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CHAPTER ONE
The Store

Tommy was a small and waifish boy, delicate in every way. At 18, he was shorter than most girls his age, he was fragile and weak. His androgynous beauty made strangers do a double take—soft, golden hair falling in waves around his smooth face, bright, wide blue eyes that always looked a bit nervous. From a distance, or from behind, it was impossible to tell he was a boy at all. His long, shapely legs were smoother than most girls, his hands and feet soft and small.

He had never worked hard, never been forced to grow up. His mommy had done everything for him. Cooking his meals, brushing his hair, making sure her sweet baby never had to struggle. She had shielded him from the world, and now, barely a week out on his own, Tommy felt lost. The world was too big, too harsh. Even now, he clung to his mother’s generosity—she had given him enough money to last for months, and had promised to send more whenever he needed it. She had always called him her sweet baby, her precious boy. And she always would.

But Mr. Jones? He saw something else.

He saw a weak little thing. A lost, soft boy. A trembling lamb that had just wandered into the lion’s den.

Mr. Jones had spent years hiding his true nature. Two decades in the Army had forced him to keep his cravings buried, his urges pushed down. He had seen so many weak white sissy boys, eager cuckolds, snow bunnies desperate for Black dominance—but he had been forced to ignore them, forced to keep his reputation clean. It had been necessary. And now, he could take what he wanted and he did.

And today, what he wanted had just walked into his store.

Tommy didn’t belong here.

The boy hesitated in the entrance, his small, delicate fingers fidgeting with the hem of his shirt. The store was dimly lit, the air heavy with the scent of leather and rubber, filled with things he had never seen before. His big blue eyes darted nervously from the display of oversized dildos to the wall of riding crops and restraints.

Mr. Jones almost smirked at the sight. The boy didn’t even know why he was here, did he? Poor little thing, so lost.

He stepped forward, towering over Tommy.

"I need to see your ID, boy."

Tommy startled, his delicate hands shaking as he fumbled for his wallet. His voice was barely above a whisper.

"Y-yes, sir..."

Mr. Jones' dark eyes gleamed as he took the ID from those slender, trembling fingers.

Yes.

This was going to be fun.


CHAPTER TWO
Getting Discovered

Tommy clutched his wallet tightly, feeling tiny and out of place as he stood under the dim lighting of the shop. The air smelled different here—leather, rubber, and something musky and masculine that made his stomach flutter.

The walls were lined with things he barely understood—black leather restraints, rows of paddles, shelves filled with towering silicone cocks in every size imaginable.

"This isn't like the stores Mommy took me to," Tommy thought nervously.

His soft pink lips parted slightly, his feminine little hands gripping the hem of his pastel shorts as he took a small, hesitant step forward.

Behind him, Sarge was watching.

The big man leaned against the counter, arms folded over his broad, muscled chest, dark eyes locked onto Tommy’s small, delicate frame.

"Go ahead and look around," Sarge said, voice deep and smooth. A command, not a suggestion. "I’ll be right here if you need anything."

Tommy nodded quickly, his throat dry, his little white sneakers barely making a sound as he shuffled forward into the aisles.

The deeper into the shop he went, the hotter his face felt.

His big blue eyes flickered nervously over the selection of black leather collars and silky pink blindfolds, the array of metal and plastic chastity cages that he knew—somewhere deep inside—were meant for boys like him.

He stared as he reached the wall of dildos.

Rows of them.

Thick, jet-black silicone cocks, lined up like trophies. Some long and veined, some massive, brutal in their size, some shaped like real cocks, others absurdly oversized, bigger than anything he could ever imagine anyone taking.

His tiny fingers twitched, his lips parting as he stared, wide-eyed, heart hammering in his chest.

He swallowed hard, thighs pressing together and his ass clenching.

"Ohhh…"

His breath came out soft, barely a whisper.

He tore his gaze away, forcing himself to keep moving, but his little legs felt weak, his body heating up in a way he didn’t understand.

Sarge watched his prey.

From behind the counter, Sarge’s grin widened.

He had seen plenty of weak little white boys wander into his shop over the years—some curious, some trying to act brave, but none of them like this one.

This one was special.

So soft. So delicate. So easy to break. His long thick black cock was hard in his pants.

The way Tommy stared at the dildos—his lips parting, his fingers twitching, his skinny little thighs pressing together—told Sarge everything he needed to know.

This boy was made for this.

Sarge shifted, adjusting his growing bulge in his jeans as he watched Tommy wander to the next section—the butt plugs.

Tommy hesitated again.

He lingered, fingers drifting up slightly like he wanted to touch one—a small, pink, jewel-tipped plug meant for a first-time sissy.

But he didn’t.

Too scared.

Too delicate.

Perfect.

Sarge let the moment stretch, savoring the way Tommy fidgeted, swallowed hard, and finally forced himself to move on.

He knew exactly what was going through the boy’s pretty little head.

So when Tommy finally turned toward the exit, his face flushed, his hands gripping the hem of his shorts like a nervous little girl, Sarge stepped forward, blocking his path.

"Didn’t see anything you like?"

Tommy stiffened, eyes darting up in panic, his pretty lips parting slightly.

"Uh… um… n-no, no! J-just looking around, you know…!"

Sarge’s dark eyes narrowed, his head tilting slightly as he took in Tommy’s blushing, trembling little body.

"Don’t lie to me, boy."

Tommy’s stared, looking like a little girl caught being bad.

"I saw you drooling over those dildos and butt plugs."


CHAPTER THREE
Cry Baby

Sarge’s eyes darkened, sharp and commanding as he took a slow, deliberate step forward. The store was empty, just the two of them, and the heavy silence made Tommy’s stomach twist.

"You know what I thought?" Sarge said, his voice low and firm, rumbling through the air like a warning.

Tommy swallowed hard. His delicate hands clenched into nervous fists at his sides, his long eyelashes fluttering as he stared up at Sarge—so tall, so strong, so much bigger than him.

"I thought you were a good boy," Sarge continued, stepping closer. "Respectful. But now you’re calling me a liar?"

Tommy’s lips parted slightly, but no words came out. His breath hitched, his chest rising and falling in quick, shallow little gasps as Sarge’s massive presence swallowed him whole.

"N-no, S-sir—"

Sarge didn’t let him finish.

