

BNWO FOREVER
Black Owned Sissy

Chapter 1
The First Meeting

Jimmy shuffled nervously outside the Corner Café, sipping on his latte with caramel and vanilla. At just eighteen, he was slight, barely 5’5”, with soft, delicate features that made people do double-takes, often mistaking him for a girl. His pale complexion and thin build always drew teasing comments in school, but deep down, Jimmy knew it wasn’t just his body—it was who he was.

Jimmy couldn’t stop himself. Every day, he spiraled deeper into the BNWO fantasies—powerful black men dominating and reshaping the lives of submissive white boys, sissies, cucks, and trans girls. The scenes were raw, unapologetic, and everything he craved but felt too ashamed to admit to anyone else. He’d spend hours on forums, scrolling through threads filled with stories and images that only fueled his obsession. He’d find himself gooning—mindlessly edging and cumming multiple times a day.

He had a cheap chastity cage, a step toward the life he fantasized about living. He imagined himself fully transformed, feminized, and molded into the perfect submissive. But he had about zero self-control. Each time he locked himself up he would end up taking the cage off. It would end up on the floor, and Jimmy would be back to where he started, a cycle of shame and arousal.


Then he saw a post in a local swingers forum. 

“Black Titan: Trainer of WhiteBoys to Barbie Perfection. If you’re ready to surrender everything—mind, body, and freedom—contact me. No timewasters.”

The directness of the ad had made his heart pound. Jimmy hadn’t hesitated, sending a message that night. The response had been curt, authoritative, and direct:

“Meet me Friday, 7 PM. Corner Café. Be prepared.”

Now, standing there, Jimmy felt a mix of fear and excitement coursing through him. The sound of heavy boots against the pavement snapped him out of his thoughts. He turned to see a tall, imposing figure approaching. The man exuded dominance—his broad shoulders, smooth dark skin, and confident stride made Jimmy’s stomach flutter.

“Jimmy,” the man said, his voice deep and commanding. “I’m Malik. You’re on time. Good.”

Jimmy nodded, his words caught in his throat. Malik’s intense gaze swept over him, lingering on the boy’s slim frame.

“You’re small,” Malik said, his lips curling into a smirk. “Perfect. Follow me.”

Chapter 2
The First Steps

Malik’s apartment was nothing like Jimmy expected. The space was sleek and minimal, with touches of luxury that hinted at success. Malik motioned for Jimmy to sit on the leather couch, his presence filling the room like a storm cloud.

“So,” Malik began, leaning back in his chair. “You want this life—permanent chastity, feminization, complete dependency. Tell me why.”

Jimmy hesitated, his cheeks flushing. “I—I’ve always felt different,” he stammered. “Like I’m not... a real man. I want someone to take control. To... make me what I’m supposed to be.”

Malik’s smirk widened. “And you think you’re ready for that? Ready to give up everything and let me turn you into the perfect little doll?”

Jimmy nodded, his throat dry.

Malik stood, towering over Jimmy as he reached into his pocket, pulling out a small pink chastity cage. “Then prove it,” he said, tossing the device onto the table. “Strip and put that on.”

Jimmy’s hands trembled as he obeyed, his slim body trembling under Malik’s commanding gaze. He fumbled with the cage, his tiny cock barely filling it before the lock clicked into place.

“Good,” Malik said, his voice dripping with satisfaction. “From now on, that’s your reality. No touching, no release—just need. I’ll train you to crave this. To live for my approval.”

Malik walked behind Jimmy, his hands gripping the boy’s narrow shoulders. “You’re going to get used to being edged, to having your little clitty dripping and useless while your body transforms into exactly what I want. Hormones, surgery, training—it’ll all happen under my control.”

Jimmy whimpered, the weight of Malik’s dominance overwhelming and intoxicating.

“And by the time I’m done,” Malik continued, his lips brushing against Jimmy’s ear, “you won’t just be my creation. You’ll be my property. A perfect, feminized doll who lives to serve and obey.”

Chapter 3
Submission Begins

Jimmy knelt awkwardly on the floor, his trembling hands resting on his thighs. The pink chastity cage felt foreign and humiliating, locking away a part of himself that no longer belonged to him. Malik stood over him, a dominant presence that made Jimmy feel small and powerless—and he loved it.

“Look at me,” Malik commanded, his deep voice cutting through Jimmy’s spiraling thoughts.

Jimmy tilted his head up, his pale face flushed. Malik’s piercing gaze locked onto his, radiating authority.

“You’re going to learn what it means to serve,” Malik said, pacing slowly around Jimmy. “No more bratty games. No more running from what you are. From now on, I will decide everything—what you eat, what you wear, even when you speak. Understand?”

“Yes, Daddy,” Jimmy whispered, the word slipping out before he could stop it.

Malik smirked, his lips curling into an almost predatory grin. “Good. At least you know your place.” He leaned down, gripping Jimmy’s ear, forcing the boy to meet his eyes. “But being a good little doll doesn’t happen overnight. You’ve got a lot of bad habits to break, boy. And I’ll enjoy breaking them.”

Jimmy squirmed under the weight of Malik’s words, his ear hurt and his body betrayed him as he felt his little white cock trying to grow in the little cage.

