

MRS. STRONG
Sissy Trained for the BNWO


CHAPTER ONE
Her Target

Mrs. Strong had been a teacher at the school for years, and everyone knew she didn’t tolerate nonsense. Her reputation preceded her—firm, no-nonsense, and with an air of authority that made even the most rebellious students think twice. Jimmy had seen her many times before she became his English teacher, walking through the halls, she always got his attention.

He couldn’t stop staring at her. More specifically, at her huge tits.

She wasn’t like the other teachers. While most of them wore looser fitting blouses or shapeless tops, Mrs. Strong’s button down blouses always seemed perfectly fitted, hugging her large, heavy breasts just enough to draw attention. He’d caught himself staring more than once, her big nipples visible through the fabric as she walked past.

The first time she caught him, she didn’t say anything. She just raised an eyebrow and gave him a look that made his stomach churn with both shame and excitement. He’d quickly looked away, but the heat in his face lingered for the rest of the day.

When she took over his English class, Jimmy knew he was in trouble.

From the moment she walked into the room, she commanded attention. Most of the students instinctively straightened in their seats, sensing her authority. Jimmy, though, kept up his usual act. He slouched in his chair, muttered under his breath, and cracked jokes when she wasn’t looking.

It didn’t take long for her to notice.

“Jimmy,” she said one day after he interrupted her for the third time. Her voice was calm and firm, cutting through the classroom chatter like a knife. “Stay after class.”

Jimmy shrugged, pretending it didn’t bother him, but his heart pounded. Something about the way she looked at him made him nervous.

When the bell rang, Jimmy stayed behind, slouching in his chair as the rest of the class filed out. Mrs. Strong leaned against the desk at the front of the room, her strong arms crossed over her chest. Her sharp green eyes studied him like she was deciding his fate.

“You think you’re tough, don’t you?” she said finally.

Jimmy smirked, trying to look unfazed. “Maybe.”

Her lips curled into a faint, humorless smile. “You’re not,” she said bluntly. “You’re fragile. Weak. And that’s okay. Some people are.”

Jimmy opened his mouth to argue, but she raised a hand, silencing him.

“You act like this because you don’t know what else to do,” she continued. “But I see right through it. You don’t need to be tough, Jimmy. You need discipline. Guidance. Someone to make you behave.”

Jimmy’s cheeks flushed, and he shifted uncomfortably in his seat. “You don’t know me,” he muttered.

She stepped closer, towering over him. She made him feel small and insignificant. Reaching out, she gripped his chin, her fingers firm as she tilted his face up to meet her gaze.

“I know exactly what you are,” she said, her voice low but unyielding. “You’re a brat. And you need someone strong enough to teach you how to behave.”

Jimmy swallowed hard, his heart racing. He wanted to push back, to argue, but her steady grip and piercing eyes made it impossible. For the first time, he felt like someone truly saw him—not the act, but the scared, little boy underneath.

To his horror, he felt himself getting hard, his little dick pressing uncomfortably against his tight jeans.

Mrs. Strong held his chin a moment longer, her green eyes boring into him like she could see every insecure thought in his head. Slowly, she let go, standing upright as she crossed her powerful arms over her chest.

“How old are you, Jimmy?” she asked, her voice measured.

“Eighteen,” he stammered, his voice cracking as he tried to recover.

Her lips curved into that faint, knowing smile. “Eighteen,” she repeated, almost to herself. “Good. That’s perfect, Jimmy. It’s time you started acting like who you really are.”

Jimmy shifted in his chair, unsure how to respond. His mouth felt dry, and the heat in his face wouldn’t fade. Her scent—clean and floral, with a hint of lavender and sweat—was intoxicating, making it impossible to think straight.

“You live with your dad, don’t you?” she asked, her tone softening slightly.

Jimmy nodded. “Yeah.”

“Does he cook for you?” she continued, raising an eyebrow.

Jimmy shook his head. “No, I just… I eat whatever’s in the fridge. If there’s anything in the fridge.”

Her expression didn’t change, but something flickered in her eyes. “I see. Well, I’ll make you a deal. Come to my place tonight for dinner. We can chat about tutoring, maybe work on getting you back on track. Unless, of course, you’re busy.”

Jimmy blinked, caught off guard. “Uh, no, I’m not busy,” he said quickly, his heart thudding in his chest. His evenings were usually microwaved meals and endless scrolling on his phone. “That’d be… fine.”

Mrs. Strong’s smile widened slightly, but it wasn’t a smile of kindness. It was confident, deliberate. She knew exactly what she was doing, and Jimmy felt like a fly caught in her web.

“Good,” she said simply. “I’ll text you my address. Come by at seven. Don’t be late.”


CHAPTER TWO
Dinner at Her House

Jimmy pulled into her driveway just before seven, in his old, piece of shit car. He gripped the steering wheel tightly, his palms damp with nerves. Her house was beautiful—small but pristine, with neatly trimmed hedges and a welcoming porch light glowing softly. It was a world away from the cramped, run-down trailer he called home.

He barely had time to step out of the car before the front door opened. There she was, standing in the doorway like she’d been expecting him.

Mrs. Strong had changed into a pair of short workout shorts that clung to her powerful thighs, and a loose, sleeveless top that was cut low enough to reveal she wasn’t wearing a bra. Jimmy’s eyes darted downward before he could stop himself, his face flushing as he realized he was staring at her tits.

“Right on time,” she said, stepping aside to let him in. Her tone was calm, but her sharp green eyes were watchful, like she noticed everything. “Come in, Jimmy.”

Jimmy stepped inside, his heart hammering in his chest. The smell of home-cooked food hit him immediately—rich and savory, a far cry from the stale, processed junk he usually ate. The house was spotless and inviting, with soft lighting and clean, modern lines. It felt safe. Warm. Like a place he didn’t belong but desperately wanted to.

“Take off your shoes,” Mrs. Strong said, her voice leaving no room for argument. She disappeared into the kitchen, her hips swaying slightly as she walked.

Jimmy quickly slipped off his worn sneakers and set them neatly by the door, his hands trembling as he followed her. The kitchen was immaculate, the countertops gleaming under the overhead lights. On the stove, a pan sizzled with something that smelled heavenly.

“Sit,” she said, motioning to the small dining table without looking back. Jimmy obeyed, sliding into one of the chairs and fidgeting nervously in his lap.

When she set the plate in front of him, Jimmy froze. Perfectly cooked chicken, roasted vegetables, and creamy mashed potatoes—like something out of a magazine. He couldn’t remember the last time he’d had a meal that wasn’t microwaved.

“Well?” she said, sitting across from him with her own plate. “Eat.”

Jimmy picked up his fork eagerly, but he barely got a bite in before her voice cut through the room.

“Not like that,” she said sharply. “You’re not a caveman. Sit up straight. Hold your fork properly. Small bites.”

Jimmy’s face burned as he adjusted his posture and tried again, slower this time. Mrs. Strong watched him carefully, correcting him whenever he slipped up. At first, the attention made him squirm with embarrassment, but the longer it went on, the more it felt like she cared—like she was teaching him because she wanted him to be better.

“Better,” she said finally, a small, satisfied smile tugging at her lips. “You’re learning.”

The praise made Jimmy’s chest swell, and he finished the rest of the meal carefully, desperate not to disappoint her. When they were done, Mrs. Strong leaned back in her chair, her strong arms crossing over her chest as she studied him.

“You did well,” she said, her voice softening. “Now, help me tidy up. You can wash the dishes.”

Jimmy leapt from his seat, eager to obey. He carried the plates to the sink, scrubbing them diligently under the warm water. He could feel her behind him, her presence filling the small kitchen like a weight on his shoulders.

When he turned around, she was standing close. So close he could smell her again—that intoxicating mix of lavender and sweat. Her green eyes held his, sharp and unyielding, and his breath caught in his throat.

Her hand reached out, gripping his chin like she had earlier. She tilted his face up, forcing him to look at her. “If you want to be a good boy, Jimmy,” she said, her voice low and deliberate, “you’re welcome here anytime.”

Jimmy’s knees felt weak, his heart pounding so hard he thought it might burst. His cock strained against his jeans, throbbing painfully as her words sank in. Did she notice? The faint smirk on her lips told him she did.

“Good,” she said, releasing him and stepping back. Her tone was casual now, like nothing had happened. “You can go. I’ll see you tomorrow.”

Jimmy nodded, his voice caught in his throat. He stumbled to the door, grabbing his shoes and fumbling to put them on as his mind spun. He didn’t know what tomorrow would bring, but one thing was clear: he’d do anything to keep making her proud.


CHAPTER THREE
The Request

The next day, Jimmy felt… different. He couldn’t quite put it into words, but as he brushed his hair and chose a cleaner shirt that morning, he thought about Mrs. Strong’s voice, her words from the night before echoing in his mind: If you want to be a good boy, you’re welcome here anytime.

He’d barely slept, replaying the evening in his head. The meal, her attention, the way she’d gripped his chin and looked at him like she knew exactly who he was. It had left him restless, anxious, and more determined than ever to prove himself to her.

Even in class, he couldn’t help but sit up straighter, his usual slouch forgotten. He caught a few confused looks from his classmates, but he didn’t care. All that mattered was her.

When the bell rang and the rest of the students filed out, Jimmy stayed behind, his heart pounding as he watched her at her desk. Mrs. Strong was sorting through papers, her sleeves rolled up to reveal the toned, muscular arms that had haunted his thoughts all night.

Finally, she glanced up, her sharp green eyes landing on him.

“Was there something you needed, Jimmy?” she asked, her voice calm but deliberate, as if she already knew the answer.

Jimmy swallowed hard, his hands fidgeting at his sides. “I was wondering if… if I could come over again. I promise I’ll be good.”

Her lips curved into a faint smirk, and for a moment, Jimmy thought she might say no. But instead, she leaned back in her chair, her piercing gaze never leaving him.

“Why don’t you just come straight after school?” she said finally, her tone leaving no room for argument. “We’ll have dinner again, and we’ll see if you’re serious about being a good boy.”

Jimmy’s chest tightened with excitement, and he nodded quickly. “Yes, ma’am. I mean… yes, Mrs. Strong.”

She smiled—just a little. “Good. Don’t be late.”


CHAPTER FOUR
The Power Dynamic

When Jimmy arrived at her house, his beat-up car sputtered to a stop in the driveway. Mrs. Strong was already waiting for him, standing on the porch with her arms crossed over her chest, her stance wide and commanding. Her workout clothes—a loose tank top and short athletic shorts—clung to her in all the right places, showing off her big tits, powerful thighs and toned arms.

“You’re on time,” she said as he climbed out of the car, her sharp green eyes narrowing slightly. “Good boy.”

The words sent a rush through Jimmy, his face flushing as that familiar tightness spread in his chest—and his jeans. He ducked his head, muttering a quiet, “Thanks,” before following her inside.

Her house was calm and inviting, the faint scent of lavender mingling with something richer from the kitchen, though dinner was still far off. Jimmy fidgeted nervously as Mrs. Strong closed the door behind them.

“Shoes off,” she said, her tone sharp and deliberate.

Jimmy quickly complied, slipping off his sneakers and placing them neatly by the door. He looked up to see her watching him with that piercing gaze, her lips curling into a faint smirk.

“Not bad,” she said, stepping closer. “But you’re still too stiff. Too unsure of yourself. We’ll work on that.”

Jimmy swallowed hard as she circled him, her presence making him feel small and exposed. She stopped behind him, her voice soft but teasing. “Are you nervous, Jimmy?”

“A little,” he admitted, his cheeks burning.

Her laugh was low and knowing. “Good. You should be. Come with me.”