"Then why are you shaking, boy?"

Tommy froze, his thighs pressing together instinctively, his tiny body trembling like a leaf. His feet and knees together, small soft hands fluttering. He didn’t look like a man at all.

"Look at me."

The command hit Tommy like a slap. His lower lip quivered, his eyes welling up before he even realized it.

"Look at me when I’m talking to you, boy."

Sarge’s large, dark hand reached out, curling firm fingers under Tommy’s delicate little chin, tilting his face up.

"Good boys don’t lie. Good boys don’t sneak around staring at dildos and then act shy about it. Good boys admit what they want. Are you a good boy, Tommy?"

Tommy’s chest tightened, his knees shaking as he bit down on his trembling lower lip, struggling to hold back the flood of emotion rising inside him.

"Y-yes, Sir—"

"Then tell me the truth." Sarge’s grip tightened just slightly, his thumb brushing over the soft skin of Tommy’s jaw. "Tell me what you were looking at."

Tommy’s whole body heated with shame, his face turning bright pink, his tiny fists clutching the hem of his pastel shorts like a scared little girl.

"I… I… I wasn’t—"

"Don’t lie to me again."

Sarge’s voice was sharper now, firmer, cutting through Tommy’s defenses like a knife.

That was it.

Tommy’s shoulders trembled, his eyes glistening, his chest heaving as a choked little sob escaped his throat.

"Ohhh… oh no… I-I didn’t mean—"

His hands flew up to his face, his long, delicate fingers curling against his flushed cheeks as the first tears slipped down.

Sarge let out a low chuckle, stepping back just slightly, arms folding across his broad chest.

"There it is."

Tommy gasped in little breaths, his body shuddering with soft little sobs, his tears streaking down his pale cheeks as he sniffled and whimpered, unable to stop himself.

"Such a sensitive little thing," Sarge murmured, his voice mocking but smooth, deep with satisfaction. "Didn’t take much to break you, huh?"

Tommy shook his head quickly, his lips trembling too much to even speak.

"You like crying for me, boy?"

The question made Tommy whimper, a fresh wave of tears slipping from his wide, glassy blue eyes.

Sarge grinned.

"Yeah. I think you do."


CHAPTER FOUR
The Confession

Sarge reached out and took Tommy’s soft, girlish face in his hand. His fingers pressed against the boy’s smooth skin, warm and delicate, like something made to be touched, handled, owned.

So fragile. So perfectly weak.

Tommy froze as Sarge’s rough thumb brushed along his trembling jawline. He had never felt this kind of powerful touch before—never had a man’s hand hold him like this.

"Tell me what you were looking at, boy."

Tommy’s big blue eyes darted down, ashamed. His lip trembled, his tiny fingers twisting the hem of his pastel shorts like a nervous schoolgirl.

"I… I wanted one…" he whispered. "I was just… wondering what it would feel like…"

Sarge chuckled, his grip tightening just slightly, holding Tommy in place.

"And what do you think it would feel like, boy?"

Tommy whimpered, another sob catching in his throat. His body felt hot all over.

"I… I thought it might feel good, Sir…"

The moment the words left his mouth, his lower lip quivered violently, the weight of his confession making his pretty blue eyes spill over. A fresh wave of tears ran down his soft, blushing cheeks.

Sarge’s dark eyes gleamed with amusement.

"I bet your little pink clitty was twitching just thinking about taking one, huh?"

Tommy’s whole body shuddered.

His breath came in tiny gasps, his tiny hands clasping together, his knees knocking like a delicate little girl on the verge of collapse.

"Oh my god… uh—uh—uhhh…"

He was overwhelmed—his sensitive, pampered body wasn’t built for this. His mind swam, vision blurring, as his chest heaved like he might faint.

Sarge smirked. He knew this kind of boy. The sensitive ones, the delicate ones—they always fell the hardest.

"Say it, boy." His deep voice was a slow, commanding growl.

Tommy’s teary blue eyes locked onto Sarge’s. His knees wobbled, his little pink lips parting in a broken whisper.

"Y-yes… yes, it was hard…"

Sarge’s grip tightened slightly, just for a second, before he finally let go.

"Good boy," he murmured, his voice dark and satisfied. "Now we’re getting somewhere."

Tommy stood there, shaking, his hands still clasped together in front of him, his knees pressed tight, little feet together like a nervous schoolgirl waiting to be dismissed.

Sarge softened his tone, just slightly. Just enough to make Tommy feel safe.

A sweet little lie.

"Hey, you know what? You sure are cute."

Tommy’s face flushed instantly, his wet blue eyes blinking in surprise.

"R-really…?"

Sarge smirked, letting his eyes slowly drag over Tommy’s tiny frame.

"Oh yeah. And this outfit? Looks really nice on you. Perfect for a sweet little thing like you."

Tommy’s stomach fluttered. He shifted on his feet, biting his lip, unsure how to respond.

Sarge let the moment hang before he leaned in, voice low and smooth.

"If you’re ready to be honest with me… if you want to be a real good boy… Why don’t you come over to my place tonight? We can get to know each other. You know—chat and stuff."

Tommy gasped softly. His hands twitched, his stomach doing backflips.

"G-g-go over to your p-place…?"

Sarge nodded, smiling just enough to keep Tommy at ease.

"Yeah. We’ll have a nice dinner. Just talking, getting comfortable. That sound good, boy?"

Tommy couldn’t think. He had never felt this way before.

Before he could even process what was happening, Sarge’s big, dark hand was outstretched.

"Give me your phone."

It wasn’t a request.

Tommy’s tiny hands shook as he reached into his pocket, pulling out his pink-cased phone and placing it in Sarge’s palm.

Sarge entered his address and phone number, his thick fingers dwarfing the delicate little device. He handed it back.

"There you go. Be at my place at seven. I’ll make you a yummy dinner."

Tommy clutched his phone, staring at the screen in disbelief.

This was real.

This was happening.

Sarge knew boys like Tommy sometimes needed a little extra push.

"Say it, boy. Say you’ll be there."

Tommy swallowed hard, his chest rising and falling in shallow little breaths.

"I… I’ll be there, Sir…"

The words felt final. Like something inside him had changed forever.

Sarge grinned.

"Good. Don’t let me down, boy. You need to do what you say."

Tommy nodded quickly, still dazed.