“Stand up,” Malik ordered, and Jimmy scrambled to obey, nearly tripping over his own feet.

Malik grabbed a black leather collar from the table, the gleaming silver ring at the front catching the light. He held it up for Jimmy to see.

“This collar represents your surrender. Once it’s on, you don’t take it off without my permission. It means you belong to me—mind, body, and soul. Are you ready for that, boy?”

Jimmy’s heart pounded. “Yes, Daddy,” he said again, his voice shaky but resolute.

Malik’s powerful hands wrapped the collar around Jimmy’s slim neck, buckling it tightly. The collar felt natural to Jimmy and he smiled surprising himself.

“Perfect,” Malik said, stepping back to admire his work. “Tell me Jimmy how does that feel?”

Jimmy's eyes fluttered shut for a moment as he let the sensation of the collar sink in. The snug fit around his neck felt strange. He opened his eyes and looked up at Malik, a smile tugging at his lips, surprising even himself.

"It feels... good, Daddy," Jimmy said softly, his voice sounded surprised. "Like I’m free, I don’t have to fight anymore. Like I’m finally... where I’m supposed to be."

Malik’s smirk widened, his hand brushing over the collar as he tilted Jimmy’s chin up. “Good, boy. That’s exactly what I want to hear. Surrender isn’t weakness—it’s freedom. And now, you’re free to become who you were born to be.”

Jimmy nodded, tears welling up in his eyes but not from sadness. For the first time, he felt seen and understood.


“Now, let’s see if you can handle some discipline.” 

Jimmy’s bratty nature couldn’t help but surface. “I don’t need discipline. I’m already perfect,” he muttered, crossing his arms in defiance.

Malik raised an eyebrow, amused but unimpressed. “Oh, is that so? Seems like my little brat needs a lesson already.”

Before Jimmy could react, Malik grabbed him by the arm and pulled him over to a sturdy wooden chair. He sat down, dragging Jimmy across his lap.

“You’re going to learn quickly that being a brat won’t get you far with me,” Malik said, his hand resting on Jimmy’s exposed bottom.

Jimmy squirmed on Malik’s lap, a mix of fear and excitement coursing through him. “I—I was just kidding, Daddy!” he stammered, his voice trembling.

Malik’s response was swift and unrelenting. His large hand came down with a sharp, resounding smack, making Jimmy yelp.

“No more excuses,” Malik growled, his tone firm and commanding. “You’re here to serve. To obey. And to become exactly what I want you to be.”

The spanking continued, each strike landing with precision and force. Malik’s hand completely covered one of Jimmy’s small, pale ass cheeks with every slap, leaving behind a vivid red handprint. Jimmy’s slim body jerked with each impact, the sound of flesh meeting flesh echoing through the room.

Tears streamed down Jimmy’s face as the punishment intensified, each strike driving the lesson deeper. His whimpers turned into sobs, raw and unrestrained, as his pale cheeks turned a deep crimson. Malik’s strength was overwhelming, and yet Jimmy made no attempt to escape. He stayed in place, submitting fully, his body trembling but compliant.

Malik finally stopped, his hand resting possessively on the now-hot, red skin of Jimmy’s ass. He smirked, pleased with the boy’s response.

“No fighting, no running,” Malik said, his voice tinged with satisfaction. “Just taking it. That’s what I like to see.”

He lifted Jimmy off his lap, placing the boy gently on the floor. Jimmy knelt there, his head bowed, his body still shaking from the intensity of the spanking.

“Now,” Malik said, his commanding tone softer but no less authoritative, “are you ready to behave?”

“Yes, Daddy,” Jimmy sniffled, his voice small and broken, his bratty defiance thoroughly extinguished.

Malik’s smirk widened. “Good. This is just the beginning, boy. And you’re already learning your place.”

Malik smiled, satisfied. “Good. This is just the beginning, boy. By the time I’m done, you’ll thank me for every lesson, every punishment, and every bit of control I take from you. You’ll live to make me happy. And in return, you’ll become exactly what you’ve always wanted to be—a perfect, obedient little doll.”

Jimmy knelt again, his body trembling but his heart filled with a strange sense of peace. For the first time, he felt like he was exactly where he belonged.


Chapter 4
A Taste of His New Life 

Jimmy knelt on the plush rug in Malik’s living room, his thin legs trembling as he adjusted his posture. The weight of Malik’s dominance filled the room, making every breath Jimmy took feel heavy. His hands rested on his thighs, palms up, just as Malik had instructed earlier. His chastity cage pinched, his tiny cock straining helplessly as he waited for Malik’s next command.

Malik stood before him, his tall, muscular frame towering over Jimmy’s slight figure. The older man’s eyes were locked onto Jimmy’s, sharp and unyielding, as he slowly undid the belt on his perfectly pressed pants. The metallic clink of the buckle made Jimmy’s stomach flutter with nervous anticipation.

“You want this, don’t you?” Malik’s voice was low and commanding, a mixture of challenge and certainty.

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

Malik chuckled, the sound deep and rich. “That’s not enough. If you want to serve Black cock, you’d better show me.”

