













OWNED SISSY
Serving the BNWO
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CHAPTER ONE
The Airport

Jimmy sat at his desk, hunched over his laptop, the faint glow of the screen casting a glow over him. His long hair fell into his eyes as he scrolled mindlessly. To the outside world, he was just a nerdy, work-from-home guy. But beneath his ordinary demeanor lay a world of secrets that he kept hidden. He spent his days doing as little work as possible and gooned to BNWO porn for hours.

Chrissy, his wife, had discovered everything months ago. She hadn’t confronted him. Instead, she had quietly pieced it all together: the browser history filled with searches for BNWO, feminization, and sissy training; the hidden folder on his computer containing videos of feminized men and trans girls being dominated by Black men; and his secret stash of panties, dildos, and butt plugs tucked away in the back of their closet.

At first, Chrissy had been stunned. Then, as the months passed and she let the realization sink in, her shock turned into something else—curiosity, and eventually, excitement. She began researching the fantasies that Jimmy had tried so hard to keep hidden. She read about female-led relationships, feminization, and domination. She joined forums and even engaged with Jimmy anonymously in chat rooms, pretending to be a snow bunny as she coaxed his deepest desires out of him.

What Chrissy found most thrilling, however, was Malik. Through a local swingers’ forum, she connected with the tall, confident Black man who seemed tailor-made for their situation. They met discreetly, and after a few drinks and long conversations, Chrissy took the plunge and slept with him. Malik’s dominance and self-assuredness had sealed the deal for her. She knew he was exactly what Jimmy needed—and deserved.

Chrissy had never come like this in her life. Malik didn’t fuck her gently or ask what she wanted—he took it. He pinned her down, spread her wide, and made her feel like her body wasn’t her own but something he owned and used as he saw fit. Every thrust was deep, hard, relentless, driving her wild in a way that Jimmy never could.

With Jimmy, she’d had quiet, predictable sex, orgasms that felt like an afterthought. With Malik, she screamed, moaned, begged for more, and meant every word. He didn’t hold back, didn’t care if she was overwhelmed. He pushed her limits, made her take all of him, and she loved it. She loved how he didn’t ask, how he grabbed her hips, flipped her over, and drove into her until she was trembling and incoherent.

Malik fucked her like a man who knew what he wanted and took it. And that’s what Chrissy craved most—being dominated completely, knowing that her pleasure was just a byproduct of him taking what he deserved. She came harder than she ever had, her body shaking and raw, as she surrendered to him fully.

Chrissy planned everything with meticulous precision. She spent months subtly training Jimmy, becoming more assertive and dominant in their relationship, teasing him with little comments that chipped away at his confidence. But she never let on that she knew. Her pièce de résistance was her upcoming trip to visit her parents for two weeks—a trip she told Jimmy she’d be taking alone. What he didn’t know was that Malik would be stepping in to take control of those two weeks and transform his life entirely.

The morning of her trip, Chrissy stood just inside the airport’s security perimeter, texting Malik as Jimmy waited in the food court. Her message was brief: "He’s sitting near the burger place. Table by the window. Time to meet your new project."

Malik’s response came quickly: "On it."

Jimmy sat alone, picking at his fries, unaware of what was about to happen. He had always stopped at the food court after dropping Chrissy off, indulging in a quiet meal before heading home. Today was no different—or so he thought.

Malik spotted him easily. The tall, imposing black man made his way across the bustling food court, his confident stride and broad shoulders cutting a path through the crowd. He didn’t hesitate as he approached Jimmy’s table, pulling out the chair opposite him and sitting down without asking.

Jimmy blinked, startled. "Uh, can I help you?"

Malik smirked, reaching across the table to grab one of Jimmy’s fries. He popped it into his mouth, chewing slowly as his dark eyes bore into Jimmy’s. "Yeah. Chrissy sent me."

Jimmy’s heart skipped a beat. "Chrissy? What do you mean?"

Leaning forward, Malik’s voice dropped, low and commanding. "She told me everything, sissy. All your little secrets. The porn, the panties, the cage. And guess what? For the next two weeks, you’re mine."

Jimmy’s face turned crimson. He opened his mouth to protest, but Malik raised a hand to stop him. "Save it. You can do as you’re told and become who you really want to be, or you can say goodbye to that sexy wife of yours. Your choice."

Jimmy’s hands trembled as he gripped the edge of the table. His mind raced, caught between fear and the undeniable thrill coursing through him. Deep down, he knew Malik was right. His fantasies had always led to this moment, but now that it was real, he didn’t know how to respond.

"What’s it gonna be, boy?" Malik pressed, his tone sharp and unyielding.

Conditioned by the countless hours of BNWO hypno porn he’d consumed, Jimmy’s response came out before he could stop it. Barely audible, his trembling voice murmured, “Yes... Daddy.”

Malik’s smirk widened. "Good boy. Now go get yourself a kids’ meal. Chrissy says you’ve been putting on weight, and she wants her sissy thin and weak."

Jimmy obeyed Malik's command, standing up on shaky legs and trudging back to the counter. His cheeks burned with humiliation as he ordered the brightly colored kids' meal, the cashier stifling a smirk. He could feel Malik's eyes boring into his back, an oppressive reminder of the situation he'd been thrust into.

When Jimmy returned, tray in hand, Malik gestured for him to sit. His deep voice rumbled with condescension. “That’s better, little sissy. Eat up. We’ve got a long drive ahead, and I want my bitch to have plenty of energy.”

Jimmy’s hands trembled as he unwrapped the small burger, taking tiny bites under Malik’s watchful gaze. Every chew felt like an act of submission, the reality of his new role settling heavier on his chest with each passing second.

Malik smirked as he leaned back in his chair, casually eating from the larger meal he’d taken from Jimmy. “You know,” he began, his tone teasing, “your wife really planned this out. She told me everything—your little secrets, your stash of toys, your pathetic fantasies. You’re lucky she found me, boy. Otherwise, you’d still be jerking off alone, pretending.”

Jimmy’s face burned, and his small hands gripped the tray tightly. He dared not speak, unsure of what to say—or if he was even allowed to respond.

When they finished, Malik grabbed the keys to Jimmy’s car. “Let’s go,” he said, nodding toward the exit. Jimmy trailed behind, his steps hesitant and unsure,

In the car, Malik slid into the driver’s seat, adjusting it with a grin. “Damn, this thing’s as small as you are. Figures.” As soon as Jimmy’s door closed, the humiliation began.