"Now run along… and don’t be late."


CHAPTER FIVE
Arrival

Tommy fussed over his outfit, changing his mind three times before settling on the one he knew was best—tight pink shorts that hugged his hips just right, the hem riding high enough that the soft curve of his ass cheeks peeked out just a little. Beneath them was the one pair of pink bikini briefs that made him feel sexy.

He told himself it was just because it was hot outside.

Just like he told himself it was normal to blow-dry his long blonde hair, brushing it until it shined.

Just like he told himself the shimmering lip gloss wasn’t anything special—just for chapped lips.

His belly was tight, full of butterflies, his hands shaky as he took one last look in the mirror.

"It’s just dinner. Just talking."

He knew it wasn’t.

But he walked out the door anyway.

Sarge was already home.

He had taken his time, changing into a pair of loose workout shorts, no underwear, and a tank top that showed off his powerful arms. He poured himself a glass of whiskey, stretching out on the couch, scrolling through the channels.

Relaxed. In control.

He knew the boy would come.

When Tommy knocked, Sarge didn’t answer.

Not right away.

Good bitches waited.

No reason not to start the lessons now.

Tommy stood fidgeting on the porch, shifting his weight, his tiny hands clasped in front of him, rocking back and forth. Every time someone walked by, he felt exposed—like they knew why he was here.

Did they?

God. His stomach was in knots, his little chest rising and falling in quick, shallow breaths.

"Why am I here?"

His body already knew the answer. His little white cockette was hard in his tight pink shorts.

Three minutes passed before the door finally swung open.

Sarge leaned against the frame, bigger than Tommy remembered, even more imposing up close.

His dark eyes swept over the boy, taking in the tiny pink shorts, the nervous little blush, the glossy lips.

Tommy’s knees felt weak.

Sarge smirked.

"Come on in, boy. You look real nice."


CHAPTER SIX
Whiskey and a Porno

"Have a seat," Sarge said, motioning toward the couch. His voice was smooth, casual—but firm. 

Tommy hesitated only for a second before sitting down with his legs pressed together. 

"You want a drink?" Sarge asked, already refilling his whiskey—and pouring one for Tommy. 

Tommy hesitated, glancing at the glass as Sarge handed it to him. 

"Drink up, boy. Don’t be disrespectful." 

The way he said it—so steady, so sure—made Tommy want to do as he was told. 

He took a cautious sip, the warmth burning down his throat, making his stomach warm. 

Sarge leaned back, letting the boy get comfortable as he asked, "So, where are you from, boy? Tell me about yourself." 

Tommy fidgeted slightly, twirling the glass in his hands, before nervously rambling about his life—his Mommy, his sheltered childhood, how he never had a Dad. 

By the timeTommy finished his drink, his cheeks were flushed, feeling more relaxed, his body warm all over. 

Sarge refilled the glasses. 

This time, Tommy didn’t hesitate. 

Sarge took a seat beside him on the couch, the heat of his body overwhelming in the small space between them. 

With a press of the remote, the TV flickered on. The screen filled with a delicate white trans girl being taken by a strong, dominant Black man. 

Tommy froze. 

Sarge draped an arm around Tommy’s slim shoulders, pulling him in just slightly. His free hand rested casually on his thigh, fingers tracing slow, idle circles. 

"Hot, isn’t it?" 

Tommy’s breath caught in his throat. His fingers tightened around his drink. 

"I… I thought we were gonna have dinner… something yummy…" 

Sarge chuckled, a deep, amused rumble. 

"Doll, I do have something yummy for you. Just relax." 

He let the words sink in as Tommy’s eyes flickered back to the screen. 

"Look at her," Sarge murmured, nodding toward the moaning trans girl on the screen. "She’s loving it. I bet your little pink clitty is getting hard too?" 

Tommy whimpered, squirming slightly, but his body betrayed him. 

Sarge smirked. 

"Go ahead and rub it, boy. It’s okay. I know you want to." 

Tommy’s small fingers trembled as he hesitated, eyes locked on the screen. 

Sarge reached down, stroking his thick black cock through his shorts, watching Tommy’s reaction. 

Slowly, he pulled it out—heavy, dark, and throbbing. 

Tommy stared. 

Sarge chuckled. 

"Looks yummy, doesn’t it?" 

Tommy’s little pink cock twitched in his shorts. 

Sarge saw it. 

"Go on, doll. Don’t be shy." 

Tommy’s hand moved slowly, hesitantly, pulling down his shorts, his tiny white dick already hard. 

Sarge smirked, watching him, pleased with how compliant the boy was. 

He reached for Tommy’s glass, tilting it toward him. 

"Finish your drink." 

Tommy gulped it down without thinking. 

"Now keep watching the screen," Sarge said, his voice low, commanding. 

The scene played on, the girl on screen moaning as she was fucked hard. The big black cock sliding in and out of her tight boi pussy.

"What a good little white trans girl," Sarge murmured. "Look at her. Letting herself be used. And she loves it." 

Tommy’s soft lips parted in a moan, his small body shivering, overwhelmed. 

Sarge leaned in, his strong fingers sliding down over Tommy’s chest, brushing over a soft, pink nipple, squeezing it lightly. 

"Go ahead and say it, boy." 

Tommy’s breath came out shaky, his tiny cock twitching in his soft hand. 

"I… I wanna be just like her…" 

Sarge grinned. 

"Good girl."


CHAPTER SEVEN
First Taste

Sarge pushed Tommy down to his knees. “Go ahead and do what you know you need to do,” he said, guiding Tommy’s mouth toward his black cock. A drop of precum glistened at the tip.

“Taste it—lick it up.” Tommy’s tongue darted out, and he did as instructed, swallowing it while gazing up at Sarge for approval. So needy to be praised, Sarge thought, looking into Tommy’s big, wet, blue eyes.

“Good boy,” Sarge murmured, then pushed his hard black cock into Tommy’s mouth. “Now suck it. Suck it like you need to—like you want to.”

He let Tommy take the lead at first, doing it the way Tommy thought it should be done. Sarge figured he’d make it easy tonight, but after this, it would be on his terms.

“Keep eye contact, boy, and suck my cock.”