He pulled down his zipper, the sound loud in the silent room, and reached into his boxers. Jimmy’s breath hitched as Malik pulled out his cock—thick, dark, and intimidatingly large. It was the biggest Jimmy had ever seen, its girth making his mouth water and his throat tighten with anticipation.

Malik took a step forward, his cock swaying heavily in front of Jimmy’s wide, eager eyes. He tilted Jimmy’s chin up with a firm hand, forcing the boy to meet his gaze. “Open wide, tongue out, bitch,” Malik commanded.

Jimmy obeyed instantly, his lips parting and his small pink tongue extending. He felt the weight of Malik’s dominance in every word, every gesture. His cheeks burned with both humiliation and excitement as drool began pooling at the corners of his mouth.

“Good boy,” Malik murmured, his voice filled with approval. He placed the fat, swollen head of his cock against Jimmy’s tongue, smearing precum across its surface. The salty, musky taste made Jimmy’s cage throb painfully, his entire body aching with need.

“Keep your eyes on mine,” Malik ordered, gripping the back of Jimmy’s head with one large, strong hand.

Jimmy nodded slightly, his gaze fixed on Malik’s dark, commanding eyes. Slowly, Malik pushed forward, the thick head pressing against Jimmy’s lips and sliding into his mouth. Jimmy gagged slightly as the tip hit the back of his tongue, his eyes watering, but he didn’t pull back.

“That’s it,” Malik growled, his grip tightening. “Let that drool out. Good boy.”

Saliva spilled from the corners of Jimmy’s mouth as Malik began to pump his cock in and out, each thrust slow and deliberate. The thick shaft stretched Jimmy’s lips wide, the girth forcing him to work hard just to keep up. Drool dripped down his chin, pooling on his chest and soaking the front of his shirt.

Jimmy’s eyes brimmed with tears, his throat quivering as Malik’s cock repeatedly nudged against the soft entrance of his throat. Malik’s hand held him firmly in place, guiding his movements but never allowing him to escape.

“Yeah, good boy,” Malik said, his voice dripping with satisfaction. “This is what your life is gonna be like from now on. Serving Black cock. Taking it. Worshiping it. You were made for this.”

Jimmy moaned softly around the length in his mouth, his gagging noises muffled by the thick shaft filling his mouth. The sound of Malik’s cock sliding past his lips, wet with drool and precum, filled the room.

After what felt like an eternity of slow, deliberate thrusts, Malik pulled back, letting his cock slip free with a wet pop. Jimmy looked up at Malik with teary eyes.

“Open wide,” Malik commanded, stroking his cock with firm, practiced motions.

Jimmy obeyed, his lips parting once more, his tongue out and ready. Malik groaned deeply, his hips jerking as thick ropes of hot cum erupted from his cock, splattering across Jimmy’s tongue and lips.

“Swallow,” Malik ordered, watching intently as Jimmy closed his mouth and gulped down every drop. Malik’s eyes gleamed with satisfaction as Jimmy licked his lips clean, his face still flushed and wet with drool.

“Good boy,” Malik said, his tone softening slightly as he stroked Jimmy’s cheek with his thumb. “You’re a natural. I can see it already—you’re gonna be a perfect little sissy. Hungry, submissive, and always ready to serve.”

Jimmy’s heart swelled at the praise, his cage throbbing painfully as he knelt there, his body trembling with a mixture of shame and pride. He didn’t speak—he didn’t need to. He had found his purpose, and Malik had shown him the first step on his journey.

Chapter 5
Meal and Weight Control

Jimmy sat at the kitchen island in Malik’s sleek apartment, fidgeting with the hem of his oversized sweater. The chastity cage felt tight, a constant reminder of his submission. Malik stood across from him, leaning casually against the counter, a glass of water in one hand and an appraising look in his dark eyes.

“At your size,” Malik said, his voice low and deliberate, “you’re barely even a man. What are you, 110 pounds soaking wet?”

Jimmy blushed, his pale cheeks still raw from the earlier spanking. “108,” he murmured, barely audible.

“Pathetic,” Malik said with a smirk, stepping closer. His large frame towered over Jimmy’s slim, fragile body. “You’re perfect for what I want. Skinny, ribs showing, weak. Exactly how a good sissy should be. But we’re going to take it even further.”

Jimmy’s stomach tightened as Malik placed a hand on his shoulder. “I want you thinner. More delicate. A body so weak and helpless it screams submission. And when we’re done, you won’t just look the part—you’ll feel it, too. Hormones, fake tits, and eventually, a completely feminized, doll-like body. You’ll be perfect.”

Jimmy’s breath hitched as Malik’s words sank in. The thought of giving himself over completely, of being molded into Malik’s vision of perfection, both terrified and excited him.

“And those teeth,” Malik continued, his fingers lightly tilting Jimmy’s chin up. “A little crooked, aren’t they?”

Jimmy nodded, embarrassed. “Y-yeah, a little.”

“That’s fine,” Malik said, his lips curling into a grin. “Braces will fix that. And you know what? Braces will make you look younger, more innocent. Everyone loves a young, pretty sissy taking a big black cock.”

Jimmy’s cheeks flushed bright red, but he didn’t protest. Malik’s dominance was all-encompassing, and Jimmy felt himself slipping deeper under its weight.

