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DISCLAIMER This is a work of fiction intended for mature audiences only. All characters depicted are consenting adults aged 18 or over. The content includes explicit themes of dominance, submission, feminization, humiliation, chastity, and interracial power exchange. This story contains strong sexual language and situations intended solely for entertainment. It does not depict or condone non-consensual acts, underage characters, incest, or illegal behavior of any kind. Reader discretion is strongly advised.


Chapter One: Freshman Fantasy

Timmy stood in Donna’s cramped dorm room, his skinny body shrinking under her gaze. “You’re seriously wearing that?” he blurted, instantly regretting it as Donna’s eyes flicked up from her mirror, one brow arched sharply.

“Excuse me?” Her voice cut like a blade, her glossy lips pursed. She wore a black pleated miniskirt that barely grazed her thighs and a white tank top, no bra, her nipples faintly visible through the fabric. Her blonde curls bounced, her perfume sweet and overpowering. She was the kind of girl guys whispered about in the quad, and somehow, she was his girlfriend. They held hands, kissed a few times, and she’d let him touch her chest when she was feeling generous—but that was the limit, and she made it clear.

“Are you my boss now?” Donna stood, arms crossed, her tone icy. Timmy’s mouth opened, too slow to backtrack. Her hand cracked across his cheek, the slap echoing, leaving a stinging heat. “Don’t ever comment on what I wear,” she said flatly. “Ever.”

Timmy’s eyes watered, his face burning. “I didn’t mean it like that,” he mumbled, shame twisting in his gut.

“You’re not entitled to mean anything,” Donna snapped, grabbing her lip gloss and turning back to the mirror. “You’re lucky I let you in here, luckier I call you my boyfriend. Don’t fuck it up.” She applied another coat, slow and deliberate, adjusting her top to tease just enough. Timmy stood frozen, the sting mixing with a strange, aching need to stay close to her.

“You’re not mad, are you?” she asked, her tone suddenly light, almost playful.

“N-no,” he stammered, his heart racing.

“Good.” Donna smiled at her reflection. “Going out tonight?” he ventured, desperate to shift the mood.

“Party at North Hall,” she said, flipping her hair. “Some juniors invited me.”

“Oh. Want me to come?”

She laughed, sharp and cutting. “Baby, be serious. You’d die at that party. You barely talk unless I’m holding your hand, waiting for my permission like a lost puppy.” Timmy winced, but she pressed on. “We cuddle, don’t we? You felt my tits twice last week. That was fun, right?”

“I thought maybe… we’d go further,” he said, voice barely audible.

Donna’s eyes narrowed. “You’re a virgin, Timmy.” He flushed, nodding. “You came in your pants the first time you touched me,” she added, smirking. “Twice, actually. Sad, but cute.”

He looked down, silent, his cheeks burning.

She sighed, stepping closer, her tone softening but dripping with condescension. “I like having you around. You’re sweet, obedient, safe.” She tilted his chin up, her eyes locking onto his. “But not good enough to fuck?”

Timmy’s heart stopped. He hadn’t meant to say it aloud. The second slap was harder, his ears ringing. “Don’t you ever say that again,” she hissed, nose to nose. “You wait. That’s what a good boyfriend does.”

He nodded, trembling, his mind reeling but craving her control.

“Besides,” she added, smirking, “you’ve got your laptop for that, right?” His stomach dropped. “Last week, I saw your screen,” she said, giggling. “BNWO sissy cuckold porn? That’s what gets you off?”

Timmy couldn’t breathe, his face scarlet. Donna brushed his cheek, the same spot she’d slapped. “It’s okay. I get it. You don’t want to fuck me—you want to watch someone else do it.” He shook, unable to deny the truth twisting inside him. “I’m texting someone new,” she said casually. “Malik. Tall, confident, Black.”

The word hit like a fist. She leaned in, whispering, “You’ll be thinking about him all night, won’t you? Maybe I’ll show him your little videos.” Grabbing her purse, she headed for the door. “Try not to make too much noise jerking off to your girlfriend getting stretched,” she teased. “You’ll always be my boyfriend—just not my man.”

