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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. Any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.

Reader discretion is strongly advised.


Chapter One: Confession

Jimmy wiped the sweat from his palms on his jeans for the fifth time. Chrissy was scrolling on her phone, legs crossed, wearing that smug little smirk that always made him feel smaller. He had cleaned the entire house, folded her laundry, and made her favorite salad for dinner. She hadn’t said thank you. She never did.

“Babe,” he said, voice barely above a whisper.

Chrissy didn’t look up. “What?”

“I, um... I need to tell you something. It’s kind of... about us.”

That made her pause. She raised an eyebrow, still not giving him full eye contact. “Okay, go on.”

“I... I think I want more,” he said.

Her gaze sharpened. “More what?”

Jimmy swallowed. “More submission. I like being your... your little bitch. I—I want you to use me. Own me. Not just boss me around. Really own me.”

She finally looked at him directly. “Is this about the weird porn I caught on your laptop?”

He turned red instantly.

“Oh yeah,” she said, snorting. “You think I didn’t see that folder? BNWO_Sluts? Seriously, Jimmy?”

“I didn’t know you—”

“Shut up. Sit. Don’t move.”

He obeyed instantly.

Chrissy stood, took his phone, unlocked it, and opened the browser history. “Let’s see what gets my pathetic little husband off. Hmm... Black Bulls Breed White Sissies, Sissy Slut Eats Husband’s Cum, Chastity for Cucks... Jesus, Jimmy.”

His erection pressed painfully against his pants. He couldn’t help it.

“Oh my god. Are you hard right now?”

He nodded, humiliated.

“You’re disgusting,” she said. Then she smirked. “And this turns you on even more, doesn’t it?”

Jimmy nodded again, eyes low.

Chrissy stepped close and grabbed his jaw. “Look at me. Show me the exact video you’d watch when you jerk off to Black cock destroying pathetic little sissies like you.”

Hands shaking, Jimmy opened the video. It started playing—some bratty white sissy begging while a thick Black man throat-fucked her.

Chrissy watched with detached amusement. “Strip. Now. While this plays.”

Jimmy stood, undressed completely, and stood in front of her, pale and twitching.

“No touching. I want to see you jerk off only when I say. Kneel.”

He obeyed.

Chrissy pressed the phone close to his face. “You jerk to this, fantasizing that’s your mouth, don’t you? That’s your wife’s pussy leaking Black cum, and your little clitty’s drooling, wishing for it.”

Jimmy whimpered.

“Go ahead,” she said coldly. “Stroke that tiny thing. I want to see your face when you cum like the pathetic little race traitor you are.”

He jerked furiously, hips twitching, the image of Chrissy being split open by that thick cock in his head.

“Don’t waste it,” she snapped. “You’ll eat every drop like you always imagined. It’s his, not yours.”

His body convulsed, a pathetic squeal escaping his lips as his tiny clitty erupted, spurting weak, watery cum across his trembling fingers. The hot, sticky mess dripped down his hand, a humiliating reminder of his inadequacy. “Lick it up,” she hissed, eyes gleaming with sadistic delight. He obeyed, bringing his cum-soaked fingers to his quivering mouth, tongue swirling over the salty, bitter load. He sucked greedily, imagining it was the thick, potent seed of that superior Black cock, his sissy heart racing as he swallowed every drop, sealing his fate as a depraved, BBC-worshipping slut.

When he was done, she grabbed him by the hair and yanked him between her legs. “You made a mess. Now clean me. With your mouth. And don’t you dare moan.”

He buried his face in her pussy, licking furiously. She tasted sweet and sharp and dominant.

Her moans grew louder as she watched the video and grinded her pussy against his mouth. “Mmm. I’m going to order you a chastity cage and panties tonight. Baby blue, to match your new place in this relationship. No more jerking off unless it’s for my entertainment. No more cum unless it's in your mouth. Got it?”

He nodded, still licking.

Chrissy came hard, gripping his hair and smothering him in her orgasm. “Good bitch,” she whispered.



Chapter Two: The New Routine 

Jimmy woke to the sound of a package dropping on the doorstep.

Chrissy didn’t say a word—just tossed the small brown box onto the bed beside him. “Open it, slut.”

He didn’t have to ask. His heart pounded as he tore through the tape. Inside: a pastel-blue chastity cage, small and sleek, with a heart-shaped lock. Beneath it, a pair of soft satin panties in blush pink. “Sissy Baby” was embroidered across the back.

Chrissy folded her arms. “Put the cage on. Now.”

He hesitated.

Chrissy walked forward, slapped him—hard. The crack of it rang out. “Did I stutter, bitch?”

Jimmy’s eyes watered as he fumbled to lock the cage onto his already-soft clitty. It took a moment, but the lock clicked.

Chrissy grabbed the key and dangled it. “Mine.”

Then she held up the panties. “Bend over.”

Jimmy obeyed. She yanked them up slowly, cupping his plugged ass. “You’re going to wear these every day. No more boxers. No more pretending to be a man. You’re mine now. A pussyless toy with no say.”

“Y-yes, Chrissy.”

She slapped his cheek again. “Call me Ma’am.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” he whispered, breath shaking.

She looked him over like a cruel headmistress. “You’re filthy. Get in the tub. We’re removing every inch of body hair. Head to toe.”

He obeyed without protest. As the tub filled, she brought out shaving cream, razors, and gloves.

Every stroke made him feel smaller. His chest, arms, even his toes—completely bare. She left only his eyebrows, but even they were trimmed and shaped when she was done.

