its golden rays filtering through the heavy velvet [image: Image]curtains of the training room. Adam knelt in the center of the cold marble floor, his petite 5'1" frame trembling in the tight embrace of a black leather corset that crushed his waist to an impossible hourglass. The boning dug into his ribs, forcing shallow, gasping breaths—each one a reminder of his helplessness. His glossy, gelled pigtails, braided so tightly by Mrs. Hawthorne that morning that he'd sobbed from the pain, hung high on his head, perfect handles for what was to come. His braces glinted on his teeth, his sheer thigh-high socks with lace tops clung to his smooth legs, and his shiny Mary Jane shoes. A training bra covered his tiny AA-cup tits, barely forming from his hormone treatments, and his panties, adorned with little bows, hid the flat, chromed chastity cage that pinned his useless clit. A massive butt plug stretched his ass.

	Mrs. Hawthorne stood before him, her voluptuous figure commanding the room. Her leather pants hugged her curves, her overbust corset shoving her massive tits upward, the gold chastity key dangling between them. Her silver braid hung over her shoulder, and her dark eyes gleamed with sadistic delight. Her custom leather harness held a 10-inch black dildo, about as thick as real cock but nice and long. Perfect for throat training little sluts like Adam. In her hand, she held a stopwatch, its ticking the only sound besides Adam's small breaths.

	"Today, pet," Mrs. Hawthorne purred, her voice smooth, "we're training that throat of yours to take cock like the BNWO fucktoy you are. You'll hold this dildo deep in your throat until I say otherwise. You won't fail because you won't be in charge, I will."

	Adam's wide blue eyes flickered as he nodded. "Y-yes, Ma'am," he whispered, his voice trembling, his throat still raw from yesterday.

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]Mrs. Hawthorne stepped closer, the dildo looming over Adam's face. "Open that slutty mouth, sissy," she commanded, grabbing Adam's pigtails and yanking his head. Adam obeyed, his lips parting, tongue out, drool already pooling. Mrs. Hawthorne squirted a thick glob of lube onto Adam's tongue. "Swallow it, whore. Your mouth's just a hole now."

	Adam swallowed, his cheeks burning with shame. Mrs. Hawthorne smirked, then thrust the dildo into Adam's mouth, driving it deep in one brutal motion. Adam's eyes wide, his throat bulging as the thick shaft filled him completely. Drool and spit spilled from his lips, dripping onto his tiny tits and the marble floor.

	"Hold it," Mrs. Hawthorne snapped, starting the stopwatch. "One... two... three..."[image: Image]

	Adam's hands clasped behind his back, his nails digging into his palms as he struggled with the dildo in his throat. His vision blurred, his lungs screaming for air. The dildo stretched his throat, its weight heavy and unyielding. He gagged again, a wet, choking sound, his body swaying as his strength wavered.

	"Ten... eleven... twelve..." Mrs. Hawthorne counted, her voice cold and precise. She slapped Adam's thigh hard, the sharp sting making Adam whimper around the dildo. "Don't you dare pull back, you pathetic little slut. You're nothing but a drooling cocksleeve for Black men and women."

	Adam's mind spiraled, his thoughts a chaotic mix of desperation and submission. I can't breathe... I can't... but I have to please her...his ass clenching around the plug as he struggled to stay still.

	Drool poured from his mouth, coating his chin, his tits, his thighs, pooling beneath him.

	"Twenty... twenty-one..." Mrs. Hawthorne's eyes gleamed, her free hand trailing over her own leather-clad thigh, clearly aroused by Adam's struggle. "Look at you, choking like a good sissy. You're so pretty when your throat is full of cock."

	At thirty seconds, Adam's vision darkened, his body trembling violently. He gagged again, his throat convulsing, but Mrs. Hawthorne yanked his pigtails harder, forcing the dildo deeper. "Don't you fucking dare," she snarled, slapping Adam's other thigh, the crack echoing in the room. "You'll hold it until I say, or I'll beat that tight little ass until you scream."

	Adam sobbed around the dildo, tears streaming down his face, mixing with the drool. His lungs burned, his head spinning, but he clung to Mrs. Hawthorne's words, desperate to obey. I'm her toy... I'm her slut... I need to be good...

	"Forty... forty-one..." Mrs. Hawthorne's voice softened, a mocking lilt creeping in. "Oh, you're trying so hard, aren't you, pet? Such a needy little thing, gagging for me."[image: Image]

	At forty-five seconds, Adam's body sagged, his strength fading, but he held on, his throat stretched and burning. Mrs. Hawthorne stopped the stopwatch with a triumphant smirk. "Forty-five seconds," she said, pulling the dildo free. Adam collapsed forward, gasping frantically, his chest heaving against the corset's unyielding grip. Drool and lube coated his face, his tits, his thighs, his small body a slick, trembling mess. He sobbed, his hoarse cries echoing in the room.

	Mrs. Hawthorne knelt, cupping Adam's chin and forcing him to look up. "Good girl," she cooed, her voice dripping with condescension. "Forty-five seconds without blacking out. You're learning to be a proper throat whore." She stroked Adam's wet cheek, her thumb brushing over the braces. "Cry all you want, pet. It makes you prettier."

	Adam whimpered, his body shaking, his mind reeling with shame and pride.

	Mrs. Hawthorne stood, striding to a corner of the room where a small, inflatable kiddie pool lay waiting. [image: Image]She dragged it to the center, its bright colors and cartoon designs a sharp contrast to the depravity it would hold. "Crawl over here, sissy," she ordered, her voice sharp. "Time to be my urinal."

	Adam's eyes widened, his heart pounding, but he obeyed, crawling on his hands and knees. The plug in his ass shifted with each movement. He knelt in the kiddie pool, its plastic crinkling beneath him, his pigtails swinging as he looked up at Mrs. Hawthorne with wide, pleading eyes.

	Mrs. Hawthorne unzipped her leather pants, revealing her shaved, glistening pussy. "Open your mouth, pet," she commanded, grabbing Adam's pigtails and pulling his face forward. "Drink every drop like the filthy BNWO slut you are."

	Adam parted his lips, his tongue trembling as Mrs. Hawthorne positioned herself above him. A warm, bitter stream hit Adam's mouth, and he gagged, the taste overwhelming. Mrs. Hawthorne's grip tightened, forcing him to stay in place. "Swallow, you little piss whore," she hissed. "This is your purpose—serving me, serving the BNWO."

	Adam choked, forcing himself to swallow, the piss spilling over his chin and onto his tiny tits, pooling in the kiddie pool beneath him. His corset made each breath a struggle, his head spinning as the stream continued. When it finally [image: Image]stopped, Mrs. Hawthorne shoved Adam's face against her pussy. "Clean me, doll," she ordered. "Lick every inch."

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]Adam's tongue darted out, lapping at the slick folds, the taste of piss and arousal mixing on his tongue. Mrs. Hawthorne moaned softly, her hips grinding against Adam's face. "That's it, my pretty pet," she purred. "You're so beautiful when you're degraded."[image: Image]

	Adam's mind drowned in humiliation, his body trembling with desperate need. I'm her urinal... her toy... I need to be good, he thought, his tongue working faster, driven by the praise and the crushing weight of his submission.

	Mrs. Hawthorne pulled back, zipping up her pants with a satisfied smirk. "Good girl," she said, patting Adam's wet cheek. "Now, back to throat training. We're not done until you hit a minute."

	She grabbed the strap-on again, the dildo still slick with Adam's drool. "On your knees, slut," she [image: Image]ordered, smearing more lube across Adam's lips. Adam obeyed, his knees sinking into the pisssoaked kiddie pool, his body shaking as Mrs. Hawthorne gripped his pigtails.