Timmy stood alone, her perfume lingering, the sting on his cheek pulsing. Back in his room, he locked the door, opened his laptop, and typed “BNWO sissy cuckold.” Videos flashed up: Tiny virgin boyfriend locked while girlfriend gets wrecked. You’ll never fuck her—but you can clean up. His cock twitched, and he stroked faster, imagining Donna on Malik’s lap, laughing at his pathetic whimpers. He came hard, gasping, shame flooding him instantly. Timmy’s mind whispered, I hate how much I want this. In the dark, he murmured, “I want her to show him what I’ll never be.”

He didn’t hear the door creak open.


Chapter Two: Caught in the Act

Timmy was lost in his secret world, headphones blaring, eyes glued to his laptop. His skinny hand pumped his small cock, hips twitching, face twisted in shameful bliss. The screen glowed with his obsession: a caged sissy kneeling, gagging on a Black cock while a voice mocked, “You’ll never fuck her, loser.” Another clip showed two sissies in clear cages, writhing, one cumming hands-free, dribbling weakly. “Cum like the faggot you are,” the voice sneered. Timmy whimpered, teetering on the edge, his heart pounding with guilty need.

He didn’t see Donna in the doorway, arms crossed, her expression a mix of amusement and disgust. She’d slipped in quietly, watching her virgin boyfriend stroke to sissy humiliation porn, his screen open to titles like “Locked Clit Losers” and “BBC Cuckold Shame.” She smiled, a cruel spark in her eyes, and stepped closer, leaning down to whisper in his ear.

“Does Mommy’s little sissy love watching losers cum in their cages?”

Timmy jumped, yanking off his headphones, his hand flying from his cock. “D-Donna!” he gasped, his face scarlet, panic surging.

“Wow,” she said, eyeing the screen. “Not even regular porn, Timmy. You’re jerking to small-dick sissy shame.” She circled him, predator-like, as his cock leaked, still hard. “Obsessed with being a pathetic little beta, huh?”

He whimpered, unable to speak, his mind screaming, She knows, and I can’t hide it.

“Sit back,” she ordered. “Hands behind your head.” He hesitated, and she slapped him, the sting sharp, making his eyes water. “Stroke for me, sissy.”

Tears welled, but he obeyed, his fingers wrapping around his tiny cock, stroking under her cold gaze. His face burned, arousal and fear twisting inside him like a knot. I hate how much I need her to see me like this, he thought, his hand moving faster. “Faster,” she said, pulling out her phone. “Smile, baby. Should I send this to Malik? Show him my virgin boyfriend jerking to sissy porn? Maybe he’ll put it online for everyone to see.”

Timmy moaned, desperate, the idea of exposure making his cock throb harder. “Tell me what you’re watching,” she demanded.

“S-sissies in cages,” he gasped, his voice breaking. “Locked… humiliated… cumming without touching…”

“Say what you are.”

“I’m a sissy loser,” he choked out, “who gets off on being weak and useless.”

“Who wants to be locked?”

“Yes, Ma’am!”

“Who wants his girlfriend fucked by a real man?”

“I… I want you to fuck Malik,” he admitted, tears pricking his eyes, the confession ripping him apart.

Donna grinned, her eyes gleaming with power. “You’ll never be inside me, will you?”

“No, Ma’am…” And I don’t deserve to, he thought, his shame fueling his strokes.

“Cum, bitch. Now.”

Timmy’s body tensed, his legs shaking as his cock spurted watery ropes across his stomach, each pulse a mix of pleasure and crushing humiliation. I’m hers, completely, he thought, his chest heaving. Donna watched, her eyes cold, owning every twitch.

“Don’t clean it,” she said as he reached for a tissue. “Use your fingers. Lick them.”

Timmy’s lip trembled. He scooped the warm, sticky mess, raising it to his mouth. He hesitated, but Donna’s raised hand made him obey. The salty, bitter taste hit his tongue, and he swallowed, tears falling as the shame burned deeper. This is what I am now, he thought, his heart sinking. Donna sat beside him, her voice soft but cutting. “You’re mine, sissy. You’ll beg for a cage soon.”

“I… I want it,” he whispered, his voice trembling with surrender.