She led him to the living room, her movements deliberate and confident. Jimmy followed like a shadow, his heart pounding as she motioned for him to sit on the edge of the couch.

“You’re here to learn how things work in my house,” she said, standing in front of him. Her hands rested on her hips, drawing his attention to the curve of her thighs and the smooth, tan skin peeking out from beneath her shorts. “And the first thing you need to understand is that you don’t have any control here. I do.”

Jimmy nodded, his mouth dry as he whispered, “Yes, ma’am.”

Her smirk widened. “Good boy.”

She leaned down, her face level with his, and gripped his chin firmly. Her green eyes locked onto his, sharp and unyielding. “Now, let’s see just how serious you are about being a good boy.”

She straightened, her hands moving to the hem of her tank top. Jimmy’s breath caught as she pulled it off in one fluid motion, revealing a sports bra that barely contained her large, heavy breasts. Her nipples were hard, straining against the fabric, and her skin glistened faintly in the afternoon light.

“Take a good look,” she said, her voice low and commanding. “You’ve been staring at them for weeks in class, haven’t you?”

Jimmy’s face burned with shame, but he couldn’t look away. “I… I didn’t mean to…”

A sharp crack echoed through the room as her hand came down hard against his cheek. Jimmy flinched, the sting radiating across his skin as his head snapped to the side.

“Don’t you dare ever fucking lie to me again,” she said, her voice cold and sharp.

Jimmy’s eyes watered as he brought a hand to his stinging cheek, but he nodded quickly, his voice trembling. “Yes, ma’am. I’m sorry.”

Her expression softened slightly, though her dominance never wavered. She tilted his chin back up, forcing him to meet her piercing gaze once more.

“That’s better,” she said calmly. “Now, if you’re going to stare at something, you’d better earn it. Follow me.”

She grabbed a bucket and a scrub brush from a closet and thrust them into his hands. “You want to be a good boy for me? Start with the kitchen floor. Hands and knees. I want it spotless before dinner.”

Jimmy blinked, unsure for a moment if she was serious, but the sharp look she gave him made him scramble to obey. Dropping to his knees, he dipped the brush into the soapy water and began scrubbing, his heart racing as Mrs. Strong stood over him, watching his every move.

“Good,” she murmured, her voice tinged with satisfaction. She leaned against the counter, crossing her arms over her chest as she observed him. She could feel the heat building between her legs, her arousal undeniable as she watched him work, his head bowed and his slender body trembling slightly under her gaze.

Jimmy’s arms began to ache as he moved to the dining room, the wooden floor gleaming under his effort. His jeans felt tighter than ever, the humiliating position and her proximity making it impossible to think straight. Every time she walked past, the faint scent of lavender and sweat followed, and he fought the urge to look up, to see if her nipples were still straining against the fabric of her sports bra.

By the time he finished the living room, his knees were sore, and his hands were red and raw from the scrubbing. Mrs. Strong finally stepped in, taking the bucket from him and setting it aside.

“You did well,” she said, her tone softer now. She reached out, her hand gripping his chin again and tilting his face up to meet her gaze. “If you keep this up, Jimmy, I might just make something useful out of you.”

Her words made his heart race, and the faint smirk on her lips told him she knew exactly what effect she had on him.

“Go wash up,” she said finally, releasing him. “Dinner will be ready soon.”

Jimmy nodded quickly, stumbling to his feet and hurrying to the bathroom. His mind spun as he splashed water on his face, trying to calm the heat in his cheeks—and his jeans. He didn’t know what the rest of the evening would hold, but one thing was certain: he’d do anything to make her proud.


CHAPTER FIVE
Dinner and Control

Dinner was simple but delicious—grilled chicken, steamed broccoli, and rice. As they ate, Mrs. Strong began subtly asserting her control, correcting Jimmy whenever he slipped up.

“Straighten your back,” she said when he slouched.

“Small bites,” she added when he shoveled too much food onto his fork.

“Slow down, Jimmy,” she said finally, her tone tinged with amusement. “This isn’t a race.”

Jimmy obeyed every command, his face flushing with embarrassment but also a strange sense of pride whenever she nodded in approval.

When they finished eating, Mrs. Strong leaned back in her chair, stretching her arms over her head in a way that made her muscles ripple under her skin. Her green eyes lingered on Jimmy for a moment before she spoke.

“You can clean up,” she said casually. “I’m going to relax in the living room.”

Jimmy nodded quickly, eager to prove himself. “Yes, ma’am.”

As he moved to clear the table, Mrs. Strong stood and walked past him, pausing just long enough to grip his shoulder briefly. Her hand completely enveloped it, her strength unmistakable. “Good boy,” she murmured, her voice low enough to make Jimmy shiver.

As Jimmy worked in the kitchen, washing the plates and wiping down the counters, he could feel her presence in the next room. The quiet rustle of fabric and the low hum of a TV in the background reminded him that she was there, waiting. By the time he finished, his hands were red from the hot water, but he felt a small surge of pride at the spotless kitchen.

When he stepped into the living room, Mrs. Strong was sprawled across the couch, one arm draped over the backrest. She looked up at him, her sharp green eyes immediately locking onto his.

“Kneel,” she said simply, her tone casual but firm.

Jimmy hesitated for a split second before dropping to his knees in front of her. His heart raced as he stared at the floor, his cheeks burning.

“You did well with the kitchen,” she said, her voice softer now. “But I can see you’re still holding something back. Stand up.”

Jimmy scrambled to his feet, unsure of what was coming next. Mrs. Strong rose as well, her imposing frame towering over him. Her hands were on him in an instant, one gripping his chin to tilt his face upward while the other moved lower, cupping his crotch firmly through his jeans.

Jimmy froze, a sharp gasp escaping his lips as her fingers pressed into him, her strength both thrilling and terrifying.

“Is this why you’re so eager to be a good boy?” she asked, her voice low and teasing. She squeezed lightly, her eyes studying his reaction. “You’re so hard already. Do you even deserve it?”

“I—” Jimmy stammered, his breath hitching as her grip tightened slightly, sending a strange mix of pain and pleasure coursing through him.

“Quiet,” she snapped, her tone cutting through his panic. “If I want you to speak, I’ll tell you.”

Her hand released him suddenly, and Jimmy swayed slightly, his knees trembling.

“On your knees again,” she ordered. “Hands behind your back.”

Jimmy obeyed instantly, his cheeks burning with humiliation as he knelt before her, his hands clasped behind him. She stepped closer, her bare feet nearly touching his knees as she stared down at him.

“Look at me,” she said.

Jimmy raised his eyes hesitantly, his gaze locking onto hers.

“You’re mine now, Jimmy,” she said, her voice a quiet promise. “Your cock, your balls, every pathetic part of you—mine. And if you hesitate again like you did earlier, I’ll make sure you understand what that means.”

Her foot nudged his thighs apart, the pressure forcing him into an even more vulnerable position. “Am I clear?”

“Yes, ma’am,” Jimmy whispered, his voice shaking.

Mrs. Strong smirked, satisfied. She leaned down, her hand brushing his cheek lightly, almost tenderly, before straightening.

“Good boy,” she said softly. “Now go fetch me a drink. We’ll see if you’re really as eager to please as you pretend to be.”


CHAPTER SIX
Demonstrating Size and Strength

When Jimmy returned to the living room after freshening up, Mrs. Strong was sitting on the couch, one leg crossed over the other, a book resting in her lap. She didn’t look up immediately, letting him stand there, awkward and unsure, as she finished the page.

“Come here,” she said finally, her voice calm but firm.

Jimmy stepped closer, stopping a few feet from the couch. Mrs. Strong set the book aside and rose to her feet, towering over him as she stood. Jimmy felt that familiar wave of intimidation as her broad shoulders and powerful frame made his thin body seem even smaller.

“Turn around,” she ordered.

Jimmy obeyed, his cheeks burning as he felt her sharp gaze moving over him.

“Still too stiff,” she said, gripping his narrow shoulders and turning him back to face her. “Relax, Jimmy. You don’t need to pretend to be tough here.”

Her hands slid down his arms, gripping them gently but firmly. Jimmy couldn’t help but notice how small they looked in her grasp, her fingers wrapping almost completely around his biceps.

“You’re so small,” she murmured, almost to herself. Her tone wasn’t mocking; it was almost admiring. “So fragile. But that’s what makes you perfect.”

Jimmy’s breath caught in his throat, his jeans tightening as her words washed over him. She smirked, her hand moving to his chin to tilt his face up, forcing him to meet her gaze.

“You want to be a good boy, don’t you?” she asked, her green eyes locking onto his.

“Yes, ma’am,” Jimmy whispered, his voice barely audible.

Her smirk widened, and she gave his cheek a light, almost playful slap. “Good. Then you’ll do everything I say, won’t you?”

“Yes, ma’am,” he repeated quickly, his heart racing.

Her smirk deepened as she released his chin and took a deliberate step closer, leaving almost no space between them. Her strong hand cupped his balls through his jeans, her grip firm but not painful.

“And you’ll trust me with every part of you?” she asked, her tone low and teasing as her fingers squeezed slightly.

Jimmy gasped, his knees nearly buckling as he choked out, “Yes, ma’am.”

“Good boy,” she murmured, releasing him and stepping back. “Now, go sit on the floor by my feet. You’ve earned a little rest.”

Jimmy obeyed without hesitation, dropping to his knees and settling at her feet. His back rested lightly against her leg as she returned to her seat, his chest tight with a strange mix of humiliation and pride. For the first time, he felt like he belonged—like he was exactly where he was meant to be.


CHAPTER SEVEN
The Revelation and the Test

Jimmy sat at Mrs. Strong’s feet, his back resting lightly against her strong legs as her fingers absently stroked his hair. The room was thick with tension, though neither of them spoke for a long moment. Jimmy didn’t dare move. Her presence filled the space, commanding and overwhelming, yet somehow comforting.

“You’re so eager to please,” she said finally, her voice breaking the silence. “It’s a good quality—rare in boys like you.”

Jimmy’s cheeks flushed, and he shifted slightly, unsure of what to say. He wanted to thank her, but the words caught in his throat.

Her hand moved from his hair to his chin, tilting his face up so she could look directly into his eyes. “But you’re not just a boy, are you?”

Jimmy froze, his heart pounding. He tried to shake his head, to deny whatever she was implying, but her grip on his chin tightened slightly, holding him still.

“Don’t lie to me,” she said, her voice soft but firm. “I see it in you, Jimmy. The way you carry yourself, the way you try so hard to be tough. It’s not who you are. You want to be something else, don’t you?”

Jimmy’s breath hitched, and tears pricked at the corners of his eyes. He didn’t know how she knew—how she could see the parts of him he’d worked so hard to hide—but it felt like she’d peeled back every layer, leaving him completely exposed.

“I…” he started, his voice trembling. “I don’t know.”

“Yes, you do,” she said, her green eyes piercing. “Say it.”

Jimmy swallowed hard, his voice barely a whisper. “I… I don’t want to be a boy.”

Her lips curved into a faint smile, but it wasn’t mocking. It was knowing. “That’s what I thought,” she said, releasing his chin and patting her lap. “Come here.”

Jimmy hesitated for only a moment before crawling into her lap, his thin frame fitting awkwardly against her strong, muscular body. Her arms wrapped around him, holding him firmly but gently, and for the first time in years, Jimmy felt safe.

“Tell me about your home life,” she said, her voice softening. “What’s it like at home?”

Jimmy hesitated, his head resting against her shoulder. “It’s… not great,” he admitted. “My dad’s always working, and when he’s home, he doesn’t really care what I do. And my mom’s… gone.”