When he stepped out, shivering, she handed him baby lotion. “Rub this in. I want you smooth and soft, like a good girl should be.”

Afterward, she painted his toenails bubblegum pink. His fingers followed. “No hiding anymore. You’re not a man. You’re my sissy girl. Say it.”

“I’m your sissy girl, Ma’am,” he said, flushed and caged.

Chrissy smiled as she spread her legs on the couch. “Good. Now crawl to me. I want your tongue while I watch your favorite porn.”

He did.

She tapped play on a video—two Black bulls spit-roasting a moaning blonde sissy. “You dream of this, don’t you?” she asked, pushing his face into her.

“Yes, Ma’am,” he mumbled between licks.

“You want to be her. To be wrecked by Black cock while I laugh.”

He nodded, licking harder.

Chrissy moaned, rolling her hips. “Permanent chastity starts now. I’m done pretending you’re a man. From now on, you only cum when told—and never from that thing again. It’s just a clitty now. Useless.”

Jimmy whimpered, aroused beyond belief, his cage tight and aching.

“You’re going to serve me, obey me, and worship Black cock with that eager little mouth. And tonight, we pick your new name.”

She came again—loud, raw, powerful—and shoved his face deep between her thighs. “That’s right, bitch. Drink it in. You’ll never fuck me again. You’ll only clean me.”

Chrissy’s thighs clamped around his head, her hips grinding savagely as a primal moan ripped from her throat. Her pussy pulsed, flooding his mouth with a hot, tangy rush of her climax, her juices spilling down his chin as she bucked against his face. She gripped his hair tighter, her body quaking with raw, dominant pleasure. Each wave of her orgasm was a command, a reminder of his place—owned, feminized, existing only to serve her and the Black bulls she craved. He drank her greedily, drowning in her power, his caged clitty twitching uselessly.

When she was done, she looked down at him like a queen admiring her pet. “Tomorrow, we start looking for a real man. A Black man. A bull. Someone worthy of me.”

She curled up on the couch, legs glistening, while Jimmy knelt obediently at her feet, trembling in chastity.


Chapter Three: The Bull Arrives

Chrissy took her time getting ready. Hair curled, lips glossed, tight black dress hugging every curve. She looked like a goddess—untouchable, perfect.

Jimmy—no, her sissy—stood beside the bed in a pink tank top and matching thong. His tiny caged clitty strained uselessly beneath satin. His cheeks were freshly rouged, lips tinted light pink. His hands trembled.

“You nervous, slut?” Chrissy asked, running her fingers through her hair.

“Yes, Ma’am,” he whispered.

She smirked. “You should be.”

There was a knock at the door.

Chrissy turned to him. “Kneel. Eyes down. Don’t speak unless spoken to.”

Jimmy dropped instantly, heart pounding. The door opened.

Footsteps. Heavy. Confident.

Then: his voice.

“Damn,” the man said. “You are even hotter in person.”

Chrissy laughed softly. “You too, Darius.”

Jimmy peeked up just once—and his stomach flipped.

Tall. Muscular. Smooth black skin. Big hands. Confident swagger. And the outline of his cock… thick. Heavy. Real.

Chrissy leaned into him for a kiss—deep, wet, possessive. Jimmy’s face burned. The sound alone made his clit twitch in its cage.

“Mmm,” she purred. “You wanna see my little sissy?”

Darius looked down. “That him?”

Chrissy nodded. “Used to be my husband. Now he’s just a locked little maid who jerks off to this exact moment. Don’t you, baby?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” Jimmy said, trembling.

Darius laughed. “Shit. For real?”

“Show him,” Chrissy said.

Jimmy reached under his tank top, revealing his shaved, blushing body, the chastity cage, the thong.

“Damn, that’s pitiful,” Darius said, unzipping. “Let’s see how much of a sissy this bitch really is.”

Chrissy lay back on the bed, spreading her legs. “Make me cum, Darius. I want my pussy stretched for real.”

Jimmy watched in silence as Darius stripped, revealing a cock that dwarfed anything he’d ever imagined. Thick. Veiny. Hard.

The bed creaked. Chrissy moaned. Loud. Unguarded. Her voice a chorus of pleasure Jimmy had never earned.

Darius grunted, hips pounding into her. Chrissy screamed. “Oh my god, yes! That’s it—that’s a real man!”

Jimmy’s cage ached. His clit drooled helplessly, trapped and ignored.

Chrissy looked over her shoulder. “You watching, bitch? Watch a queen get fucked.”

She moaned again, shoving her face into the pillow. “Mmmf—he’s so much better than you ever were!”

Jimmy whimpered.

Darius looked down at him. “Bring that sissy mouth over here. Time to earn your place.”

Jimmy crawled forward, eyes wide, and took the base of Darius’s cock in his hand, licking hesitantly.

“Put it in your throat,” Chrissy ordered. “Now.”

Jimmy obeyed. Darius moaned.

“Damn. He got a tight mouth. You trained him?”

Chrissy giggled breathlessly. “Just started. But he’s eager, aren’t you baby?”

Jimmy gagged, eyes watering.

When Darius came, Chrissy yanked Jimmy by the hair and shoved his mouth against her swollen pussy.

“Lick it clean. Right now.”

Jimmy’s lips trembled as he pressed his face to Chrissy’s dripping pussy, the musky heat of Darius’s thick, potent cum flooding his senses. He lapped desperately, tongue scooping up the warm, salty load, each sticky glob a humiliating reminder of his place. His throat tightened, gagging on the bitter taste of another man’s release mixed with her sweet juices, but he swallowed eagerly, his caged clitty twitching in its prison. Tears streamed down his face as he licked every creamy drop, his sissy soul sinking deeper into submission.