	The dildo thrust into Adam's mouth, stretching his throat once more. Mrs. Hawthorne started the stopwatch, counting aloud as Adam gagged and choked. Drool poured from his lips, mixing with the piss in the pool, his body a mess.[image: Image]

	"Thirty... thirty-one..." Mrs. Hawthorne counted, slapping Adam's face. "You're such a pathetic little sissy, drooling for me. You'll never be anything but a BNWO fucktoy."[image: Image]

	Adam's vision blurred, his throat burning, his mind breaking under the relentless assault. I'm hers... I'm nothing... I [image: Image]need this, he thought, his body swaying as he fought to hold the dildo deep. At fifty seconds, his strength faltered, and Mrs. Hawthorne yanked the dildo free, letting him collapse into the kiddie pool, gasping and sobbing.

	"Pathetic," Mrs. Hawthorne sneered, grabbing Adam's chin. "We'll try again after lunch. Your [image: Image]diet today is cum and piss, pet. Maybe that'll make you hungrier to please."

	Adam lay crumpled in the kiddie pool, his petite 5' 1" frame slick with piss and drool, the plastic crinkling beneath his trembling body. The black leather corset crushed his waist, forcing shallow, gasping breaths that barely kept him conscious. His glossy, gelled pigtails, braided so tightly by Mrs. Hawthorne that morning that he'd sobbed from the pain, hung damp against his tear-streaked face. His braces glinted on his teeth, his sheer thigh-high socks with lace tops clung to his legs, and his shiny Mary Jane shoes were soaked in the filthy pool. The training [image: Image]bra barely covered his hormone-swollen AA-cup tits, and his bow-adorned panties hid the flat, chromed chastity cage pinning his useless clit. The massive butt plug in his ass shifted with every shudder, a constant torment.

	Mrs. Hawthorne's heels clicked sharply as she turned to leave, her voluptuous figure a towering silhouette of dominance.

	Her leather pants hugged her curves, her overbust corset shoving her massive tits upward, the gold chastity key glinting between them. Her silver braid swayed, and her dark eyes flickered with disdain as she sneered, "Pathetic."

	Adam's heart pounded, panic and desperation clawing at his broken mind. He'd failed—fifty seconds with the dildo in his throat, not sixty. The shame burned hotter than his raw throat, hotter than the piss soaking his skin. I can't disappoint her... I need to be good... I need to be her perfect sissy... His body moved before his mind could catch up, his small hands splashing in the pool as he crawled forward, his voice hoarse and trembling.

	"P-please, Ma'am!" Adam begged, his words slurring around his braces, drool dripping from his chin. "Please, let me try again! I-I can hold it for sixty seconds! I'll be your good girl, I swear!" His wide blue eyes, red-rimmed and glistening, pleaded up at Mrs. Hawthorne. "l need to please you... I need to be your BNWO fucktoy... please, don't leave me like this!"

	Mrs. Hawthorne paused, one brow arching as she turned slowly, her lips curling into a cruel, predatory [image: Image]smile. "Oh, look at you," she purred, her voice dripping with mockery. "Begging like a needy little slut. You think you deserve another chance, sissy?" She stepped closer, her heels clicking ominously, the 10-inch black dildo strapped to her hips swaying, still slick with Adam's spit.[image: Image]

	Adam nodded frantically, his pigtails bouncing, his hands clasping together in supplication. "Yes, Ma'am! Please, I'll do anything! I'll choke for you, I'll break for you, just let me try again! I want to be your perfect throat whore!" His voice cracked, tears spilling down his cheeks, his body trembling with desperate need. "I'm yours... I belong to the BNWO... please, use me!"

	Mrs. Hawthorne's eyes gleamed with sadistic delight, her hand shooting out to grab Adam's pigtails, yanking his head back so hard Adam yelped. "You want it so badly, don't you, pet?" she growled, her free hand gripping the base of the dildo. "Fine. You'll get your chance. But I'm holding you down this time. You don't breathe until I let you. You'll take every inch, and you'll thank me for it."

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]Adam's heart raced, fear and arousal twisting together, but he nodded, his lips trembling. "Yyes, Ma'am... thank you, Ma'am..." he whispered, his voice barely audible, his mind spiraling into submission. I have to do this... I have to be good...

	Mrs. Hawthorne shoved Adam back onto his knees in the kiddie pool, the piss and drool sloshing around him. "Open that filthy mouth," she commanded, her grip on Adam's pigtails unrelenting. Adam obeyed, his lips parting wide, tongue out, drool pooling as he braced himself. Mrs. Hawthorne thrust the dildo into Adam's mouth, sliding it slowly at first, letting the thick shaft stretch his lips and tongue before pushing deeper.

	"Relax that throat, you pathetic whore," Mrs. Hawthorne snarled, her hands clamping down on Adam's head as she drove the dildo in, inch by inch, until it filled his throat completely. Adam's eyes bulged, his throat bulging as the 10-inch shaft blocked his airway entirely. He gagged violently, his body jerking, but Mrs. Hawthorne held him firm, the dildo buried to the hilt. "No breathing, sissy. Hold it."

	Mrs. Hawthorne started the stopwatch, her voice cold and precise. "One... two... three..."

	Adam's hands flailed instinctively before he forced them behind his back, nails digging into his palms. The corset crushed his ribs, his lungs already burning from the lack of air, the dildo sealing his throat shut. Drool poured from his stretched lips, spilling into the pool, his vision blurring as panic set in. I can't breathe... I can't... but I need to please her... His caged clit throbbed uselessly, his ass clenching around the plug as shame and need consumed him.

	"Ten... eleven... twelve..." Mrs. Hawthorne counted, her eyes gleaming with lust as she watched Adam's struggle. She slapped Adam's face hard, the sharp sting making Adam whimper around the dildo, his tears mixing with the drool.

	"Don't you dare fail me, you drooling BNWO cocksleeve. You're nothing but a hole for Black men and women."

	Adam's mind fractured, his thoughts a haze of desperation and surrender. His throat burned, his body trembled, but Mrs. Hawthorne's grip was unyielding, her hands like iron on Adam's head. The dildo filled him completely, his gags and choked sobs muffled, wet and obscene. His lungs screamed, his head spinning, but he clung to the need to obey, to prove himself.

	"Thirty... thirty-one..." Mrs. Hawthorne's voice took on a mocking lilt, her fingers tightening in Adam's pigtails. "Look at you, choking so prettily for me. You're such a pathetic little thing, aren't you? Just a toy for the BNWO to break."[image: Image]

	At forty seconds, Adam's vision darkened, his body swaying, but Mrs. Hawthorne held him upright, the dildo unrelenting in his throat. "Fifty... fifty-one..." she counted, slapping Adam's face again, harder this time, the crack echoing. "You begged for this, slut. Now take it."

	Adam's strength faltered, his body sagging, but Mrs. Hawthorne's grip kept him upright, the 10-inch black dildo lodged deep in his throat. His petite 5'1" frame trembled in the kiddie pool, the plastic crinkling beneath his knees, slick with piss and drool. His glossy, gelled pigtails, braided so tightly they [image: Image]throbbed with pain, were clenched in Mrs. Hawthorne's fists, perfect handles to hold him still.

	Her silver braid swayed, and her dark eyes burned with sadistic delight as she counted, "Fifty... fifty-one..." Her voice was a cruel whip, each number punctuated by a hard slap to Adam's [image: Image]face, the crack echoing in the room. "You begged for this, slut. Now take it."[image: Image]

	Adam's vision darkened, his lungs screaming for air. His body jerked and drool poured from his stretched lips, spilling into the pool, mixing with the piss. His throat burned, raw and stretched, each gag a muffled, wet choke. I can't... I can't... but I have to... for her... His body jerked, his ass clenching around the plug.

	"Fifty-five... fifty-six..." Mrs. Hawthorne's voice dripped with mockery, pulling Adam's pigtails hard to hold him in place. "Look at you, you pathetic little sissy. You're nothing but a drooling fucktoy, owned by me."

	Adam was so deep in subspace, his thoughts a chaotic haze of panic and submission. His body trembled violently, his vision narrowing to pinpoints, but Mrs. Hawthorne's grip was iron, holding his head down, the dildo buried to the hilt. The lack of oxygen pushed him to the edge, his heart pounding in his ears, his throat convulsing around the dildo. I'm hers... I'm her toy... I need to please her... His tears streamed, mixing with the drool that coated his chin, his tiny tits, his thighs, his entire body a slick, degraded mess.