She licked a stray drop from his cheek, whispering, “No pride left, baby. You’re already falling.”


Chapter Three: Caged for Her

Donna strode into her dorm room, fresh from the gym, her skin flushed and glistening with sweat. Her leggings clung to her thighs like a second skin, her tank top sticking to her chest, no bra, her nipples hard against the fabric. Timmy sat cross-legged on her futon, waiting like always, a good little boyfriend. He’d tidied her desk, brought her an iced coffee, and laid out her favorite protein bar, his eyes hopeful but nervous.

“You’re still here,” she said flatly, dropping her gym bag and kicking off her sneakers.

“I wanted to see you,” Timmy mumbled, his gaze dropping to her curves.

Donna smirked, noticing his stare. “Take a picture, baby,” she teased, peeling off her tank top and wiping sweat from her chest with a towel. “Or wait—better idea.” She reached into her bag, pulled out a damp, salty gym sock, and dangled it. “Open.”

Timmy blinked, his face reddening. “What?”

She raised an eyebrow. “Did I stutter?” He opened his mouth, and she shoved the sock in, the warm, musky taste making him wince. She’s marking me, he thought, his cock twitching despite the humiliation. “That’s what you’re good for,” she said, straddling her desk chair and sipping the coffee he’d brought. “Sniffing my sweat, staring like a puppy, leaking in your boxers while I ignore you.”

He moaned behind the sock, his arousal undeniable. Donna’s eyes lingered on his bulge, her smirk widening. “You’d make the cutest girl, you know,” she said softly. “Plump lips, no body hair, that soft little voice. And that ass? Perfect for spanking.” She laughed. “You cry when I raise my voice, don’t you? You’re already halfway to being my sissy.”

Timmy whimpered, the sock muffling his need. She’s right—I’m not a man, he thought, his heart pounding. Donna stood, stepping closer. “You want me to ruin you, don’t you?”

He nodded, his eyes pleading.

“Say it,” she said, pulling the sock out.

“I want you to ruin me,” he whispered, his voice breaking.

She smiled, grabbing her laptop. “Let’s start with the obvious. You need a cage.” She opened a tab, typed quickly, and turned the screen to him. “Pick one. Now. You’re ordering your own chastity cage. With your card. While I watch.”

Timmy hesitated, his stomach twisting. Donna’s stare was unrelenting, and he felt smaller than ever. This is what I’ve been jerking to, he thought, his hands shaking as he scrolled through options. Donna leaned over, pointing. “Not that one—too big for your little clitty. Get something small and pink.”

He clicked on a slim, glittery pink cage, his finger trembling on “Buy Now.” Donna clapped slowly. “Good girl.”

She sat beside him, watching him squirm. “No more jerking off without permission,” she said. “Not with that pathetic nub.” I don’t want to disobey her, he thought, his cock throbbing at the thought of being controlled. “I’ll tell Malik,” she added, her voice low. “He knows about your porn. Laughed his ass off. Said you’re the perfect little cuck.”

Timmy trembled, shame and arousal colliding. Donna leaned in, her breath hot against his ear. “With the right hormones, you’ll be prettier than most girls. Soft skin, tiny tits, a useless little clitty. You want that?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” he whispered, his mind spinning. I want to be hers, completely.

“Say what you are.”

“I’m your sissy boyfriend. I want to be locked, feminized, owned.”

Donna grinned, sliding her hand under his waistband, stroking his leaking cock once, then pulling back and wiping her fingers on his shirt. “Gross,” she said, taking a bite of the protein bar like nothing happened. “That’s the last time I touch it.”

Timmy sat dazed, hard, humiliated, and utterly hers.


Chapter Four: Meet Your Bull

Timmy stepped into Donna’s dorm room, his heart sinking as he saw Malik sprawled on her bed, shirtless, his muscular arms behind his head, thick legs crossed. His smile was slow, confident, the kind that owned the room. Donna sat beside him, wearing a cropped tee and loose gym shorts—clearly Malik’s, hanging low on her hips, her skin glistening with a post-sex glow. She’s already his, Timmy thought, his stomach twisting with shame and a dark, twisted thrill.

“Hi, baby,” Donna said sweetly. “We were just talking about you.”

