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CHAPTER ONE Home


He was barely eighteen, and already long gone. 

Locked in his bedroom, the only light coming from his flickering laptop screen, he’d edge for hours. His legs would tremble, clitty twitching in its little cage. Gooning, totally hypnotized by video after video of white sissies being broken by huge Black cocks. Throatfucked until they sobbed, holes stretched and leaking, mascara running down their faces, begging for more.  He was addicted to BNWO porn. He imagined a life where he was pussyfree. White women were for black men only and he served a dominant Black Daddy.

He didn’t need to pretend anymore. He knew exactly what he wanted. What he was.

Six months. That’s how long he’d been locked up in the little pink chastity cage. How long he had been secretly wearing panties, lip gloss and black eyeliner.

He bought it all online, hands shaking as he clicked "confirm order." When it all arrived, he put the chastity cage on, and snapped the lock shut. The last orgasm he had was just a memory now. What came after was edging. Gooning. Begging the screen for permission he would never get. He wore the panties everywhere, hidden under his jeans.

Every night was the same: caged clitty, panties soaked with dripping cum, lips glossy, and eyes glued to the screen. Watching, moaning, edging… dreaming. Of being on his knees. Of being owned. Of getting put in his place.

And so, before the ink on his high school diploma had even dried, he left. He shaved every inch of his body—arms, legs, chest, crotch and balls, ass. He plucked his brows into soft, delicate arches. His long blonde hair fell past his shoulders, fine and feminine. He rubbed lotion into his smooth skin twice a day, until he glowed. He started wearing pink gloss and black eyeliner even in public. Not enough to scream slut, but just enough to hint, to invite.

Pale, thin, and soft as silk, he looked more like a confused boy. He had that androgynous sweetness that made heads turn—short for a boy, and weak enough to be owned. Shoulders narrow, waist trim, and clitty always aching beneath his panties and locked cage.

He wasn’t dressed like a whore yet—but it was all there. All he needed was the right stylist, the right outfit, the right owner.

He didn’t bring much with him to San Francisco. Just his laptop, a few pairs of panties, some drugstore makeup, a cage he had been locked in for 6 months, and that same aching need that had been growing inside him for years.



CHAPTER TWO The Bar


Timmy slipped into the bar like he was trying not to be noticed, but it was pointless. He was noticed.
That pale skin. The skinny frame. The soft face with just enough black eyeliner and gloss to make someone wonder.
Not femme enough to be fully out—but too pretty, too soft, to pass as straight. 

His heart was racing. This was it. His first night. His first time really out like this. He hadn’t even unpacked his suitcase yet. Just shaved that morning. Lotioned, glossed, panties under his jeans, cage tight and aching. The bar was dim, mostly empty. A few older men nursing drinks. A TV in the corner.

He tried to walk normally. Act normal. Like he belonged.
But he was trembling. He could feel it in his hands. In his thighs. His little caged clitty was already pressing against the fabric of his panties, leaking just from being in the room.

He didn’t even make it to the bar before someone stepped into his path.

Tall. Black. Mid-40s, maybe. Broad chest, calm eyes. Solid. Confident. He didn’t smile, just studied him for a moment.

“Hey,” the man said, voice low but direct. “You alright?”

Timmy blinked. “Y-yeah,” he stammered. “Just… just got in.”

The man glanced him over. Not rude. Just knowing.

“You look nervous.”

Timmy gave a shaky laugh, his voice barely holding steady. “First time.”

The man’s eyes didn’t leave him. “Yeah. I can tell.”

Timmy’s breath hitched. His throat felt dry. He couldn’t stop his hands from fidgeting with the hem of his hoodie. He hated how obvious he was. He loved how obvious he was.

“You’re not here for drinks.”
“You’re not even trying to be subtle.”
“You’ve got that look. Like you’re hoping someone notices you. Pulls you aside. Tells you what to do.”

Timmy didn’t answer. He couldn’t.

His knees were shaking now. His whole body buzzing. His cage was pulsing with every word, and the humiliation settled in deep, warm, and perfect. He nodded once—small, soft.