Tommy’s own cock twitched in response. Drool dribbled from the corners of his mouth as he worked Sarge’s length. Once satisfied with Tommy’s effort, Sarge effortlessly picked him up and carried him to the bedroom. Tommy wrapped his arms around Sarge’s broad shoulders, leaning into him.

When they reached the bed, Sarge placed Tommy down and began sucking on his small, pink nipples. A jolt of pleasure shot through Tommy, as if an electric wire connected his nipples to his little pink dick. Meanwhile, Sarge lubed his thick black cock and the fingers of his right hand.

“Since this is your first time, I have something for you,” Sarge said, holding a yellow bottle of poppers under Tommy’s nose. “It’s okay. Trust me. Take a deep whiff.”

Tommy, already drunk and compliant, inhaled, feeling a heady rush almost instantly. Sarge started fingering him—one finger, then two, then three—slowly stretching him out until Tommy moaned like a needy bitch. After a few minutes of this, Sarge replaced his fingers with his cock, pressing just the head inside.

“Sniff some more, boy,” he instructed, and Tommy eagerly complied. Sarge watched him closely, thinking how naturally submissive—and so damn cute—Tommy was. As the poppers’ effects took hold, Sarge began to stroke his big, thick cock in and out, slow and steady, letting Tommy feel every inch.

He poured lube on Tommy’s smaller cock and said, “Stroke it, boy. I want you to cum while I fuck you.”

Sarge maintained his long, deep thrusts, filling Tommy in a way he’d never experienced before. When Tommy climaxed, his whole body convulsed, and cum splattered across his flat belly. He whimpered as Sarge increased his pace, finally pumping his own cum deep inside Tommy. Then Sarge scooped the cum from Tommy’s stomach and fed it to him. Tommy licked it up hungrily, sucking Sarge’s big black fingers clean, such a natural cum slut, Sarge thought. He laughed seeing Tommy’s face turn red as he licked up the last of the cum.

“Good boy,” Sarge said softly, pleased with his new toy—and already anticipating how he would train him next.



CHAPTER EIGHT
Bred and Owned 

Sarge stood by the bed, looking down at Tommy with a smug grin. “Now you’re my bitch,” he said.

Tommy’s wide eyes filled with confusion and hurt. “Wh-Wh-What’s that mean?”

Sarge’s grin curled into a sneer. “I just fucked you and pumped my cum deep inside you. So you’re not a man—must be a bitch. No man lets another man fuck him.”

Tommy’s lower lip trembled, and he began to sob. Sarge watched the tears roll down his cheeks. Like the little bitch he is, he thought, even as he reached out and placed a large, calloused hand on Tommy’s head, stroking his soft blond hair.

“It’s okay, baby,” Sarge said, affecting a calm, almost gentle tone. “Some of us are alphas, some are betas. You just found out which one you are.” He paused, letting his words sink in. “You’re a sweet boy—cute too. Every Black man in this town is gonna be wanting you.”

Tommy’s teary eyes flickered with a spark of hope. “Really?” he asked, voice trembling but laced with sudden eagerness. Craves attention, Sarge noted with a smirk.

“Really,” Sarge confirmed with a nod. “You’re gonna be popular.”

After a few moments, Tommy’s sobs subsided into sniffles. Sarge stood up, pulled on his shorts and T-shirt, and glanced at Tommy in the messy sheets. “Alright, you better head home.”

“But…but I thought we were gonna hang out,” Tommy said, sitting up on the bed. He looked so small compared to the muscular man standing over him.

“Look, kid, it was fun,” Sarge said, matter-of-factly. “But this was a hookup. Time for you to go.”

The hurt in Tommy’s face returned, and tears began to well up in his blue eyes again. “B-But I really like you… I’m lonely here in town. I don’t know anyone.”

His voice cracked, and he started to bawl in earnest—shoulders heaving, tears streaming down. Sarge almost rolled his eyes, but a sly smile tugged at his lips. This kid is so damned sensitive. Underneath the tough exterior, Sarge was intrigued by just how needy Tommy was. Perfect raw material, he mused, and ripe for training.

“Alright, alright,” he said after a moment, softening his stance. “You can stay—but only my bitches get to spend the night.” Slowly, he tugged his shorts back down, letting his thick cock spring free once more. “Now get on your knees and show me what you’re worth.”

Tommy scrambled off the bed without hesitation, his eagerness painfully obvious. An hour ago, he’d been a virgin. Now, he was back on his knees, eyes shining with devotion. He opened his mouth, took Sarge’s cock in, and started sucking with a sloppy enthusiasm that made saliva run down his chin. The musky taste of his own ass was on Sarge’s hard cock, but Tommy didn’t flinch, his eyes rolled up in submissive pleasure.

Sarge chuckled, watching him. “How’s your ass taste, slut?” he growled, stroking Tommy’s cheek with possessive pride.

“Mmm…” Tommy mumbled around the girth in his mouth. He pulled back just enough to whisper, “It tastes yummy, Daddy.”

The slip of the tongue made Sarge raise an eyebrow. “Daddy, huh?” he repeated. “That’s right… from now on, you call me ‘Daddy,’ bitch.” He ran a hand over Tommy’s head, gripping his blond hair and tugging lightly. “Tomorrow morning, we’re gonna talk about your future.”

Tommy moaned in response, taking Sarge deeper, his own little cock beginning to stiffen again. Each lewd slurp sounded like Tommy was loving worshipping Sarge’s cock. He was intoxicated by the attention—and by the promise of belonging.

Sarge let him continue for another minute before pushing him away. “Alright, that’s enough, bitch,” he said, tapping Tommy’s chin with two fingers. “Don’t worry—you’re gonna be getting all the Black cock you can handle soon.”

Tommy looked up with adoration shining in his tear-streaked eyes. A string of saliva still connected his lips to the tip of Sarge’s cock, and he waited, trembling with desire for the next command.

“Now thank your Daddy for letting you suck his cock,” Sarge ordered, voice low and firm.

Tommy leaned in, letting his tongue swirl briefly around the head before he met Sarge’s gaze. “Thank you, Daddy, for letting me suck your yummy black cock,” he said, gasping as he spoke.

With a faint smile, Sarge ran his hand over Tommy’s hair again. “Good girl,” he purred. “Now go clean up. Then get your ass in bed.”