“I bet your little clitty is still hard, isn’t it?” Malik sneered, glancing over at Jimmy, who squirmed in his seat.

Jimmy stammered, “I—I don’t—”

Malik interrupted with a booming laugh. “Don’t lie to me, boy. I can see it in your face. You’re loving this, aren’t you? Can’t wait to see my big Black cock up close, huh?”

Jimmy’s cheeks flushed crimson, and he turned his gaze out the window, unable to face the intensity of Malik’s words. But Malik wasn’t letting up.

“You’ve been dreaming about this,” Malik continued, his voice dropping into a low, taunting growl. “All those nights jerking off to sissy hypno porn, wishing you could be owned by a black man. Well, guess what, bitch? Dreams come true.”

Jimmy bit his lip, his small body trembling with a mixture of shame and anticipation. Malik’s presence filled the car, overwhelming him completely.

As they pulled up to the apartment building, Malik parked and turned to Jimmy, his smirk wide and confident. “Welcome to your new life, little man. From now on, you’re mine.”



CHAPTER TWO
New Rules, New Life 

As soon as the apartment door closed behind them, Malik’s voice boomed through the air, commanding and absolute.

“Kneel.”

Jimmy froze for a moment, his heart pounding, but the sharp look Malik shot him sent him scrambling to the floor. He knelt awkwardly, his hands resting on his trembling thighs, eyes wide and unsure.

“Good boy,” Malik said, smirking as he unzipped his jeans. The thick, dark cock sprang free, heavy and half-hard. “Open up. Let’s see how much of a sissy you really are.”

Jimmy hesitated at the sight of Malik’s massive cock. It was bigger than he had imagined, and just the thought of taking it in his mouth made his knees shake. But Malik’s patience was already wearing thin.

“Don’t make me tell you twice,” Malik growled, his large hand shooting out and landing a sharp slap across Jimmy’s cheek. The sound cracked through the room, and Jimmy gasped, his head snapping to the side as his face stung from the impact.

“Look at me when I’m talking to you, bitch,” Malik snarled, his dark eyes boring into Jimmy’s wide, tear-filled ones. “Open that little mouth of yours, now.”

Jimmy whimpered, the humiliation and sting of the slap leaving him trembling as Malik grabbed the back of his head and guided him forward.

Jimmy parted his lips, his mouth barely able to accommodate the sheer size of Malik’s cock. The musky, salty taste flooded his senses as he worked to take him deeper, his jaw aching as Malik’s girth stretched it.

“That’s it,” Malik rumbled, his hand gripping Jimmy’s hair tightly. “Take it all, bitch.”

He began to thrust slowly at first, letting Jimmy adjust, but it wasn’t long before he picked up the pace. Each motion pushed deeper, the thick head banging against the back of Jimmy’s throat, making him gag and drool. Malik’s deep moans filled the room as he used Jimmy’s mouth.

“Pathetic little thing,” Malik sneered, his thrusts growing faster. “Drooling like a desperate whore. You were made for this, weren’t you?”

Jimmy whimpered around the cock in his mouth, his lips stretched tight as tears streamed down his cheeks. He could barely breathe, but the excitement of the humiliation kept him from pulling away.

With a final thrust, Malik groaned loudly, holding Jimmy’s head in place as his cock pulsed. Hot, thick cum flooded Jimmy’s mouth, coating his tongue. Jimmy gagged, but Malik held him firmly, ensuring every drop stayed in Jimmy’s mouth where it belonged.

“Rule number one,” Malik growled, his deep voice dripping with authority. “Hold it until I say you can swallow.”

Jimmy’s eyes widened, and he looked up at Malik pleadingly, his mouth still full of the salty load. Malik smirked, pulling his cock free and slapping it against Jimmy’s tear-streaked face.

“Stay right there,” Malik said, zipping up his jeans and walking toward the couch.

Jimmy knelt on the floor, his cheeks burning as he held the cum in his mouth. Malik sat down, spreading his legs wide as he reached for a black duffel bag sitting by the couch.

“You’re going to love this,” Malik said, unzipping the bag with a wicked grin. “Your wife really thought of everything.”

He pulled out the feminization kit Chrissy had assembled, laying each humiliating item on the coffee table with deliberate care.

First came the pink training bra and matching panties. Next, Malik set out bottles of hair removal cream, a selection of butt plugs in various sizes, and bottles of lubricant.

Then came the black leather dog collar, complete with a shiny silver tag that read “BITCH” in bold letters. Malik chuckled as he held it up, letting the tag swing back and forth.

“You’ll be wearing this from now on,” Malik said, his tone casual but firm. “So everyone knows exactly what you are.”

He continued unpacking: pink heels, sticky pink lip gloss, black eyeliner, and a small diary labeled Obedience Journal.

“And this,” Malik said, holding up the chastity cage with a satisfied smirk. “Your wife wants that little clitty of yours locked up for good. No cumming unless I say so. Got it?”

Jimmy nodded frantically, his mouth still full, his body trembling.

“Good boy,” Malik said, leaning forward and gripping Jimmy’s chin. “Now, swallow.”

Jimmy obeyed instantly, his throat working to gulp down the load. He opened his mouth wide afterward, his tongue out to show he had followed the command.

“Perfect,” Malik said, patting Jimmy’s cheek mockingly. “Now, get up. It’s time to make you look the part.”


CHAPTER THREE
Stripped and Owned

Malik loomed over Jimmy, the feminization kit spread out on the coffee table like a display of his future. The smirk on Malik’s face was one of utter dominance, as though he had already stripped away the last remnants of Jimmy’s resistance.

“Start with this,” Malik said, tossing the bottle of hair removal cream toward Jimmy, who caught it awkwardly. “Every inch, boy. I don’t want to see a single hair on that weak little body of yours.”

Jimmy swallowed hard, the sting of the earlier slap still fresh on his cheek as he shuffled toward the bathroom.

“Don’t take all day, sissy,” Malik called after him. “You’ll need extra time for the rest of your training.”

In the bathroom, Jimmy followed the instructions, spreading the cream over his trembling body. The mockery in Malik’s voice echoed in his mind, and the shame of transforming himself under orders made his clitty strain helplessly in anticipation of what was coming.