The man leaned in, just enough for Timmy to smell him—clean skin, sweat, something a little earthy.

“You want to come back to my place?” the man said, calm, like he already knew the answer. “We’ll smoke a little. Get you relaxed. Let you settle into what you came here for.”

Timmy’s voice broke. “Y-yeah.”

The man smiled, slow and subtle, then turned toward the door.

And Timmy followed—trembling and throbbing.



CHAPTER THREE Arrival


It was close enough to walk. 

Timmy trailed just a step behind, heart pounding, legs weak. Every step made his little caged clitty twitch harder, straining in soaked panties. The city lights blurred a little—maybe nerves, maybe the gloss in his eyes—but all he could think about was how obvious this must look.

A pale, soft little white sissy following a tall, confident Black man down the sidewalk. In Timmy’s mind, everyone knew. Every stranger who passed. Every car that drove by. They knew.

A little white sissy.
And his Black Daddy.

The man didn’t say much at first. Just walked calm and steady, hands in his jacket pockets. Timmy couldn’t stop glancing up at him—how broad his back looked, how solid his shoulders were, how good he smelled. Clean, musky, warm. Like sex and confidence.

Then the man chuckled.

“You come home with me and don’t even know my name.”

Timmy blushed hard. “Um… sorry… what is it?”

The man looked over his shoulder, raised an eyebrow.

“You can just call me Daddy. You’re gonna end up calling me that anyway.”

Timmy froze, knees weak, breath catching in his throat. His cage throbbed hard against the fabric of his panties, making it almost painful to keep walking. The man heard the hitch in his breath and laughed again—low and easy.

They reached the building—a small, tucked-away place with old wooden stairs. Daddy unlocked the front door, pushed it open, then placed one big hand on the small of Timmy’s back.

That hand didn’t move like a stranger’s. It guided him.
Like he already belonged to someone.

Inside, it was warm. Dim lighting. The soft smell of weed and leather. Daddy didn’t hesitate—he pointed at the couch with the same tone someone might use with a pet.

“Sit.”

Timmy obeyed instantly, dropping onto the edge of the cushion like a little boy about to be lectured. He felt small, exposed. His caged clitty was pulsing, his hands twitching in his lap.

Daddy said nothing for a moment—just moved through the room like it was his. Calm, slow. He rolled a joint with practiced ease, then lit it, took a drag, and handed it over.

“Relax, Princess. You’re safe. For now.”

Timmy’s hands shook as he took it. He inhaled too fast, coughed, and Daddy chuckled.

“Damn. You really are green. Never done this before, huh?”

Timmy shook his head. “N-not really.”

“Thought so. You’ve got that... fresh little sissy energy. Like you’ve been dreaming about this for years but never had the guts to do it.”

He took the joint back, leaned against the counter, and looked him over. Not in a rush. Just watching him squirm.

Timmy’s face was flushed. He was already floating a little. The weed was settling in. His muscles softening. But the cage? The ache? That was only getting worse.

He didn’t know what would happen next.
But he knew it was going to change everything.


CHAPTER FOUR Owned


Daddy unzipped without a word. 

It was casual, effortless—like this was just what came next. Timmy watched, breath caught in his throat, as the thick, dark cock flopped out heavy and perfect. Uncut, veiny, already swelling in Daddy’s big hand. Timmy couldn’t look away. His eyes locked on it like it was the center of the universe.

“Eight inches, if you wanna know,” Daddy said, smirking as he watched the sissy stare. Slowly stroking his meat as Timmy began to drool.

Timmy nodded without meaning to, lips parted, breath shaky. He couldn’t speak. His caged clitty throbbed so hard it hurt.

“Get on your knees.”

The words didn’t leave room for questions, just do it.

Timmy dropped down, kneeling awkwardly. His hands trembled as he crawled into place, face inches from the thick cock he’d been dreaming about since long before this night. It was real. Warm. Heavy. Smelling musky and it was everything he'd ever wanted.