Timmy couldn’t speak, his eyes locked on the thick outline of Malik’s cock under the shorts—real, heavy, everything Timmy wasn’t. Malik sat up, smirking. “So this is your little sissy?”

Donna stood, holding up the pink chastity cage they’d ordered days ago. “Time to lock up that sad little nub, don’t you think?” Timmy’s breath caught, his gaze darting between her and Malik. She smiled coldly. “Drop your pants.”

He hesitated, and her hand cracked across his face, the sting sharp. “Now.”

His pants and boxers fell, his half-hard cock twitching pathetically, his balls small and tight. Donna crouched, smirking. “Barely a cock at all,” she said, tapping it, watching it flinch. Then she slapped it, making Timmy yelp. “Get soft, loser. I can’t lock it unless you shrink to your natural size.” Another slap, then one to his balls, the pain sharp. I deserve this, he thought, tears welling as his cock softened in shame.

“There,” Donna said, fitting the cage piece by piece. “Tiny, locked, owned.” The lock clicked shut, a cruel snap. I’m hers now, forever, Timmy thought, his heart racing. Malik chuckled. “Damn, that looks tight.”

Donna stepped back, admiring her work. “He’s been edging to sissy porn forever. Didn’t know how to ask for this.” Malik circled Timmy, his presence towering. “You’ll look real pretty once those hormones kick in.”

Timmy’s eyes widened. “H-hormones?” Is this really happening? he thought, panic mixing with desire.

Malik stopped, gripping his chin. “What? Thought she was joking?” Donna laughed. “He’s overwhelmed, poor thing.” Malik nodded. “Sensitive. I like that.”

Timmy’s face crumpled, a tear slipping down. I’m already breaking. Donna grinned at Malik. “Told you—he cries if you raise your voice. A little bunny, ready to be molded.”

Malik pointed to the desk. “Show me what you jerk to.” Timmy looked at Donna, who nodded. He opened his laptop, trembling, the screen lighting up with “BNWO Sissy Cuckold,” “Locked Beta Humiliation,” and “BBC Worship.” Malik’s laugh was low. “This shit’s your life now.”

Donna giggled, leaning against Malik. “Caught him stroking to it once, moaning like a bitch. Loves the ones where sissies are caged, watching their girls get wrecked.” She’s seen it all, Timmy thought, his shame burning hotter.

Malik gripped Timmy’s chin again. “On your knees, boy.”

Donna’s voice was too sweet. “Show Daddy how good a sissy you can be.”

Timmy’s legs gave out, and he sank to his knees, his mind screaming, This is what I wanted.

Malik unbuttoned his shorts, revealing his massive, throbbing cock. Timmy’s eyes widened, his caged clit twitching as he stared at it. It’s everything I’m not, he thought, his mouth watering. “Open, sissy,” Malik growled. Timmy obeyed, lips trembling, and Malik guided his cock in, the hot, velvety tip brushing his lips. Timmy gagged, struggling with the girth, tears spilling as Malik fucked his mouth, slow and deliberate. The taste—salty, musky—overwhelmed him. I’m his now, too, he thought, his hands clutching Malik’s thighs.

Malik’s thrusts deepened, his grunts heavy. “Worship it, bitch,” he said, his cock pulsing. With a groan, he erupted, flooding Timmy’s mouth with thick, hot cum. Timmy froze, holding it, eyes darting to Donna, waiting. I need her to tell me, he thought, desperate. Donna smirked, pinching his cheek. “So pathetic, already trained by all that sissy porn. Show us you’re a cum-hungry slut. Swallow when I say.”

Timmy whimpered, the cum pooling, his body trembling. “Swallow,” Donna commanded. He gulped it down, the warm, salty load sliding into his stomach, his mind reeling. I’m theirs, completely. Malik chuckled. “Say thank you, boy.” Timmy whispered, “Thank you, sir,” his voice broken. Donna laughed, sharp and cruel. “He’s so fucking broken already,” she said, as Malik’s hand rested on her hip. “Our little toy’s gonna be fun to train.”