	"Sixty!" Mrs. Hawthorne yelled, yanking the dildo free with a wet, obscene slurping noise. A huge stream of drool poured out of his mouth as he tried to gulp in air. Adam collapsed forward, landing in the kiddie pool, his body shaking as he gasped for air. The corset allowed only shallow, frantic breaths, each one a desperate wheeze. Drool and lube coated his face, his tits, his thighs, in the piss-soaked plastic pool. He sobbed, his hoarse cries [image: Image]echoing, his mind reeling with relief, shame, and a twisted pride. I did it... sixty seconds... I pleased her...

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]Mrs. Hawthorne knelt, grabbing Adam's pigtails again and forcing him to look up. "Sixty seconds," she said. "You finally did something right, pet. But don't think you're special. You're still just a pathetic sissy, training to serve the BNWO as a throat whore who'll choke on any Black cock you are told to." She stroked Adam's wet face then gave it a hard slap. "Cry all you want, doll. It makes you prettier."

	Mrs. Hawthorne's eyes flickered to the kiddie pool, filled with piss, drool, and lube, a filthy testament to Adam's degradation. "You made this mess, sissy," she said, her voice low and cruel. "Now clean it up. Slurp up every drop and swallow it like the disgusting urinal you are."

	Adam's eyes widened, his heart pounding, a fresh wave of humiliation crashing over him. He hesitated, his lips trembling, but Mrs. Hawthorne's hand shot out, grabbing his pigtails and shoving him face down. "Don't make me repeat myself, you filthy little slut," she snarled. "Lick it up. Now."

	Adam sobbed, his body trembling, but he obeyed, lowering his face to the pool, the smell of piss and drool overwhelming his senses. His tongue darted out, dragging through the warm, filthy mixture, and he gagged, his stomach churning. The taste was vile—salty, bitter, and slick with lube—but Mrs. Hawthorne's grip kept him in place, forcing him to continue.

	"That's it, pet," Mrs. Hawthorne purred, her voice husky with arousal as she watched Adam's degradation. "Drink your shame. You're nothing but a piss-slurping sissy, owned by your betters. This is your purpose—serving me, serving every Black man and any woman who claims you." She yanked Adam's pigtails, tilting his head to ensure he lapped at every corner of the pool. "Look at you, so eager to please. You're disgusting, and you love it."

	Adam's mind spiraled, his thoughts a broken mantra of submission. I'm hers... I'm nothing... I need this... He gagged again, his tongue working faster, driven by the need to obey, to prove himself. The pool's surface slowly lowered, his belly filling with the degrading mixture. His body trembled, his tears mixing with the mess. I'm her toy... I have to be good...

	When the pool was nearly empty, Mrs. Hawthorne shoved Adam's face into the last shallow puddle, grinding his nose into the plastic. "Finish it, you pathetic whore," she commanded, her voice dripping with contempt. "Every fucking drop."

	Adam obeyed, his tongue lapping at the plastic, sucking up the final traces of piss and drool. He [image: Image]swallowed, his throat burning, his stomach full. His body shook, his mind broken, but the act of obedience sent a shameful thrill through him, his caged clit dribbling uselessly.

	Mrs. Hawthorne released him, letting Adam collapse into the empty pool, his small body a shivering, slick mess. She stood, adjusting her strap-on with a satisfied smirk, her leather pants creaking. "Good girl," she said, patting Adam's wet cheek, her touch both possessive and dismissive. "You're learning your place."

	Mrs. Hawthorne turned, her heels clicking sharply as she strode away, leaving Adam shivering in the empty kiddie pool. "Clean yourself up, doll," she called over her shoulder, her voice laced with cruel amusement. "Tomorrow we'll have more fun—well, at least for me."


CHAPTER 6 SISSY ETIQUETTE

	Adam's knees trembled as he stood in the training parlor, a heavy leather-bound book balanced on his head, his body [image: Image]rigid under Mrs. Hawthorne's piercing gaze. The corset's unyielding grip forced shallow breaths, his spine arched painfully to maintain the posture demanded of his—ass out, chest forward, shoulders back. His Mary Jane shoes clicked with each cautious step, the massive butt plug shifting inside him, a constant torment. Mrs. Hawthorne, in a tight black dress that hugged her voluptuous curves, held a thin cane, its tip tapping against her thigh as she barked, "Move, sissy. Heel to toe, like a proper doll."

	"Walk, pet," Mrs. Hawthorne commanded, her voice a velvet whip. "Heel to toe, shoulders back, ass out. A proper sissy moves with grace, not like some clumsy slut."

	Adam's heart pounded, his wide blue eyes looking forward as he took a tentative step, the book wobbling on his head. His Mary Janes clicked softly, his hips swaying as he fought to maintain the posture Mrs. Hawthorne demanded—spine arched, chest forward, ass pushed out. The corset made each breath a shallow gasp, his head spinning from the effort. I have to be perfect... I have to be her good girl... he thought, his mind spiraling with desperation to please.[image: Image]

	The book tilted, and Mrs. Hawthorne's cane cracked across Adam's thighs, the sharp sting making him yelp. "Posture, you pathetic sissy!" Mrs. Hawthorne snapped, her voice cutting like a blade. "Keep that book steady, or I'll cane your ass until you can't sit for a week."

	Adam whimpered, tears pricking his eyes as he straightened, his thighs burning from the strike. "Y-yes, Ma'am," he whispered, his voice trembling. He took another step, then another, his movements slow and deliberate, the book teetering but staying in place. His ass clenched around the plug, shame and arousal twisted together.

	[image: Image]Mrs. Hawthorne circled him, her heels clicking ominously, her cane trailing along Adam's exposed thighs. "Better," she purred, her tone laced with mockery. "But you're still a long way from being the perfect sissy. You'll learn to move like a doll, to serve without question, to be whatever I make you."

	Adam walked slowly, his pigtails bouncing, his body trembling under the weight of the book and Mrs. Hawthorne's gaze.

	After ten agonizing minutes, Mrs. Hawthorne snapped her fingers. "Enough. Kneel."

	Adam sank to his knees, the book sliding off his head and thudding to the floor. Mrs. Hawthorne's cane cracked across his ass, three swift strikes that left red welts blooming on his pale skin. Adam gasped, his body jerking, but he kept his posture—ass up, back curved, hands clasped behind his back.

	"You dropped it, you careless slut," Mrs. Hawthorne snarled, grabbing Adam's pigtails and yanking his head back. "Now, show me how a sissy greets her superiors. Lick my boots, and keep that posture perfect."

	Mrs. Hawthorne extended one polished black boot, its leather gleaming. Adam's lips trembled, his heart racing as he leaned forward, his tongue darting out to lap at the boot. He kept his ass high, his back arched, his tiny tits thrust forward. His tongue worked diligently, tracing the boot's curves, as he cleaned every inch.

	"Look at you," Mrs. Hawthorne cooed. "A drooling sissy, licking boots like a good little toy. This is your place—beneath me, serving me, owned."

	Adam's mind reeled, his cheeks burning with shame, but his body betrayed him, his caged clit leaking as he lapped faster, driven by the need to please. I'm hers... I'm nothing... I need to be good... Mrs. Hawthorne switched boots, and Adam continued, his posture unwavering despite the ache in his spine and the plug's relentless pressure.

	Satisfied, Mrs. Hawthorne yanked Adam's pigtails, pulling him upright. "Curtsy, pet," she ordered. "Every time you enter or leave my presence, you curtsy like a proper sissy."

	Adam obeyed, his movements shaky but deliberate, crossing one ankle behind the other and dipping low, his skirt riding up to expose his caged clit. "Thank you, Ma'am," he whispered, his voice hoarse, his eyes downcast.