Mrs. Strong nodded, her fingers tracing lazy circles on his back. “I see,” she said. “That’s no way to live, Jimmy. No wonder you’re so lost.”

She leaned back slightly, looking down at him with an intensity that made his chest tighten. “You don’t have to live like that anymore,” she said. “If you’re serious about being who you really are—if you want to be more than just a boy—you can move in with me.”

Jimmy’s breath caught in his throat. “Really?” he asked, his voice small and trembling.

“Yes,” she said simply. “But it’s not a free ride. If you’re going to live in my house, you’ll follow my rules. You’ll be disciplined. You’ll learn how to be the best version of yourself—the version you’ve always wanted to be.”

Jimmy nodded quickly, his chest swelling with a mix of hope and fear. “I’ll do it,” he said. “I’ll do anything.”

Her smile widened, and she leaned in close, her breath warm against his ear. “Good,” she said. “Then let’s see if you’re serious.”

She shifted him off her lap, her hands guiding him gently but firmly. “Over my knees,” she commanded, her voice calm but unyielding.

Jimmy hesitated for a fraction of a second before obeying, his heart racing as he draped himself over her lap. Her thighs were firm and unyielding beneath him, her strong hand resting on the small of his back.

“This is a test, Jimmy,” she said as her fingers hooked into the waistband of his jeans. “To see if you’re ready to let go of the boy you’ve been pretending to be.”

She tugged his jeans down, followed by his tighty whities, exposing his pale, hairless bottom. She let out a low, satisfied hum. “No hair at all,” she murmured. “Perfect.”

Jimmy squirmed, his face burning with humiliation, but her hand pressed firmly against his back, holding him in place. “Stay still,” she said, her tone brooking no argument.

Her other hand slid between his cheeks, one well-manicured finger pressing against his tight little asshole. Jimmy froze, a sharp gasp escaping him as her fingertip teased the sensitive ring.

“Relax,” she said, her voice low and commanding. “This is part of your confession.”

Jimmy’s body trembled, his heart pounding as she pressed just a little deeper, the sensation strange and overwhelming.

“Now,” she continued, her tone sharp, “tell me what you want, Jimmy. All of it. No hesitation.”

“I… I want to be dominated,” he choked out, his voice trembling. “I want to be controlled… used…”

“Used how?” she pressed, her finger circling gently, making him whimper.

“Like… like a toy,” he admitted, tears spilling down his cheeks. “I want to be your toy.”

Her lips curled into a satisfied smile. “Good girl,” she murmured, slowly withdrawing her finger. Jimmy exhaled shakily, but before he could fully process what was happening, Mrs. Strong held her dirty finger up to his lips.

“If you want me to put more in your ass,” she said, her voice low and deliberate, “suck my finger clean.”

Jimmy’s eyes widened, his face flushing hot as he hesitated for a brief moment. But the sharp look in her eyes left no room for refusal. Slowly, trembling, he parted his lips and wrapped them around her finger, his tongue timidly sliding over the surface, tasting his own ass.

“Good,” she said softly, her tone tinged with satisfaction as she watched him obey. “That’s what I thought.”

When she finally pulled her finger away, she smirked, running her hand through his hair. “You’re learning, Emily. That’s your new sissy name,” she declared, her tone dripping with authority. “Get used to it, because Jimmy doesn’t exist anymore. You’re Emily now—soft, submissive, and made for this.”

The words sent a shiver through him, equal parts humiliation and a strange, unnameable thrill. He nodded weakly, tears still streaming down his face. “Yes, ma’am,” he whispered, the sound of his new name sealing his surrender.

Her smirk deepened as she traced a finger along his trembling jawline. “Good girl, Emily. Now let’s make sure you live up to that name.”


CHAPTER EIGHT
Becoming Emily

The weeks after that first spanking blurred together, each one a step further into the world Mrs. Strong was building for Emily. The transformation wasn’t rushed—it was deliberate, methodical, and, above all, entirely under Mrs. Strong’s control. She made it clear that Emily’s only job was to obey and improve.

Mrs. Strong’s house became Emily’s sanctuary—and her training ground. Every evening after school, Emily would arrive, shedding her outer layers of boyhood and stepping into the version of herself Mrs. Strong insisted she was destined to become.

“Stand up straight,” Mrs. Strong would say, her tone sharp as she adjusted Emily’s posture. She’d walk around her, critiquing every detail. “Shoulders back, chin up. You’re not a slouching little boy anymore. You’re Emily, and Emily carries herself with grace.”

Walking lessons became a nightly ritual. Mrs. Strong guided Emily up and down the length of the living room, her strong hands gripping Emily’s waist to steer her movements. At first, Emily stumbled, her clumsy steps earning sighs of disapproval and the occasional sharp smack on her ass. But as the days turned into weeks, her gait grew smoother, more feminine.

“Better,” Mrs. Strong would say, nodding in approval. “Now, add a little sway to your hips. That’s it—like a girl.”

Emily glowed under her praise, her heart swelling with pride every time Mrs. Strong smiled.


CHAPTER NINE
Feminization Begins

Mrs. Strong’s influence extended beyond behavior. One evening, she handed Emily a small box, her green eyes gleaming with a mixture of authority and satisfaction.

“Open it,” she said simply.

Inside was a pale pink training bra, delicate and soft to the touch. Emily’s cheeks burned as she looked up at Mrs. Strong, who smiled faintly.

“You’ll wear this every evening when you’re here,” she said. “Your body might still look like a boy, but we both know that’s not who you are.”

From then on, the ritual deepened. Mrs. Strong began replacing Emily’s underwear with lacy panties, brushing her nails with clear polish, and teaching her how to care for her skin and hair.

“You’re going to be beautiful,” Mrs. Strong murmured one evening as she brushed Emily's blonde hair, the bristles gliding through the fine strands. “You’ll see.”


CHAPTER TEN
Rewards and Punishments

Every moment in Mrs. Strong’s house was a test, and Emily learned quickly what happened when she failed.

“Assume the position,” Mrs. Strong would say when Emily faltered, her tone calm but unyielding. Emily would scramble to obey, draping herself over Mrs. Strong’s lap as her jeans and panties were tugged down. The sharp sting of Mrs. Strong’s palm on her bare ass always left her sobbing, her cheeks red with humiliation.

But when she was good…

“Come here, Emily,” Mrs. Strong would say, her voice softening. She would unbutton her blouse slowly, revealing her massive tits spilling over the edges of her bra. Her nipples, thick and prominent, pressed against the fabric as she guided Emily’s trembling hands to unclasp it.

“Good girls get rewards,” she murmured, pulling Emily close. “Suck.”

Emily obeyed eagerly, her lips wrapping around Mrs. Strong’s thick nipple, her tongue swirling as she sucked greedily. The warmth and taste of Mrs. Strong’s skin made her feel dizzy, a strange mix of comfort and arousal that left her trembling.

“You’re mine,” Mrs. Strong whispered as Emily nursed, her fingers stroking Emily’s hair. “Every part of you belongs to me.”


CHAPTER ELEVEN
Begging for More

One evening, as Emily knelt at Mrs. Strong’s feet after a lesson, her body still aching from a punishment earlier that night, she couldn’t hold back the words bubbling up inside her.

“Please, ma’am,” Emily whispered, her voice shaking. “Please… humiliate me more. I want it. I want to be… used.”

Mrs. Strong raised an eyebrow, her green eyes gleaming with amusement. She leaned forward, gripping Emily’s chin firmly and tilting her face up. “What exactly are you asking for, Emily?”

Emily’s cheeks burned, but she forced herself to meet Mrs. Strong’s gaze. “I… I want to taste myself,” she stammered, her voice barely audible. “And I want to taste your… ass.”

Mrs. Strong’s smirk widened, her grip on Emily’s chin tightening slightly. “You want to lick my ass clean, do you?”

Emily’s breath hitched, her body trembling as she nodded quickly. “Yes, ma’am. Please. I’ll do anything.”

Mrs. Strong chuckled, releasing her chin and leaning back. “Good girls earn that privilege,” she said, her tone laced with mockery. “For now, you’ll have to settle for cleaning the floor with your tongue. If you do it well, I might let you taste more of me tomorrow.”

Emily’s heart pounded as she lowered herself to the floor, her tongue darting out to lick the hardwood clean, her cheeks burning with humiliation—and excitement.


CHAPTER TWELVE
Anal Training

As the weeks turned into months, Mrs. Strong pushed Emily further, each lesson a new challenge designed to test her obedience and trust.

“This is part of being a good girl,” Mrs. Strong explained one evening, holding up a small, tapered plug. Her green eyes gleamed with authority as she turned it in her hands. “It’s about trust, submission, and preparation.”

Emily knelt on the floor, her cheeks burning as she nodded. “Yes, ma’am.”

At first, it was only Mrs. Strong’s fingers. Coated with lube, they pressed gently against Emily’s tight little asshole as she lay draped over Mrs. Strong’s lap. Emily gasped and squirmed at the initial contact, her body tensing reflexively.

“Breathe, Emily. Relax. You can take it,” Mrs. Strong coaxed, her tone steady and deliberate.

The first time Emily hesitated, clenching tightly and shaking her head, Mrs. Strong’s hand cracked sharply across her ass, the blow ringing through the room. Emily yelped, her head snapping up from the impact.

“You’ll take it when I tell you to,” Mrs. Strong said, her voice cold and unyielding. Her fingers gripped Emily’s hair, pulling her head back so their eyes met. “Do you understand me?”

“Yes, ma’am!” Emily whimpered, her tears spilling freely.

Mrs. Strong’s grip loosened slightly, her tone softening just enough to let the praise sink in. “Good girl,” she murmured, releasing Emily’s hair. “Now try again. And don’t make me repeat myself.”

The first finger slipped in slowly, Mrs. Strong’s hand resting firmly on Emily’s lower back as she coaxed her to relax. “That’s it. Breathe. You’re doing so well.”

Each night, the lessons continued. Mrs. Strong started with the smallest plug, working Emily up to larger sizes. She monitored every reaction carefully, the corner of her lips curling whenever Emily managed to take more.

“You’re making me proud,” Mrs. Strong said one evening, holding Emily’s trembling hips as she eased in the next size. “Do you feel that? That’s progress. That’s you becoming who you’re meant to be.”

Emily whimpered, her cheeks flushed as she nodded. “Yes, ma’am.”

“You’re such a good girl,” Mrs. Strong murmured, her voice warm and approving.

As the months passed, the lessons grew more intense. One evening, Mrs. Strong stood over Emily, a harness strapped around her waist, the strap-on jutting out confidently.

“On your hands and knees,” she commanded, her tone leaving no room for hesitation.

Emily scrambled to obey, her pale body trembling as she positioned herself on the bed. Mrs. Strong applied a generous amount of lube, her strong hands gripping Emily’s hips to hold her steady.

“This is the final test,” Mrs. Strong said, her voice calm but edged with authority. “You’re going to take all of it. Slowly, and only because I allow it.”

Emily’s breath hitched as the tip of the strap-on pressed against her. Mrs. Strong moved deliberately, her firm grip and measured thrusts leaving no doubt who was in control.

“You’re mine,” she said, her voice low and commanding. “Every part of you. Your ass, your mouth, your little cock. All of it belongs to me.”

“Yes, ma’am,” Emily choked out, her voice trembling.

Mrs. Strong smirked, her movements slow and deliberate as she pushed deeper. “Good girl,” she murmured. “You’re learning to trust me. That’s exactly what I want.”


CHAPTER THIRTEEN
A New Beginning

Emily walked across the stage at graduation wearing the same suit she’d worn at countless school events. To everyone else, she still looked like Jimmy, a quiet boy from the trailer park. But beneath the stiff fabric of her slacks were the soft lace panties Mrs. Strong had given her, and as she moved, she couldn’t help but feel the plug she’d been trained to wear.