Jimmy gagged and licked, tears running down his cheeks, the taste of his wife and her bull mixing on his tongue.

“Get used to it,” Chrissy said. “Because Darius isn’t the only one. I’m going to collect Black bulls like jewelry. And you’re going to serve every one of them.”

Darius zipped up with a grin. “Call me anytime, baby. That shit was wild.”

Chrissy kissed him goodbye, closed the door, then turned to Jimmy.

She slapped him across the face. “That’s your new job: pussy cleaner, cumslut, sissy throat. No more pretending.”

She tossed him a dildo. “Sleep with this in your ass tonight. Tomorrow, I book two more bulls.”

Jimmy curled up on the floor, the dildo lubed and pressing inside, his caged clit aching with humiliation and need.


Chapter Four: Owned and Used

It had been three weeks.

Three weeks of watching Chrissy come home glowing, her thighs sticky, her voice hoarse from screaming out the names of other men. Black men. Real men.

Three weeks since Jimmy had last touched his clit—not that he could anymore. The cage was now smaller, tighter. His balls ached constantly. The pain made him obedient. The denial made him desperate.

Chrissy stood at the mirror in a short white robe, humming while she applied gloss to her lips. She looked back at him, curled at her feet on all fours, plug buried deep inside, lace panties pulled tight across his pale, hairless ass.

“You’ve been such a good girl, Kandy,” she said.

Kandy.

She never called him Jimmy anymore. That name was gone. With the hair. With the dignity. With the manhood.

Kandy looked up. “Thank you, Ma’am.”

Chrissy turned, robe falling open just enough to reveal her breasts. “I’ve decided you’re ready for more.”

Kandy’s heart pounded.

“I’m seeing three bulls now. Darius, Xavier, and Marcus. You’ll serve all of them. No complaints. No questions. You’ll worship their cocks and their cum like it’s holy. Understood?”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

Chrissy smiled cruelly. “Good. Because they’re all coming tonight.”

That night, the house smelled like sweat and pussy.

Kandy knelt naked in the corner, plug still inside, clit locked and useless, watching as Chrissy bounced between Xavier’s thick cock and Darius’s tongue. Her moans echoed off the walls.

“Fuck yes!” she cried, grabbing the headboard, tits bouncing as Xavier pounded her from behind. “Harder—show this house what a real man sounds like!”

Marcus sat on the couch, lazily stroking himself. “She’s tight. You been using her, sissy?”

Kandy shook her head. “No, Sir.”

“Didn’t think so.”

Darius pulled away and grabbed Kandy by the jaw. “Get over here. Clean her up.”

Kandy obeyed, crawling between Chrissy’s thighs, licking the mess of cream and sweat and bull-cum from her dripping pussy.

Kandy’s tongue plunged into Chrissy’s slick, swollen pussy, scooping up the hot, creamy flood of cum. The thick, musky load coated his lips, bitter and potent, each gulp a degrading sacrament to his sissy servitude. His caged clit throbbed uselessly, leaking pathetic precum as he slurped greedily, savoring the tangy mix of her juices and their superior seed. Tears pricked his eyes, but he didn’t stop, licking every sticky drop from her folds, his heart racing with shameful worship of the bulls who owned her—and now him.

“Mmm,” Chrissy moaned. “That’s it, baby. Get your daily dose.”

Marcus stood and walked behind Kandy, pushing his thick cock against the plug.

“You ready for your real job?” he asked.

Kandy trembled. “Yes, Sir.”

Marcus pulled the plug free with a pop. Chrissy clapped.

“Good girl,” she purred. “Make Mommy proud.”

The stretch was instant. Brutal. Beautiful.

Marcus didn’t ease in. He shoved deep, making Kandy cry out, face still buried in Chrissy’s wet folds.

Each thrust sent fresh humiliation through Kandy’s body. She moaned like a bitch in heat, drooling, clit aching.

Darius stepped up and slapped her face. “Slut’s leaking already. You love this, huh?”

“Yes, Sir!”

“You gonna cum?”

Kandy whimpered. “I-I think so...”

Marcus reached down and slapped Kandy’s ass hard. “No hands. No touching. Just that needy little hole.”

And then it happened.

Kandy came.

No stroking. No cock.

Just the fullness, the shame, the heat of being used.

Kandy’s body seized, a desperate, girlish scream tearing from her lips as Marcus’s thick cock pounded her tight hole, igniting a white-hot sissygasm. Her caged clitty, pathetic and locked, pulsed helplessly, spurting thick ropes of cum through the tiny slit of her chastity cage. The sticky mess splattered her smooth thighs, each spurt a shameful testament to her broken manhood, her body trembling under the raw, humiliating bliss of being fucked into submission, owned by the relentless thrust of a real man’s cock

Chrissy laughed. “Look at my little faggot. Came from being stuffed like a toy.”

Xavier grabbed her by the hips and slammed in again. “You trained her good, baby.”

“She’s not done,” Chrissy said.

They weren’t.

That night, Kandy was passed between all three bulls. Mouth, ass, tongue—every hole, every second. Chrissy came five times. Kandy, just once—and was punished for it.

By dawn, Kandy lay face down on the rug, thighs sticky, lips sore, makeup smeared.

Chrissy stood over her, heels clicking. “This is your life now. You serve the BNWO. You’re not a husband. You’re not a man. You’re my girl. And tomorrow…”

She dangled a small orange bottle.

“…we start your hormones.”