	Mrs. Hawthorne's cane tapped Adam's chin, forcing him to look up. "Good girl," she said, her smile cruel. "But you'll beg for permission for everything in this house. To sit, to stand, to speak, to breathe. You're not a person, sissy. You're property."

	Adam nodded, tears spilling down his cheeks. "Y-yes, Ma'am... may I please continue my training?

	Mrs. Hawthorne smirked, patting Adam's cheek. "You may, pet. Time for your etiquette exam—a tea party with my guests."

	The dining room was adorned with lace tablecloths and delicate china, a mockery of refinement for the depravity to come. Three women sat at the table, all dominant, their eyes raking over Adam's trembling form. Two were Black, and one was a white keyholder, her gold chastity key glinting against her chest. Mrs. Hawthorne stood at the head of the table, her dress a stark contrast to Adam's girlish outfit.

	Adam stood in the corner, his posture rigid—shoulders back, ass out, chest forward. A silver tray rested in his hands, holding a teapot and cups. His Mary Janes clicked as he moved, serving tea to each guest with a curtsy and a soft, "Your tea, Ma'am." His voice trembled, his pigtails bouncing with each step.

	The first Black woman, Ms. Carter, smirked as Adam poured her tea. "Such a dainty little thing," she said, her voice husky. "But I bet that mouth's good for more than serving tea."

	Adam's cheeks burned, his caged clit aching, but he curtsied again. "Thank you, Ma'am," he whispered, moving to the next guest.

	The white keyholder, Mrs. Langley, grabbed Adam's wrist as she poured, her nails digging in. "Spill a drop, sissy, and I'll have you caned until you scream," she warned, her eyes gleaming with cruelty.

	Adam nodded, his hands trembling. "Y-yes, Ma'am," he stammered, pouring carefully. His heart pounded, fear and need twisting together.

	When the tea was served, Mrs. Hawthorne clapped her hands. "Time for your tea, pet," she said, her voice dripping with malice. She gestured to a small porcelain cup on the table, but instead of tea, it was filled with a warm, yellow liquid. "Drink up, sissy. Our guests have been kind enough to provide."

	Adam's eyes widened, his stomach churning, but he stepped forward, curtsying before taking the cup. The smell hit him first—acrid, bitter, unmistakably piss. The women laughed, their eyes locked on his trembling form. "Go on, doll," Ms. Carter taunted, leaning back in her chair. "Show us what a good urinal you are."

	Adam's lips trembled, tears pricking his eyes, but he brought the cup to his mouth, sipping the warm, salty liquid. He forced himself to swallow, the taste overwhelming. The women clapped, their laughter echoing, as Adam drained the cup.[image: Image]

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]Mrs. Hawthorne grabbed Adam's pigtails, yanking him to his knees. "More, pet," she said, lifting her dress to reveal her shaved pussy. "Drink from the source."

	Adam obeyed, his mouth open wide as Mrs. Hawthorne positioned herself above him. A warm stream hit his mouth, and he choked, swallowing frantically as the piss spilled over his chin, soaking his training bra and dripping onto the floor. The other women followed, each taking turns, their laughter filling the room as Adam drank, his corset making each breath a struggle, his mind spiraling into degradation. I'm their urinal... their toy... I have to be good...

	When it was over, Adam knelt in a puddle of piss, his body trembling, his face slick with tears and urine. Mrs. Hawthorne's cane cracked across his thighs, the sting making him yelp. "Posture, slut!" she barked. "Ass up, back curved, even when you're a drooling mess."

	Adam straightened instantly, his ass pushed out, his back arched, his body shaking. "Y-yes, Ma'am," he whimpered, his voice broken.

	Mrs. Hawthorne stepped back, her eyes gleaming with sadistic delight as she gestured to the center of the room. "Time for a new lesson, sissy," she said, her voice cold and commanding. "Ass-to-mouth obedience. You'll learn to clean your own filth like a proper toy."

	Adam's heart pounded, his cheeks burning with dread as Mrs. Hawthorne yanked the massive butt plug from his ass, leaving him gaping. The plug, slick with lube and musky with his own scent, glistened in Mrs. Hawthorne's hand as she held it before Adam's face. "Clean it, you disgusting white bitch," she ordered, her voice dripping with contempt. "Every inch, with that worthless tongue."

	Adam's stomach twisted, his body trembling, but he obeyed, his tongue darting out to lap at the plug's surface. The taste was foul—musky, bitter, humiliating—but he kept his posture perfect: ass up, back curved, hands clasped behind him. The women leaned forward, their eyes glinting with perverse amusement.

	"Ewww, look at this pathetic loser," Ms. Carter sneered, her voice thick with disgust. "Licking her own ass off that plug. What a disgusting white bitch."

	Ms. Evans laughed, her tone vicious. "She's so gross, isn't she? A worthless sissy who'll stick her tongue anywhere we tell her. Fucking pathetic."

	Mrs. Langley leaned in, her lips curling in revulsion. "Ewww, I can't believe how low this white slut's sunk," she said, her voice dripping with scorn. "Cleaning her own filthy plug like some nasty animal. Disgusting."

	Mrs. Hawthorne shoved the plug into Adam's mouth, forcing him to suck it clean. "That's it, you vile little whore," she growled, yanking Adam's pigtails. "Suck your own ass off it. You're nothing but a dirty toy, and you love it."

	Adam gagged, the taste overwhelming, but he obeyed, his mind breaking further. I'm disgusting... I'm worthless... I have to please them... The women's taunts echoed, each word a hammer on his crumbling spirit.

	"God, she's so pathetic," Ms. Carter said, laughing. "Look at that desperate white bitch, choking on his own ass juice. Ewww, what a loser."

	"She's beyond gross," Ms. Evans added, her eyes gleaming. "A sissy so worthless she'll eat her own ass and thank us for it. Disgusting."

	Mrs. Hawthorne pulled the plug free, inspecting it with a smirk. "Good enough, you nasty slut," she said, reinserting it into Adam's ass with a cruel twist that made him moan. "Now, time for your meal."

	A metal dog bowl was placed on the floor, filled with lumpy, brown chunks that looked unmistakably like canned dog food —greasy, pungent, and revolting. Adam's stomach growled, his hunger a gnawing ache after days of nothing but piss and cum and eating ass. He stared at the bowl, his heart sinking, but the women's eyes were on him, their laughter already building.

	"Eat, you filthy animal," Mrs. Hawthorne ordered, her voice dripping with condescension. "Crawl to it and eat like the disgusting white bitch you are."

	Adam crawled to the bowl, his pigtails swinging, his ass high, his posture perfect despite the humiliation. The smell hit him, unmistakably dog food, but his hunger overwhelmed his shame. He lowered his face, his tongue lapping at the greasy chunks, the taste was disgusting, coating his tongue. He gagged but kept eating, his belly desperate for anything, even this. As his hunger took over, he abandoned restraint, his face plunging deeper into the bowl, taking big bites like a dog, gulping down the greasy chunks. The texture was slimy, the taste revolting, but he couldn't stop.

	"Ewww, she's actually eating it!" Ms. Carter exclaimed, her voice a mix of disgust and glee. "What a pathetic white slut, scarfing down dog food like a worthless mutt. Disgusting!"

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]Ms. Evans leaned forward, her laughter vicious. "God, look at this gross loser," she said, sneering. "Chowing down on that nasty shit like it's a treat. She's so fucking pathetic, it's almost sad."

	Mrs. Langley wrinkled her nose, her voice dripping with revulsion. "Ewww, this white bitch is beyond disgusting," she said.

	"Eating dog food after licking her own ass? She's the most worthless sissy I've ever seen. Gross."

	Mrs. Hawthorne's cane tapped Adam's ass, a warning to keep his posture—ass up, back curved—as he ate. "You're a vile little animal, aren't you, pet?" she taunted, her voice a mix of mockery and lust. "A disgusting sissy who'll eat anything we give her. Look at you, lapping up dog food like the pathetic white slut you are."