When he emerged, his body smooth and hairless, Malik whistled. “Now, that’s more like it,” he said, circling Jimmy like a predator inspecting his prey. His large hand ran over Jimmy’s arm, down his back, and over his smooth chest, making him flinch. “Soft as a girl. Perfect.”

Jimmy’s relief at completing the first task was short-lived as Malik reached for the chastity cage.

“Next,” Malik said, holding the pink plastic chastity cage up. “Let’s put this on that pathetic little clitty of yours. You won’t be using it anymore.”

Jimmy’s face burned with humiliation as Malik tossed the cage onto the table. “Looks like you’re too hard,” Malik sneered, his dark eyes narrowing. “That’s not gonna work. We need you nice and limp to get this locked on.”

Panic flickering in Jimmy’s eyes as Malik stepped closer, towering over him.

“Hands behind your back,” Malik ordered.

Jimmy obeyed, trembling as Malik’s large hand gripped his small balls firmly. “Let’s fix this, shall we?” Malik said with a cruel grin before delivering a sharp, stinging slap to Jimmy’s exposed balls.

Jimmy yelped, his knees buckling slightly as the pain shot through him. “Stay still,” Malik growled, landing another smack, harder this time.

Tears welled in Jimmy’s eyes as Malik delivered a third, then a fourth slap. Jimmy whimpered, his body trembling as his white clitty quickly shrunk under the assault.

“Finally,” Malik said with satisfaction, releasing Jimmy’s aching balls. “Pathetic little thing.”

Jimmy shook his head weakly, his voice too shaky to form words.

“Good,” Malik said, picking up the chastity cage and lubing it expertly. “Now, hold still.”

Malik’s strong hands worked efficiently, sliding Jimmy’s sore little balls and pathetic white dick through the ring and the small cage over Jimmy’s now-soft clitty. He clicked the two parts together with a decisive click.

“There we go,” Malik said, stepping back to admire his work. “Your new life, locked up and useless. That’s all you are now—a pathetic little sissy who doesn’t even get to cum unless I say so.”

Jimmy whimpered softly, his face flushed as Malik smirked, towering over him.

“Not done yet, sissy,” Malik said, holding up a medium-sized butt plug. “Bend over.”

Jimmy obeyed, trembling as he placed his hands on the coffee table and spread his legs. Malik lubed the plug generously, and pressed it against Jimmy’s tight ass.

“Relax,” Malik ordered, his tone mockingly soothing. “You’re going to be wearing this all the time. Better get used to it.”

With a firm push, the plug slid inside, making Jimmy gasp. His body tensed, but Malik’s strong hand on his back kept him in place.

“There we go,” Malik said, patting Jimmy’s ass mockingly. “Nice and snug. You’re officially ready for your training.”

He tossed the pink panties and matching training bra at Jimmy. “Put these on. Now.”

Jimmy fumbled with the delicate fabric, the panties hugging his hips tightly and the bra stretching awkwardly across his flat chest. The humiliation burned hotter as Malik’s laughter filled the room.

“Look at you,” Malik sneered. “A perfect little sissy. Your wife would be proud.”

Malik grabbed his phone and tapped Chrissy’s name, his lips curling into a smirk as he hit the speaker button, and unbuckled his wide belt, sliding it slowly from the loops around his jeans. Jimmy’s face drained of color as the reality of what was coming dawned on him.

“She’s been dying to hear how her little project is going,” Malik said, the belt coiled in his large hand. He patted his lap, his deep voice leaving no room for argument. “Over here, boy.”

Jimmy hesitated, trembling, but Malik’s sharp glare made him shuffle forward. With a firm yank, Malik pulled him down, draping Jimmy over his broad thighs. Jimmy’s pale, smooth body lay exposed, his cheeks already burning with humiliation as Malik adjusted him like dead weight.

The call connected with a cheerful chirp, and Chrissy’s bright, playful voice filled the room. “How’s my little sissy doing?”

“Let me show you,” Malik said, raising the belt high before bringing it down with a resounding crack across Jimmy’s bare ass.

Jimmy yelped, his entire body jerking forward, but Malik’s strong grip held him firmly in place.

“Malik, what are you doing to him?” Chrissy asked, though the amusement in her voice was unmistakable.

“Breaking him in,” Malik replied, the belt striking again with a vicious snap. Jimmy sobbed loudly, the sting of the leather on his skin. Malik grinned, “Your boy’s learning the rules, one smack at a time.”

Chrissy laughed out loud. “Good. Make sure he remembers them.”

“Oh, he’ll remember,” Malik said, punctuating the promise with another harsh blow. Jimmy’s cries grew more desperate, his sobbing filling the room as Malik’s belt left angry red stripes across his pale skin. “He’s got a long way to go, but he’s getting there.”

Jimmy’s voice cracked as he wailed, “I’m sorry, Chrissy! Please, I’ll be good…”

Chrissy’s tone turned sharp, cutting through his pleas. “You’re not sorry yet,” she said coldly. “But you will be.”

Malik chuckled at her words, delivering a final, stinging smack before tossing the belt onto the couch. Jimmy slumped over his lap, his small body trembling and his sobs reduced to pitiful whimpers.

“Take care of Jimmy, Malik,” Chrissy said, her voice warm and teasing now. “Keep him in line for me.”

“Don’t worry,” Malik replied, his hand coming down to pat Jimmy’s sore, burning ass mockingly. “This little bitch isn’t going anywhere. He’s mine now.”

The call ended with Chrissy’s laughter ringing in Jimmy’s ears, and Malik shoved him off his lap, letting him tumble to the floor.

“Get up,” Malik commanded. “Go get me a beer.”

Jimmy wiped his tear-streaked face, his ass stinging as he stumbled toward the kitchen. He got Malik’s beer with shaking hands, the humiliation of his punishment making him shake.

When he returned, he held the beer out to Malik, who took it casually before gesturing to the floor at his feet. “Kneel.”

Jimmy sank to his knees, his head bowed as Malik leaned back on the couch, sipping his drink like a king surveying his kingdom.

“Good boy,” Malik said, his tone mocking as he patted Jimmy’s head like one would a pet. “This is your new life now—a pathetic little sissy, locked up and broken.”