Kandy’s whole body shivered.


Chapter Five: Estrofem and Obedience

Chrissy held the orange pill bottle between two perfectly manicured fingers. She shook it once—rattle-rattle—and smiled down at her ruined housepet.

Kandy was still lying on the floor, hair matted to her forehead, plug slowly working its way back into her needy hole. The smell of sex lingered thick in the air from last night’s gangbang. Her clit was caged, swollen, useless—and now, completely irrelevant.

“It’s time,” Chrissy said simply.

Kandy looked up from the floor, eyes wide. “For… hormones?”

Chrissy laughed. “No, dumb bitch. For ownership. These pills just finish what the Black men started.”

She straddled the couch, crossed her legs slowly, and read the label aloud.
“Estradiol 2mg. Spironolactone. Estrofem. Everything you need to erase what’s left of ‘Jimmy.’ And believe me—there’s not much left.”

Kandy whimpered. Her caged clit twitched in protest, then throbbed with need. The humiliation was unbearable—and perfect.

Chrissy popped the cap, shook out the first pill, and dropped it directly into Kandy’s open mouth.

“Swallow. Say goodbye.”

Gulp.

“Good girl.”

She handed over a second bottle. “This one’s for your skin. And your little ‘man’ hormones? These will kill those. You’ll be smooth, soft, emotional… and your little clit? It’ll shrivel up like it’s supposed to.”

That afternoon, Chrissy marched Kandy into the bathroom and forced her to stand in front of the mirror. “Take a good look. Because in six months, you won’t even recognize this pathetic little thing.”

She clicked her heels against the tile, opened a drawer, and held up a smaller chastity cage—tiny, pink, delicate.

“The baby cage,” she cooed. “You don’t get erections anymore, slut. From now on, that pathetic thing just leaks. That’s what girls do.”

Kandy shivered. “Yes, Ma’am.”

Chrissy unlocked the old cage, and Kandy winced as the blood rushed back in—but only for a moment. It didn’t even fully harden.

Chrissy cackled. “See? Already losing your edge. Good.”

She locked the new, much smaller cage into place. It hugged tight. Too tight. Kandy gasped.

“Better get used to the ache,” Chrissy said. “From now on, every ache you feel reminds you what you lost—and what I own.”

That night, Chrissy had Marcus over again.

She let Kandy answer the door in a see-through babydoll top and nothing else. “Hands behind your back. Greet him properly.”

Kandy opened the door, dropped to her knees, and kissed the toe of Marcus’s boots. “Welcome, Sir.”

Marcus laughed. “Damn. You’ve trained her good.”

Chrissy smirked. “She’s not a her yet. But we’re working on it.”

The three of them moved to the bedroom, and Chrissy made Kandy kneel in the corner, plug in, hands on thighs. She wasn’t allowed to move. Just watch.

Marcus fucked Chrissy rough—hair pulled, ass slapped, her cries shaking the walls.

“You’re tighter every time,” Marcus groaned.

“I don’t waste it on boys,” Chrissy moaned. “Only real cock deserves this pussy.”

As they fucked, Chrissy locked eyes with Kandy. “Do you see this, sissy? This is what hormones lead to. You’ll never feel this. Never give this. But you’ll crave it. Forever.”

Kandy whimpered as Marcus came deep inside Chrissy with a growl.

Chrissy panted, then spread her legs wide. “Come here, Kandy. Clean me.”

Kandy crawled forward, trembling, and pressed her glossed lips to Chrissy’s dripping pussy, the warm, musky scent of Marcus’s thick cum overwhelming her senses. Her tongue darted out, lapping at the creamy, salty load spilling from her folds, each greedy gulp a humiliating act of worship. The bitter taste coated her mouth, mixing with Chrissy’s sharp sweetness, as she sucked and licked with desperate devotion, her tiny caged clit leaking uselessly in its prison. Tears streaked her face, but she didn’t stop, swallowing every sticky drop, her sissy heart pulsing with shameful adoration for the bull’s superior seed and her owner’s cruel pleasure.

Afterward, Chrissy pulled Kandy into her lap, stroked her cheek.

“I’ll be buying you bras soon. Your nipples will ache. Your tits will grow. And someday…”

She leaned close, voice a whisper:

“…you’ll beg to be used like I am. And maybe, if you’re good enough, one of our bulls will take your cherry. Maybe.”

Kandy moaned softly, the new cage already dripping.

Chrissy slapped her. “Don’t moan unless I say. You’re not a slut. You’re a project. One we’re going to finish.”

And with that, Chrissy pulled her close and whispered her new mantra in her ear:

“You're not my husband. You're not even a man. You're just a feminized little cumrag waiting to be erased. The more of you I destroy, the wetter I get.”


Chapter Six: Becoming Kandy

Six months.

Six months of pills, injections, cages, and degradation.
Six months since Jimmy vanished—faded like a bad dream—and Kandy took her place beneath Chrissy’s heels.

The mirror told the truth every morning.

Pale, hairless skin with a subtle feminine sheen.
Soft arms. Sloped shoulders.
A tiny waist above plump, curving hips padded by estrogen and obedience.
Her chest—once flat—now swelled with round, sensitive A-cup breasts, nipples always swollen, often sore, and always eager for attention. Chrissy loved to pinch them during punishments.

“Sensitive little things,” she’d purr. “Just like you, baby girl.”

Kandy wore a wireless pink bra every day now. Matching panties too. Satin. Always tight. Always soaked.
Her clitty hadn’t twitched in weeks. The reduced cage was now permanent—sealed with a custom heart-shaped lock. Chrissy wore the key around her neck like jewelry.