“Starting today,” Malik said, stepping back and crossing his arms, “you’re on a strict diet. Nothing heavy, nothing greasy. Your body is going to be a temple—a weak, submissive temple built for me. I’ll decide what you eat, when you eat, and how much.”

Malik set a plate down in front of Jimmy. On it was a small salad, a few slices of cucumber, and a boiled egg.

“This is your lunch,” Malik said firmly. “And you’ll thank me for it.”

Jimmy stared at the meager meal, his stomach growling. He glanced up at Malik, unsure of what to say.

“Thank you, Daddy,” Jimmy whispered, picking up the fork with trembling hands.

Malik’s smile widened. “Good boy. This is just the start. You’re going to become exactly what I want—skinny, weak, and irresistible. And you’re going to love every second of it.”

As Jimmy nibbled at his meal, the weight of Malik’s plans settled over him. He didn’t know if he could handle everything Malik demanded, but one thing was clear—he would do anything to please him.

Chapter 6
Training

Jimmy knelt in Malik’s bathroom, the cool tiles beneath his knees sending shivers up his spine. The air smelled faintly of soap and aftershave, but the commanding presence of Malik standing behind him made the small room feel charged.

“First rule of being my sissy,” Malik said, his voice firm but calm. “You take care of yourself the way I want. That means smooth, soft, and ready for use at all times.”

Jimmy swallowed hard, nodding. His pale skin was naturally smooth, with only the faintest traces of hair along his legs and arms, but Malik’s dominance demanded perfection.

Malik leaned over, a razor in hand. “Strip,” he ordered.

Jimmy obeyed, trembling as he peeled off his clothes and sat naked before Malik. The older man smirked, kneeling beside him and running a warm washcloth over Jimmy’s legs, arms, and chest. Jimmy whimpered softly as Malik worked, the firm, deliberate strokes of the razor leaving his skin baby-smooth.

When Malik finished, he inspected Jimmy’s body like an artist admiring his work. “Good,” he said, nodding. “But this is just the start. You’re going to be soft and pretty all over from now on—lotions, oils, everything. Understood?”

“Yes, sir,” Jimmy whispered, his voice barely audible.

Malik led Jimmy back to the living room, where a small array of items sat neatly arranged on the coffee table: a set of gleaming stainless steel butt plugs, a leather paddle, and a bottle of lube.

“Every day, you’ll follow these steps,” Malik said, his voice steady and commanding. “First, you’ll take care of your skin—smooth and oiled. Then you’ll stretch that little hole of yours to make it ready for me. I expect you to wear a plug for at least eight hours a day, increasing the size daily.”

Jimmy’s eyes widened as Malik picked up the smallest plug, its sleek surface glinting under the light.

“Today, we’ll start with this,” Malik said, coating the plug with lube. “But by Friday, I’ll have you ready for this.” He held up the largest plug, its girthy base making Jimmy’s stomach tighten with nervous anticipation.

“Get on your hands and knees,” Malik commanded, his tone leaving no room for hesitation.

Jimmy obeyed, his pale cheeks burning as Malik’s large hands spread his small, round ass. The cold lube made him shiver, but it was nothing compared to the stretch of the plug as Malik pushed it inside.

“Relax,” Malik growled, his hand firm on Jimmy’s hip. “Good boys take their training seriously.”

Jimmy whimpered, his breathing shallow as the plug slid into place.

“See? Not so bad,” Malik said with a chuckle. He patted Jimmy’s ass, the sound echoing in the room. “Now, keep that in all day. And when I spank you later, I want to hear you thank me for every slap. Got it?”

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

By Friday, Jimmy had worked his way up to the second-largest plug, his body trembling with every new size. Malik watched with satisfaction as Jimmy knelt before him, the blush in his cheeks and the strain in his cage telling Malik everything he needed to know.

“Time for the final stretch,” Malik said, holding up the largest plug. “But don’t worry—I’ve got something to help.”

He pulled out a small yellow bottle of poppers. “This will help you relax,” Malik said, unscrewing the cap and holding it under Jimmy’s nose. “Breathe in.”

Jimmy hesitated, then obeyed, the sharp, chemical scent hitting him hard. His body felt warm, his muscles relaxing as the edges of his vision blurred slightly.

“Good boy,” Malik murmured, pressing the wide tip of the plug against Jimmy’s stretched hole. “Just let it happen.”

Jimmy moaned softly, his body yielding as Malik pushed the plug inside, the poppers loosening him up for itt.

“There we go,” Malik said, patting Jimmy’s ass. “That’s my good little sissy. Keep that in until morning. Tomorrow, you’ll be ready for your first real fuck.”

Jimmy’s heart pounded at Malik’s words, a mixture of fear and desperate anticipation filling him as he knelt at Malik’s feet, fully aware of what awaited him.

Chapter 7
Broken In

Jimmy knelt trembling on the cold tiles of Malik’s bathroom, naked except for the chastity cage pinching his tiny clitty. Malik towered over him, a red rubber enema bag in one hand, the other gripping a long nozzle slick with lube. The older man smirked, his dark eyes glinting with authority as he motioned for Jimmy to lower himself.