Jimmy stayed kneeling, his face burning with shame as Malik’s smirk widened. There was no escape, no reprieve. This was the end of his first day as a pussyfree white boy, locked in permanent chastity and completely under Malik’s control.



CHAPTER FOUR
Sissy’s Routine 

Malik had slept in the apartment's bedroom that night. Jimmy woke up on the couch of the living room to the sharp sound of Malik’s voice, deep and commanding, cutting through the haze of his restless sleep.

“Get up, boy. You’ve got work to do,” Malik barked from the kitchen, his broad frame silhouetted against the morning light.

Jimmy scrambled to obey, hisass still sore and his cheeks flushing as he remembered the humiliation of the night before. As he stumbled out to the kitchen, Malik smirked, holding up the pink panties and bra he’d thrown onto the chair nearby.

“Put these on,” Malik ordered, tossing them to Jimmy. “This is your uniform from now on. Panties, bra, chastity cage, collar, and makeup. That’s it. Get used to it.”

Jimmy hesitated for a moment, but Malik’s sharp glare spurred him into action. He slipped on the delicate lingerie, the soft fabric clinging to his little white ass and flat chest. The dog collar was next, the cool leather snug around his neck, the shiny tag reading BITCH resting against his throat.

“Good,” Malik said, crossing his arms as he watched Jimmy adjust nervously. “Now, you’ve got your tasks for the day.”

Jimmy looked up timidly, unsure of what was coming.

“First,” Malik began, his tone firm, “this apartment better be spotless by the time Chrissy gets back. That means three hours of cleaning every day. Floors, counters, bathrooms—I want it sparkling. No excuses.”

Jimmy nodded, looking down at the floor.

“Second,” Malik continued, “you’re cooking every meal. Breakfast, lunch, dinner. And you’re cleaning up afterward. No mess, no shortcuts. I expect the kitchen to look better after you’re done than before you started.”

“Yes, sir,” Jimmy mumbled, his voice trembling.

“And third,” Malik said, leaning in closer, his smirk widening. “You’re going to learn how to put on makeup. I want you online today, watching tutorials, practicing. By tonight, you’ll have eyeliner and lip gloss perfected. No half-assed attempts, or you’ll regret it.”

Jimmy’s cheeks burned, but he nodded again, his hands clutching nervously at the hem of his panties.

“Good,” Malik said, straightening up. “Now, get started on breakfast. I want pancakes, bacon, and eggs. And you’d better not fuck it up.”

Jimmy scurried into the kitchen, his bare on the cool tiles. He moved quickly, gathering ingredients as Malik settled onto the couch, relaxing as Jimmy hurried to make him breakfast.

The morning passed in a blur of humiliating tasks. Jimmy cooked and served Malik’s breakfast, enduring constant critiques as Malik smirked over his coffee.

“Too slow, boy,” Malik said as Jimmy cleared the plates. “You’d better pick up the pace, or I’ll have to remind you who’s in charge.”

After cleaning the kitchen, Jimmy moved on to scrubbing the floors, his knees aching as he crawled across the apartment with a bucket and rag. Malik’s occasional laughter or mocking comments only deepened the humiliation.

“Good boy,” Malik said at one point, tapping Jimmy’s balls with the toe of his shoe. “You’re finally starting to act like the sissy you were always meant to be.”

Jimmy spent hours hunched over his laptop and Chrissy’s makeup mirror, his fingers trembling as he followed the steps in the tutorials. His first attempts were clumsy—smudged eyeliner, uneven lip gloss—but Malik’s sharp commands and occasional slaps on the back of his head kept him focused.

“Pathetic,” Malik sneered, glancing at Jimmy’s smeared face. “Do it again. You don’t stop until it’s perfect.”

By the time evening rolled around, Jimmy’s face was finally presentable. His lips glistened with sticky pink gloss, his eyeliner was neat and even.

Malik inspected him with a critical eye, his smirk widening as he nodded in approval. “Not bad for your first real try,” he said, slapping Jimmy’s ass playfully. “But don’t get comfortable. You’ll be doing this every day from now on.”

As Jimmy knelt at Malik’s feet that night, exhausted and humiliated, he realized that his life was no longer his own.


CHAPTER FIVE
Owned

That evening, Jimmy stood trembling in the middle of the living room, his smooth, pale body clad only in his panties, bra, chastity cage, and dog collar. Malik sat on the couch, rolling his belt slowly through his hands, the dark leather gleaming in the soft light.

“You know why this has to happen, don’t you, boy?” Malik asked, his voice low and menacing.

Jimmy nodded weakly, his lips trembling as he whispered, “To… keep me in my place, sir?”

“That’s right,” Malik said, snapping the belt together. The crack made Jimmy flinch. “Over my lap.”

Jimmy hesitated for only a moment before shuffling forward, his eyes wide and wet with tears, his lips trembling as he draped himself submissively over Malik’s thick thighs. His small, pale frame seemed almost weightless against Malik’s powerful legs. Jimmy knew he couldn’t resist, didn’t want to resist—his only thought was to please Malik, to be the perfect little sissy Daddy wanted.

Malik wasted no time, bringing the belt down with a sharp crack that echoed through the room. Jimmy cried out, his high-pitched sobs sounding more like a little girl’s whimper. His delicate fingers clutched desperately at the couch cushions as the fiery sting seared through his skin.

“Quiet, girl,” Malik growled, delivering another harsh blow. “You take it like the obedient little white bitch you are.”

Tears streamed down Jimmy’s flushed cheeks, his body quivering under the relentless strikes. Each lash of the belt left angry red stripes across his pale, trembling ass, a visible reminder of his submission. He sobbed uncontrollably, the sound pitiful and sweet, exactly what Malik wanted to hear—his little sissy completely broken, ready to be molded.

When Malik finally stopped, he rested his large, warm hand on Jimmy’s reddened cheeks, rubbing the sore flesh possessively. Jimmy shuddered under the touch, his breath hitching in anticipation.

“There, that’s better,” Malik murmured, his voice low and commanding. “Now you’re ready for the rest of your evening.” He pulled Jimmy off his lap effortlessly and gestured to the floor. “On your knees, little girl. You know what to do.”