No one called her Jimmy anymore. Not even Chrissy.

“You’re Kandy,” she said one morning, adjusting Kandy’s bra straps with expert fingers. “A soft, useless, addicted little girl. Say it.”

Kandy blushed. “I’m Kandy, Ma’am. Your girl.”

Chrissy kissed her cheek, then slapped it. “Damn right you are.”

They went shopping that day—Chrissy’s idea.

Kandy wore high-waisted jeans that hugged her new curves, a crop top that showed off her growing chest, and glossy lip balm. She looked like a shy college girl clinging to her Mommy’s hand.

In the fitting room, Chrissy made her try on bras. Kandy’s nipples hardened as she blushed at her own reflection.

“You like that?” Chrissy whispered. “You look so fuckable now. Maybe we should get you silicone in a year. Make those tits pop.”

Kandy moaned.

Chrissy reached down and tugged the cage. “Only sluts moan.”

She slapped Kandy’s ass—five hard swats—and made her try on a shorter skirt.

When they got home, Darius was already waiting. So was Xavier.

Chrissy had invited them over for what she called a “milestone celebration.”

Kandy didn’t need to ask what that meant.

That night, Chrissy lay sprawled across the bed, legs wide, her wet pussy stretched around Xavier’s thick cock while Darius pulled Kandy onto all fours and removed her daily plug.

Kandy whimpered as Darius spit on her hole and pressed in. “Damn. This pussy’s already broken in.”

Chrissy moaned louder. “She leaks just thinking about it.”

Kandy’s cage was leaking—clear drips smearing her thighs.

“You miss being a man?” Darius asked, slamming deeper.

Kandy shook her head. “No, Sir. I love being your girl. I love being used.”

“Good,” he grunted. “Because you’re ours now.”

Chrissy screamed through her orgasm, body writhing as she came around Xavier’s cock. “Yes! Fuck me harder! Give me what that little clit never could!”

Kandy came without touching herself—again. Her body shook as Darius used her hole like it was made for him.

Kandy’s body quaked, a high-pitched squeal bursting from her glossed lips as Darius’s thick cock slammed into her tight, needy hole, triggering a shattering sissygasm. Her caged clitty, locked in its tiny pink prison, erupted without touch, spurting hot, sticky cum across her trembling thighs. Each pulse was a humiliating wave of ecstasy, her soft curves shuddering under the relentless thrusts, her mind drowning in the blissful shame of being utterly owned, her sissy soul sealed to the rhythm of her bulls’ dominance.

Afterward, the room stank of sex and power.

Chrissy pulled Kandy close, curled her fingers around her caged clitty, and whispered:

“You’re addicted to this. To cock. To submission. To being my sissy slut. You don’t even want to go back.”

Kandy trembled. “I don’t, Ma’am. I want this forever.”

Chrissy smiled, deeply satisfied. “Then say goodbye to the boy you used to be. Because from now on, you’re just Kandy.”

“Pussy-free. Owned. Fucked. And forgotten.”


Chapter Seven: Shared and Shattered

Chrissy didn’t knock before entering the room. She never had to. It was her house, her rules, and now—her harem.

Kandy was kneeling at the foot of the bed, plug in, cage locked, wearing a sheer white babydoll that barely covered anything. Her nipples poked through the fabric, tender and puffy from weeks of growth. The word “Obedient” was spelled out in rhinestones across her chest.

Tonight was different.

Chrissy wasn’t dressed in lingerie. She was dressed like a queen. Tight black latex, sky-high heels, glossy lips and a diamond choker that glittered under the overhead light. Behind her stood two of her favorite bulls: Marcus and Xavier. Shirtless. Laughing. Already hard.

“We’re going to test your limits tonight, girl,” Chrissy said, sauntering closer. “You and me. Side by side.”

Kandy looked up, wide-eyed. “Side by side, Ma’am?”

“That’s right,” she said. “We’re both getting used tonight. Every hole. Every drop. Every slap. You think you're ready?”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

Chrissy nodded to Marcus. “Strip her.”

Marcus yanked Kandy’s babydoll over her head and tossed it aside. Her cage glinted under the light. The plug gleamed with fresh lube. Her chest heaved with anticipation.

Chrissy lay back on the bed, legs spread, as Xavier knelt between them and buried his face in her pussy.

She moaned instantly. “Oh yes… That tongue is better than your marriage ever was, Kandy.”

Marcus stepped behind Kandy and removed the plug with a pop. “Ready for your treat, sissy?”

“Yes, Sir.”

Kandy’s breath hitched as Marcus’s thick, veiny cock pressed against her slick, needy hole, the blunt head forcing her open with a slow, merciless push. Her body trembled, the stretch burning and divine, every inch claiming her deeper than she thought possible. She moaned like a broken doll, her caged clitty leaking clear desperation onto her thighs, the sensation of being filled so completely sending shivers of submissive bliss through her feminized body.

“Don’t you dare cum,” Chrissy growled, gripping Kandy by the hair. “You don’t deserve it.”

Chrissy’s hand cracked across Kandy’s cheek, sharp and stinging, leaving a hot, red bloom on her skin. “No cumming, you greedy slut,” she snarled, yanking Kandy’s hair until her eyes watered. Another slap landed, harder, making Kandy whimper, her lips trembling as the humiliation fueled her shameful arousal, her caged clitty throbbing uselessly, dripping with need under Chrissy’s cruel gaze.

Marcus grabbed her hips and began to pound harder. “Slut's trained tight. Gonna break you in all over again.”