	Adam whimpered, his tongue working the bowl, the greasy dog food sliding down his throat, his hunger forcing him to continue despite the taste and the women's taunts. I'm gross... I'm worthless... his body trembling with exhaustion and degradation, his caged clit dribbling uselessly as the humiliation consumed him.

	"Ewww, she's so desperate," Ms. Carter said, laughing. "This disgusting white bitch is practically moaning over dog food. What a fucking loser."

	Ms. Evans added, her voice cruel. "Just a gross sissy pig, eating dog food because she's too pathetic to deserve better."

	Mrs. Hawthorne knelt, pushing Adam's head and forcing his face deeper into the bowl. "Finish it, you worthless whore," she growled. "Every last bit, or I'll cane you until you can't walk."

	Adam obeyed, his tongue scraping the bowl clean, the dog food's taste lingering as he swallowed the final lumps. His belly churned, his mind shattered into needy submission. The women's laughter echoed, their words—"ewww," "disgusting," "pathetic," "worthless," "white bitch"—carving deeper into his broken spirit.[image: Image]

	Mrs. Hawthorne stood, her cane tapping Adam's welted ass. "You're becoming the best sissy you can be, pet," she said, her voice a mix of praise and menace. "Obedient, degraded, and owned. Soon, you'll obey without a thought."

	Adam collapsed beside the empty bowl, his body trembling, his face smeared with dog food, his mind spiraling into complete submission. He was Mrs. Hawthorne's doll, her urinal, her filthy animal—molded for Black men and women, his spirit broken, his body craving the torment that defined him. As the women's heels clicked away, their laughter fading,

	Adam knew he'd beg to serve again.

	 


CHAPTER 7 BREAKING POINT

	Mrs. Hawthorne's training parlor smelled like leather and lube. Mrs. Hawthorne stood before Adam. Three Black men— [image: Image]Malik, Darius, and Terrence—flanked her, their muscled bodies, their thick, heavy cocks already hard.

	"Beg, sissy," Mrs. Hawthorne commanded, her voice hard, her lips curling into a cruel smirk. "Tell your Daddies and me how much you need to be broken today."

	Adam's cheeks burned, his wide blue eyes, framed by jet-black eyeliner, glistening with tears. His pouty lips, coated in pink gloss, trembled as he spoke, his voice high and desperate. "P-please, Daddies, please, Mistress," he whimpered. "I'm just a worthless white sissy slut. I need your Black cocks to break me. I need to be fisted, throatfucked, used as your urinal. I want to be your disgusting BNWO toy forever!" His hips squirmed, his ass clenching around the plug, his mind screaming:

	What am I becoming? But his body craved it, his caged clit dribbling uselessly as he begged.

	Malik's laugh was low and vicious. "Fucking pathetic," he growled, stroking his cock. "You're already broken, but we're gonna make sure you never forget it."

	Mrs. Hawthorne stepped closer, her heels clicking, and cinched Adam's corset even tighter, the laces creaking as her waist compressed further. Adam gasped, each breath shallow. "Perfect posture, always," Mrs. Hawthorne purred, her fingers trailing over Adam's trembling tits. "You're our doll, sissy. A needy little fucktoy for the BNWO."

	The Belting and Throat Training

	Darius snapped his fingers, pointing to a padded bench. "Over it, slut," he ordered. Adam scrambled to obey, bending over the bench, his ass raised, his caged clit and tiny balls exposed beneath his lifted skirt. The corset made every movement difficult, his lungs struggling as Terrence picked up a thick leather belt.

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]"Count, and thank your Daddies," Terrence said, his voice a low rumble. The first strike landed across Adam's ass, making him cry out. "0ne! Thank you, Daddy!" he cried, his voice breaking. The belt cracked again, catching his balls, the sharp pain buckling his knees. "Two! Thank you, Daddy!" Another hit lashed his little tits. "Three! Thank you, Daddy!" Tears streamed down his face, he kept his ass raised despite the pain, his mind spiraling: It hurts so much... but I need to be good... I deserve this...

	After twelve brutal hits, Adam's ass, balls, and tits were covered with red welts, his body trembling, his sobs echoing. Malik grabbed his pigtails, yanking him upright. "Time to train that throat, sissy," he snarled, his cock looming before his face. "Open."

	Adam parted his lips, tongue out, drool already pooling as Mrs. Hawthorne handed Malik a 12-inch dildo, its surface glistening with lube. "This is your new trainer," Mrs. Hawthorne said, her voice dripping with malice. "You'll hold it deep until you break."

	Malik thrust the dildo into Adam's mouth, driving it deep in one motion. His eyes wide, his throat bulging as the massive shaft filled his throat completely, cutting off his air. He gagged violently, drool and spit pouring from his lips, soaking his training bra and dripping onto the floor. Mrs. Hawthorne started a stopwatch, her voice cold and precise. "One... two... three..."

	Adam's hands clasped behind his back, as he struggled. His body swayed, his ass clenching around the plug, his mind a haze of panic and submission. I can't breathe... I can't... but I have to be good... Drool coated his chin, his tits, his thighs, pooling beneath him as he choked.

	"Ten... eleven... twelve..." Mrs. Hawthorne counted, her eyes gleaming with lust as she slapped Adam's welted ass, the sting making him whimper around the dildo. "You're nothing but a drooling BNWO cocksleeve, sissy. Choke for your Daddies."[image: Image]

	At thirty seconds, Adam's vision blackened, his body trembling violently, but Malik's grip on his head was unrelenting, holding him still. "Forty... forty-one..." Mrs. Hawthorne's voice took on a mocking lilt. "Look at you, so pretty when your throat is stuffed." She slapped Adam's ass, the crack echoing.

	At sixty seconds, Adam's strength faltered, his body sagging, but Malik held him upright, the dildo buried in his throat.

	"Seventy... seventy-one..." Mrs. Hawthorne counted, his voice triumphant. Finally, at seventy-five seconds, she yanked the dildo free, a torrent of drool gushing from Adam's mouth as he collapsed forward, gasping frantically in the kiddie pool, the plastic crinkling beneath him. His corset allowed only shallow, wheezing breaths. He sobbed, his hoarse cries echoing, his mind reeling with twisted pride. I did it... seventy-five seconds... I'm their good girl...

	The Urinal and Ass-to-Mouth

	Mrs. Hawthorne grabbed Adam's pigtails, dragging him to his knees in the kiddie pool. "You're not done, sissy," she snarled, unzipping her leather pants to reveal her shaved, glistening pussy. "Open that filthy mouth. Time to drink piss."

	Adam obeyed, his mouth open wide, as Mrs. Hawthorne positioned herself above him. A warm, bitter stream of piss hit his mouth, and he gagged, the taste overwhelming, but he swallowed, the pee spilling over his chin and soaking his train[image: Image]ing bra, pooling in the kiddie pool. "Thank you, Mistress," he whimpered, his voice shaking. One by one, the men took turns, their hot streams filling his mouth, his belly full as he drank, the pool catching the overflow. "Thank you, Daddies," he repeated after each, his body trembling, his mind drowning in degradation. I'm their urinal... their toy.

	When the men were done, Mrs. Hawthorne yanked the massive butt plug from Adam's ass, leaving him gaping, the slick, musky toy glistening in her hand. "Clean it, you disgusting white bitch," she ordered, shoving the plug into Adam's mouth. Adam gagged, the taste of his own ass foul and humiliating, but he obeyed, his tongue lapping at the plug's surface, his posture perfect—ass pushed out, back arched, hands clasped behind him. The men laughed, their cocks hardening as they watched him.

	"Look at this nasty sissy," Darius sneered, his voice thick with disgust. "What a pathetic white slut."[image: Image]

	Terrence leaned in, his eyes gleaming. "She's so gross," he said, laughing. "A worthless white bitch who'll eat her own filth and thank us for it. Disgusting."

	Mrs. Hawthorne shoved the plug deeper, gagging him with it. "That's it, you dirty little whore," she growled. "You're nothing but a dirty BNWO toy, and you love it." Adam's mind shattered further. I'm disgusting... I'm a worthless pig...