“Hands and knees, bitch,” Malik ordered, his tone steady but unyielding. “If you want to take my cock tonight, you better be clean. I don’t do messes.”

Jimmy whimpered but obeyed, his pale cheeks flushing as he lowered himself onto the floor. Malik crouched behind him, spreading Jimmy’s soft, smooth ass with one large hand. The nozzle pressed against his puckered hole, cool and unyielding.

“Relax,” Malik said sharply, pressing the tip inside. “You’re gonna take this like a good slut.”

Jimmy gasped as Malik opened the valve, sending a rush of warm liquid deep into his bowels. The pressure built quickly, making Jimmy squirm, but Malik’s firm grip on his hip kept him in place.

“That’s it. Don’t move,” Malik growled.

When the bag was empty, Malik pulled the nozzle free and slapped Jimmy’s ass. “Hold it,” he commanded. “If you let a single drop out, I’ll spank you raw.”

Jimmy clenched tightly, his body trembling as Malik leaned back against the sink, arms crossed. He watched with an amused smirk, his presence a reminder of who was in control. After several agonizing minutes, Malik finally nodded.

“Alright, get on the toilet and let it out,” he said.

Jimmy scrambled to the toilet, his face burning with humiliation as he expelled the enema. Malik didn’t leave—he stayed, leaning casually against the counter, listening to every sound.

“Good,” Malik said when Jimmy was done. “But once isn’t enough. We’re doing it again. I want you spotless before I fuck you.”

The second enema was even more humiliating. By the time Malik finally deemed him ready, Jimmy’s legs were shaking, his stomach cramping from the ordeal.

“You better be clean,” Malik said as he led Jimmy out of the bathroom. “Because my cock’s going straight from your ass to your mouth.”

In the living room, Malik dropped onto the couch, spreading his legs. His thick cock hung heavily between his thighs, semi-hard and glistening with precum.

“Crawl over here,” Malik commanded.

Jimmy obeyed, crawling across the floor on all fours until he was kneeling between Malik’s legs.

“Suck it hard,” Malik said, gripping the base of his cock.

Jimmy leaned in, his small tongue darting out to lap at the swollen head. The musky, salty taste made his cage throb painfully as he wrapped his lips around the tip, sucking gently.

“Good,” Malik muttered, guiding Jimmy’s head down. “Get it nice and hard. You’re gonna need it.”

Jimmy slobbered over Malik’s shaft, his lips stretching around its girth as Malik’s cock swelled in his mouth. When it was fully hard, Malik pulled him off with a wet pop.

“Ass up, face down,” Malik commanded. “Curve that back like a good slut.”

Jimmy turned and positioned himself on all fours, his pale cheeks flushing as he arched his back. Malik knelt behind him, gripping his hips firmly.

“That’s pathetic,” Malik growled. “But I’ll fix it.”

He slathered a generous amount of lube over his cock, then held a small bottle of poppers under Jimmy’s nose. “Sniff,” he ordered.

Jimmy inhaled deeply, the sharp chemical scent making his head spin. Before he could fully process it, Malik pressed the thick head of his cock against Jimmy’s tight hole and thrust forward, burying himself balls-deep in one brutal motion.

Jimmy cried out, his body jolting as Malik’s cock stretched him wide. Even with the lube and poppers, the overwhelming fullness left him gasping.

“Quiet,” Malik snapped, gripping Jimmy’s hips tightly. “You’re gonna take it, bitch. This is what your life is now—Black cock pounding your tight little hole.”

Malik’s pace was relentless, his cock driving deep into Jimmy with each powerful thrust. The sound of skin slapping against skin filled the room, mingling with Jimmy’s muffled whimpers and Malik’s low groans.

“You’re tight,” Malik said, his voice dripping with satisfaction. “But you’ll loosen up. By the time I’m done, you’ll beg me to fuck you like this every day.”

Jimmy’s body quaked under Malik’s assault, his pale skin flushed and glistening with sweat. The thick cock stretching his ass sent waves of pain and pleasure through him, leaving him whimpering and clinging to the floor.

Malik’s thrusts grew harder, his pace quickening as his grip on Jimmy’s hips tightened. With a deep groan, Malik slammed into him one final time, his cock throbbing as he emptied himself deep inside Jimmy.

“Take it all,” Malik growled, his voice rough with pleasure. “You’re mine now, bitch.”

When Malik finally pulled out, his cock glistened with a mixture of cum and lube. Jimmy collapsed onto the floor, his body trembling.

“Don’t get comfortable,” Malik said, standing over him. “Clean me up.”

Jimmy crawled forward, his lips parting as he took Malik’s cock into his mouth, tasting the salty mix of lube, cum, and his own ass. Malik groaned as Jimmy sucked, his tongue working diligently to clean every inch of the thick shaft.

“Good boy,” Malik murmured, his hand resting heavily on Jimmy’s head. “You’re gonna make the perfect little sissy. And this is just the start.”

Chapter 8
Breaking In

Over the next week, Jimmy’s life became a strict, unrelenting routine of submission and transformation. Malik took control of every aspect of Jimmy’s existence, stripping away any semblance of his former self. The changes were swift and humiliating, yet they left Jimmy trembling with a strange mix of shame and arousal.