He opened his mouth, unsure, nervous. Daddy didn’t move right away. He just let Timmy try.
And Timmy… wasn’t good at it.

He gagged almost immediately. He tried again. And again. Sloppy, drooling, whimpering.

“Damn,” Daddy muttered. “You’re terrible at this.”

Timmy’s cheeks flushed red. He tried again, eager to please, but Daddy just chuckled and reached for the poppers.

He placed the bottle under Timmy’s nose, and a dizzy warmth hit him fast. His throat loosened, his eyes fluttered. Daddy grabbed his hair, held him still, and started guiding him down slowly.

And then thrust.

Thick cock shoved deep into his throat, stretching it wide, filling it completely. Timmy gagged again, harder, tears springing to his eyes—but Daddy didn’t stop.

“Breathe through your nose. Just relax. You’re a fuckhole now, girl.”

He used him. Slowly at first. Deep, wet strokes that made Timmy drool and choke, spit running down his chin. His caged clitty was aching—so hard, completely untouched. It pulsed helplessly with every thrust. His new Daddys spit covered cock slid in and out of his virgin throat.

“All that time watching videos. Gooning. Fantasizing. And now you’re here.”

Another thrust—harder this time. Timmy choked, eyes wide.

“This is what you were made for.”

Finally, Daddy pulled out with a wet pop. Timmy gasped, his throat raw, spit clinging to his lips.

Daddy leaned back, still holding his thick cock in one hand, and nodded toward Timmy.

“Strip.”

Timmy hesitated for half a second, hands frozen at the hem of his hoodie.

“Now.”

That voice—calm but firm—cut right through him. His fingers moved fast, nervous. Hoodie off. Shirt pulled over his head. His pale chest was smooth, almost girlish, with little pink nipples already hard from excitement.

Daddy didn’t say a word. Just watched. Waiting.

Timmy’s hands shook as he unbuttoned his jeans, slowly pulling them down over his narrow hips. His pink panties were soaked, the outline of his tiny chastity cage beneath the fabric.

That’s when Daddy let out a low amused laugh.

“Oh, damn,” he said, grinning as he leaned in a little. “You really did this to yourself, huh?”

He nodded at the cage.

Timmy’s face burned.

Daddy shook his head, still chuckling.

“Four inches, maybe? And locked up. Walking around in little girl panties, all shaved and soft, like you've been begging for someone to find you.”

Timmy whimpered, his knees almost buckling under the weight of the humiliation and need. His cage pulsed hard, straining in the wet fabric.

“You’re pathetic,” Daddy said, voice lower now. “And exactly what I like.”

“Turn around. On all fours.”

He obeyed instantly.

Hands on the rug. Ass in the air. Breathing heavy.

SMACK.

A hard slap to his pale cheek. He moaned. Again. Then again.

“You’re tight now. Not for long.”

Lube. So much lube. Cold at first, then warm from Daddy’s hand as it worked into his hole. Two fingers. Three.

Another round of poppers pressed to his nose.

And then he felt the tip.

Thick. Pressing in. Slow but relentless.

“How long have you been locked, boy?”

Timmy moaned, barely able to answer. “S-six… months…”

“No wonder you’re leaking like a little bitch.”

Timmy was on all fours, knees wide, back arched just like Daddy told him.

The poppers buzzed through his head, his hole was slick and open, and the second that thick, veiny cock started to push in—slow but unrelenting—Timmy’s whole body went still. His lips parted. A trembling, high-pitched moan slipped out like air from a balloon.

“O-ohhh… fffuck…”

Daddy grunted behind him, spreading Timmy’s ass wider with both hands. The stretch was so much, and yet exactly what he’d craved every night for months.

When Daddy bottomed out, balls pressed to his ass, Timmy whimpered like a bitch in heat. He was panting, sweating, his locked little clit drooling.

Then Daddy started fucking him.

Rhythmic. Deep. Powerful. Not gentle. Not sweet. Like he’d done it a hundred times. Like Timmy was just another hole—tight now, but not for long.