Chapter Five: Barbie’s New Skin

Timmy stood in front of Donna’s bathroom mirror, naked except for the pink cage locking his clit, his body trembling under her gaze. Donna stood behind him, gloved hands smoothing hair removal cream across his chest. “Hold still, sissy,” she said flatly. “Too much fuzz for a girl who’ll never be a man.” She’s erasing me, he thought, his heart pounding as Malik lounged nearby, smirking, watching Timmy’s masculinity dissolve.

Donna worked methodically—arms, legs, stomach, ass—coating every inch with the cool cream. When the timer beeped, she led him to the shower like a pet. “Rinse slowly. Get it all off,” she ordered. Under the warm water, Timmy watched the cream wash away, taking his body hair with it, leaving his skin smooth and vulnerable. I’m not Timmy anymore, he thought, stepping out, his reflection alien.

“Much better,” Donna said, tossing him a pair of frilly pink panties and a sheer crop top. “Dress.” He hesitated, and she slapped his thigh, the sting sharp. “Now.” He pulled the panties up, the lace hugging his cage, the top exposing his flat stomach. Donna applied lip gloss to his lips, tilting his chin like a doll’s. “Perfect,” she said, dragging a chair to the mirror. “Sit.”

She sectioned his longer hair, brushing it into soft curls with bangs. “Lucky you’ve got this hair,” she said. “Girly already.” When she finished, Timmy barely recognized himself. I look like… her, he thought, shame and arousal colliding. Malik tilted his chin up. “Damn, look at this little bitch. Halfway to becoming a pornstar.”

Donna smirked. “You know what’s next?” She turned to Malik, her voice mocking. “Time to break her in.” She pulled him to the bed, shedding her shorts, climbing on without modesty. “Watch, sissy.”

Timmy knelt beside the bed, his knees aching, as Donna stuffed her used panties into his mouth. The musky taste made his caged clit throb. “No talking while real men fuck,” she purred. Malik chuckled. “Pathetic bitch, ready to watch her girl get ruined.” I’m nothing to them, Timmy thought, his heart sinking but his body burning.

Donna straddled Malik, her wet pussy sliding down his massive cock, the slick sounds filling the room. Timmy stared at Malik’s heavy balls, pulsing with power, and Donna’s glistening pussy, coating his shaft. “This is a real cock, sissy,” she taunted, her tits bouncing as she rode him. Malik’s thrusts shook her, her moans loud, her orgasm ripping through her, juices dripping. I’ll never have her like that, Timmy thought, his caged clit leaking. Malik roared, cumming deep inside her, his cock glistening with their fluids.

“Now clean up,” Donna whispered, spreading her legs to show the mess. “Not me, though. You’re pussy-free forever.” Timmy crawled to Malik, licking his slick cock, the tangy taste of Donna’s pussy and Malik’s cum overwhelming. This is my place, he thought, moaning as he cleaned every inch. Malik scooped cum from Donna’s pussy, feeding it to Timmy. “Eat it, bitch,” he said. Timmy sucked the sticky load from Malik’s fingers, his mind lost in submission. Donna’s eyes burned with lust. “God, what a filthy toy,” she said, fingering herself.

When it was over, Timmy knelt, trembling, the taste lingering. Donna ran her fingers through his curls. “You need a name,” she said. Malik grinned. “Something pathetic.” “Something cute,” Donna countered. “Like a fuckdoll. You’re Barbie now.”

Barbie’s breath hitched. That’s me, she thought, her identity shifting. “You’re not my boyfriend anymore,” Donna said, pulling Malik close. “Just our Barbie, our cum-slut in training.” Malik leaned down. “Buy some plugs, bitch. Your pussy’s next.” Barbie nodded, whispering, “Yes, sir,” her fate sealed.



Chapter Six: Barbie’s First Plug 

Barbie lay on her back in Donna’s dorm room, staring at the ceiling, her pink panties crumpled beside her. The pink chastity cage locked her clit tight, a relentless reminder of her new reality. Donna lounged on the bed, scrolling through her phone, barely glancing at Barbie’s trembling form. “You didn’t think the cage was the end, did you, sissy?” she asked, her voice dripping with mockery.

“No, ma’am,” Barbie whispered, her heart pounding. I’m so far from Timmy now, she thought, her smooth skin prickling with shame and anticipation.