Each step was a reminder of her transformation—a secret Mrs. Strong had nurtured, hidden just under the surface of what the world saw.

When the ceremony ended, Emily didn’t linger. She said quick goodbyes to a few classmates and waved halfheartedly at her father, who had barely looked up from his phone. There was no sense of connection, no reason to stay.

She made her way to her beat-up car, her heart pounding as she climbed inside. There was only one place she wanted to be.

When Emily pulled into Mrs. Strong’s driveway, the porch light was on, casting a warm glow over the familiar house. She hurried up the steps, her steps shorter from the plug still snug inside her. Before she could knock, the door opened, and there stood Mrs. Strong, her arms crossed and her sharp green eyes watching her closely.

“Right on time,” Mrs. Strong said, stepping aside to let Emily in.

“Thank you, ma’am,” Emily said softly, stepping past her and into the house.

Mrs. Strong closed the door behind her, locking it with a deliberate click. “Take off your shoes,” she instructed.

Emily obeyed without hesitation, neatly placing her shoes by the door before turning to face Mrs. Strong. She could feel her cheeks heating under the older woman’s piercing gaze.

“Did you wear what I told you to?” Mrs. Strong asked, her tone calm but edged with authority.

“Yes, ma’am,” Emily replied, her voice trembling slightly.

Mrs. Strong stepped closer, her hand cupping Emily’s chin and tilting her face upward. “Good girl,” she murmured, her voice softening slightly. “Now, show me.”

Emily’s hands fumbled slightly as she reached for the waistband of her slacks, unbuttoning them and pushing them down to her knees. The pale lace of her panties against her skin, the delicate fabric snug around the plug that stretched her tight little ass.

Mrs. Strong’s lips curled into a faint smirk as she circled Emily, her eyes taking in every detail. “You’ve come a long way,” she said, her voice low and deliberate. Her hand brushed against Emily’s ass, her fingers tracing the outline of the plug. “Do you like your plug?”

“Yes, ma’am,” Emily whispered.

Mrs. Strong’s hand came down sharply, delivering a single, resounding slap to Emily’s ass that echoed through the room. Emily gasped, her knees buckling slightly from the force.

“Good,” Mrs. Strong said, her tone calm as she pressed her hand against the stinging skin. “I expect nothing less from my girl.”

Emily’s cheeks burned with humiliation, her heart pounding.

“Now,” Mrs. Strong continued, stepping back and folding her arms. “You’re done with school. That part of your life is over. But this…” She gestured toward Emily, her sharp green eyes narrowing. “This is only the beginning. Do you understand?”

“Yes, ma’am,” Emily said, her voice steady despite the trembling in her legs.

Mrs. Strong’s smirk deepened. “Good. Then let’s make sure you’re ready for what comes next.”


CHAPTER FOURTEEN
Day One

Emily sat nervously on the edge of the small bed in Mrs. Strong’s guest room. It was early—barely past six—but she hadn’t slept much the night before. Her new life was just beginning, and the weight of everything Mrs. Strong had said loomed large in her mind. Obedience. Discipline. Respect. The words echoed in her head, each one a reminder of the total control she had agreed to.

At exactly 7:00 a.m., there was a knock on the door. Emily’s heart leapt into her throat as Mrs. Strong stepped inside. She was dressed casually—black leggings and a fitted tank top that clung to her toned body—but her presence was anything but casual. Her sharp green eyes swept over Emily, taking in her trembling form.

“Good morning,” she said, her voice calm but commanding. “Get up. The day is starting.”

Emily scrambled to her feet, clutching the hem of the robe Mrs. Strong had given her the night before. It was soft and pink, feminine in a way that made her cheeks burn with both embarrassment and excitement.


CHAPTER FIFTEEN
Breakfast and Rules

Mrs. Strong led Emily into the kitchen, where the smell of coffee and freshly cooked eggs filled the air. A single plate sat on the table, along with a glass of water.

“Sit,” Mrs. Strong ordered, motioning to the chair. Emily obeyed quickly, her hands folded nervously in her lap.

“Eat,” she said simply, sitting across from Emily with her own mug of coffee.

Emily hesitated for only a moment before picking up her fork and taking a bite. The food was delicious—far better than the frozen meals and takeout she was used to. But as she ate, she could feel Mrs. Strong’s eyes on her, watching her every move.

“You’re holding your fork wrong,” Mrs. Strong said suddenly, her voice sharp. “Straighten your back. And take smaller bites.”

Emily flushed, quickly adjusting her posture and grip on the fork. “Yes, ma’am,” she murmured.

Mrs. Strong nodded, her expression softening slightly. “Good. You’ll learn.”

When Emily finished eating, Mrs. Strong leaned back in her chair, crossing her arms. “Now that you’re here,” she said, “it’s time to establish the rules. From this moment forward, you live by my standards. Do you understand?”

“Yes, ma’am,” Emily said, her voice trembling.


CHAPTER SIXTEEN
The Rules of the House

“There are three pillars you’ll follow in this house,” Mrs. Strong began, her tone calm but firm. “Obedience, discipline, and respect. Everything I expect from you falls under one of those categories.”

Emily nodded quickly, her heart pounding as Mrs. Strong outlined each rule:


“You will do exactly as I say, without hesitation or argument. If I tell you to dress a certain way, you’ll dress that way. If I tell you to clean, you’ll clean. You don’t get to question me. Understood?” 

“Yes, ma’am,” Emily replied, her voice small.


“Mistakes will have consequences,” Mrs. Strong continued. “Whether it’s corner time, extra chores, or a spanking, you’ll learn quickly what I expect from you.”


“You’ll address me as ‘ma’am’ or ‘Mrs. Strong’ at all times,” she said. “And you’ll speak when spoken to. Disrespect will not be tolerated.” 


CHAPTER SEVENTEEN
The First Lesson

When the rules were established, Mrs. Strong rose from her chair and motioned for Emily to follow. She led her to the living room, where a small notebook and pen sat waiting on the coffee table.

“Sit,” Mrs. Strong commanded, pointing to the floor at her feet.

Emily sank to her knees, her heart pounding as Mrs. Strong sat down in the armchair, her green eyes studying her closely.

“Write down what I just told you,” she said. “Every word. I want you to memorize it.”

Emily picked up the pen with trembling hands, carefully writing out each rule as Mrs. Strong had outlined. Her cheeks burned as she realized she was completely exposed, kneeling on the floor in nothing but the robe Mrs. Strong had given her.

When she finished, she hesitated, looking up at Mrs. Strong for guidance.

“Read it back to me,” Mrs. Strong instructed, her voice calm but firm.

Emily swallowed hard and began to read aloud, her voice shaking slightly as she recited each rule.

When she finished, Mrs. Strong leaned forward, her fingers gripping Emily’s chin and tilting her face upward.

“Good girl,” she said softly, her lips curling into a faint smile. “You’re going to do well here, Emily. I can already tell.”


CHAPTER EIGHTEEN
Chastity from Day One

Mrs. Strong paused, her sharp green eyes narrowing slightly as she leaned forward in her chair. “There’s one more thing we need to address,” she said. Her tone was calm but carried an unmistakable edge. “Chastity.”

“I know you’ve been masturbating about me,” Mrs. Strong continued bluntly, her words hitting like a slap. “Don’t deny it—I’ve seen the way you look at me.”

Emily’s face burned with humiliation, and she opened her mouth to stammer out a response, but Mrs. Strong cut her off with a sharp gesture.

“That ends today,” she said firmly. “Your pleasure is no longer yours to control. If you’re serious about being my good girl, you’ll surrender that control to me.”

Mrs. Strong stood, moving to the counter where a small velvet bag rested. She opened it, revealing a small pink chastity cage. Its smooth, polished surface shined.

Emily’s eyes widened as Mrs. Strong held it up, turning it slowly in her hands.

“This,” she said, her voice low and deliberate, “is a symbol of your submission. It means you belong to me. Every time you feel the ache, you’ll remember who controls your body.”

Emily’s hands shook as she instinctively reached for the cage, but Mrs. Strong stopped her, placing a firm hand on her shoulder.

“No,” she said. Her voice softened slightly, but her dominance remained unshaken. “I’ll do it.”

She guided Emily to her feet, her strong hands steady as she untied the robe and let it fall open. Emily stood exposed, her smooth, hairless body trembling slightly.

Mrs. Strong knelt in front of her, working steadily as she fit the cage into place. She pulled Emily's small balls through the ring, then her little pink cock. Her movements were precise as she slid the cage over Emily's clitty and clicked the lock shut. "So tiny and cute—better this way, don’t you think?" she said, giving Emily’s balls a sharp smack that made her knees buckle.

“You’re perfect for this,” she murmured, her fingers brushing against Emily’s trembling thighs. “So small, so smooth. Exactly how you should be.”

When she stood, Mrs. Strong grabbed Emily’s ear, turning her head to look at her..

“There,” she said, her lips curling into a faint smile. “Now you belong to me completely.”


CHAPTER NINETEEN
The Test

Mrs. Strong motioned for Emily to follow her into the living room.

“Your first task is simple,” Mrs. Strong said, sitting down on the couch and crossing her legs. “You’re going to dust the shelves and the baseboards. Do it properly, or there will be consequences.”

Emily nodded quickly, eager to please. “Yes, ma’am.”

Mrs. Strong handed her a duster, her sharp green eyes watching as Emily set to work. The only sound in the room was the soft rustle of the duster and the sound of Mrs. Strong’s calm, steady corrections.

“Higher,” she said when Emily missed a spot on the bookshelf. “Good. Now slower—don’t rush.”

When Emily moved to the baseboards, Mrs. Strong’s tone sharpened slightly. “On your hands and knees for this part,” she instructed. “Keep your back nicely curved. Good posture.”

Emily dropped to her knees without hesitation, kneeling on the hardwood as she carefully dusted the baseboards. The persistent ache in her clitty, tight in the cage from the constant state of arousal, was caused by Mrs. Strong’s watchful presence. Mrs. Strong was fully aware—young sissies were always so predictable and easy to control.

By the time she finished, her arms were trembling slightly from the effort. Mrs. Strong motioned for her to sit on the floor at her feet, her hand brushing gently over Emily’s hair as she knelt.

“You did well,” Mrs. Strong said, her tone softening slightly. “But there’s still a long way to go.”

Emily’s chest swelled with pride and nervous anticipation. “Thank you, ma’am,” she whispered.

Mrs. Strong smiled faintly, her fingers tightening slightly in Emily’s hair. “Good girls earn rewards,” she said, leaning down until her sharp green eyes were level with Emily’s. “But only when they’ve truly proven themselves. Do you understand?”

“Yes, ma’am,” Emily said, her voice trembling.

“Good,” Mrs. Strong said, her smirk widening. “Let’s see how serious you are tomorrow.”


CHAPTER TWENTY
Submission Deepens

By the second week, Emily’s life had settled into a strict, unrelenting routine. Each day began and ended with the same ritual: kneeling naked except for her chastity cage, on the floor at the foot of Mrs. Strong’s bed, awaiting her command. The pink chastity cage that locked Emily’s clitty remained a constant presence, ensuring she could never forget who she belonged to.

“Come here, Emily,” Mrs. Strong said one morning, her voice calm but commanding as she leaned back against the headboard, her legs spread slightly. She was still in her sleepwear—a simple tank top and no panties.

Emily crawled forward on her hands and knees, her cheeks burning as she settled between Mrs. Strong’s thighs. “Yes, ma’am,” she whispered, her voice trembling.

“You know what to do,” Mrs. Strong said, her fingers tangling in Emily’s hair. “Don’t make me wait.”