Each morning, Jimmy woke on a small mat beside Malik’s bed. Malik made sure Jimmy understood his place—he wasn’t worthy of sleeping in the bed of a real man. The day always began the same way:

“Crawl over, slut,” Malik growled, sitting on the edge of the bed.

Jimmy, still groggy, shuffled on all fours, his slim body trembling as Malik’s thick cock, already semi-hard, swayed in front of his face. Without hesitation, Jimmy opened his mouth, his tongue darting out to catch the salty bead of precum that awaited him.

“Get it hard,” Malik ordered, gripping Jimmy’s hair and guiding him down onto the shaft.

Jimmy’s lips stretched wide as he sucked, his mouth working desperately to please Malik. By now, he had learned to anticipate the weight of the cock in his mouth, the musky taste that filled his senses as Malik thrust lazily into his throat.

But today, Malik didn’t groan and spill into Jimmy’s mouth as he usually did. Instead, he yanked Jimmy’s head back by the hair, pulling his cock free with a wet pop.

“That’s enough, bitch,” Malik said, his voice low and commanding. “I’m saving my cum for later. You’re so fucking hungry for my cock that I’ve got an idea to keep your belly full. You’ll see soon enough.”

Jimmy knelt there, his mouth still open and his chest heaving, his body trembling with both frustration and arousal as Malik smirked down at him, already planning what was to come.

After breakfast—usually a small bowl of plain oatmeal for Jimmy, as Malik insisted on keeping him slim—Malik would administer his daily spanking.

“Over my lap, bitch,” Malik commanded, sitting in the living room with a paddle in hand.

Jimmy whimpered but obeyed, draping his pale, slim body over Malik’s muscular thighs. Malik pulled down Jimmy’s pink lace panties—part of his new wardrobe—exposing the boy’s smooth, round ass.

The first strike made Jimmy flinch, the sharp crack of the paddle echoing through the room. Malik worked methodically, each swing landing harder than the last, leaving bright red marks that blossomed into angry welts. Jimmy squirmed, his hands gripping the sides of the chair, but Malik’s strong arm pinned him in place.

By the tenth strike, Jimmy was trembling, tears streaming down his face as sobs wracked his slim frame.

“You’re pathetic,” Malik growled, delivering another stinging blow. “A weak little white sissy. No wonder you need a real man like me to teach you your place.”

Jimmy’s sobs grew louder, his humiliation complete. Malik smirked, gripping a handful of Jimmy’s hair and yanking his head back to look him in the eye.

“If you’re gonna cry like a little bitch,” Malik snarled, “then get on your knees and suck my cock like a pacifier.”

Jimmy whimpered, sliding off Malik’s lap to the floor, his cheeks streaked with tears. He knelt, opening his mouth without hesitation as Malik’s cock swayed in front of his face.

“Good girl,” Malik murmured, smirking as he guided his cock into Jimmy’s mouth. “That’s more like it.”

By midweek, Jimmy’s body had begun to show signs of the transformation Malik demanded. His waist had grown slimmer, his once-soft body now weak and pliable under Malik’s control. His shoulders seemed narrower, his frame shrinking under the strict regimen of humiliation and submission. Every movement felt like an acknowledgment of how thoroughly Malik had taken over his life.

Malik’s rigorous training schedule left no room for defiance. Each day, Jimmy wore progressively larger plugs, the final one stretching him to the brink of his limits.

“On all fours,” Malik ordered every night, his voice as unyielding as ever.

Jimmy obeyed without hesitation, his body trembling as he positioned himself on the floor. He arched his back instinctively, his pale, reddened cheeks still sore from the spankings Malik administered daily. Malik’s large hands gripped Jimmy’s soft, round ass, spreading him wide.

“You’re getting used to this,” Malik muttered, smirking as he slathered his cock with lube. “Good. You’d better be.”

Without warning, Malik pressed the slick, lubed head of his cock against Jimmy’s stretched hole and drove it inside with a single, brutal thrust.

Jimmy cried out, his entire body jerking forward from the force. His ass, already stretched and aching from the plugs, struggled to accommodate Malik’s size. Malik gripped his hips firmly, holding him in place as he began to thrust.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” Malik growled, his cock slamming into Jimmy’s slick, gaping hole.

Each session left Jimmy gasping and trembling, his body clinging to the edge of endurance as Malik fucked him hard and deep. The sound of skin slapping against skin filled the room, mingling with Jimmy’s soft whimpers and Malik’s satisfied grunts.

Jimmy’s chastity cage throbbed painfully with each thrust, his useless clitty leaking in its tight confinement. Every time Malik’s cock dragged against his sensitive walls, it sent shocks of pain and pleasure through his entire body.

“Good boy,” Malik muttered, his pace relentless. “You’re getting better. But this is just the beginning.”

Malik’s thrusts grew harder, his cock burying itself deeper with every stroke. Jimmy’s arms trembled as he struggled to hold himself up, his face pressed against the floor. Tears streaked his cheeks as Malik drove into him again and again, his powerful hands keeping the boy exactly where he wanted him.