Smack.
“You were made for this.”
Smack.
“Six months in that little cage, and now look at you.”
Smack.
“Fucked like a bitch. My little sissy bitch.”

Timmy was shaking. Not scared—overwhelmed. It was too much. Too good.

That cock hit something deep inside, again and again—so good it made his eyes roll back. And then it happened.

No hands. No stroking.

His tiny caged clitty twitched hard… then harder… and then—

“A-ahh—nghh!”

He moaned into the floor, legs twitching, back arching as his little body convulsed. A sissygasm. Full-body. Untouched. His caged little white cockette spurting onto the floor. A wave of release that left him shaking, gasping, ruined.

And Daddy just kept going.

“That’s it, Princess. You’re mine now.”

Timmy didn’t answer.
He couldn’t.

He was gone. Fucked. Claimed.
And finally, complete.


Timmy was limp beneath him—sweaty, whimpering, stretched. He'd already cum, shaking through his first sissygasm like a pathetic, needy bitch. No hands. No touch. Just cock. Daddy’s cock. 

But Daddy hadn’t cum yet.

He wasn’t finished.

His big hands gripped Timmy’s hips, pulling him back with every thrust. Long, deep strokes now—no rush. Just steady, heavy pressure that pushed all the way in, again and again. The lube had mixed with Timmy’s own mess. His hole was sloppy, wet, and used.

“Listen to it,” Daddy growled. “So fucking loose already. Took that dick like you were born for it.”

Timmy could only moan in response—face on the floor, drool pooling under his face, cheeks red and burning. His caged clitty was pulsing nonstop, still twitching like it was begging for something more. But Daddy didn’t care.

“You think I care if that little thing’s hard?” he muttered, voice right at Timmy’s ear. “That’s not what I’m here for. You’re a hole now. A pretty little fuckhole.”

Timmy sobbed softly, but it wasn’t sadness. It was everything—relief, humiliation, submission, pleasure so deep it felt like religion.

Smack. Another slap to his ass. Then a deep, growling grunt.

Daddy's pace changed—faster, rougher, more primal. His cock slammed into Timmy's stretched hole, hips slapping skin, breath ragged.

“You don’t cum when you want. You cum when your body can’t help it. Just like a good little sissy bitch.”

And then, with a deep, final thrust—balls pressed flush against Timmy’s ruined ass—Daddy let go.

“Fuck…”

He groaned, thick cock pulsing as he emptied inside him. Hot, heavy spurts deep into that tight, broken-in hole. Timmy whimpered, feeling it flood him, feeling it fill him in a way no fantasy ever could.

“You feel that?” Daddy whispered darkly. “That’s mine. You’re mine.”

He stayed buried for a moment, breathing hard, still holding Timmy by the hips.

Then he leaned down, voice low and sharp at his ear:

“I own you now, bitch.”

Timmy’s whole body shook. He wanted to cry. He wanted to scream.
Instead, he whispered back, hoarse and honest:

“Yes, Daddy…”

And just like that, it was done.

He wasn’t Timmy anymore.

He was owned.


Daddy pulled out slowly, thick black cock glistening with cum and lube, and Timmy just collapsed on the floor—shaking and stretched. His hole twitched with every pulse of his locked clitty. He couldn’t think. Could barely breathe. 

He’d been used. Fucked. Filled. And not gently. Not sweetly. Like a toy. A thing.
And now it was over.

Or so he thought.

“Stay down,” Daddy said, voice flat.

Timmy froze. He stayed right where he was—on all fours, legs trembling, face hot against the floor.

Then that same heavy black cock pressed against his cheek, still dripping.

“Open.”

Timmy opened his mouth slowly, dazed. Daddy grabbed a fistful of his hair and shoved the messy cock back between his lips. Timmy gagged a little, whimpering—but Daddy didn’t care.

“That’s it. Suck it clean. You wanted to be a little fucktoy, right? You wanted this.”

Timmy’s lips wrapped around the head, tasting it all—bitter, warm, filthy. His own drool mixed with lube and cum and more. His cage pulsed so hard it hurt. He hated how much he loved it.