Meanwhile, Chrissy screamed into Xavier’s tongue, her body convulsing as her orgasm hit. “Yes! YES! Oh, fuck! Right there! Make me cum again, you perfect Black god!”

Chrissy’s body arched, a raw, primal scream tearing from her throat as Xavier’s tongue drove her to ecstasy. Her pussy pulsed, gushing sweet, tangy juices over his lips, her thighs quaking as wave after wave of pleasure crashed through her. She clawed at the sheets, her latex-clad body glistening, every shudder a testament to the power of a real man, leaving Kandy to watch in awe and envy, her own caged clitty aching with unearned want.

Kandy moaned helplessly, drooling, caged, filled.

Then Marcus pulled out and shoved her head between Chrissy’s legs. “Clean her. Now.”

Kandy’s tongue plunged into Chrissy’s swollen, dripping pussy, greedily lapping up the hot, musky flood of Xavier’s thick cum mixed with her sharp, sweet juices. Each creamy glob coated her lips, bitter and potent, a degrading sacrament she swallowed with fervent devotion. Tears streaked her face as she licked every sticky drop, her caged clitty twitching in its tiny prison, her sissy soul consumed by worship for her queen and the bull who owned her pleasure.

Chrissy watched, panting. “That’s my girl. Lick every drop of my bull’s cum from my perfect Blacked-out pussy.”

Kandy’s tongue flicked fast, eager.

Then Xavier stood and pushed his thick cock against Kandy’s lips. “You want this too, don’t you, girl?”

“Yes, Sir,” she whispered.

“Open wide.”

Kandy’s lips parted, stretching wide as Xavier’s massive cock slid into her mouth, heavy and pulsing, forcing its way down her throat. She gagged, eyes watering, mascara running in black rivulets as he gripped her hair and thrust deep, filling her until she could barely breathe. Her tongue swirled desperately, worshipping every veiny inch, her caged clitty dripping as she choked on his dominance, her sissy heart racing with the thrill of being used so thoroughly.

Kandy gagged as he filled her throat, tears dripping down her cheeks.

Chrissy leaned back against the pillows, smiling like a proud owner watching her pet perform. “My girl… my obedient, useless, perfect little girl.”

Marcus and Xavier groaned in unison, their cocks erupting in torrents of hot, thick cum. Marcus painted Kandy’s trembling ass and thighs, the sticky ropes branding her soft skin, while Xavier’s load splattered across Chrissy’s heaving breasts and Kandy’s tear-streaked face. The musky scent filled the air, each pulse a humiliating reminder of their power, leaving Kandy’s caged clitty leaking helplessly as she knelt, owned and shattered, craving every degrading drop.

When both men had finished Chrissy didn’t let her rest. She made Kandy lick it all up. From her skin. From the sheets. From their cocks.

By the end, Kandy was shaking, body soaked, lips swollen, makeup running, clit dripping and untouched.

Chrissy pulled her close, cradling her like a toy she adored. “You’re getting better every week, Kandy. But we’re not done yet.”

She kissed her on the forehead. “Next time, we record it.”



Chapter Eight: Total Ownership 

Kandy’s mornings used to begin with a hot shower and coffee. Now, they began on her knees—mouth open, plug in, cage locked, face ready to be used.

The kitchen was no longer hers. The bedroom was no longer hers. Nothing was hers.

Because she no longer belonged to herself.

She belonged to Chrissy.
To the bulls.
To the BNWO.

Chrissy didn’t call it “marriage” anymore.

“This is ownership,” she said while sipping her matcha, wearing nothing but a silk robe and the key to Kandy’s cage. “You live here. You serve me. You obey. You are mine.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” Kandy whispered, already crawling toward her.

That morning, Chrissy had paperwork laid out across the dining room table.

Legal name change forms.
“Jimmy Edward Collins” scratched out, replaced with Kandy Belle Collins.
Gender marker changed.
Driver’s license surrendered.

“I scheduled your appointment with the state,” Chrissy said sweetly. “You’ll be Kandy full-time now. No turning back. The law will recognize what you already know—you’re not a man. You’re my property.”

Kandy’s clit ached. “Thank you, Ma’am.”

“You’ll dress like a girl, speak like a girl, and serve like one,” Chrissy continued. “But you’ll never be one. And that’s what makes it perfect. You’re a doll. A sissy. A whimpering, plug-addicted little cage toy who lives to be degraded.”

Kandy moaned. Chrissy snapped her fingers.

“Crawl under the table. I want your tongue.”

Kandy crawled beneath the table, her glossed lips parting as she pressed her face to Chrissy’s slick, fragrant pussy. Her tongue flicked eagerly, lapping at the sweet, tangy folds, worshipping with slow, reverent strokes that drew soft moans from above. Each taste was a privilege, her caged clitty throbbing in its tiny lock as she sucked gently on Chrissy’s clit, drowning in her owner’s pleasure, her sissy heart pulsing with devotion to every shudder and sigh she earned.

While Kandy licked, Chrissy filled out the forms, humming softly. “I should’ve done this years ago. You were never a husband. Just a wet hole with good manners.”

She came twice before setting the pen down.

That night, Chrissy had all three of her bulls over again—but this time, Kandy didn’t just serve.
She hosted.
Cooked.
Cleaned.
Knelt to greet each man with a kiss to their boots and a proper “Welcome home, Sir.”

Chrissy wore white lace, legs glowing with lotion, hair tied up in a perfect high ponytail. She looked like a queen.
Kandy wore nothing but sheer stockings, a maid apron, her collar, and the baby cage locked tight.