Emily leaned in, her lips brushing against the soft, damp fabric of Mrs. Strong’s panties. The scent of her arousal was intoxicating, and Emily’s clitty strained against its cage as she used her tongue to lick her pussy.

“Good girl,” Mrs. Strong murmured as Emily’s tongue lapped at her shaved cunt, licking tentatively at first before diving deeper. The taste of Mrs. Strong’s wet pussy flooded Emily’s senses, and she worked harder, her tongue exploring every inch of her.

Mrs. Strong leaned back, her hand tightening in Emily’s hair as her hips shifted forward slightly. “Don’t stop until I cum,” she said, her tone sharp. “And don’t make a mess. If I feel a single drop of drool, you’ll regret it.”
Emily whimpered, her tongue flicking and swirling as Mrs. Strong’s moans grew louder. The pressure of her hand on Emily’s head guided every movement.

Mrs. Strong directed Emily until she was lapping at her clit. “Good girl, right there, keep going.”
Finally, with a sharp cry, Mrs. Strong came, her thighs clenching around Emily’s head as she rode out her orgasm. Emily stayed perfectly still, her lips sealed to Mrs. Strong’s pussy, until the last tremor subsided.

When Mrs. Strong released her grip, Emily pulled back, her face flushed and her lips glistening.

Mrs. Strong pushed her back onto her heels. Her sharp green eyes scanned Emily’s flushed, trembling form, her lips curling into a faint smirk.

“Look at you,” she said, her voice laced with disdain. “You’re pathetic. A locked up little sissy, desperate for attention. Is that what you are, Emily? A desperate little sissy?”

Emily’s cheeks burned, and she nodded, her clitty twitching uselessly in its cage. “Yes, ma’am,” she whispered.

Mrs. Strong’s smirk deepened as she leaned forward, her hand cupping Emily’s cheek before delivering a sharp slap that made her head snap to the side.

“Say it,” Mrs. Strong commanded, her voice cold and unyielding.

Emily whimpered, tears prickling at the corners of her eyes as she turned her face back toward Mrs. Strong. “I’m a desperate little sissy, ma’am,” she choked out.

Another slap came, harder this time, leaving Emily’s cheek stinging as her head rocked from the impact.

“Louder,” Mrs. Strong demanded, her green eyes gleaming, her pussy getting wetter.

“I’m a desperate little sissy, ma’am!” Emily cried, her voice cracking.

Mrs. Strong smiled faintly, her hand brushing over Emily’s reddened cheek. “Good. At least you’re honest.”

She leaned back against the headboard, her fingers toying idly with Emily’s hair. “You’ll do anything to please me, won’t you, Emily?”

“Yes, ma’am,” Emily whispered, her voice trembling but steady.

Mrs. Strong smirked, tilting Emily’s chin upward so their eyes met. “Then you’re exactly where you belong.”


CHAPTER TWENTY ONE
Humiliation and Discipline

By the end of the second week, Mrs. Strong’s methods grew harsher, testing Emily’s limits and breaking her down further. Daily spankings became a non-negotiable part of Emily’s routine, each session meticulously designed to reinforce obedience, humility, and dependence.

“Ass up,” Mrs. Strong ordered one evening, motioning for Emily to kneel on the couch. Her voice was calm, almost detached, as if issuing a simple chore. “And I want a nice, curved back. No slouching.”

Emily scrambled into position, her face pressing against the cushions as her reddened bottom was exposed. Her body trembled, both from anticipation and the residual ache from the cage she wore day and night.

Mrs. Strong stood behind her, a thin cane in one hand, her sharp green eyes scanning Emily’s trembling frame. “Ten strokes,” she said, her voice cold and deliberate. “You’ll count each one. If you move or forget to count, we start over. Am I clear?”

“Yes, ma’am,” Emily whispered, her voice barely audible.

The first stroke landed with a sharp crack, and Emily gasped, her body jerking involuntarily.

“One!” she cried, her voice shaking.

“Good girl,” Mrs. Strong said. “You can take more than that.”

The second stroke followed, then the third, each one leaving a searing line across Emily’s pale skin. Her cries grew louder, her body trembling as she struggled to stay still.

“Stop squirming,” Mrs. Strong snapped, delivering a sudden slap to Emily’s face. Emily’s head jerked from the force, and tears spilled freely down her cheeks.

“Y-yes, ma’am!” Emily stammered, her voice breaking as she steadied herself.

By the time the tenth stroke landed, Emily was sobbing openly, her body trembling and shaking. Mrs. Strong stepped back, admiring her handiwork with a smirk.

“Look at you,” she said. “Crying like a little girl. But I suppose that’s exactly what you are, aren’t you?”

Emily nodded weakly, her face buried in the cushions. “Yes, ma’am,” she choked out.

Mrs. Strong’s smirk widened as she ran a hand over the marks on Emily’s skin, her fingers pressing hard enough to make Emily flinch. “Good. That’s what I like to hear.”

She stepped around to stand in front of Emily. “Now get up,” she commanded, her tone sharp. “And thank me for correcting you.”

Emily obeyed, sliding off the couch and dropping to her knees in front of Mrs. Strong. Her head bowed, tears still streaming down her flushed cheeks.

“Thank you, ma’am,” she whispered, her voice trembling.

Mrs. Strong tilted her chin up, forcing Emily to meet her piercing gaze. Her grip was firm, her fingers pressing into Emily’s face.

“Remember this, Emily,” she said, her tone low and deliberate. “Your body, your pleasure, your pain—it all belongs to me now. Do you understand?”

“Yes, ma’am,” Emily replied, her voice barely a whisper.

Mrs. Strong ran her thumb over Emily’s wet cheek. “Good girl,” she said. “You’ll learn to be grateful for it.”


CHAPTER TWENTY TWO
Leaking

It wasn’t until the end of the second week that Emily began to understand the full extent of Mrs. Strong’s control. The realization hit during an especially humiliating session, where Mrs. Strong forced Emily to stand naked in front of a full-length mirror while she listed every flaw and failure.

“Look at yourself,” Mrs. Strong said, standing behind Emily with her hands on her hips, her sharp green eyes boring into Emily’s reflection. “You’re pathetic. A scrawny little boy pretending to be a girl. But that’s all you’ll ever be—a desperate, obedient sissy.”

Emily’s clitty tried to get hard and throbbed and twitched in its cage, a long string of precum began to drip out. Mrs. Strong noticed immediately, her lips curling into a knowing smirk.

“Oh, look at that,” she said, her tone mockingly sweet. “You’re leaking. Do you like being humiliated, Emily? Does it turn you on when I remind you what a worthless little sissy you are?”

Emily whimpered, her face burning with shame as more precum dripped from her cage. “Yes, ma’am,” she admitted, her voice barely audible.

Mrs. Strong chuckled, stepping closer and grabbed Emily’s ear tightly, forcing her to look into the mirror. “Good,” she said, her voice dripping with satisfaction. “Because this is who you are now. My pathetic, locked-up little bitch. And you’re going to love every second of it.”


CHAPTER TWENTY THREE
Anal Training

That same evening, Mrs. Strong introduced a new phase of Emily’s training.

“Come here,” she commanded, gesturing to the bed where a black butt plug rested on a clean white towel. “You’ll start with this. We’ll work our way up, little by little. By the time I’m done with you, you’ll take whatever I decide to give you.”

Emily’s cheeks flushed with shame and anticipation. Mrs. Strong’s hands were steady as she guided Emily onto the bed, positioning her on all fours.

“Relax,” Mrs. Strong instructed, her voice calm but firm as she coated the plug with lube. “You’ll learn to take this, and you’ll learn to love it.”

Emily whimpered as she felt the cool tip of the plug pressing against her tight entrance. Her first instinct was to resist, but Mrs. Strong’s hand on her back kept her still.

“Breathe,” Mrs. Strong commanded. “You’re mine, Emily. Remember that.”

Emily forced herself to relax, the initial stretch giving way to pressure and fullness as the plug slipped inside.

“There,” Mrs. Strong murmured, patting Emily’s bottom. “You’re doing well. Now, stand up and walk for me.”

Emily obeyed, taking small steps as she adjusted to the unfamiliar sensation. Mrs. Strong observed her with a critical eye, correcting her posture as needed.

“Back straight. No waddling,” Mrs. Strong instructed. “You’ll look elegant, even with that in you.”

Each evening, the training grew more challenging. Mrs. Strong introduced larger plugs, extending the duration Emily was expected to wear them. Over time, Emily adapted, her body and mind molded by Mrs. Strong’s relentless control.

“You’re becoming exactly what I want,” Mrs. Strong said one evening, her green eyes gleaming with satisfaction as Emily knelt before her. “


CHAPTER TWENTY FOUR
Feminization and Dependency

Emily’s days under Mrs. Strong’s roof became increasingly structured, each moment tailored to strip away her old self and mold her into the perfect submissive. Mrs. Strong left nothing to chance, controlling every aspect of Emily’s life—from her appearance to her diet to her most intimate thoughts.

Each morning began the same way. Emily would kneel on the bathroom floor, her pink robe neatly tied, while Mrs. Strong stood over her, holding an array of makeup and grooming tools.

“Today, we’re working on blending,” Mrs. Strong said one morning, holding up a palette of soft pastel eyeshadows. “A good girl should look flawless, no matter how close someone gets.”

Emily nodded quickly, her cheeks flushing as Mrs. Strong painted her eyelids with delicate strokes, the cool brush gliding over her skin.

“Good,” Mrs. Strong murmured as she stepped back to inspect her work. “Now, let’s see you do it.”

Emily’s hands trembled as she picked up the brush, her caged clitty twitching as Mrs. Strong’s piercing green eyes watched her every move.

“Don’t rush,” Mrs. Strong said sharply, delivering a quick slap to Emily’s cheek when her hand wobbled. “Sloppy girls get punished.”

Emily gasped, her face stinging as she steadied herself. “Yes, ma’am,” she whispered, her voice trembling.

By the end of the session, Emily’s face was perfectly made up—subtle but feminine, with soft pink lips and lightly blushed cheeks.


CHAPTER TWENTY FIVE
Clothing Progression

Emily’s wardrobe expanded rapidly during this phase. Mrs. Strong delighted in dressing her up, introducing her to skirts, dresses, and lingerie that clung to her slender frame.

“Hold still,” Mrs. Strong ordered one afternoon as she tightened the laces on a corset, her strong hands tugging the fabric snug against Emily’s waist. “There. That’s much better.”

Emily’s breathing was shallow as she looked at herself in the mirror. The corset accentuated her slim figure, giving her the illusion of curves. Beneath it, her lace panties and matching bra peeked out, completing the look.

“Walk for me,” Mrs. Strong commanded, handing Emily a pair of low heels.

Emily wobbled at first, her steps awkward and hesitant, but Mrs. Strong was relentless. “Graceful,” she snapped, her green eyes narrowing.

When Emily faltered again, Mrs. Strong stepped forward and delivered a swift knee to her little white balls. Emily let out a gasp, her knees buckling as tears welled in her eyes.

“A good girl glides, Emily,” Mrs. Strong said coldly. “Try again.”

Emily nodded quickly, her cheeks burning as she forced herself to walk with more grace.


CHAPTER TWENTY SIX
Posture and Walking Lessons

Posture training became a daily ritual. Mrs. Strong balanced books on Emily’s head, forcing her to keep her back straight and her chin up as she walked back and forth across the room.

“Keep your hips loose,” Mrs. Strong instructed, her voice sharp. “A sissy should move like she’s made of silk, not stone.”

When the books fell, Mrs. Strong didn’t hesitate. Her hand shot out, slapping Emily across the face with enough force to make her stumble.