“Good girl,” Donna said coldly. “From now on, you sleep with a plug. You’re not just Malik’s mouth-slut—you’re getting fucked soon.” She pulled a bag from under the bed: lube and a thick black silicone plug. “Stretch every morning, sleep with it in every night. No exceptions.”

“Sleep… with it in?” Barbie asked, her voice small, fear mingling with desire.

“Yes,” Donna snapped, smirking. “You’ll be ready for Daddy’s cock.” This is what those videos promised, Barbie thought, her locked nub pulsing. “Get started,” Donna ordered, tossing the plug.

Barbie knelt on a towel, fumbling with the lube, the plug cold against her hole. Donna barked orders, snapping photos for Malik with captions like, “Sissy’s pussy training.” The insertion was clumsy, painful, Barbie whimpering as the plug stretched her. I’m his toy now, she thought, humiliation burning through her. That night, Donna watched again, no mercy. “Push it in, slut,” she said. When the plug settled, Barbie gasped, the fullness overwhelming. Donna snapped her panties over it, patting her cheek. “Sleep tight.” I can’t escape this, Barbie thought, lying awake, the plug stretching her.

The next afternoon, Malik arrived, his presence filling the room. Barbie’s stomach churned as Malik kissed Donna deeply, ignoring her. “Knees, sissy,” Donna said casually. “Keep the plug in.” Barbie knelt, the plug shifting painfully. I’m nothing unless they use me, she thought, her heart aching.

Malik and Donna stripped, climbing onto the bed, her moans raw as he fucked her hard, his cock glistening with her juices. Barbie watched, fists clenched, the plug pressing deeper. “You’ll never do this,” Donna taunted, locking eyes with Barbie. I’m less than nothing, she thought, her caged clit leaking. Malik came hard, pumping a big load into Donna. “Clean up Mailik’s cock,” Donna ordered. Barbie licked Malik’s slick cock, the musky mix of Donna’s pussy and his cum overwhelming. Malik fed her cum from Donna’s pussy. “Eat it, beta,” he growled. Barbie sucked the sticky load, moaning, This is my place. Donna filmed, smirking. “This’ll look good on a stream someday,” she said, planting the seed of public exposure.


Chapter Seven: Barbie’s First Fuck

Barbie knelt on Donna’s bed, her smooth body trembling, the pink cage locking her clit. The plug was gone, her hole slick and gaping from training. Donna sat beside her, smirking, while Malik stood at the bed’s edge, his massive cock hard, veins pulsing. This is it—my first real fuck, Barbie thought, fear and desire colliding, her heart racing.

“Spread those legs, sissy,” Malik barked. “Show me that trained pussy.” Barbie shifted onto all fours, ass arched, cheeks burning. Donna slapped her thigh. “Posing like a cheap whore,” she sneered. “Craving Daddy’s cock, aren’t you, you useless beta?” I’ve wanted this since the first video, Barbie thought, her voice cracking. “Yes, ma’am.”

Malik lubed his cock, its thick length glistening. “No porn’s gonna prepare you,” he said, gripping her hips, leaving marks. He thrust in brutally, stretching her beyond the plug’s limits. Barbie screamed, pain and pleasure blurring, tears streaming as she clawed the sheets. He’s breaking me, she thought, her locked nub dribbling.

Malik fucked her relentlessly, his balls slapping against her, the bed creaking. “This pussy’s mine,” he growled. Donna pinched Barbie’s cheek. “No more pretending you’re a man. You’re a fuckhole.” I’m theirs, Barbie thought, her moans desperate as pain turned to ecstasy. “Beg,” Malik snarled, slapping her ass. “I love your big Black cock, sir!” Barbie sobbed.

Donna laughed, fingering herself. “Brainless cum-rag,” she taunted. Malik’s thrusts grew erratic, then he roared, unloading deep in Barbie’s ass, the hot cum filling her. I’m owned, she thought, trembling. Malik pulled out, yanking her curls. “Clean it, slut.” Barbie gagged on his slick cock, the bitter taste of her ass and his cum overwhelming. I hate it, but I need it, she thought, sucking eagerly. Donna filmed. “Perfect for Daddy’s streams.” Malik fed Barbie cum from her ass. “Eat your reward,” he said. Barbie moaned, sucking the sticky dirty load, her submission total.