When Malik finally came, he slammed into Jimmy one last time, his cock throbbing as hot cum flooded the boy’s stretched hole. Jimmy moaned softly, his body shuddering as Malik emptied himself inside him.

Malik pulled out slowly, his thick cock glistening with cum and lube. Jimmy’s gaping hole twitched as the sticky mixture began to drip down his thighs, his entire body trembling from the ordeal.

“Get up,” Malik growled, yanking Jimmy onto his knees. His cock, still slick with cum, swayed in front of Jimmy’s flushed face.

“Clean it,” Malik commanded, his voice low and commanding.

Jimmy’s lips parted immediately, his tongue darting out to catch the salty, musky taste of Malik’s cock. The flavor of cum and lube filled his senses, sending a jolt of arousal through his locked, useless clitty. Jimmy moaned softly, his lips stretching wide as he took Malik’s cock into his mouth.

Malik groaned, one hand tangling in Jimmy’s hair as he guided the boy’s head down. “That’s it, slut,” he murmured, watching as Jimmy’s lips slid up and down his shaft. “You’re getting the hang of this.”

Jimmy worked diligently, his tongue swirling around the head of Malik’s cock, cleaning every inch. The taste of his own ass mixed with Malik’s cum was humiliating, but it only made him more eager to please. His cheeks flushed as he sucked harder, his spit mixing with the remnants of Malik’s release.

Malik smirked, his hand gripping the back of Jimmy’s head. “You’re my little white bitch now,” he said, his voice dripping with satisfaction. “And you love it, don’t you?”

Jimmy moaned around the thick shaft in his mouth, his eyes watering as he nodded.

By the time Malik was satisfied, Jimmy’s lips were swollen and glistening with spit and cum, his cheeks streaked with tears. Malik pulled his cock free with a wet pop, stroking Jimmy’s cheek with his thumb.

“Good boy,” Malik murmured, his tone almost teasing. “You’re starting to understand your place.”

By Thursday, Malik decided it was time to escalate Jimmy’s transformation. After another grueling day of training, he stood over the boy, who was kneeling dutifully at his feet. Malik’s smirk widened as he reached down to stroke Jimmy’s flushed cheek.

“From now on, your name is Candy,” Malik announced, his deep voice laced with mockery.

Jimmy blinked up at him, his pale cheeks burning with humiliation. The name felt so foreign, so demeaning, and yet... it felt inevitable. Malik’s control over him left no room for protest.

“Yes, Daddy,” Jimmy whispered, his voice trembling.

“Good girl,” Malik said, his large hand patting Jimmy’s cheek with a mixture of approval and condescension.

Malik stepped away, returning moments later with a small bottle of pills. He held it up, turning it slowly in his hand like a trophy, his dark eyes gleaming.

“Starting today, you’re going on hormones,” Malik declared, tossing the bottle onto the table in front of Jimmy. “We need to soften that skinny little body of yours, make you look the part. You’re going to transform into the perfect little slut—inside and out.”

Jimmy’s hands trembled as he picked up the bottle, the reality of Malik’s words sinking in. Malik crouched in front of him, gripping Jimmy’s chin and forcing him to meet his gaze.

“You’re going to change, Candy,” Malik said, his voice steady and deliberate. “Your body’s going to get softer, your hips will round out, and those nipples of yours will start getting sensitive—aching, even. And eventually, you’re going to have tits. Real tits. Big, soft ones that’ll bounce every time I fuck you.”

Jimmy’s breath hitched, his cheeks flushing even deeper as Malik continued.

“Breast implants,” Malik murmured, his tone both mocking and firm. “I’m going to have you under the knife, turning that scrawny chest into something worth grabbing. You’re going to look at yourself in the mirror and see a perfect little sissy staring back at you—a pretty, feminized thing who exists only to please me.”

Malik smirked, his thumb brushing over Jimmy’s trembling lips. “But that’s not all. These hormones aren’t just for your body, Candy. They’re going to fuck with your head, too. You’ll cry more, cling more, and every thought you have will revolve around me—around my cock.”

Jimmy whimpered, the weight of Malik’s words pressing down on him like a physical force.

“Don’t worry,” Malik added, his smirk widening. “By the time I’m done with you, you’ll be begging for all of it. You’ll love being my little sissy, so soft and weak that you can’t even get hard anymore—not that you could before with that tiny clitty of yours.”

Jimmy’s hands shook as he opened the bottle, pouring out the first pill. Malik’s watchful eyes never left him as he placed it on his tongue and swallowed, the bitter taste lingering in his mouth.

“Good girl,” Malik murmured, his large hand stroking Jimmy’s hair. “Soon enough, you’ll be exactly what I want—what you were always meant to be.”

Jimmy knelt there, his heart pounding as Malik’s words echoed in his mind. The thought of his transformation—his breasts, his soft body, his utter dependency—terrified and thrilled him in equal measure.

“Don’t forget,” Malik added, his tone dark and commanding. “This isn’t just for me, Candy. It’s for you. You’ll finally understand what it means to serve, to belong, and to be happy doing it. And you’ll thank me for every single step.”

Saturday marked a week since Jimmy’s new life began, and Malik decided it was time to push him further.