“Again,” Mrs. Strong commanded, her tone unyielding.

Tight skirts were another favorite tool, restricting Emily’s movements and forcing her to take smaller, more controlled steps.

“Much better,” Mrs. Strong said one evening as she watched Emily cross the room, her hips swaying naturally. “You’re starting to look like a proper girl.”


CHAPTER TWENTY SEVEN
Anal Training

By this point, Emily had progressed to wearing larger plugs for extended periods. Mrs. Strong expected her to wear one at all times.

“Relax,” Mrs. Strong commanded as she pressed a dildo against Emily’s entrance, her voice calm but firm. “You’re getting better, but there’s still room for improvement.”

Emily whimpered as the toy slid inside, her body trembling. She was so horny and needy from chastity that she moaned out loud. “Yes, ma’am,” she whispered, her cheeks burning with humiliation.

Mrs. Strong smirked, delivering a swift slap to Emily’s balls before continuing. “Good girl,” she murmured, her hand resting on Emily’s lower back as she began moving the toy in and out. “I want you to remember this feeling every time you sit down.”

Each thrust was slow and deliberate, the pressure building as Emily whimpered and squirmed beneath her. Deep thrusts in and out as Mrs. Strong twisted the dildo. When Mrs. Strong finally removed the toy, she gave Emily’s sore bottom a hard smack, her smirk widening.


She pounded Emily hard with the dildo. Ramming it in and out over and over till Emily was panting. Fucking her hard just like a real man would. “Get used to this bitch, a man is not gonna care if you like it.” 

“Clean yourself up,” Mrs. Strong ordered, her voice sharp. “And don’t forget to thank me properly.”

Emily scrambled to her knees at Mrs. Strong’s feet, her face turned upward. “Thank you, ma’am,” she whispered.

Mrs. Strong tilted her chin up, her sharp green eyes boring into Emily’s. “You’ll learn to love every moment of this,” she said softly, her tone dripping with authority.


CHAPTER TWENTY EIGHT
A Strict Diet

As the weeks went on, Mrs. Strong began tightening her control over Emily’s diet.

“You’re getting a little too bulky,” Mrs. Strong remarked one evening, her sharp green eyes scanning Emily’s slender frame. Her hand moved deliberately, resting on Emily’s balls before giving them a firm squeeze. Emily gasped, her knees threatening to buckle under the pressure. Mrs. Strong’s smirk widened as she held Emily’s gaze, reveling in the mix of pain and submission reflected in her eyes. “I want you skinnier, weaker,” she purred, her grip tightening momentarily. “I love seeing that helpless look when you know you can’t do a thing to stop me.”

“We can’t have that,” Mrs. Strong continued, her grip tightening slightly. “Sissies should be skinny and delicate. Don’t you agree?”

“Yes, ma’am,” Emily whimpered, her cheeks flushing with humiliation and the ache radiating from her balls.

From that day forward, Emily’s meals were strictly controlled—small portions of salads, smoothies, and protein shakes that left her feeling weak and light-headed.

“You’ll thank me later,” Mrs. Strong said as she handed Emily a plate of steamed vegetables. When Emily hesitated, her hand shot out, delivering a sharp slap across Emily’s cheek.

“No hesitation,” Mrs. Strong snapped. “Eat what I give you, and do it properly. Skinny sissies always look better in lingerie. Don’t they?”

“Yes, ma’am,” Emily stammered, her cheek stinging as she picked up her fork and began to eat.

Daily weigh-ins became part of Emily’s routine. Each morning, Emily would stand on the scale, trembling as Mrs. Strong recorded the number in a leather-bound notebook.

“Good,” Mrs. Strong said one morning as the scale read a few pounds lower than the week before. Her strong hand reached between Emily’s legs, squeezing the cage tightly enough to make Emily whimper.

“Keep this up,” Mrs. Strong said, her tone cold but pleased. “And you’ll be perfect in no time.”


CHAPTER TWENTY NINE
Humiliation Ritual

Mrs. Strong’s dominance reached a new pinnacle one evening when she introduced Emily to a new ritual. She held out a baby bottle filled with her warm, golden piss.

“Drink,” she ordered, her voice firm, unyielding.

Emily hesitated, her caged clitty twitching as realization dawned. “D-Do I have to?” she stammered, her voice trembling.

Mrs. Strong’s expression darkened in an instant. Without a word, she stepped forward and delivered a brutal, precise kick between Emily’s legs. The sharp pain exploded through her, forcing a whining moan from her lips as she collapsed to her knees, clutching her caged clitty and little white balls.

“What did I tell you about questioning me?” Mrs. Strong hissed, her voice icy with disdain. She grabbed Emily’s hair, forcing her to meet her gaze. “You don’t ask questions, you obey. Is that clear?”

“Yes, Mommy!” Emily sobbed, her face streaked with tears, the fiery ache in her balls a potent reminder of her place.

Mrs. Strong released her with a scoff, shoving the bottle into her hands. “Now, drink.”

Shaking, Emily brought the bottle to her lips, the warmth and saltiness flooding her mouth as she sucked on the nipple, tears streaming freely down her cheeks. Her humiliation deepened as Mrs. Strong’s mocking voice cut through the silence.

“Good girl,” she sneered. “Mommy’s so proud of her obedient little slut. You’ll learn to love this, won’t you?”

“Yes, Mommy,” Emily whispered, her voice barely audible over the pounding in her ears.

Mrs. Strong smirked, running a hand possessively down Emily’s cheek. “You’re pathetic,” she purred.

She leaned down, her lips brushing against Emily’s ear as she added, “Soon, you’ll take it straight from the source. I can’t wait to see you on your knees, sucking it straight from a thick, black cock. You’ll love every drop, won’t you, my filthy little girl?”

Emily shuddered at the words, her cheeks burning with humiliation as her cage throbbed painfully in response.


CHAPTER THIRTY
Identity Reinforcement

By the start of the third month, Mrs. Strong had made Emily’s voice training a top priority. Each morning began with drills—soft phrases, repeated over and over until Emily could say them in a higher, softer pitch.

“Say it again,” Mrs. Strong demanded one morning, standing over Emily as she knelt in the living room. “Mommy, I’m your good girl.”

Emily’s cheeks flushed, and she stammered through the phrase. “M-Mommy, I’m your good girl.”

“Higher,” Mrs. Strong snapped. “And slower. Like you mean it.”

Emily closed her eyes, willing her voice to rise as she repeated the words. “Mommy, I’m your good girl.”

Mrs. Strong nodded, her lips curling into a faint smirk. “Better. But if I catch you slipping back into that boyish tone, you’ll regret it.”

Emily’s training intensified with each passing day. Mrs. Strong introduced new phrases, each more degrading yet affirming Emily’s role. “Say it: ‘I was born to serve Black men,’” she commanded, her tone sharp.

Emily’s cheeks burned as she repeated the phrase, her voice trembling but obedient. “I-I was born to serve Black men.”

“Again,” Mrs. Strong barked, stepping closer, her imposing presence towering over Emily. “Say it like you mean it.”

“I was born to serve Black men,” Emily repeated, her voice soft but growing steadier with each iteration.

“Good,” Mrs. Strong said with a smirk. “Now, I love Black cock. I’m a sissy slut.’”

Emily’s stomach churned with a mix of shame and arousal as she obeyed. “I love Black cock. I’m a sissy slut.”

“Louder,” Mrs. Strong demanded, her eyes narrowing. “You’re proud of it, aren’t you?”

“I love Black cock. I’m a sissy slut,” Emily repeated, her voice rising as she felt the weight of her words sink deeper into her mind.

“You’ll say this every day,” Mrs. Strong declared. “Look at yourself. Look at what you’re becoming. A perfect little servant for the BNWO. Say it: ‘I exist to serve.’”

Emily’s voice wavered but didn’t falter. “I exist to serve.”

“Serve who?” Mrs. Strong challenged, her tone sharp.

“Black men,” Emily whispered, the words tumbling from her lips as if they belonged there all along.

“Say it again,” Mrs. Strong hissed, leaning down to grip Emily’s chin. “And look me in the eye when you do.”

Emily’s wide eyes locked with Mrs. Strong’s piercing gaze. “I exist to serve Black men,” she said, her voice trembling but resolute.

Mrs. Strong’s smirk widened. “Good girl. That’s exactly what I want to hear. Soon, you’ll say these words without me even asking. You’ll live them.”


CHAPTER THIRTY ONE
Reward and Punishment

Mrs. Strong knew exactly how to keep Emily motivated. For good behavior, Emily earned small rewards—gentle praise, a soft touch on her cheek, or the privilege of kissing Mrs. Strong’s hand. Emily responded especially well to being called a “good girl.”

Mrs. Strong smirked as she watched Emily’s face light up at the smallest hint of approval. “Good girl,” she would purr, her voice low and dripping with satisfaction, her words like a drug to Emily’s eager, submissive mind. The phrase alone seemed to fill Emily with a sense of purpose, her caged clitty twitching in response.

“Good girl, you’ve done well today,” Mrs. Strong said one evening, holding out her hand. “You may kiss.”

Emily’s heart swelled as she pressed her lips to Mrs. Strong’s hand, the small gesture making her feel like she’d accomplished something extraordinary.

But mistakes were met with swift punishment. Spankings became more intense, with Mrs. Strong introducing a leather belt and requiring Emily to maintain perfect form.

“Ass up,” Mrs. Strong commanded during one session. “Back arched. Don’t you dare move.”

Each strike of the belt left Emily sobbing, her body trembling as she forced herself to hold position. “Thank you, Mommy,” she choked out after each lash, her voice barely audible. Emily would hold her ass high for each stroke, her pale cheeks reddening with every strike. No matter how much it hurt, she kept that cute, submissive ass raised high for more. Mrs. Strong was pleased, her smirk widening as she observed Emily’s determination. “Good girl,” she murmured under her breath, relishing the sight of Emily transforming into the perfect submissive whiteboy.

When the punishments were particularly harsh, Mrs. Strong would make Emily sleep on the floor, her naked body curled at the foot of Mrs. Strong’s bed. “You’ll do better tomorrow,” Mrs. Strong would say before turning off the light. These nights left Emily both humiliated and desperate to prove herself, ensuring her every action the next day was aimed at pleasing Mrs. Strong and avoiding further disappointment.


CHAPTER THIRTY TWO
Anal and Throat Training

By this point, Emily had become accustomed to wearing large plugs throughout the day, her boi pussy slowly adjusting to the persistent stretch. Mrs. Strong, however, was never satisfied with mediocrity. Evening sessions escalated the intensity, as even larger toys were introduced.

“Relax, Emily,” Mrs. Strong commanded, her tone firm as she pressed a thick, ridged dildo against Emily’s asshole. “You’ve fantasized about this for years, haven’t you? Taking everything, no matter how big.”

Emily nodded meekly, her face buried in the cushions. “Yes, Mommy,” she whispered, her voice trembling.

“Good answer,” Mrs. Strong said, smirking, though her hand landed a sharp slap on Emily’s exposed backside. “But you’re clenching. Disobedience like that earns you punishment.”

Emily yelped from the sting, but she forced her body to relax. Mrs. Strong worked the toy deeper with deliberate pressure, stretching Emily to her limits.

“Much better,” Mrs. Strong murmured, rewarding Emily by leaning forward and letting her full breasts brush against Emily’s back. “If you’re a good girl, maybe Mommy will let you suck on these later.” The promise sent a thrill through Emily, her caged clitty twitching eagerly.

Throat training followed the same pattern of strict discipline and conditional rewards. Mrs. Strong used long, realistic black dildos for practice, guiding Emily’s head firmly but steadily. When Emily gagged or hesitated, Mrs. Strong’s hand tightened in her hair, holding her still.