“Pathetic virgin,” Donna sneered. “Forever pussy-free.” Malik grinned. “My toy now, sissy. Get ready for more.” This is my life, Barbie thought, her hole dripping, her fate sealed.


Chapter Eight: Public Shame

Barbie’s heart raced as she followed Donna to the student union, the sun glaring across campus. She wore jeans and a hoodie to blend in, but her truth pulsed beneath: a pink cage locked her clit, lacy panties hugged her hips, and a thick plug stretched her hole, shifting with each step. Everyone’s staring, she thought, though most students barely noticed. Donna glanced back, smirking. “Don’t forget what you are, Barbie,” she said, loud enough for a passing freshman to glance over.

In the union, they sat at a corner table, the hum of chatter surrounding them. Barbie shifted, the plug pressing deeper, her caged clit twitching. Donna sipped her latte, her phone buzzing with Malik’s texts. She leaned in, her voice carrying, “Text Daddy and thank him for fucking your pussy last night.” Barbie froze, her face scarlet as nearby students turned. She hesitated, and Donna’s hand cracked across her cheek, the slap echoing. “Do it,” she hissed, smiling sweetly for the onlookers. They heard her, Barbie thought, typing, “Thank you, Daddy, for fucking my pussy,” her shame burning.

Leaving the union, they passed a group of girls on the grass. “Is this your boyfriend, Donna?” one teased. Donna’s voice rang out, “Boyfriend? This is Barbie—she’s only good for sucking Daddy’s cock.” The girls giggled, their stares cutting through Barbie. The whole campus will know soon, she thought, her caged clit leaking.

Malik appeared, striding across the quad, his grin predatory. Donna called out, “Barbie, say hi to Daddy!” Barbie whispered, “Hi, Daddy,” as passersby whispered. Malik laughed. “Good girl.” Donna added, “Plug’s still in, right, sissy?” Barbie nodded, a student nearby smirking. I’m their toy, and they want everyone to see.

Back in the dorm, Donna rounded on Barbie. “You hesitated out there, you pathetic slut,” she snapped, grabbing her chin. “You’re our fucktoy—act like it.” Barbie sank to her knees, trembling. Malik unzipped his jeans, his cock springing free. “Beg,” he growled. “Please, Daddy, let me suck your cock,” Barbie whimpered. “That shame out there turned me on.” I can’t lie to them, she thought, her heart sinking.

“Start with my balls,” Malik ordered. Barbie kissed and sucked, the musky taste overwhelming. “Eat my ass,” he said, and she buried her face between his cheeks, rimming him, the act degrading. I’m nothing but their slut, she thought, moaning. Malik fucked her mouth, cumming hard, and Barbie held the load, waiting for Donna’s nod. “Swallow,” Donna sneered. Barbie gulped, the salty taste sealing her submission. “Campus cum-slut,” Malik said, patting her cheek. I’m theirs, forever.


Chapter Nine: Collared and Owned

Barbie knelt, her skin softer from hormone treatments started days ago, her caged clit less responsive, a faint tingle replacing its usual throb. I’m changing, she thought, trembling. Donna sat on the bed, her confidence shaken after Malik’s dominance, her eyes flicking to Barbie with disdain and reluctant kinship.

Malik strode in, tossing a bag onto the bed: a double-ended dildo and two black leather dog collars, engraved with “Bitch.” “Put ‘em on,” he ordered. “You’re my white sluts, but Donna, you’re in charge of this sissy.” Donna hesitated, and Malik’s look silenced her. “You’re my bitch too—just above Barbie. Keep her in line, or I’ll break you both.”

Donna fastened her collar, then snapped Barbie’s on, yanking it. “You’re the bottom bitch,” she sneered. I’m marked as theirs, Barbie thought, the collar’s weight humiliating, her softening clit leaking. Malik tossed the dildo between them. “Practice, sluts. I’m throat-fucking you next week.” Barbie and Donna knelt face-to-face, gagging on the dildo, their collars clinking, Malik filming. “My matching fucktoys,” he said loudly, the open window carrying his voice to the quad. Students below whispered, “What’s that?” They’re talking about us, Barbie thought, tears streaming as she choked.