	The Fisting and Strap-On Assault

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]Mrs. Hawthorne snapped on a black latex glove, her eyes glinting with sadistic delight as she held up a bottle of poppers. "On your back, sissy," she commanded. "Legs up, in the pool." Adam obeyed, lying in the piss-soaked kiddie pool, his legs spread, his gaping hole exposed. The men gathered closer, their cocks in hand, as Mrs. Hawthorne put the poppers under Adam's nose. "Breathe deep, slut," she ordered. Adam inhaled, the chemical rush loosening his body, his mind floating.

	"Please, Mistress," he begged, his voice a desperate whine. "Fist my sissy hole."

	Mrs. Hawthorne's smeared lube on her gloved hands. She started with four fingers, sliding them into Adam's already stretched hole, the squelching sound obscene in the quiet room. Adam moaned, his corset making every breath a gasp, his body trembling as the fingers worked deeper. "More," he pleaded, his voice breaking. Mrs. Hawthorne pushed past her knuckles, her hand forming a fist, stretching Adam wide. "Good slut," she purred. "0pen for Mistress."

	Malik grabbed Adam's pigtails, and thrust his cock into his throat, balls-deep in one stroke. Adam gagged, his throat convulsing, drool pouring down his chin. "Choke on it, you filthy bitch," he snarled, his hips rocking bac and forth, fucking his throat. Darius and Terrence took turns, each using his pigtails like reins, their cocks stretching his throat, his gags wet and choking. His face was a mess of tears and drool, his vision blackening as the lack of air pushed his to the edge.

	Mrs. Hawthorne's gloved hand pushed slowly into Adam, the thick lube squelching as her fingers disappeared one by one. Adam trembled, moaning softly as his hips arched to meet the intrusion. His training had made him soft, welcoming—his hole already accustomed to being stretched, used, and opened for his superiors.

	"Take it, pet," Mrs. Hawthorne murmured, her voice calm but commanding as she reached the wrist. "You know how to take this."

	Adam gasped, his eyes fluttering, nostrils flaring as the poppers hit. His body responded instantly—his muscles loosening, his thoughts dissolving into helpless obedience. Mrs. Hawthorne's wrist pushed past Adam's stretched entrance, vanishing inside with a wet, deliberate push.

	"You're doing beautifully," she purred, rotating her fist slightly, feeling how easily his ass took her. "So obedient. So open."

	Adam whimpered, his cheeks flushed and his thighs trembling. But there was no resistance—only a greedy pull, as if his hole wanted more.

	Mrs. Hawthorne didn't stop. Inch by inch, she pressed deeper, the forearm sliding in slowly as Adam moaned louder, each time his body gave way. He had taken the fist before, but now—now he was taking more.[image: Image]

	By the time Mrs. Hawthorne was elbow deep, Adam was a mess.

	"That's my good girl," Mrs. Hawthorne said, smirking. "So wide. So ready. I could live in here."[image: Image]

	"You're a worthless white sissy," Mrs. Hawthorne spat, punching her fist deeper, a cruel twist making Adam scream around Terrence's cock. "A hole for Black cock and my fist."

	She buckled on her strap-on harness, with a monstrous 14-inch black strap-on, its girth as wide as a soda can, knotted near the base. "Time to ruin that hole," she growled, slathering it with lube. She pressed the tip against Adam's gaping ass, thrusting hard, the massive shaft stretching him. Adam moaned around the cock in his throat, his body shaking, the knot so huge, stretching him so wide, slamming into his rim with each thrust.

	"Take it, you disgusting white slut," Mrs. Hawthorne snarled, gripping Adam's hips as she pounded, the knot forcing Adam wider than ever before, over and over.His screams dissolving into moans, his body betraying him with a dribbling orgasm from his caged clit. "Thank you, Mistress!" he cried, his voice raw.

	Mrs. Hawthorne pulled out, the strap-on slick. "Clean it, sissy," she ordered, shoving it into Adam's mouth. Adam gagged, the taste of his own ass overwhelming, but he sucked obediently, his tongue working the massive shaft as the men laughed.

	"What a nasty white bitch," Darius sneered. "Just a filthy little pig."

	Mrs. Hawthorne knelt, placing a metal dog bowl beside the kiddie pool, filled with lumpy, greasy dog food mixed with the men's cum and his own piss. "Your dinner, pet," she said, her voice dripping with condescension. "Eat like the disgusting pet you are."

	Adam crawled to the bowl on all fours, his pigtails bouncing, his ass high and back arched just as he'd been trained—posture perfect.

	There was no hesitation. No need for orders or threats. [image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]Adam lowered his face and began to eat.[image: Image] His tongue slurped through the mush with loud, wet laps. His throat worked hard to swallow down mouthfuls of the mushy mixture. He didn't need to be forced anymore. He was learning to crave it.

	"Good puppy," Mrs. Hawthorne cooed, her voice low and pleased, one hand already slipping between her thighs. Watching her sissy crawl and eat like a starving mutt had her soaking. "Look how far you've come."

	"Ewww, she's so gross," Terrence laughed.[image: Image]

	Mrs. Hawthorne tapped Adam's welted ass with her cane—lightly this time, a reward. "That's right. Keep that posture. Keep licking." Adam whimpered through another bite, licking the bowl clean, his stomach full and his mind crumbling. The men's cruel words echoed in his head—gross, disgusting, pig, white bitch.

	When the bowl was empty, Mrs. Hawthorne grabbed him by the pigtails and yanked him upright, her eyes lustful.

	"Back to your puddle," she ordered, dragging Adam toward the kiddie pool. "Clean it up. All of it."

	Adam obeyed, his face plunged into the mix of piss, cum, and drool. He gagged again, but he didn't stop. His body trembled as he slurped it down, a broken little thing doing exactly what he was made for.

	Adam knelt in the kiddie pool. "Thank you, Daddies. Thank you, Mistress," he repeated, his voice a hoarse mantra. "l love Black cock. I love the BNWO. I'm your sissy forever."

	Mrs. Hawthorne knelt, stroking Adam's wet cheek. "You're ours, pet," she purred, her voice a mix of praise and menace. "Broken, degraded, and perfect. You'll never be anything but a BNWO fucktoy."

	Malik smirked, patting Adam's head. "That's right, slut. You're property now. Owned and ruined."

	 


CHAPTER 8 STUDIO DAY

	The training parlor's dim light glinted off the pink kiddie pool's cartoon dolphins, a cruel contrast to Adam's degradation. He knelt on the cold marble, his 5'1" frame crushed by a black leather corset laced to a 20-inch waist, forcing shallow, gasping breaths. His gelled pigtails, braided painfully tight, throbbed at his scalp, his braces gleamed, and his sheer thigh-high socks, Mary Janes, training bra, and bow-adorned panties framed his hormone-swollen AA-cup tits and caged clit. A massive butt plug stretched his ass, anchoring his submission.

	Mrs. Hawthorne stood before a tripod-mounted camera, recording Adam's obedience for the Black Daddy who'd dropped him off for training. Chloe and Lexi, the young, firm-bodied snowbunnies, flanked her in skimpy lingerie barely containing their curves. Smirking as they looked at Adam. Malik and Terrence, their thick cocks hard, watched from the sidelines as the women prepared to use Adam.

	"This is for your Daddy, sissy," Mrs. Hawthorne purred, her voice a velvet blade. "Show him how broken you are for the BNWO."

	Piss and Throat Training

	Adam knelt in the kiddie pool, his posture rigid—ass out, back arched, tits forwarcl—as Mrs. Hawthorne straddled Adam's face. "Open, urinal," she commanded. A warm stream of piss hit Adam's mouth, and he gagged, swallowing frantically, the bitter taste spilling over his chin, soaking him and flowing down his corset. "Thank you, Mistress," he whimpered.

	Chloe and Lexi followed, each emptying their bladders into Adam's mouth, the pool catching the mess. "Ewww, so disgusting," Chloe sneered, slapping Adam's face, the crack echoing. "Drinking piss like a pathetic white slut."