Jimmy scrambled off Malik’s lap, his sobs still hitching in his throat as he knelt obediently on the floor. His tear-streaked face was mere inches from Malik’s crotch as the man unzipped his jeans, freeing his thick, heavy cock and full, musky balls. Jimmy’s eyes widened at the sight, his lips parting instinctively.

“Suck it, boy,” Malik ordered, gripping Jimmy’s chin firmly. “Suck it like a pacifier. Daddy’s cock will make it all better after that hard belting.”

With a trembling moan, Jimmy obeyed, wrapping his soft lips around the swollen head of Malik’s cock. The salty, musky taste filled his mouth immediately, and he began to suck gently, his sobs fading as he focused entirely on pleasing Malik. His small hands rested on Malik’s thick thighs, holding on for support as he suckled eagerly.

“That’s it,” Malik murmured, his large hand cradling the back of Jimmy’s head. “Moan for me, little girl. Show me how much you love Daddy’s cock.”

Jimmy whimpered around the girthy length, the vibrations of his moans making Malik grunt in satisfaction. He sucked harder, his tongue swirling around the head before taking more of Malik into his mouth. Tears still clung to his lashes, but they were no longer tears of pain—they were tears of submission, of devotion.

“Deeper,” Malik growled, pressing down gently but firmly on Jimmy’s head. “Take it all, girl. Get every inch.”

Jimmy gagged slightly as Malik’s cock pushed deeper into his throat, but he didn’t pull away. He wanted this, craved this. The taste, the smell, the sheer dominance of Malik made his mind go hazy with need. His small tongue flicked out to lick Malik’s balls, sucking them gently as he worked his mouth over every inch of Malik’s shaft.

“Good little sissy,” Malik said with a sneer, watching Jimmy with dark, amused eyes. “You’re learning fast. Spankings make you a better cocksucker, don’t they?”

Jimmy moaned in response, his mouth too full to answer properly. He sucked harder, his lips making wet, sloppy noises as he tried to please Malik in every way he could. Malik knew exactly what was happening—he was conditioning Jimmy, training him to associate discipline with pleasure, spankings with the reward of sucking Daddy’s cock and being filled by a real man.

By the time Malik finally pulled Jimmy off his cock, the little sissy was a mess. His lips were swollen and shiny with spit, his eyes glazed with adoration. Malik smirked down at him, knowing he had thoroughly broken and rebuilt this eager little thing.

“You did good, girl,” Malik said, patting Jimmy’s cheek mockingly. “Now clean me up, and then we’ll see how ready your boi pussy is for Daddy.”

Jimmy nodded eagerly, his lips parting once more as he leaned forward, ready to worship Malik and prove just how sweet and obedient he could be for the BNWO.

Jimmy whimpered as his mouth moved to Malik’s heavy, salty, sweat-slicked balls, licking and sucking as Malik chuckled above him.

“Good boy,” Malik sneered. “Now back to Daddy’s cock. Suckle it like a good little bitch.”

Jimmy returned to Malik’s cock, his sobs subsiding as he nursed on it, his lips forming a tight seal around the head. Malik smirked, running a hand through Jimmy’s hair.

“Don’t you feel better now, boy?” Malik asked, his tone mocking. “After that belting, getting to suck Daddy’s cock?”

Jimmy whimpered, his tears slowing as he nodded weakly, his lips never leaving the thick shaft.

“Thought so,” Malik said, leaning back and letting Jimmy work. “You’re finally starting to learn your place.”

After a few minutes, Malik pushed Jimmy back and stood, pulling out the plug that had been nestled in Jimmy’s ass all day. Jimmy whimpered at the sudden emptiness, his cheeks flushing as Malik held it up with a smirk.

“Breathe in,” Malik ordered, holding a small bottle of poppers under Jimmy’s nose.

Jimmy obeyed, the sharp, chemical scent making his head spin as his body relaxed instantly.

“That’s it,” Malik said, positioning himself behind Jimmy. He gripped Jimmy’s hips tightly, his massive cock pressing against the stretched entrance. “Time for your favorite part.”

With one powerful thrust, Malik buried himself inside, making Jimmy cry out as the thick length filled him completely.

“Another white sissy learning what it’s like to get BBC,” Malik sneered, his voice low and taunting as he began to move.

Jimmy’s cries turned into soft whimpers as Malik pounded into him, each thrust driving home his dominance. Malik’s deep laughter filled the room, spurring him on as Jimmy’s small body shuddered beneath him.

When Malik finally came, he held himself deep, grinding against Jimmy as his cock pulsed, filling him with hot, thick cum.

“Stay still,” Malik growled, pulling out slowly and grabbing the plug. He shoved it back in with a firm push, sealing his load inside Jimmy’s used hole.

“Gotta keep that cum where it belongs,” Malik said, slapping Jimmy’s ass.

Jimmy collapsed onto the floor, his body trembling and his cheeks wet with fresh tears. Malik stood and stretched, his powerful frame towering over the exhausted sissy.

“Get up,” Malik ordered, pointing to the couch. “That’s where you’re sleeping. I’ll take the bed.”

Jimmy nodded weakly, crawling onto the couch as Malik walked away. As he curled up, his sore body aching and his humiliation complete, Jimmy knew this was his life now—owned, broken, and completely under Malik’s control.


CHAPTER SIX
Two Weeks of Training

The next two weeks passed in a blur of humiliation and submission. Jimmy’s life became a relentless cycle of servitude, pain, and degradation, all under Malik’s watchful and dominant gaze. From the moment Jimmy woke to the sharp bark of Malik’s commands until he collapsed, trembling and used, on the couch at night, there was no reprieve.

Chrissy had cut off all contact, leaving Jimmy completely at Malik’s mercy. The lack of communication from his wife left Jimmy feeling isolated and desperate, but Malik’s presence was all-consuming, leaving no room for doubt about who was now in charge.

Each day began the same way. Malik’s booming voice would echo through the apartment, ordering Jimmy to his knees. Sometimes, it was before breakfast; other times, Malik preferred to wait until Jimmy had completed his morning chores. But the result was always the same—Jimmy’s lips wrapped around Malik’s massive cock, sucking, licking, and choking as Malik’s rough hands guided him mercilessly.

The poppers had become a regular part of these sessions. Malik would hold the small bottle under Jimmy’s nose, forcing him to take deep breaths until the chemical haze relaxed his throat and dulled his resistance.