“Hands behind your back,” Chrissy snapped. “Present.”

Kandy knelt in position as Marcus took her throat, Xavier took her ass, and Chrissy moaned beneath Darius on the bed.

Kandy’s body swayed, impaled between Marcus and Xavier, her throat stretched tight around Marcus’s thick cock while Xavier’s massive length pounded her slick, needy hole. She gagged and moaned, drool spilling down her chin, her stockinged thighs quivering as they used her like a toy. Her caged clitty dripped helplessly, ignored, as the bulls’ grunts filled the room, their rhythm relentless, claiming her every inch while Chrissy’s cries of ecstasy from Darius’s thrusts echoed, a symphony of her total submission.

Chrissy gripped the sheets, crying out. “This is heaven! Kandy’s mouth stuffed, her ass dripping, and her clit untouched! My perfect home!”

Chrissy’s hand cracked across Kandy’s cheek, the sting sharp and hot as she sneered, “Look at you, you pathetic cumrag, leaking from a cock in your ass!” Another slap landed, making Kandy whimper, her mascara-streaked face burning with shame. Xavier’s thrusts deepened, and her body betrayed her, convulsing as a sissygasm ripped through her, hot cum spurting from her locked clitty, splattering her thighs in humiliating ropes, her screams muffled by Marcus’s cock, her soul shattered under their cruel dominance.

Later, when the bulls were gone and the house smelled like sweat and sin, Chrissy pulled Kandy into her lap.

She cradled her like a doll, brushing sweat-matted bangs from her forehead.

“Tomorrow, we go to the DMV,” she whispered. “And when they ask for your name, you’ll look them in the eye and say, ‘I’m Kandy Belle Collins, and I belong to my wife.’”

Kandy’s lip trembled. “Yes, Ma’am.”

Chrissy smiled.

“You’re not just my sissy. You’re my legacy. And the whole world’s going to know it.”


Chapter Nine: The New Normal

Two years had passed.

There was no Jimmy. Not even the memory.
Just Kandy Belle Collins—a soft-voiced, plug-trained, hormone-soaked porcelain doll who cried easily, smiled too wide, and moaned when slapped.

She stood in front of the mirror each morning, brushing her long blonde extensions, lip gloss shimmering, massive round breasts rising and falling with each breath.
Her implants—high-profile, cartoonishly perky—were Chrissy’s design.
Penelope Black Diamond inspired.
Big, fake, and utterly useless… except for attention.

Her caged clit, on the other hand, was barely visible.

Limp. Lifeless. Shriveled.

Kandy hadn’t been hard in over a year.
She couldn’t be.
She didn’t want to be.

Chrissy strutted in, robe open, phone in one hand, holding the key to Kandy’s cage between two fingers like a toy she hadn’t touched in ages.

“I just showed your new photos to the boys,” she said casually. “Darius said he can’t wait to stretch you again. Marcus said he misses your throat.”

Kandy whimpered. “Yes, Ma’am.”

“Do you even remember what it was like to be a man?”

Kandy shook her head.

Chrissy grabbed her face and made her look in the mirror. “Good. Because this is all you are now.”

Kandy’s reflection stared back: lashes long, lips glossy, big tits out, pussyless and needy. A caricature of femininity—owned, perfected, broken.

Chrissy leaned in, whispered:

“You’re not a man. Not a woman. Just a hole. A cocksleeve. A breathing toy for Black cock and my entertainment.”

Kandy’s cage leaked.

Chrissy smiled and slapped her. Hard. Again. And again. Each strike left a glowing mark on Kandy’s pale cheeks.

Chrissy’s hand cracked across Kandy’s cheek, the sharp sting blooming hot and red, followed by another vicious slap that made Kandy’s head snap to the side. “Pathetic little toy,” Chrissy hissed, spitting directly onto Kandy’s trembling lips, the warm saliva dripping down her chin. Another slap landed, harder, as Chrissy grabbed Kandy’s jaw, forcing her to meet her gaze, her eyes watering with shame and need, her caged clitty leaking clear desperation as the humiliation ignited her sissy soul.

“You like that?” Chrissy snarled.

“Yes, Ma’am,” Kandy gasped, eyes welling.

“Say it.”

“I’m your cocksleeve, Ma’am. I live to be used.”

“Damn right you do.”

That night, Darius and Marcus came by without warning.

They didn’t need to ask.
They didn’t need to knock.

Chrissy left the door unlocked now—always.
This was their house, too.

Kandy crawled to the door naked except for her collar, presenting her lips and ass as they entered.

Darius unzipped. “Miss me, girl?”

“Yes, Sir,” Kandy whispered, lips parting.

Kandy’s glossy lips stretched wide as Darius’s thick, pulsing cock slid deep into her throat, filling her until she gagged, tears streaming down her mascara-streaked face. Her tongue swirled eagerly, worshipping every veiny inch, her soft hands cupping his heavy balls as she choked and drooled, her caged clitty throbbing uselessly. Each thrust was a claim, her muffled moans a hymn to his dominance, her sissy heart racing with the thrill of being nothing but a warm, wet hole for his pleasure.

Chrissy watched from the couch, swirling her wine. “She’s been extra needy lately. Crying in her sleep. Moaning in the shower. I think she’s addicted.”

“Addicted to what?” Marcus asked, already lubing his cock.

Chrissy grinned. “Humiliation.”