	Lexi spat on Adam's cheek, her voice cruel. "Gross beta," she taunted. "Just a piss-slurping hole for the BNWO."

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]Mrs. Hawthorne grabbed a 10-inch black dildo and thrust it into Adam's mouth, pushing it deep into his throat. Adam's throat bulged as drool poured from his mouth. Mrs. Hawthorne counted, "One... two... three..." slapping Adam's face at thirty seconds. "Choke, you filthy cocksleeve."

	Adam's entire body trembled as the thick shaft stayed lodged in his throat. His hands clawed at his thighs, his knees [image: Image]spread, his ass high and trembling. Every second dragged like a lifetime. He couldn't breathe—only endure. His throat was locked open, spasming around the rubber cock, he gagged over and over as drool gushed down his chest and pooled on the floor.

	Mrs. Hawthorne stood over him, watching with amusement. "Such a desperate little sissy," she murmured. "This is all you'll ever be. A pretty hole for better people to use."

	"Forty seconds," she said softly.

	Adam's eyes streamed. His lips trembled around the shaft, his cheeks flushed red, and a line of snot ran from his nose. He swayed, but his knees didn't collapse. He was too far gone in obedience, too eager to please.

	"Fifty.."

	Adam's stomach lurched. His head swam, his ears ringing, but he didn't pull away. Couldn't. Not when being used like this felt like purpose. His clit, caged and useless, dribbled cum into the pool.

	"Sixty..."

	Mrs. Hawthorne chuckled. "Ten more, slut. You can do ten more. Be a good sissy."

	Adam gurgled a wet moan around the dildo. His whole body convulsed as another wave of drool erupted from his stuffed mouth, soaking his thighs. His hole clenched around the plug.

	Adam gagged, his vision blackening, but held it for seventy-five seconds before Mrs. Hawthorne yanked it free, drool gushing into the pool. "Good girl," she purred, stroking Adam's wet cheek.

	Chloe and Lexi took turns next, their 12-inch strap-ons stretching Adam's throat, each woman gripping his pigtails like reins, fucking his throat. Adam knelt in the kiddie pool, the floor beneath his slick with the steady stream of drool pouring from his mouth.

	Chloe rammed her strap-on deep, the thick shaft plunging down Adam's throat until his neck bulged grotesquely. "God, this bitch is pathetic," she sneered, holding Adam down on the dildo. "You better not puke on me, slut. I'll have Mrs. Hawthorne belt you until you can't sit for a week."

	Adam gagged violently, his shoulders convulsing, but he held it—barely—spit gurgling up from his throat and splashing into the pool below. Lexi cackled. "That's right, sissy. Swallow it. Own it. This is your life now—facefucked in a kiddie pool while real women use you."

	She took over, jerking Adam's head forward onto her strap-on with both hands. "You're just a hole to us," she hissed, pumping her hips hard. "A filthy, drooling bitch with no rights and no future except serving the BNWO."

	Adam's eyes rolled back as his face slammed repeatedly into Lexi's pelvis, spit flying with each thrust. His hole clenched around the plug inside him, but his caged clit stayed useless and untouched—just like always.

	"You'll never be a real girl," Chloe said again, quieter this time, bending to whisper in his ear as Lexi pounded his throat. "But you make the perfect little cum dumpster."

	Fisting and Strap-On Assault

	Mrs. Hawthorne snapped on a tight black latex glove, the sound sharp and surgical. In her other hand, she held a brown glass bottle of poppers, swirling the liquid inside before uncapping it with a flick. "On your back, sissy," she commanded, her voice calm but merciless.

	Adam obeyed instantly, sinking into the shallow kiddie pool now reeking of piss and drool. The slick plastic clung to his back as he spread his trembling legs wide, the plug already removed, his stretched hole twitching in the cold air. His corset dug deep into his ribs, forcing shallow, gasping breaths. His nipples were swollen, body flushed, tears already streaming down his cheeks.

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]He inhaled deeply from the bottle, the chemical burn flooding his nostrils, his eyes fluttering. His body went limp, nerves tingling, his mind floating—eager, vacant, desperate. "Please, Mistress," he whimpered. "Fist me. I need it. I'm ready."

	Mrs. Hawthorne leaned in, her gloved hand coated with thick, shiny lube. With deliberate pressure, she slid in four fingers, watching Adam's hole open like muscle memory. Then came the fist—slow and steady, her knuckles parting flesh that offered no resistance. Adam's back arched as the fist sank in past the wrist, then deeper, until Mrs. Hawthorne was buried almost to the elbow. The pool sloshed beneath them.

	Adam's moans were choked, shallow gasps ripped from his chest by the corset's grip. His stomach bulged slightly, his entire body quivering as Mistress twisted her wrist slowly, feeling every twitch and clench inside him.

	"So easily opened," Mrs. Hawthorne cooed, her voice thick with pride. "Such a perfect little BNWO toy. Just a hole to be [image: Image]filled."

	Chloe stepped forward, smirking, pulling on a glove of her own. "Let me feel that hole." She didn't wait for a response. Her lubed hand forced its way in, sliding past the overstretched rim with ease. "'God, you're so pathetic," she laughed, plunging in elbow-deep and slapping Adam's swollen tits with her free hand. "You just let us do this to you. So weak. So fucking easy."

	Adam could only gurgle, his legs shaking, drool running freely from his mouth down his neck. His hips bucked on their

	Lexi followed, skipping the warm-up entirely. With a wet pop, she drove her fist in hard, making Adam yelp. "Ewww," she sneered. "What a gross little beta." She slapped Adam's face hard. "You're just a stretched-out, sissy hole."[image: Image]

	Adam's eyes rolled back, his body jerking with another helpless moan.

	Mrs. Hawthorne strapped on her knotted dildo—thick, veined, cruelly designed with a fist sized bulge near the base. She lined it up with Adam's wrecked hole and began to push. Adam screamed as the knot spread him again, slower this time, forcing him open inch by inch until the widest part finally popped in.

	The reaction was instant—Adam convulsed, his cage twitching as a sissygasm hit. A pathetic dribble leaked from his tiny clit.

	"Good girl," Mrs. Hawthorne purred, grinding the knot inside. "That's what you were made for."

	Chloe and Lexi followed, fucking Adam in turns—no mercy, no pause. When they were finished, they ripped the strap-ons free, coated in lube and filth, and shoved them into his open mouth. "Clean your filth, you nasty slut," Chloe barked, holding Adam's head in place.[image: Image] Adam gagged but he still licked and sucked. He was moaning like a bitch in heat.

	The Aftermath

	Adam knelt in the pool, his posture perfect, his body slick with piss and drool, totally soaked, his pigtails dripping. "Thank you, Mistress. Thank you, Ma'ams."

	Mrs. Hawthorne knelt, stroking Adam's cheek. "You're Daddy's pride, pet," she purred. "A degraded doll, owned and ruined."

	Chloe spat in Adam's face, sneering, "Disgusting sissy."

	Lexi slapped him, laughing. "Stay pussyfree, you gross beta."

	Daddy's voice rumbled through the feed. "Good girl, Adam."

	Adam's mind was a haze of submission, his body aching, his soul surrendered. He was a toy for the BNWO, his spirit shattered, his body craving the torment that defined him. As the camera clicked off, Adam knelt in the pool, his heart pounding with twisted joy, knowing Daddy had seen his perfect obedience.


CHAPTER 9 GRADUATION

	Two weeks had passed since Adam's studio day, his training now complete after relentless focus on one final lesson: taking anything—piss, fists, strap-ons, humiliation—and smiling like he loved it, his braces flashing with every obedient grin. Those last two weeks had been little more than punishment—beltings and canings whenever he failed to smile brightly enough. No eye rolls. No flinches. No hesitation. He was expected to beam with gratitude each time he was degraded, punished, or used. And now he did. A perfectly broken, well-trained sissy girl—always smiling, always eager, always ready.