“Breathe through your nose bitch,” she instructed, her grip unyielding. “You’ll take all of it, and you’ll do it with enthusiasm. Or else.”

The first mistake earned Emily a sharp slap across the cheek, leaving her whimpering. “Focus, Emily,” Mrs. Strong chided. “Good girls don’t choke unless Mommy tells them to.”

By the end of each session, Emily’s throat hurt, but her skills improved steadily. For her efforts, Mrs. Strong sometimes let Emily suck on her long, thick nipples, basking in the warmth of her approval. Emily absolutely adored these moments, her lips latching onto Mrs. Strong’s big, blue-veined, and soft mommy tits with eagerness. The feel of the hard nipple in her mouth and the sweet musk of Mrs. Strong’s scent overwhelmed her senses, filling her with a deep sense of comfort and submission.

“See?” Mrs. Strong cooed, cradling Emily’s flushed face between her hands as Emily suckled greedily. “When you’re obedient, Mommy is kind. But don’t forget what happens when you disappoint me.”

Emily moaned softly around Mrs. Strong’s nipple, savoring the feel of it in her mouth. Each time she sucked, she felt a surge of pride and gratitude, knowing she was being rewarded for her efforts. These moments made everything worth it—the punishments, the drills, the endless commands. To be close to Mommy like this, to feel her approval in such an intimate way, was everything Emily craved.


CHAPTER THIRTY THREE
Humiliation and Conditioning

As Emily’s training progressed, Mrs. Strong added a mental layer to her control. Each evening, she introduced Emily to increasingly graphic FLR and BNWO porn, using it to deepen Emily’s submission and further condition her desires.

“Watch this,” Mrs. Strong commanded one night, pulling up a video of a feminized sissy eagerly serving a white Mistress and a black man. “This is what I’m shaping you to become.”

Emily’s cheeks flushed, her caged clitty straining as she watched the screen. The mix of shame and arousal overwhelmed her, tears welling in her eyes as Mrs. Strong smirked knowingly.

“See how eager they are to serve?” Mrs. Strong purred. “That’s what I want from you. Absolute devotion. Total submission.”

Emily nodded, her voice trembling. “Yes, Mommy.”

Mrs. Strong’s control extended to monitoring Emily’s private moments. She routinely checked her phone, smirking at the increasingly depraved search history. Extreme fisting and extreme insertion videos peppered the recent tabs, confirming just how much Emily had absorbed from her training.

“You’re such a filthy little white slut,” Mrs. Strong taunted one evening, holding Emily’s phone in front of her face. “And I couldn’t be prouder. But don’t think for a second this means you’re above punishment.”

A swift slap to Emily’s inner thigh followed, leaving her whimpering. “Remember, Emily,” Mrs. Strong added with a smirk, “Mommy loves her good girls. But step out of line, and you’ll feel my wrath.”

The combination of pain, pleasure, and praise kept Emily teetering on the edge, desperate to please and dreading the consequences of failure. Yet, in those rare moments when she performed flawlessly, Mrs. Strong would pull her into her lap, offering her full, soft breasts as a reward.

“Go on,” Mrs. Strong whispered one night, guiding Emily’s face to her chest. “You’ve earned this, my good little girl.”

Emily’s lips trembled as she pressed them to Mrs. Strong’s warm, soft skin, her heart racing with a mixture of gratitude and longing. She began to suckle, her tongue swirling over the nipple as Mrs. Strong cradled her head.

“That’s it,” Mrs. Strong cooed, stroking Emily’s hair tenderly. “Such a good girl. This is your reward—Mommy’s pride and affection. But don’t think for a second that I’ll tolerate anything less than perfect obedience from you.”

Emily whimpered softly as she sucked on Mrs. Strong's long thick nipple, the comforting warmth of Mrs. Strong’s big tits making her moan. Her caged clitty throbbed painfully, a reminder of her submission and dependence on Mommy’s approval.


CHAPTER THIRTY FOUR
Feminine Presentation

By the sixth month, Emily’s boyhood was nothing more than a fading memory. Mrs. Strong ensured that every vestige of her former self was erased, replacing it with a carefully cultivated vision of slutty femininity. The last pieces of Emily’s old wardrobe were thrown in the trash, leaving her only with a collection of clothing suitable for a total slut.

At home, Emily was restricted to wearing alluring lingerie—lace bras, panties, stockings, and garter belts that emphasized her slim, submissive body. These were often paired with flowing nightgowns or sheer robes that teased more than they concealed.

For public outings, Mrs. Strong demanded nothing less than perfection. Emily was dressed like a teen slut, with short pleated skirts, tight crop tops, and low-cut blouses that left little to the imagination. Every outfit was designed to draw attention, from the clinging fabric that hugged her delicate body to the knee-high socks and platform heels that accentuated her submissive posture. Mrs. Strong ensured that Emily’s makeup was flawless, with glossy lips and rosy cheeks that emphasized her feminized, doll-like appearance. She was a living display of Mrs. Strong’s control and vision, her every movement reflecting the obedient girl Mrs. Strong had meticulously molded her to be.

One afternoon, Mrs. Strong handed Emily a pair of skinny ripped jeans that hugged her thin body, the distressed fabric clinging to every curve and highlighting her delicate frame. “Put these on,” Mrs. Strong commanded, her tone brooking no hesitation.

Emily obeyed immediately, slipping into the skinny ripped jeans and smoothing them down over her thighs. The fabric clung tightly to her legs, emphasizing her slender figure with every movement. Her cheeks flushed with embarrassment and anticipation as Mrs. Strong circled her, sharp green eyes scrutinizing every detail.

“Perfect,” Mrs. Strong declared, her voice both approving and possessive. She stepped closer, tugging lightly at the waistband to ensure it sat just right on Emily’s hips. Her lips curved into a satisfied smile. “You’re finally becoming the girl you were always meant to be. But beauty requires obedience—don’t ever forget that.”

As part of every dress-up session, Mrs. Strong meticulously photographed Emily, capturing her in various outfits and poses. Each image was carefully composed, showcasing Emily’s transformation into a feminized teen sissy eager for BBC and her growing role in serving the BNWO. The photos were stored in a growing portfolio, a visual testament to Mrs. Strong’s dominance and Emily’s complete submission.

“Smile,” Mrs. Strong ordered during one session, holding the camera steady. “Show me how proud you are to serve. These pictures will remind you of your place and your purpose.”

Emily obeyed, her painted lips curling into a demure smile, her eyes shimmering with a mix of shame and pride as the flash captured her image, forever immortalized as Mrs. Strong’s perfect creation.


CHAPTER THIRTY FIVE
Hair and Makeup

Emily’s hair had grown out under Mrs. Strong’s strict guidance, cascading in soft waves that framed her delicate face. Styling her hair became a daily ritual, one that Mrs. Strong performed with meticulous care. Most mornings, she braided Emily’s hair into tight, gelled pigtails, pulling the strands taut with deliberate force. The tension left Emily’s scalp aching, a constant reminder of Mrs. Strong’s control. The braids, sleek and glossy, were perfectly positioned to serve as handles during a throatfuck, a detail Mrs. Strong emphasized with a smirk as she admired her handiwork.

“Hold still,” Mrs. Strong ordered, yanking a section of hair harder as she continued to braid. Emily whimpered softly but didn’t dare move. “There. Perfect,” Mrs. Strong declared, securing the ends with bright pink ribbons that added a mockingly girlish touch.

When the color began to fade, Mrs. Strong arranged for it to be professionally dyed a rich, radiant blonde, accented with soft highlights that made Emily’s complexion glow.

Makeup lessons intensified as Mrs. Strong demanded nothing less than mastery. Under her sharp eye, Emily perfected everything from smoky eyes to sharp winged eyeliner and bold red lips that exuded confidence and submission in equal measure.

“Perfect,” Mrs. Strong remarked one evening as she applied the finishing touches to Emily’s face, her tone as sharp as the contouring she had so expertly created. She leaned back, her eyes gleaming with dominance. “Now, smile for me. A proper girl always wears a smile, no matter what.”

Emily hesitated for a fraction of a second—a mistake that earned her a sharp slap across her cheek.

“Do not keep me waiting,” Mrs. Strong hissed, her voice icy.

“Yes, Mommy,” Emily stammered, her painted lips curling into a demure smile that masked her inner turmoil.

“Better,” Mrs. Strong purred, her satisfaction evident. She tilted Emily’s chin upward, forcing her to hold her gaze. “When you look like this, when you behave exactly as I’ve trained you, you’re perfect. But perfection is earned, Emily. Don’t ever forget that.”

To reward Emily for her flawless obedience, Mrs. Strong allowed her a moment of intimacy—a rare and treasured privilege. She pulled Emily close, pressing her ample bosom against Emily’s cheek.

“Kiss them,” Mrs. Strong murmured, guiding Emily’s face to her chest. “Show Mommy how grateful you are.”

Emily obeyed eagerly, her lips pressing soft, reverent kisses against the fabric of Mrs. Strong’s blouse, her body trembling with the weight of her submission and the intoxicating thrill of her reward. Moments like these were rare and fleeting, but they were enough to keep Emily striving for the perfection Mrs. Strong demanded.


CHAPTER THIRTY SIX
Anal Training

By this point, Emily’s body had been thoroughly trained under Mrs. Strong’s strict and unyielding control. Every evening brought another session of anal stretching, submission, and discipline until her body obeyed as effortlessly as her broken mind. She was now capable of taking Mrs. Strong’s strap-on anytime, though Mrs. Strong never allowed her to grow complacent. Each session pushed Emily further, forcing her to confront her limits and surrender completely.

“On your knees,” Mrs. Strong commanded one evening, her voice sharp and authoritative. She stood in the center of the bedroom, fastening a leather strap-on harness around her hips holding a realistic-looking black dildo.

Emily obeyed instantly, lowering herself with practiced precision, her heart racing and her caged clitty already twitching. She kept her gaze lowered, waiting for her next instruction.

“You’re going to take it like a good white sissy slut,” Mrs. Strong said, her tone firm. She stepped closer, her fake cock bouncing. “And you’re going to thank me for it. Aren’t you, Emily?”

“Yes, Mommy,” Emily whispered, her voice barely audible, trembling with anticipation.

Mrs. Strong smirked, guiding Emily onto the bed with firm, steady hands. She positioned Emily on all fours, her fingers gripping Emily’s soft hips hard as she pressed the thick head of the strap-on against her boi pussy.

“Relax,” Mrs. Strong murmured, her voice softening slightly, a contrast to the firm grip she held on Emily. “It’s just another ass fucking for you.”

Emily whimpered and moaned as the toy began to slide inside, the stretch sending pleasure through her trembling body. Mrs. Strong moved slowly at first, her thrusts deliberate, but she quickly picked up speed, slamming into Emily with unrelenting force.

“That’s it,” Mrs. Strong cooed, her voice laced with satisfaction as she pushed deeper. “You were made for this. My perfect little sissy.”

Emily moaned as the full length of the toy filled her completely, the sensation a pleasure building into one intoxicating wave. Mrs. Strong’s pace quickened, each thrust precise and punishing, driving Emily into the mattress with every stroke.

“Take it harder,” Mrs. Strong demanded, her voice a low growl as she gripped Emily’s pigtails, using them as leverage to fuck her deeper. Emily’s gasps turned into desperate, guttural moans as the relentless pounding forced her to surrender entirely. Her body shook violently, overwhelmed by a powerful sissygasm that left her sobbing with pleasure.