Kandy’s body rocked between Darius and Marcus, her throat stuffed with Darius’s cock while Marcus’s massive length slammed into her slick, stretched hole, their grunts drowning out her muffled whimpers. Her big, fake tits bounced with each thrust, her caged clitty dripping as they used her like a doll. Darius groaned first, unloading thick, hot ropes of cum down her throat, while Marcus pulled out, painting her round ass and thighs with sticky, musky seed. Kandy crawled to Chrissy’s command, licking the bulls’ cum from their cocks, her thighs, and the sheets, swallowing every bitter drop with desperate devotion, her sissy soul consumed by the degrading bliss of serving her owners.

After the bulls were gone, Chrissy pulled Kandy into bed and held her tightly.

“You did well,” she said. “But you’re not done.”

Kandy’s breath hitched.

Chrissy smiled and whispered:

“Next week, you get tattooed. ‘BNWO Owned’—right above your plug hole. You’ll wear it forever. Just like your tits. Just like your name.”

Kandy didn’t cry. She didn’t beg. She just nodded, lips swollen, clit silent in its pink steel prison.

“Thank you, Ma’am.”

Chrissy kissed her forehead.

“You’re not just my sissy. You’re my creation. And every man who uses you knows it.”


Chapter Ten: Forgotten Forever

The tattoo healed beautifully.

“BNWO OWNED” arched in bold, black letters above Kandy’s well-used, plug-trained hole. Chrissy had chosen the font. Gothic. Brutal. Permanent.

It was the final stamp.
No more pretending.
No more past.

Chrissy didn’t call her Kandy anymore. Not unless she wanted to be sweet. Most days, she called her “It.”

“You’re not a person,” Chrissy whispered as she adjusted Kandy’s stockings one morning. “You’re a thing. A toy. A living, leaking pleasure device that exists for me and my Black men. Say it.”

“I’m a thing, Ma’am,” she whispered. “I don’t matter. I’m not a man. I’m not a girl. I’m your property.”

Chrissy nodded proudly and patted her cheek. “You’re finally perfect.”

The house had changed.
One room was now a permanent studio—black leather furniture, cameras mounted in corners, bottles of poppers and lube neatly arranged on glass shelves.

Chrissy livestreamed everything now.
It was part humiliation, part business.
Hundreds of subscribers tuned in to watch the same scene replayed over and over:
Chrissy being worshipped… and Kandy being broken.

Tonight’s title:
“Black Owned: Wife Used. Thing Ruined.”

Marcus arrived first. He didn’t even look at Kandy as she opened the door. Just grabbed her by the back of the head and shoved his cock between her lips.

Kandy’s lips stretched wide as Marcus’s thick, pulsing cock forced its way down her throat, her glossed mouth choking on his heavy length. Tears streamed, smearing her mascara into black rivers, as she gagged and drooled, her tongue frantically worshipping every veiny inch. Her caged clitty leaked uselessly, her soft, implanted tits heaving with each brutal thrust, her sissy soul thrilling at the degradation of being reduced to a warm, wet hole for his pleasure.

“Still tight,” he muttered. “Still desperate.”

Chrissy stood nearby in heels and nothing else, rubbing oil into her breasts. “You like the new tattoo, baby?”

Marcus grinned. “Love it.”

Xavier showed up next. Darius after. The room filled with heat, sweat, and command. Kandy didn’t speak. Didn’t think. She just obeyed.

Chrissy spread her legs and pointed at her clit. “Tongue, toy.”

Kandy crawled.

Kandy buried her face in Chrissy’s slick, fragrant pussy, her tongue lapping eagerly at the sweet, tangy folds as Chrissy ground down, smothering her with dominant heat. Each desperate lick drew moans from above, Kandy’s caged clitty dripping as Chrissy’s thighs clamped her head, riding her face through shuddering waves of pleasure. Kandy sucked her clit with fervent devotion, drowning in her owner’s scent, her existence narrowed to the worship of Chrissy’s perfect, Blacked-out pussy.

The bulls passed her back and forth like a ragdoll.


Kandy’s body quaked, impaled on Xavier’s massive cock in her slick, stretched hole while Darius stuffed her throat, their relentless thrusts rocking her like a broken toy. She gagged, spit dripping from her chin as Darius spat on her face, the warm saliva mixing with her tears. Xavier groaned, unloading hot, thick cum deep inside her ass, while Darius pulled out, painting her trembling lips and fake tits with sticky ropes. Kandy’s caged clitty pulsed untouched, her sissy frame shuddering under the bulls’ dominance, every degrading act sealing her as their owned, leaking thing.


And Chrissy came again. And again. Screaming, laughing, holding Kandy’s head down between her legs as she trembled. 

“You used to be someone,” Chrissy whispered after the stream ended. “Didn’t you?”

Kandy blinked, dazed. “…I don’t remember, Ma’am.”

Chrissy smiled. “Good.”

Later, Chrissy tucked her in—not into a bed, but into her new cage. A custom-built enclosure in the corner of the studio. Pink bars. Pillow on the floor. Water bowl labeled “Sissy.”

Chrissy leaned down, kissed her on the lips, and locked the cage.

“You’ve done so well, pet,” she whispered. “No one even remembers your name anymore. Not even you.”

Kandy smiled faintly, caged, plugged, dripping.

“I don’t need a name, Ma’am. I just need to serve.”

Chrissy stood back, heels echoing as she walked away.

“You’re not mine anymore,” she said. “You’re ours.”

And the light clicked off.

Kandy was gone.
What remained was an object. A thing. A living, trained cocksleeve owned by the BNWO.
Silent. Plugged. Forgotten.

Exactly how she wanted it.
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