“You’re getting better at this, boy,” Malik growled one morning, gripping Jimmy’s hair tightly as he thrust deep into his throat. “Used to gag like a little bitch. Now, look at you—taking it all the way down to the balls.”

Jimmy moaned around the thick cock, his throat bulging with each stroke as tears streamed down his face. Spit and drool dripped from his lips, pooling on the floor beneath him. Malik’s deep groans of satisfaction were the only encouragement Jimmy needed to keep going.

“That’s it,” Malik sneered, slapping Jimmy’s cheek as his cock twitched. “You’re a throatfuck queen now, aren’t you? Made for this.”

Malik grabs a bottle from the kit, twists the cap off, and waves it right under Jimmy’s trembling nose. "Sniff deep, boy," he commands, his voice low, rough, and utterly unyielding. "You’re going to need this if you don’t want to split in half before I even start."

Jimmy hesitates, eyes wide with fear and lust, but he does as he’s told, inhaling deeply. The chemical rush slams into his senses, head spinning, body tingling, loosening every inch of him. Malik watches him with a wicked grin, eyes gleaming with dark satisfaction.

"That’s right," Malik mutters as he lines up the monstrous plug. "Breathe it in. Get loose for Daddy."

Jimmy moans softly, his tight little hole fluttering, helplessly readying itself. Malik doesn’t waste time—he presses the fat tip against that slick, trembling entrance and pushes, relentless, as the poppers do their job. "Relax, boy. Let it in. Let it stretch you nice and wide."

Jimmy’s body shudders, tears pricking his eyes, but he doesn’t resist. His mind swims in a haze of poppers and shame, body betraying him completely. The thick plug slides deeper, each inch burning, stretching him impossibly open.

"Good little bitch," Malik sneers as the plug sinks to the hilt. "Look at that. All plugged up and pretty for your new Daddy."

Jimmy gasps, his clitty throbbing in its cage, trapped and useless. Malik slaps his ass mockingly, a sharp sting that leaves Jimmy whimpering. "Keep that inside all day," Malik orders with a smirk. "By the time Chrissy’s back, this hole’s gonna be begging for my cock."

By the end of the first week, Jimmy wore the plug constantly, even during his chores. It made every movement a reminder of his submission, the fullness becoming as natural to him as the collar around his neck.

When Malik removed it to fuck him, his cock slid right in, Malik pounding his ass still left Jimmy whimpering and gasping.

“You love this, don’t you?” Malik sneered during one particularly rough session, his hips slamming into Jimmy’s as his cock filled him completely. “Eager for Daddy’s cock, every single time.”

Jimmy nodded, his voice trembling as he whispered, “Yes, sir. Thank you, sir.”

By the end of the second week, Jimmy’s transformation was undeniable. He no longer hesitated when Malik ordered him to his knees. His throat could take Malik’s cock all the way down barely gagging, and he craved to have his ass pounded by Malik’s big cock.

“Look at you,” Malik said one night, his cock buried deep in Jimmy’s throat as he held him in place. Jimmy’s eyes watered, and spit dripped messily down his chin, but he didn’t pull away. “Drooling like a good little bitch. You were made for this, weren’t you?”

Jimmy moaned in response, his throat vibrating around Malik’s length as his head bobbed obediently.

When Malik finally came, thick spurts flooding Jimmy’s mouth, he didn’t dare swallow. Instead, he knelt there obediently, mouth open wide, cradling Malik’s load on his tongue for display, eyes locked on Malik’s face, silently pleading for permission to swallow.

Malik leaned back, smirking at the pathetic sight before him. "Good boy," he sneered. "Hold it there. Show me what a greedy little bitch you are."

Malik’s smirk widened as he watched Jimmy kneel there, mouth open, his tongue glistening with Malik’s seed. The moment dragged on, humiliation burning in Jimmy’s flushed cheeks as his clitty twitched uselessly in its cage.

"You want to swallow, don’t you, boy?" Malik growled, gripping the back of Jimmy’s head. "Such a needy little slut, desperate to gulp down Daddy’s cum."

Jimmy whimpered, eyes pleading, his mouth still obediently open, displaying the thick load like the perfect sissy he was becoming.

"Go ahead," Malik finally said with a mocking chuckle. "Swallow it, bitch. Every last drop."

Without hesitation, Jimmy swallowed, savoring the musky taste as he swallowed Malik’s load eagerly. When he was done, he licked his lips clean, desperate to show he hadn’t wasted a single drop.

Jimmy had become everything Malik and Chrissy had envisioned—a perfectly trained, eager sissy, completely broken and remade to serve. And as the end of the two weeks approached, Jimmy found himself dreading Chrissy’s return—not because he missed her, but because he didn’t want anything to disrupt the life Malik had molded him into.


CHAPTER SEVEN
Chrissy’s Return

Jimmy knelt by the bed, waiting for Malik and Chrissy to return from the airport, his hands resting demurely on his thighs, his pale body trembling in anticipation. He was dressed in his usual humiliating uniform—pink panties, a matching training bra, his chastity cage locked tightly around his clitty, and the leather collar with its shiny BITCH tag gleaming under the soft bedroom light.

The door swung open, and Chrissy walked in, her heels clicking against the floor. She looked radiant—confident, curvy, and glowing. Malik followed behind her, his towering frame radiating dominance.

Chrissy didn’t even glance at Jimmy. Her attention was entirely on Malik as she turned to face him, her lips curling into a playful smile.

“God, I missed you,” she said, wrapping her arms around his neck.

“Missed you too, baby,” Malik replied, his deep voice sending shivers through Jimmy as he watched silently.

Their lips met in a heated kiss, Chrissy’s hands roaming over Malik’s muscular chest. Malik’s large hands gripped her hips, pulling her against him as the kiss deepened. Jimmy’s cheeks burned as he knelt there, completely ignored, his clitty throbbing painfully in its cage.

Malik broke the kiss and guided Chrissy to the bed, his smirk widening as she eagerly climbed onto it. He pulled off his shirt, revealing his chiseled chest, then unzipped his jeans, his massive black cock springing free. Chrissy’s eyes lit up, and she licked her lips, glancing up at him hungrily.

“Show me how much you missed me,” Malik commanded, standing at the edge of the bed.

Chrissy wasted no time, wrapping her lips around his cock and taking him into her mouth. Her head bobbed as she moaned softly, her hands gripping his thick thighs for balance.