Tommy nodded quickly, scrambling off toward the bathroom, eager to obey. Sarge watched him go, cock still half-hard, mind churning with plans for how to mold his newest toy. He’s going to learn exactly how to serve—and beg for more—under the BNWO.

Sarge took a moment to relish the image of Tommy’s smooth backside disappearing through the doorway, then stretched out on the bed, arms folded behind his head. His work here was just beginning, but he already felt confident about what came next. This sweet little bitch is gonna be mine.


The next morning, when Tommy woke up, he felt his new Daddy pressed tightly against his ass. Tommy’s body was already craving more—needy, desperate to be filled. He began to grind back against the big Black cock that was quickly growing harder as it rubbed against his small white ass. His boi pussy was still slick with the lube left over from the night before. 

Sarge reached down, grabbed Tommy’s hips, and pulled him up on all fours, then shoved his head down so he was face-down, ass-up. With one hand, Sarge grabbed a bottle of lube and squirted it over his now rock-hard cock. Without hesitation, he drove his length into Tommy’s ass in a single, forceful stroke. He intended to give this little white bitch exactly what he wanted. Sarge began thrusting deep and fast, each stroke driving his glistening cock in and out, practically wrecking Tommy’s tight hole.

“Thank me for fucking you, baby boy. Say it,” Sarge growled.

Tommy moaned and grunted at every thrust, his voice strained with the intensity. “Thank you, Daddy,” he managed between ragged breaths.

It wasn’t long before Sarge was pumping another load deep into Tommy’s ass. He gave a final series of hard thrusts, easily overpowering the small sissy—Sarge was easily twice Tommy’s size and much stronger. Finished, Sarge pulled out, his cock slick with lube and cum, leaving Tommy’s hole gaping.

“You know what to do now, so do it,” he ordered.

Tommy turned around and took that large Black cock into his mouth, slurping and sucking it clean, tasting the mix of lube, cum, and his dirty ass. “Thank you for fucking me, Daddy,” he mumbled, cheeks pink from excitement and humiliation.

Sarge gripped Tommy by the wrist and hauled him off the bed, dragging him into the bathroom. “Kneel,” he commanded, testing just how obedient and eager this little white boy really was.

He seized a fistful of Tommy’s blond hair, shoving his head down until his face was on the toilet bowl edge, a test of how far he was willing to go.

Tommy looked up with big, needy eyes, like a puppy waiting for its next command. Sarge studied him for a moment, relishing the power he held over the trembling young man.

The first stream hit Tommy’s lips, warm and bitter as Sarge pissed into his open mouth. He didn’t flinch, just swallowed fast, eager to prove himself.

“Yeah, that’s right,” Sarge muttered, watching. “Drink every last drop, boy.”

Tommy did. He gulped it straight down, his small body trembling from the humiliation.

Finally, Sarge let go of Tommy’s hair and straightened up, shaking off the last few drops onto Tommy’s face and hair.

“Get in the shower. Clean yourself up,” he ordered, voice deep and commanding. “Then we’re gonna talk about your future.”

Tommy scrambled to his feet, eager to obey, buzzing with the thrill of being owned—and desperate to prove himself worthy of his new Daddy’s attention.


After showering and drying off Tommy knelt on the living room floor, his eyes flicking upward to the imposing figure that towered over him. Sarge—tall, broad, and exuding raw confidence—leaned back against the arm of the couch, arms folded across his massive chest. He dominated the small space, his gaze boring into Tommy. 

“Come here,” Sarge commanded, voice low but firm.

Tommy shuffled closer until he knelt between Sarge’s spread knees. Even though a soft morning light filtered through the window, illuminating Tommy’s slight features and messy blond hair, the tension in the air felt thick—heavy with the prospect of what was to come.

“Sit.” Sarge pointed to the couch cushion beside him, and Tommy did without question.

Sarge let the silence hang for a moment, letting the boy squirm. Finally, he spoke, his deep baritone echoing with authority. “Last night was only the beginning. You belong to me now, boy. Understand?”

Tommy nodded, heart pounding in his chest, cheeks flushing pink. “Y-yes, Daddy,” he managed, voice quiet.

“That’s right,” Sarge said, leaning in. “And from now on, I’m going to mold you into exactly what I want—a sweet, obedient little sissy. You were never meant to be a man. That’s clear as day. You need a real man to make your decisions for you… to take care of you… to own you.”

Tommy swallowed, his throat tight with a mix of fear and excitement. He felt exposed, but also safe under Sarge’s unwavering gaze. He wants me… he’s going to teach me. The idea of it made his pulse flutter.

“You’re going to take hormones,” Sarge continued, his tone matter-of-fact. “We’ll feminize that body of yours. You’ll grow tits, keep yourself smooth, and stay in chastity unless I say otherwise. I pick out your clothes, your makeup—everything. As for your name…” Sarge smirked. “We’ll find something cute and girly enough to suit you. I’ve got a few ideas.”

Tommy felt a shiver run through him. Part of him trembled with apprehension at the magnitude of these changes—but he couldn’t deny the thrill coursing through his veins. I need this… I need him.

“I’ll handle the paperwork,” Sarge said. “Make sure you depend on me for finances, shelter—everything. You won’t have a single decision to make on your own. And if you ever try to back out, you won’t get far.”

Before Tommy could muster a reply, Sarge’s large hand shot out and lightly slapped his cheek, just enough to sting. Tommy gasped, eyes watering, but he didn’t resist. Another quick slap followed, sharper this time, and Tommy’s breath caught in his throat.

“You’ll learn to thank me for every bit of discipline,” Sarge murmured. Then he grasped Tommy’s wrist and tugged him over his lap. With swift, practiced moves, he tugged down the flimsy shorts Tommy wore, baring his pale ass cheeks.

“Count each one,” Sarge ordered, lifting his palm high.

Tommy’s voice trembled. “Yes, Daddy…”

The first smack landed, jarring enough to make him yelp softly. “One… Thank you, Daddy.”

Again. “Two… Thank you, Daddy.”

Sarge delivered a measured series of spanks—just enough to leave Tommy’s ass warm and red. Once finished, he pulled the trembling boy upright, tipping his chin up to meet his gaze.

“Good,” Sarge praised. “That’s the kind of obedience I expect. Don’t worry—I’ll teach you everything you need to know about serving me. About being what you truly are.”