Daddy held him there. No stroking. No praise. Just used him like a cumrag.

“Look at you,” Daddy muttered. “Can’t even suck a cock right, but you begged for it. Six months in a cage and this is what you were saving yourself for?”

Timmy moaned around the shaft, eyes wide and glossy.

“You thought this was gonna make you special? That I’d fuck you and fall in love or some dumb shit?”

Daddy pulled out, slapped his cock against Timmy’s cheek with a wet smack.

“Nah, Princess. You’re not special. You’re just another messy little white sissy that needed to be shown her place.”

Timmy stayed on his knees, leaking, ruined.

“You’re a cumdump. That’s what you are now. A pussy-free, locked-up little bitch who only exists to be used.”

He lit a fresh joint, completely calm, like he hadn’t just destroyed the boy kneeling on his rug.

“Stay right there. I might have more for you in a bit.”

Timmy didn’t move.
He couldn’t.
And deep down, he didn’t want to.

Daddy exhaled slow, thick smoke curling from his lips. He glanced down at the ruined little sissy kneeling in front of him, still dripping, still twitching, still caged.

“You did alright for the first time,” he muttered, almost amused. “Messy as fuck. But eager.”

He took another drag, held the smoke, then tilted the joint toward Timmy.

“You want a hit, cumdump?”

Timmy blinked, throat sore, lips still shiny with spit and precum. He nodded slowly.

Daddy leaned forward, placed the joint between Timmy’s lips, and let him inhale.

“Good girl,” he said, watching the smoke drift around Timmy’s head. “Keep staying right there.”

“I might let you lick my balls next.”


Chapter FIVE Back Where She Belongs

The bar was quiet—but not for long.

Trixie stood outside the door for nearly a full minute, hands shaking, heart pounding in her chest. Her nipples were already hard, pressing against the sheer pink blouse she’d carefully picked out. The white booty shorts felt shorter than they did in the mirror, and the cage between her thighs throbbed with every breath. She could feel her soaked panties clinging to the plastic bars.

She told herself to turn around. To go back to the motel.
But her feet wouldn’t move.
Because she needed him.

She pushed the door open and stepped inside.

It felt like every eye in the place turned to her. Whether they really did or not didn’t matter—she felt it. Heat rushed to her cheeks. Her legs were jelly. She could barely breathe.

Jerome was at the bar, leaning against it like he’d been waiting for her all night. Thick forearms exposed, drink in hand, his smile slow and deep when he saw her.

“Took you long enough,” he said, voice calm, but full of something dangerous.

Trixie stepped closer, almost on autopilot. Her cage twitched with every step.

Jerome didn’t say another word—he just reached for her waist, pulled her close, and slid one hand down the curve of her back. His fingers found her ass and gripped it firmly, then slipped between her cheeks. She gasped softly when his hand pressed against the cage bulge beneath her shorts, cupping both her ass and her caged clitty at once.

“You walked here like this?” he murmured against her ear. “What a filthy little thing you are.”

She whimpered. His hand stayed there—owning her.

Then came the kiss.

Jerome grabbed her jaw and tilted her face up, his thumb stroking her cheek. Trixie’s eyes went wide. Her lips parted. And then his mouth was on hers—hungry, claiming, real. Her knees almost gave out. She kissed back without thinking, melting into it. Whimpers escaped her throat as her cage pulsed harder than it ever had.

It was her first real kiss. And everyone saw.

When he pulled away, her lips were wet. Her eyes glassy. Her whole body felt like it had been lit on fire from the inside.

Jerome didn’t say much after that. Just pulled her to the bar and ordered her a drink. She barely touched it. Her hands shook too badly. But he drank. And he kept one hand resting firmly on her bare thigh the entire time, sometimes drifting up beneath the hem of her shorts to squeeze her again.

They didn’t stay long.

“Let’s go,” he said eventually, standing up and tossing cash on the bar.

Trixie followed. Quiet. Dripping. Owned.

And smiling.

Because she was going back with him.