Jimmy’s heart sank as he watched. She had never done anything like this for him, and the realization stung. She had always been distant, hesitant to indulge his fantasies or desires. But with Malik, she was a completely different woman—eager, passionate, and unrestrained.

Malik groaned deeply, his hand tangling in Chrissy’s hair as he guided her head. “That’s my girl,” he rumbled, his voice thick with satisfaction.

After several minutes, he pulled her head back and climbed onto the bed. Chrissy lay back, spreading her legs eagerly as Malik positioned himself between them.

Jimmy’s cheeks burned as he watched Malik’s cock slide into Chrissy’s wet pussy with ease. Her moans filled the room, each one louder and more desperate than the last.

“Yes, Malik,” she cried out, her nails digging into his back as he pounded into her with unrelenting force.

Jimmy’s heart ached. She had never sounded like this with him—never so loud, so uninhibited, so completely satisfied.

Malik shifted her onto her stomach, spreading her ass cheeks as he positioned himself. “You ready for this, baby?” he growled.

“Yes,” Chrissy moaned, her voice dripping with need.

Malik pushed into her ass slowly, his thick cock stretching her as she whimpered in pleasure. Jimmy felt tears prick at his eyes as he watched her writhe beneath Malik, her body trembling as she surrendered completely.

“God, you’re perfect,” Malik groaned, thrusting deeply.

Chrissy’s cries grew louder, her body arching as her pleasure peaked. Jimmy was certain she had at least three orgasms, her screams echoing in his ears like a cruel reminder of everything he couldn’t give her.

When Malik finally came, his cock buried deep in Chrissy’s ass, he groaned loudly, holding her hips tightly as his body shuddered.

“Don’t move,” Malik said, pulling out slowly and sitting back on the bed. He turned his attention to Jimmy for the first time that night. “Come here, boy.”

Jimmy crawled forward, his face burning as Malik’s still-hard cock glistened with Chrissy’s juices and his own cum.

“Clean me up,” Malik commanded, gripping the back of Jimmy’s head and guiding his mouth to his cock.

Jimmy obeyed, his lips wrapping around the slick shaft as he licked and sucked, the taste of Chrissy’s ass on his tongue. Malik chuckled, his hand keeping Jimmy in place as he worked his cock in and out.

When Malik was satisfied, he released Jimmy and gestured toward Chrissy. “Now, clean her up too. Every drop.”

Jimmy’s stomach twisted as he crawled toward Chrissy, who remained face down on the bed, her ass raised slightly. Malik’s cum dripped from her stretched hole, a stark reminder of his dominance.

Jimmy hesitated, cheeks burning with shame, his body trembling under Malik’s commanding gaze. But a stinging slap across his face made his hesitation disappear instantly. He whimpered softly, his eyes wide and an undeniable, growing need to obey. Leaning forward without another word, he extended his tongue, licking around Chrissy’s stretched hole, tasting Malik’s cum and her ass.

The salty, musky taste filled his mouth, and he struggled not to gag as Malik’s seed coated his tongue. He could hear Malik chuckle darkly above him, satisfied with how quickly his little sissy had fallen into line. Jimmy’s lips worked diligently, his humiliation deepening with each flick of his tongue.

Chrissy finally turned her head, her gaze locking onto Jimmy with a mixture of amusement and something darker—desire. Her eyes gleamed as she watched her feminized, collared husband eagerly clean up the mess Malik had left inside her. There was something about seeing her weak, girlish sissy on his knees, tongue working dutifully, that turned her on in a way she hadn’t expected.

"Make sure you get it all, sissy," she commanded, her voice sharp, but beneath the edge was a noticeable breathiness—a sign of just how much this was affecting her.

Jimmy shivered at her tone, the combination of Malik’s mocking dominance and Chrissy’s growing arousal making his caged clitty throb pathetically. He licked more eagerly now, desperate not only to please Malik but to satisfy Chrissy, the wife who had orchestrated his complete submission.

Chrissy’s lips curled into a smirk as she felt his tongue delve deeper, his hands gripping her thighs for balance. She loved seeing him like this—small, weak, and utterly humiliated, serving them both without question. It turned her on more than she wanted to admit, knowing that her husband was now nothing more than a needy, obedient fucktoy for Malik.

Jimmy whimpered as he worked, licking and swallowing every drop of Malik’s cum. His cheeks burned with shame, but his caged clitty throbbed painfully, dripping as his body betrayed him completely.

When he finished, Chrissy sat up and smirked. “Good job, sissy,” she said dismissively, her attention already back on Malik.

Jimmy knelt on the floor, his face wet with tears and humiliation, his body trembling as Malik pulled Chrissy into his arms.

For the first time, Jimmy truly understood his place—a pussyfree loser, locked in chastity, and forever beneath the man and woman who now owned him completely.


CHAPTER EIGHT
Pills and Tits

The next morning, Chrissy strode into the kitchen, her confidence radiating as Jimmy scurried to prepare her breakfast. Jimmy was now fully immersed in his new identity, a reality sealed as Chrissy placed a small bottle of pills on the counter with a knowing smirk.

“From now on, your name is Candy,” Chrissy said, her tone sharp and unwavering. “And I’ll be calling you she and her—because that’s what you are now. A soft, obedient little girl who lives to serve.”

Jimmy’s cheeks flushed, his hands trembling as he nodded quickly. “Yes, ma’am,” he whispered, his voice barely audible.

Chrissy tapped the bottle of pills. “These are going to help you become the Candy you’re meant to be,” she said, her voice harsh. “Female hormones. They’ll soften you up, put fat where it belongs, and grow you a nice pair of tits.”

Candy’s eyes widened, but she didn’t dare speak. Chrissy smirked, holding up the first pill.

“Open wide,” Chrissy commanded.

Candy obeyed, her lips parting as Chrissy placed the pill on her tongue. A sip of water later, the transformation was officially underway.

Over the following weeks, Candy’s body began to change. Her skin grew softer, her face subtly more feminine. Fat started to redistribute, her hips gaining a slight curve, and her chest beginning to swell with the promise of budding breasts. Her hair grew thicker and longer, perfect for the braids and pigtails Chrissy insisted on styling every morning.