Tommy’s eyes shone with unshed tears, but he nodded, heart pounding with a confusing blend of anxiety and exhilaration.

“Starting today, your entire life revolves around me,” Sarge growled. “And you’re going to learn to love every second of it.”

With that, Sarge leaned back, studying Tommy as though evaluating a newly purchased pet. Tommy’s body hummed, raw and vulnerable. Somewhere deep down, he sensed that this was the moment he’d been waiting for—someone to take control, to guide him, to own him. And he couldn’t wait to see how far Sarge would take it.


CHAPTER NINE
Put to Work

Morning light filtered through the dusty front windows of Sarge’s adult novelty store—a nondescript shop on the edge of town that served as a discreet oasis for the city’s kinksters. The neon sign in the window flickered to life, announcing it was open for business. Inside, the shelves were lined with an impressive array of dildos, vibrators, floggers, and butt plugs, all ranging from petite to intimidatingly large.

Tommy—his ass still feeling sore from the night before—stood behind the counter, cheeks perpetually flushed. He wore a tight tank top that clung to his narrow chest and left very little to the imagination. Beneath that, a skimpy pair of shorts did nothing to hide the bulge from  the base of the plug Sarge kept buried in his “boi pussy.” Every step made Tommy acutely aware of its presence, reminding him that he was owned, body and soul.

Sarge, towered over Tommy’s shoulder. “You remember what I said,” he growled, leaning in just enough for Tommy to feel his breath against the back of his neck. “You greet every customer with a smile. And if they ask who you are, you tell them you’re my little white bitch. Understood?”

Tommy’s face burned as he nodded, heart pounding. “Y-Yes, Daddy,” he whispered. Despite the wave of humiliation rolling through him, his “clitty” gave a twitch, making him feel even more humiliated.

Throughout the day, the shop door chimed as customers entered and exited—some curious first-timers, others regulars who gave knowing looks at Tommy’s predicament. Sarge made a point of introducing Tommy whenever possible.

“This is my newest sissy-in-training,” he would say, gripping Tommy’s shoulder possessively. “He’s got a butt plug in right now—can hardly walk straight.” Then he’d laugh, enjoying the way Tommy squirmed under the attention.

That constant blend of embarrassment and arousal kept Tommy on edge. Each time a customer asked him a question about a particular dildo or butt plug, his face went beet red. Yet, he dutifully answered, demonstrating sizes and materials with shaky hands. All the while, the fullness inside him served as a persistent reminder of his status as Sarge’s property.

Finally, the store sign flipped to “Closed.” The last stragglers left, and Sarge locked the door behind them. He turned to see Tommy standing by a display of particularly large toys, one hand unconsciously rubbing the base of his butt plug.

Sarge smirked. “Ready to take inventory, sissy? We’ve got to test some of these… see if they’re good enough for you.”

Tommy’s stomach fluttered. “Y-Yes, Daddy,” he said, voice barely above a whisper.

Sarge grabbed a bottle of lube from behind the counter, then reached for a container of poppers from a drawer beneath the register. With a commanding gesture, he motioned Tommy to the back room—a small storage area lit by a single overhead bulb.

The second the door clicked shut, Sarge was on him. He turned Tommy around, pressed him against a sturdy metal shelf, and tugged down the shorts that barely covered Tommy’s ass. The plug in Tommy’s hole made a lewd pop as Sarge pulled it free.

Tommy gasped, his hole clenching at the sudden emptiness. He clung to the shelf, already trembling, knowing what came next.

Sarge set out two big dildos on a worktable. They were both thicker than Sarge's big cock, one almost twice as wide. He coated the first one in a thick coat of lube, then held it up to Tommy’s face. “Look at it,” he ordered. “This is your future. I’m stretching that pretty hole until you can take anything I decide to give you.”

Tommy’s cheeks burned. He nodded obediently, eyes darting between the toy and Sarge’s intense gaze.

Sarge popped open the small bottle, waving it under Tommy’s nose. “Breathe,” he commanded. “Relax.”

Tommy inhaled, heart hammering. The rush hit him quickly, leaving his body even more sensitive, each nerve alive with anticipation. The first press of the lubed toy against his hole made him shudder and moan, he was craving it already, a natural born anal slut.

“Keep breathing,” Sarge growled. “Stay loose… or else.” He eased the toy inside, stretching Tommy’s hole beyond what it was used to. With each inch, Tommy’s moaned. The sensation was almost too much but Tommy wanted it.

It wasn’t long before Sarge switched to the larger one, pushing Tommy’s limits further. He worked it slowly, methodically, ensuring the boy felt every thick ridge. By the time the dildo was all the way in, Tommy’s legs trembled so violently he could barely stand.

Sarge worked it in and out, then paused. “You want to keep going, sissy? Or have you had enough?”

Tommy’s mind swam with dizzying arousal, yet he still managed a needy, breathless plea. “P-please… more… Daddy.”

A satisfied chuckle escaped Sarge’s lips as he pushed again, deep and fast. “That’s what I thought. You were born for this.”

The final strokes of the big dildo made Tommy cry out, face contorted in pleasure. His body hummed with raw, electric energy.

When Sarge finally pulled the toy free, Tommy’s legs gave way, and he slumped forward against the shelf. His chest heaved with shallow, ragged breaths. Sarge stood behind him, admiring his handiwork, the slick toy gleaming in his hand.

“You did good,” Sarge said gruffly, a hand coming up to stroke Tommy’s sweaty blond hair. “I’m proud of you.”

Those simple words of approval made Tommy’s eyes well with tears. He turned his head to look up at Sarge, body still buzzing. “Thank you, Daddy.”

“Don’t thank me yet, boy.” Sarge’s tone softened just a fraction. “This is only day one on the job. You’ll be doing this every night until you can take anything I decide to shove in that sweet little hole.”

Tommy nodded, swallowing hard, determined to please.

Sarge tucked the bottle of lube into Tommy’s hand. “Now, go clean yourself up. And then we’ll see about getting you home for a proper bedtime. Got a big day tomorrow—lots of new inventory to test.”

Tommy wobbled but managed to straighten, giving Sarge a shaky smile. Deep inside, he felt the warm certainty that this was where he was meant to be—plugged, humiliated, and completely owned by the one man who knew exactly how to mold him.