Back where she belonged.


Chapter SIX Used Proper

Jerome’s door barely clicked shut behind them before he stripped his shirt off. No words, no teasing—just muscles and authority as he kicked off his shoes and dropped his jeans in a pile.

He sat back on the couch, legs spread, thick cock already swelling between them.

“Strip,” he said. “Then get between my knees where you belong.”

Trixie obeyed instantly, blouse falling open as her trembling fingers worked the buttons. Her shorts peeled off, then her soaked panties, revealing the dripping little cage between her thighs. She dropped to her knees like the good girl she was and crawled between his legs.

“Now suck my balls,” Jerome said, lighting a joint like he had all the time in the world.

Trixie leaned in, her breath hitching as her lips brushed his skin. The scent of him made her dizzy. Her tongue flicked out, warm and soft, then she began sucking gently, rolling his balls on her tongue as her cage throbbed between her legs.

Jerome took a long drag from the joint and exhaled slowly. “Fuck, that’s nice,” he muttered, eyes half-lidded. “Open up. You want a hit, Princess?”

She paused and opened her mouth obediently. He held the joint to her lips. She inhaled, then coughed softly against his skin, making him grunt with amusement.

“Don’t stop,” he said, guiding her head lower again.

She kept going—long, loving sucks, her tongue worshipping every inch of him. He held the joint for her between hits, and she kept serving his balls like they were all she lived for. In that moment, they were.

“You like this?” Jerome asked lazily, his hand resting on her head. “You like sucking Daddy’s balls like a good little bitch?”

She nodded, moaning softly around him.

“Say it.”

“I… I love sucking your balls, Daddy…”

“Say it right.”

“I love sucking your balls. I’m your needy little white bitch…”

“Damn right you are.”

He pulled out a small bottle, twisted the cap, and held it under her nose.
“Breathe deep, baby.”

Trixie inhaled. The poppers hit her instantly—her body buzzed, her limbs wobbly. Her eyes watered, and her hole clenched involuntarily, desperate and aching.

Jerome stood and bent her over the couch in one smooth motion, pushing her head down, lifting her legs, and folding her in half. Her cage bounced helplessly as he pinned her open, her ass spread wide and ready.

Then he was inside her.
Deep. Thick. Unstoppable.

She gasped, whined, drooled into the cushion as his cock drove into her again and again. His hands were rough, gripping her thighs, holding her still as he pounded her relentlessly.

“You’re just a fuckhole,” he growled. “A tight little sissy fuckhole.”

Her eyes rolled back. She couldn’t think. She didn’t want to.

Then he pulled out suddenly, yanked her upright by the arm, and shoved her down to her knees again.

“Open.”

Trixie opened wide.

He pressed the poppers bottle to her nose again. She sniffed, gagged, and blinked up at him, dazed and glassy.

Then he fucked her throat—hard and deep, his cock battering the back of her mouth. She gurgled and choked but didn’t stop. Her tongue cradled him, her lips sealed tight.

He groaned, hips jerking.

Then came the flood—hot, thick, and overwhelming.

“Don’t swallow,” he ordered, breathing heavily. “Hold it.”

She knelt, lips sealed, mouth full of his cum, drool spilling down her chin.

He waited for a beat. Then two.

“Now,” he said finally.

She swallowed every drop.

Jerome stood tall above her, his cock still slick and twitching.

“Aww,” he said, smirking down at her. “You didn’t cum, huh?”

Trixie shook her head slowly, cage throbbing uncontrollably, her entire body trembling.

“Too bad,” he said. “You’re just a hole for me.”

And she was.

She licked her lips clean. Her face was ruined. Her voice was gone. Her clitty pulsing helplessly in its cage.

But she was smiling.

Because she knew she’d be back. She loved being used by him and feeling his big black cock deep inside her. She would be back.

For more. And more. And more.



Chapter SEVEN Her New Normal 

Six months had passed.

Trixie no longer flinched when someone called her a bitch in public.
She smiled when they did.