Malik slapped Donna’s cheek, then Barbie’s, the cracks echoing. “Faster, cum-sluts,” he barked, loud enough for the quad to hear. The public shame made Barbie’s body burn. Back inside, Malik unzipped, his cock springing free. “Line up.” He fucked Donna’s throat first, then Barbie’s, their gags loud, their lips brushing around his cock in a degrading kiss. We’re his toys, together, Barbie thought, her throat stretching. Malik came in Donna’s mouth, ordering her to share it with Barbie. Their tongues mingled, cum dripping, the taste intoxicating. “Disgusting whores,” Malik laughed, slapping Barbie. “Swallow, sissy.” Barbie obeyed, I live for this.

“Next week, Barbie, your hormones will make you girlier,” Malik said. “And you both—practice that dildo, or I’ll make you choke in public.” I’m becoming his perfect slut, Barbie thought, her collar tight, her submission complete. “Yes, Daddy,” they whispered, owned.


Chapter Ten: Owned and Streamed

One year later, campus hummed with a new school year, but Barbie and Donna lived for one truth: they were Malik’s collared white sluts, their lives molded by his dominance. Barbie was unrecognizable, her hormone-softened body feminine—curvy hips, a jiggly ass, perky A-cup tits straining her crop tops. Students whispered about the “cute new girl,” but her black collar, tagged “Property of Malik,” told the truth. Donna’s collar matched, her toned body still drawing eyes, but the tag marked her as Malik’s too. Both wore large plugs in their asses as they walked campus, the heavy silicone keeping them stretched for Daddy, each step a humiliating reminder. Barbie’s clit, limp from hormones, twitched uselessly in her panties, Forever pussy-free, she thought, accepting her beta fate.

The quad buzzed, students whispering as Barbie and Donna passed, their collars gleaming, outfits revealing—Barbie’s miniskirt barely hiding her plug, Donna’s dress low-cut. “That’s Malik’s girls,” a freshman muttered, the campus legend cemented by their live streams, raking in thousands for Malik. Viewers paid to watch them gag on his cock, their plugged asses spanked red, moaning “Thank you, Daddy” for the camera, collars shining.

Tonight, Malik summoned them to his dorm room, a spacious single notorious for parties. A laptop streamed live to thousands, a small crowd of Malik’s friends invited in-person, their phones ready. Barbie and Donna knelt, collars tight, plugs shifting, as Malik grinned at the camera. “Time to show the world my bitches,” he said, his voice booming. Everyone’s watching, Barbie thought, her softened body trembling with eager shame.

“Asses up,” Malik ordered. They climbed onto the bed, skirts hiked, plugs exposed to the crowd and the chat’s flood of comments: “Fuck those sluts!” Malik yanked Barbie’s plug out, her hole gaping. “Sissy’s pussy’s perfect,” he announced, slapping her ass. Barbie yelped, her tits bouncing, her limp clit leaking. He pulled Donna’s plug, spanking her red. “Still think you’re special, bitch?” he taunted.

Malik fucked Donna’s ass first, her cries loud, the camera capturing every thrust. “My anal whore,” he growled, the chat exploding. He switched to Barbie, pounding her, her curves shaking. “Pussy-free beta,” he said, making her sob, “Yes, Daddy!” I’m his forever, she thought, the crowd cheering. Malik alternated, their asses gaping, then he shot his load deep in Barbie’s ass, the hot cum flooding her. “Clean it,” he ordered. Barbie gagged on his cock, tasting her ass and his cum, I need this shame. Malik fed her cum from her hole, and she sucked, moaning. Donna sneered, “Pathetic slut,” but Malik slapped her. “You’re my whore too, making me cash.”

After the streaming session “Keep those plugs in, collars on,” Malik said, the stream peaking at thousands of viewers. “Next time, you’re throat-fucking dildos while I wreck your asses live.” Barbie and Donna nodded, “Yes, Daddy,” their collars gleaming, lives reduced to serving their Black Daddy, their humiliation streamed for the world.
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