CHAPTER TEN
One Year Later

A little bell chimed as Angel entered the back room of Sarge’s adult novelty store. She moved with small steps, her hips swaying in the short mini skirt that barely covered her small but rounded ass. The outfit—a pastel-pink blouse with frilly sleeves, ruffled bobby socks, and sheer pink panties under her skirt—highlighted just how petite she’d become under Daddy’s strict routines.

Sarge looked up from his inventory list, his gaze flicking over his pretty sissy’s attire with unmistakable pride. A year of intense training had whittled Angel down to a waifish figure, her new curves subtly accentuated by carefully managed hormones. Little breasts pressed against her blouse, and a nano chastity cage remained locked snugly in place around her tiny pink clitty—ensuring she stayed perpetually needy.

“C’mere, Angel,” Sarge said, voice deep. He set down his clipboard and beckoned her closer.

Angel obeyed without hesitation, stepping forward and clasping her hands in front of her. The sight of her towering Daddy in that black T-shirt, broad arms crossed over his chest, never failed to send a thrill through her. Even after a year, she still felt that rush of submission every time their eyes met.

“Morning, Daddy,” she said, her voice breathy and high. Hormones hadn’t entirely changed her vocal cords, but enough that she sounded softer, more feminine—just how Sarge liked.

He reached out and ran a thumb across her pouty lips. “How’s my girl?” he asked. “Hungry?”

Angel knew better than to assume he meant food. “Yes, Daddy,” she whispered. Her body responded instinctively; her mouth watered, and her “boi pussy” clenched at the prospect of pleasing him—or any Black man Sarge deemed worthy of her services. Over the past year, Sarge’s friends had visited often, each taking a turn with Angel, each leaving her trembling with a mix of embarrassment and craving. She was well-known among them now as Sarge’s “little white bitch.”

Sarge clicked his tongue, motioning for Angel to follow him. “I’ve got new stock in the front. You’ll greet our customers looking like the perfect doll you are. And if they want a demonstration or want to see how something fits…” He trailed off meaningfully, letting her fill in the blank.

Angel’s cheeks burned in anticipation, remembering the countless times she’d modeled lingerie or tested a new “toy” in one of the private booths while customers watched. Public humiliation had become as natural to her as breathing.

They walked through the store aisles, lined with dildos of every size and shape. Once upon a time, Angel would have blushed just seeing the smaller ones. Now, she knew she could handle even the largest, thanks to her daily stretching sessions with Sarge. His training had been relentless—and thorough.

Stopping near a new display of extra-thick silicone toys, Sarge placed a firm hand at the small of Angel’s back, pulling her close. “Remember when you first came here?” he murmured. “You couldn’t take half of these.”

Angel swallowed, recalling the early days when even the medium-sized plugs left her whimpering. Now, that sweet ache was her constant companion—and an instant reminder of whom she belonged to. “Yes, Daddy,” she said softly, a hint of pride creeping into her voice despite the humiliation.

Sarge chuckled, the low rumble echoing through the store. “Look at you now,” he said. “My perfect little Angel, always wet, always ready. And you look so damn cute doing it.”

Before she could respond, the shop’s front door opened, and a pair of regulars strolled in. Angel recognized them immediately as two of Sarge’s longtime friends. The men both gave her knowing looks. She curtsied—an automatic gesture Sarge had drilled into her whenever customers arrived.

“Morning,” one of them said, eyes roaming over Angel’s skimpy outfit. “I see you’ve kept this pretty thing on a tight leash.”

Sarge grinned. “Tighter than you know. She’s all yours to admire. Need a demonstration, let us know.”

The two men laughed, turning to look over the new inventory. Angel, hands clasped meekly in front of her skirt, could feel a fresh flush spreading across her cheeks. Public humiliation had become a way of life, but it still sent her pulse racing every time someone eyed her like a piece of property. The contradictory blend of shame and arousal coursed through her, and she bit down on her lower lip.

Sarge gave her a light smack on the backside—nothing too harsh, just enough to remind her who owned her. “Now, be a good girl and offer them any help they need,” he instructed.

“Yes, Daddy,” Angel answered, voice trembling.

Later, when the neon “OPEN” sign was turned off, Sarge locked the door and guided Angel into the back office—where a vast collection of personal “training” toys sat neatly organized. They ranged from modest to downright enormous, trophies of Angel’s progress over the past year.

Sarge patted the small desk. “Up,” he ordered.

Angel hopped onto it, leaning back on her elbows. Her heart fluttered with a familiar sense of anticipation. She knew precisely what came next. Sarge grabbed a large bottle of lube and set it within arm’s reach, then offered Angel the small amber bottle of poppers—an indulgence used when he wanted her to take something especially big.

Angel breathed in, the rush making her thighs quiver. Sarge slid up her skirt, revealing the pink panties stretched over the petite cage that held her clitty in place. With practiced ease, he tugged them aside, exposing her smooth, well-trained hole. Sliding out the plug, her hole stayed open, ready for more.

“Look at how far you’ve come,” Sarge said, admiration tinging his rough voice. “A year of this, and you can handle just about anything.”

Angel’s breath caught as he selected a large, newly arrived toy—long, thick, and ribbed. He coated it liberally with lube and positioned it at her entrance. Angel swallowed hard, part nerves, part excitement, part absolute submission.

When the first inch went in, she whimpered, body clenching, but she let the toy slide deeper. Sarge’s hand rested on her thigh, providing both a reassuring touch and a firm reminder to relax and submit.

“That’s it, Angel,” he crooned, voice softer than usual. “Daddy’s proud of you.”

That simple approval made the pain melt into pleasure. Angel moaned, pushing her hips forward, letting the toy go deeper as her body remembered all those training sessions. The mixture of shame and longing in her eyes only fueled Sarge’s grin. Yes, she thought, this is where I belong—small, girly, and utterly owned.

When the session ended, Angel lay across the desk, panting, her eyes glazed with satisfaction. Sarge stood over her, expression triumphant, one hand stroking her blond hair. “You’ve really grown into your role,” he said, a note of pride resonating in his words. “This store, these toys, me and my friends… you were meant for this.”

Angel’s heart fluttered, tears threatening to spill—not from sadness, but from an overwhelming sense of having finally found her place. I was never meant to stand on my own, she realized, I was meant to be Daddy’s perfect little Angel.