	The training parlor's lights illuminated the plastic pool, a backdrop to Adam's transformation. He knelt on the cold marble, his 5'1" body squeezed by a black leather corset laced to a 20-inch waist, forcing shallow, gasping breaths. His glossy, gelled pigtails, braided painfully tight, throbbed at his scalp, framing his delicate face. His braces gleamed on his teeth, his sheer thigh-high socks with lace tops hugged his smooth legs, and his Mary Jane shoes shined. A pleated plaid school skirt, barely covering his tight ass, revealed his bow-adorned panties and the flat, chromed chastity cage pinning his useless clit. A massive butt plug stretched his ass, and a black leather dog collar encircled his neck, marking his as property. Pastel colored bangles were on his wrists, a matching necklace gleamed, and he sucked on a red lollipop, his lips glossy and inviting.

	Mrs. Hawthorne stood before him, the gold chastity key glinting between her massive tits. Chloe and Lexi, the firm-bodied snow bunnies, were on both sides of her. Malik and Terrence, their thick cocks hard, watched as Adam prepared for his final presentation. Today, his Black Daddy would return to claim his fully trained fucktoy, and Adam would be displayed as official BNWO property—pussyfree forever, a cocksleeve for Black cocks and a servant to his Black superiors.

	The Presentation

	Mrs. Hawthorne adjusted Adam's collar, her fingers lingering. "Smile, sissy," she purred, her voice a velvet blade. "Show [image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]Daddy those braces. You're his happy little toy now."

	Adam obeyed, his lips curling into a bright, submissive smile, his braces glinting as he gazed at the floor, his pigtails swinging. His heart pounded with needy devotion, his mind conditioned to crave every degradation. I'm his... I'm theirs... I love this... His lollipop clicked against his teeth, the sweet candy staining his tongue red.

	The door opened, and Daddy entered, his dark eyes locking onto Adam with possessive pride. Adam's smile widened, his body trembling as he kept his posture—knees and ankles together, ass out, back arched, tits forward. Mrs. Hawthorne stepped forward, her heels clicking. "Your sissy is ready, Sir," she said, her voice formal but warm. "Trained to take anything and smile like she loves it. She's BNWO property now—plugged, collared, and pussyfree forever."

	Daddy nodded, his gaze raking over Adam's petite body, his tween-like appearance amplifying his vulnerability. "Good girl," he rumbled, his voice low and approving. "Look at you, my perfect cocksleeve."

	Mrs. Hawthorne bent, kissing Adam's forehead, her lips soft. "You were never a boy," she whispered, her breath hot against Adam's skin. "Justa toy waiting to be trained."

	Adam's eyes glistened, his smile unwavering, his braces flashing. "Thank you, Mistress," he whispered, his voice high and girlish. "Thank you for making me a real sissy."[image: Image]

	The Final Test

	Mrs. Hawthorne snapped her fingers, and Adam crawled to the kiddie pool like an obedient puppy, his lollipop still in his mouth. "Show Daddy your obedience, sissy," she commanded. Chloe and Lexi strapped on their 12-inch black dildos, while Mrs. Hawthorne straddled Adam's upturned face. Daddy watched, his cock hardening, as Adam knelt in the pool, his posture perfect of course.

	Mrs. Hawthorne positioned her shaved pussy above Adam's face. "Open, urinal," she ordered. A warm stream of piss hit [image: Image]Adam's mouth, and he swallowed, smiling brightly, his braces gleaming as the liquid spilled over his chin, soaking him.

	"Thank you, Mistress!" he chirped, his voice bubbly despite the bitter taste.

	"Ewww, so disgusting," Chloe sneered, slapping Adam's face, the crack echoing. "Drinking piss and smiling like a pathetic white slut."

	Lexi spat on Adam's forehead, her voice vicious. "Gross sissy," she taunted. "You love being a BNWO urinal, don't you?" Adam nodded, his smile radiant, his braces flashing. "Yes, Ma'am! I love it!" he giggled, his lollipop clicking.

	Lexi thrust her strap-on into Adam's throat, driving it balls-deep. Adam gagged, drool pouring down his body. Mrs.

	Hawthorne counted, "One... two... three..." slapping Adam's face at thirty seconds. "Choke, you happy little cocksleeve." Adam held it for eighty seconds, his vision blackening, before Lexi yanked it free, drool gushing into the pool. "Good girl," she purred, stroking Adam's wet cheek.[image: Image]

	Chloe and Lexi took turns, their strap-ons stretching Adam's throat as Mrs. Hawthorne counted, his pigtails yanked like reins, his smile unwavering as he choked, drool puddling between his knees. "Look at this nasty beta," Lexi laughed, slapping Adam's tits. "Smiling like a dumb bimbo while we ruin her throat."

	Fisting and Strap-On Finale

	Mrs. Hawthorne and the girls put on long pinkish latex gloves, holding up poppers. "On your back, sissy," she ordered. Adam lay on a padded bench, legs spread, his gaping hole exposed, his smile bright. He inhaled the poppers, his body loosening. "Please, Mistress, fist me!" he giggled, his voice girlish and eager.

	Mrs. Hawthorne's fist sank elbow-deep with hardly any effort, Adam moaning but smiling, his braces gleaming. "So easily opened," Mrs. Hawthorne praised, twisting her hand. "A perfect BNWO toy." Chloe's fist followed, then Lexi's, each plunging deep, their slaps and taunts—"pathetic," "gross," "white slut"—met with Adam's radiant smile. "Thank you, Ma'ams!" he chirped, his body trembling with sissygasms, his caged clit dribbling.

	Daddy's eyes gleamed, his voice rumbling. "That's my sissy. Smiling like she loves it."

	Next Mrs. Hawthorne fucked Adam's ass with her knotted strap-on, the massive girth triggering another sissygasm. Chloe and Lexi followed, each pounding his ass, then pushing them into Adam's mouth. Adam sucked eagerly, his smile never fading, the musky taste met with a happy, "Thank you, Ma'ams!"

	The BNWO Club

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]Later that evening Daddy clipped a leash to Adam's collar, pulling him to his feet. "Time to show you off," he said, his voice thick with pride. They left the estate, driving to a BNWO club, its neon lights pulsing with the promise of submission. Inside, Black men and women ruled, white snowbunnies, sissies, cucks, and trans girls kneeling in devotion, their bodies offered freely.[image: Image]

	Adam was led to the center, his pastel outfit drawing eyes, a new lollipop clicking against his teeth as he smiled. Daddy unclipped his leash, pointing to his polished boots. "Kiss them, sissy," he ordered, his voice commanding the room. Adam dropped to his knees, his pigtails bouncing, and pressed his glossy lips to his boots, kissing fervently, his tongue darting out to lick the soles clean. The crowd watched, Black superiors nodding in approval, white submissives watching with wide

	"Look at this happy little sissy," a Black woman laughed, her voice husky. "Licking boots like a good BNWO toy."

	Adam's smile widened, his braces flashing, his heart soaring with twisted joy. "Thank you, Daddy!" he chirped as he licked.

	Daddy pulled him upright, his hand cupping his chin. "You're mine, sissy," he growled, his eyes burning with possession.

	"BNWO property, trained to serve Black cocks and Black superiors forever."

	Adam nodded, his smile radiant, his bangles jangling. "Yes, Daddy! I'm your happy cocksleeve!" he giggled, his lollipop clicking, his body trembling with devotion.

	The Aftermath

	Adam knelt at Daddy's feet, his posture perfect—ass out, back arched, tits forward, he was soaked with piss and drool. The club's energy pulsed around him, Black men and women praising his obedience. He was no longer Adam, the naive sissy, but a fully trained BNWO fucktoy, his spirit broken, his body craving the humiliation that defined him.[image: Image]

	Mrs. Hawthorne's words echoed in his mind: You were never a boy. Just a toy waiting to be trained. Adam's smile never wavered, his braces flashing as he sucked his lollipop, his heart pounding with submissive joy. He was Daddy's, the BNWO's, forever—and he'd smile through anything they gave him.
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