“Such a pretty little thing,” Chrissy would say mockingly as she tied Candy’s hair into two girlish pigtails, the shiny pink bows adding to her humiliation.

Candy’s days were a never-ending cycle of servitude and submission. She cooked, cleaned, and attended to Malik and Chrissy’s every need. The slightest hesitation or perceived disobedience was met with a sharp slap from Chrissy, her hand quick and unforgiving.

“Don’t make me repeat myself, Candy,” Chrissy would sneer, her palm landing hard on Candy’s cheek. “You’re here to obey, not to think.”

Candy learned quickly, her compliance becoming automatic as she sank further into her role.

One evening, Chrissy called Candy into the bedroom. Malik was out, leaving the two of them alone. Candy entered timidly, her head bowed as Chrissy stood by the bed, her strapon harness already secured.

“Tonight, it’s my turn to use you,” Chrissy said, holding up a massive, veined dildo with a wicked grin. “Get on the bed, ass up.”

Candy hesitated for only a fraction of a second, but it was enough to earn her a sharp slap across her face.

“Don’t make me ask twice,” Chrissy snapped.

Candy scrambled onto the bed, positioning herself as commanded. Her panties were pulled down roughly, and she whimpered as Chrissy lubed up the intimidating toy.

“You’re going to take every inch of this, little girl,” Chrissy said, her voice dripping with dominance. “And you’re going to thank me for it.”

The first thrust was slow but unrelenting, the massive dildo stretching Candy’s already-trained hole. Candy gasped, her body trembling as Chrissy grabbed her hips, pulling her back onto the toy with force.

“That’s it,” Chrissy sneered, her rhythm picking up as she pounded into Candy. “Moan for me, bitch. Let me hear how much you love being my little toy.”

Candy couldn’t hold back the soft, needy moans spilling from her lips. Her caged clitty throbbed painfully, dripping as Chrissy’s dominance overwhelmed her completely.

“Pathetic,” Chrissy growled, slapping Candy’s ass hard. “You love this, don’t you? Being fucked like the sissy you are?”

“Yes, ma’am,” Candy whimpered, her voice trembling.

Chrissy laughed, reaching around to grab Candy’s collar, pulling her head back slightly as she continued to fuck her mercilessly. “Good girl. You’re finally becoming the Candy you were always meant to be.”

By the end of the night, Candy lay trembling and used, her body sore but her mind completely surrendered. Chrissy smirked as she patted Candy’s head, her hand lingering on the shiny tag of her collar.

“You’re ours now, Candy,” Chrissy said, her voice firm and final. “Mine and Malik’s. And there’s no going back.”

Candy nodded weakly, her cheeks flushed and her clitty still painfully confined in its cage. She was no longer just a sissy—she was Candy, a feminized servant fully owned and controlled by Chrissy and Malik. And as Chrissy left the room, leaving Candy to clean up the mess they’d made, she couldn’t help but feel a twisted sense of pride in her new identity.


CHAPTER NINE
Born to Serve

By the end of her first year as Candy, the transformation was complete, and there was no trace of the weak, pathetic man she once was. Hormones had done their job, softening her body, filling out her hips, and giving her the subtle curves of a needy little sissy desperate to please. But it was the firm, perky C-cup implants that truly completed the vision of what she was meant to be—a perfectly shaped, undeniably slutty toy for her Black Daddy and Crissy.

Her life had become entirely devoted to serving her master, Malik, and her mistress, Chrissy. She no longer thought of herself as Jimmy. Candy was a beautiful, submissive trans girl whose every action revolved around pleasing her Mommy and Daddy.

Candy’s days were filled with tasks that reinforced her role. She cleaned, cooked, and ensured every corner of the apartment was spotless. Her makeup and outfit were always perfect—tight slutty clothes that hugged her slender, feminized frame, high heels that made her hips sway seductively, and accessories that added an extra touch of degradation, like the leash that sometimes clipped to her collar when Mommy or Daddy wanted to parade her around.

Her chastity cage had become a permanent fixture, the little clitty inside a constant reminder of her submission. Candy no longer thought of cumming like a man—she would only have sissygasms. Her pleasure came from anal, from serving, from being used, and from the constant humiliation that came with her new life.

Candy adored being controlled, craved the feeling of being filled and dominated. Whether it was Daddy’s thick cock stretching her boi pussy or Mommy’s strapon pounding into her, she begged for it, her voice trembling with gratitude.

“Mommy, Daddy,” Candy whispered one evening, her voice soft and needy as she knelt at their feet. “Thank you for making me the girl I was meant to be.”

Chrissy smirked, running her hands over Candy’s braided hair. “You’ve come a long way, Candy,” she said. “You’re exactly what we always knew you could be—a perfect little sissy slut.”

Candy’s cheeks flushed with pride. “I live to serve you, Mommy,” she said, looking up at Chrissy before turning her gaze to Malik. “And you, Daddy. Thank you for owning me.”

Malik chuckled, leaning forward to lift Candy’s chin with his finger. “You’re a good girl now, Candy,” he said, his deep voice sending shivers down her spine. “Exactly how you were meant to be—born to serve, born to please.”

Candy adored the humiliation, the degradation, the constant reminders of her place. She craved being filled, being used, and being controlled. Her former life as Jimmy felt like a distant memory, and she couldn’t imagine wanting anything else.

Her only thoughts were of serving Mommy and Daddy, of being the beautiful, submissive girl they had molded her into. She existed for them and for the men like Daddy who came to use her.

Candy had been reborn—a pussyfree trans girl with one purpose: to serve and submit. It was the life she was meant to live, and she embraced it fully, her heart swelling with pride every time Mommy or Daddy praised her.

She wasn’t just a sissy anymore. She was Candy—beautiful, obedient, and completely owned.


To everyone who’s read this story: 

No matter what fantasies or desires you explore, at the core of it all, you deserve to be loved, cherished, and accepted for who you truly are. Whether you’re searching for a connection, exploring new sides of yourself, or simply living out a dream, remember that you are worthy of affection, respect, and happiness.

Life is about embracing your authentic self, finding people who see you for who you are, and celebrating every unique part of your journey. Whatever role you take, whatever path you walk—be proud, be kind to yourself, and know that you deserve a place where you feel safe, valued, and adored.

Stay true to yourself, and never be afraid to love and be loved.

With warmth and care,
Amy Pink
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