Sarge pulled her to a sitting position, keeping one powerful arm around her waist. “Now,” he said, adjusting her rumpled blouse and smoothing out her skirt, “tomorrow we open again. You’ll greet every customer like the sweet sissy you are. And if they ask, you’ll tell them you’re mine—and proud of it.”

Angel sniffled, nodding fervently. “Yes, Daddy. I will.”

He lifted her chin and pressed a possessive kiss to her lips. “Good. Now, let’s get you dressed for home. Don’t forget, my friends might be stopping by tonight for another little visit.”

A slow, shy smile spread across Angel’s face—already tinged pink at the thought of more eyes on her helpless form. “Yes, Daddy,” she whispered, voice brimming with anticipation.

With that, the two of them gathered the toys, tidied up, and headed out—Angel’s world orbiting around Sarge, wholly dependent on the man who had molded her into exactly what she needed to be.
And deep inside, she reveled in every second of it.


CHAPTER ELEVEN
Public Devotion

A breeze drifted along the city sidewalk as Sarge led Angel—his petite, feminized sissy—on a short leash. It was mid-afternoon, and the sun lit the pavement in a golden wash, catching the light sheen of sweat on Angel’s cheeks. She wore a tiny pastel skirt that did nothing to hide the bulge of the fist-sized plug lodged deep in her “boi pussy.” Her lace-trimmed panties couldn't conceal the broad base of the plug, and she felt every curious glance from bystanders as they passed. Humiliating, but oh so thrilling.

Sarge stopped beside a small gathering of Black men who had set up a table for a BNWO meeting—handing out pamphlets, engaging with anyone who paused to listen. Several recognized Sarge on sight and greeted him with respectful nods. Their eyes flicked to Angel, curiosity turning into wicked grins.

“This your little girl?” one asked, leaning forward with an approving smirk.

Sarge gave a curt nod. “She’s been well-trained, too. Angel—show ’em how grateful you are.”

Angel felt her heart pound. She sank to her knees on the hot concrete, leaning forward to place soft kisses on each man’s boots. The angle forced her backside higher, and she was certain the outline of that massive plug was obvious to anyone who cared to look. Her cheeks burned, but a familiar ache of need stirred in her belly. I asked for this, she reminded herself, and the flush of shame blended with an undeniable arousal that made her clitty strain within its chastity.

Each man seemed amused and intrigued. One gave her a gentle tap under the chin with his boot, and Angel made sure to plant a kiss there too. Sarge gave the leash a small tug, signaling her to stand. She rose shakily, eyes downcast, and the group chuckled in approval before Sarge escorted her away.

“Good girl,” he rumbled into her ear. “Always so eager to please.”

Angel’s breath fluttered. “Thank you, Daddy,” she whispered, voice trembling with excitement at the attention.

Nightfall found Angel in an upscale penthouse apartment high above the city streets—Sarge’s arm wrapped protectively around her tiny waist. The plush living room was already populated by a handful of Sarge’s friends and acquaintances, all members of the local BNWO circle. Smooth jazz played softly, and the air was heavy with the smell of weed.

Sarge snapped his fingers, and Angel obediently dropped to her knees. A small circle of men formed around her, each eyeing her with open desire. Without needing direction, Angel opened her mouth, offering herself to whoever stepped forward first. Over the past year, she’d become intimately familiar with each of these men, having served them under Sarge’s watchful eye.

One by one, they took turns with her—some wanted her mouth, others guided her to drape over a chaise lounge so they could test how well she handled that fist-sized plug or replace it with something even larger. Throughout it all, Sarge stayed nearby, giving encouraging nods or the occasional affectionate swat to keep her focused.

“Mmm, good girl,” he praised as she whimpered around a particularly thick cock. “This is what you were made for.”

Angel felt each encounter blur into a heady haze of submission. She’d spent months building her endurance under Sarge’s control, so even when her jaw ached, she fought to keep going, happy every time someone groaned in pleasure. Her mind spun with bliss at the sheer acceptance she felt in this role. I’m giving them exactly what they want—what I want too. The thought made her eyes flutter closed with satisfaction.

Meanwhile, whenever someone wanted to push deeper into her well-stretched boi pussy, Sarge was right there with the lube, ensuring Angel was properly prepared. She’d grown accustomed to handling intense sizes, and her body responded eagerly under the poppers’ haze. Whenever she caught Sarge’s approving smile, a fresh wave of arousal coursed through her. She thrived on his pride more than anything.

Time seemed to dissolve. The men drifted in and out of the living room, helping themselves to drinks, chatting, and returning to take their pleasure with Angel, who remained on display. Each new cock she serviced, each thick toy that filled her, only deepened her submission. Her voice was hoarse, and her boi pussy ached, but she never once considered stopping. Daddy said I could do this, and I want to be a good girl for him.

Occasionally, Sarge would lean down and whisper in her ear, murmuring words of encouragement. The softness in his eyes during these moments made her heart swell with gratitude. He’s proud of me.

By the time the party wound down and the last few guests filtered out, Angel’s voice was raspy from her throat being fucked and her thighs ached from being spread open so long. Yet a deep sense of fulfillment radiated through her. She had taken on every cock that came her way, pleasing all of Sarge’s friends while never once saying no.

Sarge wrapped a protective arm around her shoulders. “You did good tonight, Angel,” he said, and she could hear the genuine warmth in his tone.

Angel glanced up, pride brimming in her eyes. “Thank you, Daddy. I—I love serving you.”

Sarge chuckled softly, guiding her to the bathroom for a warm shower. “Come on, let’s get you cleaned up. Then we’ll put you in bed,” he said, pressing a gentle kiss to her temple. “Tomorrow’s another day—and you’ll keep showing me just how well you’ve embraced your place.”

Angel’s lips curved into a tired but blissful smile. As she leaned against Sarge, her entire body buzzed with that perfect mix of exhaustion and contentment. The path she’d chosen was complete submission, total ownership, and she’d never been happier. For Angel, life under the BNWO—especially at Daddy’s side—was precisely the future she’d craved all along.


Author’s Note 

Thank you for reading. This story is a work of fiction, created to explore fantasy in a safe space. Fiction is not reality, and everyone deserves love, respect, and acceptance in their real lives. No matter who you are, you are worthy of kindness and care.

With love,
Amy Pink
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