She belonged to Jerome—completely. Mind, body, every desperate inch.
She lived in his apartment now. Served him. Obeyed him. Pleased him. That was her role, and she loved it.

Every morning started the same: flat chastity cage locked in place, plug inserted, collar buckled tight around her neck. The tag read TRIXIE in shiny black letters, like it was her only name. Because it was.

Daddy liked her naked inside the apartment. Always.

She cooked like that. Cleaned like that. Waited by the door on her knees, plugged, caged, collared, soft tits bouncing slightly with every breath, hoping he’d use her the second he walked in. And he usually did.

If they went out, she dressed just as Daddy liked—slutty, shameful, obscene.
Mesh crop tops, sheer skirts, no panties.
Sometimes her clothes said it outright:
BBC ONLY
BNWO PROPERTY
She didn’t just wear those clothes. She believed them.
They were her truth.

The hormones had changed her. Her chest was soft now—little girlish tits that jiggled when she moved. Her skin was smooth and pale. Her voice lighter. Her mannerisms more delicate, more needy.

She had become exactly what Jerome wanted.

And everyone knew it.

Jerome’s friends didn’t even ask anymore. They used her when they wanted. Bent her over the counter. Fucked her mouth while Jerome played video games. Passed her around at parties. She was always eager. Always ready. Always wet and aching in her cage, knowing she’d never be allowed to cum except when her ass was fucked just right.

She had one job: serve.
One purpose: please Black cock.
One future: whatever Daddy decided.

And the worst part?

She wouldn’t change a thing.

Because Trixie had never been happier. All white sissies are when they accept their true purpose.


Chapter EIGHT Famous and Forever Owned

Trixie had made it.

She was a star now—a legend among white gooners and sissy losers everywhere.
The moment she popped up in a scene, pink cheeks flushed, cage locked tight, plug buried deep, lips painted and collar gleaming—every pathetic sissy on the internet knew who she was.

She was Trixie.
She was Black cock only.
She was permanently owned.

Jerome had made her famous.

They filmed often now. In their apartment. At hotels. Sometimes at parties. Always with the camera rolling and Trixie desperate for attention.

The most popular clips?
Jerome fucking hot white girls while Trixie knelt nearby, plugged and trembling, watching like a good little cuckwhore.
She always came. Hands-free.
Her caged clitty twitched, leaked, and burst without ever being touched—just from watching Black cock ruin white pussy.

Of course, she had her vibrator in. Jerome made sure of it—cranked up and pulsing in her sissy hole while she drooled and moaned and begged for more.

And the girls?

They were always gorgeous. Confident. Cruel.
They wore Trixie’s chastity keys on gold chains around their necks. Dangling proudly between their tits.
They laughed at her. Mocked her. Called her a pussyfree whiteboy, a good little loser, a broken toy.

“You’ll never get out of that cage,” one whispered during a livestream.
“You’re not a real girl—you’re just Daddy’s pathetic little cumless bitch.”

Trixie moaned on cue. Her cage jumped. And the comment section exploded.

The girls took turns using her. Making her lick them clean after Jerome finished. Slapping her tits. Pulling her hair. Pushing the vibe deeper and laughing when she cried.

She didn’t fight it.

She lived for it.

She didn’t need the cage anymore—not really.
The hormones had softened her clitty so much it barely got hard.
But Jerome made her wear it still. Not for control. For humiliation.

Because now? It wasn’t about keeping her locked.

It was about reminding her—and the world—what she truly was:

A forever sissy.
A BBC-owned cumslut.
A cage-wearing icon for every loser who ever stroked it to BNWO and wished it were them.

Trixie didn’t dream of freedom anymore.
She didn’t dream at all.
She lived it.

Every moan. Every scene. Every squirt of cum inside her or across her face was proof:

She’d become exactly what she was meant to be.

Owned.
Used.
And famous for it.


You’re still stroking, aren’t you? Still locked? Still dreaming of being just like Trixie? Don’t worry, little white sissy. There’s still time. Submit. Surrender. And maybe—if you’re lucky—you’ll end up just like her. 
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