Mrs. Strong didn’t slow, continuing to pound Emily’s trembling body through the waves of her anal orgasm. “We aren’t done yet, bitch,” she hissed. “You get fucked even after you cum.”

Emily’s voice was a series of broken whimpers as Mrs. Strong drove her to the edge again, the brutal rhythm leaving no room for recovery. Finally, Mrs. Strong withdrew with a smirk, the glistening strap-on slick with Emily’s release.

“Clean it up,” she commanded, her voice cold and uncompromising. “Every drop, Emily.”

Tears of humiliation burned in Emily’s eyes, but she obeyed, lowering her face to lick up her own cum from the bed. Her tongue trembled as she cleaned the evidence of her submission, her cheeks burning red.

“Now suck it clean,” Mrs. Strong ordered, thrusting the strap-on toward Emily’s face. Emily’s lips parted hesitantly, her tongue trembling as she began to lick and suck the toy, her taste and scent filling her mouth.

“That’s my good girl,” Mrs. Strong murmured, a smirk playing on her lips as she guided Emily’s sucking by gripping her gelled pigtails tightly. “And tomorrow, we’ll see how much further you can go.”


CHAPTER THIRTY SEVEN
Submission

Emily’s place as Mrs. Strong’s plaything was no longer just a role—it was her identity. Every moment was spent perfecting her submission, her existence centered on serving Mrs. Strong’s every whim and desire. But Mrs. Strong wasn’t content with simple devotion. She relished breaking Emily further, teaching her through equal measures of pain, pleasure, and humiliation.

“Good girls don’t hesitate,” Mrs. Strong barked one evening, reclining on the edge of the bed with her legs spread, the strap-on dildo still glistening from its earlier use. “You’re too slow, Emily. Do you need another lesson?”

Emily flinched, her cheeks burning as she dropped to her knees. “No, Mommy! I’m sorry!” she stammered, scrambling forward to place soft, desperate kisses along Mrs. Strong’s inner thighs.

“Too late for that,” Mrs. Strong sneered, grabbing Emily by a braid and forcing her to look up. “I think you need a little encouragement.” Without warning, her palm cracked against Emily’s flushed cheek, the force leaving her head spinning.

“Say thank you,” Mrs. Strong demanded, her green eyes cold and expectant.

“Thank you, Mommy!” Emily gasped, tears welling in her eyes.

Mrs. Strong pulled Emily’s face toward the dildo that had just been in her ass. “Don’t think you’re getting off easy,” she growled. “Use that pathetic mouth and throat properly, or I’ll give you something to really cry about.”

Emily licked and sucked with desperate focus, her humiliation heightened by Mrs. Strong’s cruel words. The dildo pushed past her lips, plunging deep into her throat. Mrs. Strong’s hands tightened on Emily’s gelled pigtails, forcing her head down until the toy hit the back of her throat. Emily gagged violently, drool spilling from her lips and dripping down her chin. Her throat convulsed around the thick shaft as she struggled to keep up with the relentless pace.

“There’s my good little slut,” Mrs. Strong moaned, pulling Emily’s head back briefly only to slam it down again. The wet sounds of gagging, the mess of drool pooling beneath Emily, and her teary eyes made the scene all the more satisfying for Mrs. Strong. “You’re such a messy little bitch. Keep going. You know this is all you’re good for.”

Emily’s nose pressed against the harness as Mrs. Strong held her in place, the dildo buried completely in her throat. Snot bubbles formed as she choked, her body trembling with the effort to endure. Just as Emily thought she might pass out, Mrs. Strong shoved her away with a dismissive laugh.

“On your back,” she ordered, standing over her. “It’s time you paid for earlier.”

Emily obeyed instantly, lying down as Mrs. Strong positioned herself at the foot of the bed. Her sharp green eyes gleamed as she delivered a swift, brutal kick to Emily’s little balls.

Emily cried out, writhing in pain as Mrs. Strong crossed her arms, smirking down at her. “Oh, did that hurt? Poor little sissy,” she mocked, her voice dripping with false sympathy. “You’d think by now you’d learn to keep up.”

Another kick landed, this one harder than the last. Emily sobbed openly, clutching at the sheets as the pain coursed through her.

Mrs. Strong knelt beside her, slapping Emily’s tear-streaked face sharply. “Cry like a little bitch, because that’s what you are,” she snapped, her voice icy. “Now clean yourself up and thank me for correcting you.”

“T-thank you, Mommy,” Emily whimpered, her voice cracking as she struggled to comply.

“Good girl,” Mrs. Strong purred, stroking Emily’s cheek before slapping it again for good measure. “Now, let’s finish this properly.”

She grabbed Emily by the hair and pulled her upright, forcing her onto her knees once more. Standing over her, she placed a foot on Emily’s balls, grinding down with deliberate cruelty.

“Do you feel that?” Mrs. Strong sneered, watching as Emily’s face twisted in agony. “This is your place, Emily. Beneath me. Suffering for me. Serving me. Say it.”

“I-it’s my place, Mommy,” Emily sobbed, her voice trembling with a mix of fear and arousal. She was so ashamed that it all made her want more.

Mrs. Strong leaned down, her face inches from Emily’s. “And who do you belong to?”

“You, Mommy,” Emily whispered, her voice barely audible. “Only you.”

Mrs. Strong straightened, her smirk widening as she towered over her kneeling plaything. “That’s right. You’re mine, Emily. Body, mind, and soul. And I’ll never let you forget it.”

With that, Mrs. Strong snapped her fingers, signaling for Emily to lower her head in submission. As Emily pressed her lips to Mrs. Strong’s feet in a final act of reverence, her balls ached, her face throbbed, and her caged clitty twitched—but her heart swelled with the twisted pride of knowing she had pleased her Mommy.

“Good girl,” Mrs. Strong murmured, stroking Emily’s hair. “Now crawl to your corner and wait for my next command. We’re just getting started.”


CHAPTER THIRTY EIGHT
Perfect Plaything

Emily crawled to her designated corner, the spot reserved for her when Mrs. Strong needed space or wished to bask in her dominance. Kneeling with her nose in the corner like a little girl on timeout, Emily’s body trembled from the mixture of pain, arousal, and shame coursing through her. Her little white balls throbbed, the earlier kicks and grinding leaving them aching.

Behind her, Mrs. Strong lounged on the bed, a glass of wine in one hand as she admired her work. “Look at you,” she mused, her tone a mixture of mockery and satisfaction. “Crawling, shaking, leaking… You’re pathetic, Emily. And you know what the best part is?”

Emily didn’t dare look up, but her soft whimper signaled her attention.

“The best part,” Mrs. Strong continued, her voice dripping with smug amusement, “is that you love it. Every slap, every kick, every cruel word… It’s what you live for, isn’t it?”

“Yes, Mommy,” Emily whispered, her voice muffled against the hardwood floor.

“Louder,” Mrs. Strong snapped, tossing her empty glass onto the bedside table and standing over Emily once more.

“Yes, Mommy!” Emily cried, her voice cracking under the weight of her humiliation.

Satisfied, Mrs. Strong grabbed Emily’s hair, yanking her upright to face her. The sudden movement made Emily wince, but she didn’t dare resist. Mrs. Strong’s sharp green eyes bore into hers, cold and commanding.

“Repeat after me,” she said, enunciating each word with slow, deliberate precision. “I am nothing without you.”

“I-I am nothing without you,” Emily stammered, tears streaming down her flushed cheeks.

“I exist only to serve.”

“I exist only to serve.”

“I belong to you—body, mind, and soul.”

“I belong to you—body, mind, and soul.”

Mrs. Strong’s smirk widened. “Good girl,” she cooed, her voice suddenly soft and almost affectionate as she stroked Emily’s tear-streaked cheek. “Now prove it.”

Emily nodded quickly, desperate to please. Her lips parted, her tongue trembling as she leaned forward to worship Mrs. Strong’s feet once more. Her kisses were fervent, reverent, her humiliation complete as Mrs. Strong chuckled softly above her.

“That’s it,” Mrs. Strong murmured, watching with an air of satisfaction as Emily groveled at her feet. “You’re my perfect little sissy. And don’t you ever forget it.”

As Emily continued her worship, Mrs. Strong reached for the remote on the nightstand, clicking on a sissy hypno video to reinforce Emily’s conditioning. The rhythmic music and pulsing words filled the room, cementing every lesson Mrs. Strong had taught her.

“You exist to serve,” the video droned. “Obedience is freedom. Submission is perfection.”

The words burned into Emily’s mind like gospel, her caged clitty twitching uselessly with every mantra.

Mrs. Strong smirked, crossing her arms as she looked down at her trembling plaything. “When I’m finished with you, Emily,” she purred, “there won’t be a single thought in that pretty little head of yours that doesn’t revolve around serving your superiors—me or any Black man. You’ll breathe for me, kneel for me, suffer for me. And you’ll love every second of it.”

Emily nodded frantically, her lips still brushing against Mrs. Strong’s feet. “Yes, Mommy,” she sobbed. “Thank you for making me yours.”

Mrs. Strong tilted her head back, laughing softly at the pathetic sight before her. “Good girl,” she murmured again, her voice low and dripping with satisfaction. “Now crawl back to your corner. And don’t you dare move until I tell you otherwise.”

Emily obeyed without hesitation, her heart pounding with the twisted joy of knowing she had pleased her Mommy once more. As she knelt in silence, the hypnotic commands from the video washing over her, she realized there was no greater purpose, no deeper fulfillment, than surrendering entirely to Mrs. Strong’s will.

And Mrs. Strong? She smiled, knowing she had molded Emily into exactly what she had always desired—a feminized, submissive doll who existed solely for her pleasure and control.

BNWO LIFE

Emily’s life soon extended beyond the confines of Mrs. Strong’s home as she became a star within the BNWO. Under Mrs. Strong’s supervision, Emily was transformed into a young-looking sissy pornstar, her delicate frame and hormone-induced small breasts making her the perfect symbol of submission. Her videos featured her eager and grateful as she took on any command from her Black superiors, showcasing her throat and ass being used to their limits.

Each scene began with Emily in full makeup and her trademark pigtails, kneeling and introducing herself with a trembling but cheerful voice. “I’m Emily, and I’m here to serve,” she would say, her soft, high-pitched tone dripping with eagerness. Her large eyes sparkled with anticipation as the Black men surrounded her, pulling her hair and slapping her before taking what they wanted.

The throatfucks were relentless, her slim throat bulging with every deep thrust. Emily’s face would turn red, her eyes watering as drool coated her chin and dripped down over her small tits. She gagged and choked noisily, her small hands grasping their thighs for support, yet she never pulled away. Each session ended with her thanking the men, her voice hoarse but filled with gratitude. “Thank you for using me,” she would whisper, her cheeks streaked with tears and smeared mascara.

In more extreme scenes, Emily’s ass was fisted and stretched, her cries of pleasure echoing through the room. Her little white balls were slapped harshly, her caged clitty twitching helplessly with each impact. The men’s laughter filled the air as they spanked her reddened cheeks, their hands leaving bright marks on her pale skin.

Through it all, Emily’s expression remained one of blissful surrender. She lived for the attention, the control, and the rough treatment. Mrs. Strong often stood off-camera, watching her creation perform with pride. “You’re perfect,” she would whisper afterward, stroking Emily’s face as the sissy trembled from the experience.

At the end of each shoot, Emily returned home to Mrs. Strong, kneeling at her feet and reliving every detail of her performance. “I’m so lucky to serve the BNWO,” she would say, her voice thick with emotion. “Thank you, Mommy, for making me what I am.”

Mrs. Strong would smile, knowing she had created more than just a servant. Emily was her masterpiece—a feminized, submissive doll who existed solely to please and who thrived in her role within the BNWO.
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