“Today, you’re going to take my cock the way a real slut does,” Malik said, holding a bottle of poppers under Jimmy’s nose.

Jimmy inhaled deeply, the sharp scent making his head spin as Malik gripped his hair.

“Open wide,” Malik ordered, guiding his cock into Jimmy’s mouth.

This time, Malik didn’t stop at the back of Jimmy’s throat. He pushed deeper, the thick shaft forcing its way past Jimmy’s gag reflex. Jimmy’s eyes watered, his throat spasming as Malik thrust harder, his balls slapping against Jimmy’s chin.

“Take it, bitch,” Malik growled, holding Jimmy’s head firmly in place.

Jimmy gagged violently, his stomach twisting as Malik’s cock stretched his throat. Tears streamed down his face, and a sudden heave sent a rush of his lunch spilling onto the floor.

Malik didn’t stop. “You’ll clean that up later,” he snarled, thrusting harder.

By the time Malik finished, Jimmy’s throat was raw, his face wet with tears and drool. Malik pulled out slowly, his cock glistening with spit and precum.

“Good girl,” Malik said, stroking Jimmy’s cheek. “We’ll do this every week until you can take it without puking. Now clean me up.”

Jimmy nodded weakly, his trembling lips wrapping around Malik’s cock as he sucked it clean.

Malik stepped back slightly, his dark eyes scanning Jimmy's tear-streaked face and trembling body. A cruel smirk spread across his lips as he adjusted his stance, resting one foot on the edge of the coffee table to expose himself further.

“On your knees, slut,” Malik commanded, his deep voice reverberating with authority. “You’re not done until every inch of me is spotless.”

Jimmy’s heart raced as he repositioned himself on the floor, his legs weak and trembling. He watched as Malik turned around, his muscled frame towering above him. Malik bent slightly, spreading his firm, powerful cheeks and revealing his tight, puckered hole.

“You know what to do,” Malik growled. “Show me how grateful you are to serve.”

Jimmy hesitated for only a moment before leaning forward, his hands resting lightly on Malik’s thighs for balance. His face flushed hot with shame and arousal as he extended his tongue, the tip barely grazing Malik’s hole. The taste was musky and raw, a mix of sweat and Malik’s natural dominance.

“Deeper,” Malik barked, glancing back at him with a sneer.

Jimmy obeyed, his tongue pressing in, swirling and lapping with increasing enthusiasm. Malik’s body tensed under his touch, a low grunt escaping his lips as Jimmy worked diligently, his tongue exploring every fold and crevice. The degrading act sent waves of conflicting emotions through Jimmy—humiliation mixed with a strange, undeniable sense of fulfillment.

“That’s it,” Malik said, his voice softer but no less commanding. “Get in there, make it wet. Show me you’re good for more than just sucking cock.”

Malik shifted his stance slightly, spreading his legs wider to give Jimmy better access. Jimmy buried his face deeper, his nose pressing against Malik’s firm cheeks as his tongue worked tirelessly. Spit dripped down his chin, mixing with the sticky remnants of earlier.

When Malik finally pulled away, Jimmy sat back on his heels, gasping for breath, his face slick and flushed. But Malik wasn’t finished.

“Now these,” Malik said, stepping forward and gripping his massive balls in one hand. They hung low and heavy, glistening faintly in the low light. “Worship them.”

Jimmy leaned in without hesitation, his lips wrapping around one of Malik’s balls. The skin was warm and smooth, the weight of it filling his mouth completely. He sucked gently at first, swirling his tongue over the sensitive surface before switching to the other, lavishing it with equal attention. Malik groaned in approval, one hand gripping the back of Jimmy’s head as he guided his movements.

“Use your hands too,” Malik instructed, his tone rough with arousal.

Jimmy’s trembling fingers reached up to cradle Malik’s balls, his palms cupping their fullness as he alternated between licking, sucking, and kissing. His own caged clitty throbbed uselessly, trapped and leaking as he lost himself in the act of servitude.

Malik watched with a satisfied smirk, his dominance solidified in every groan and shudder that passed through Jimmy’s delicate frame. “That’s a good girl,” he murmured, his voice dripping with condescension. “You’re learning your place. And you’ll learn to love it.”

Chapter 9
No Return

Malik had been watching Jimmy closely over the past weeks, taking pleasure in the boy’s increasing obedience and growing dependency. But Malik knew that Jimmy still clung to the

frayed remnants of his old identity—a part of him that resisted fully embracing his new reality. Tonight, that would change.

Jimmy knelt in Malik’s living room, his hands folded neatly in his lap. His pastel lingerie clung tightly to his slim frame, and his caged clitty throbbed uselessly beneath the delicate lace panties Malik had selected for him. The room was dimly lit, with candles casting flickering shadows across the walls, creating an almost ritualistic atmosphere.

“Tonight,” Malik began, his deep voice steady, “you’re going to let go of everything you used to be. No more clinging to the past. No more pretending. By the time we’re done, you’ll understand exactly who you are and what you exist for.”

Jimmy swallowed hard, his throat dry. He nodded, though the weight of Malik’s words made his chest tighten.

Malik picked up a delivery box from the table and placed it in front of Jimmy. He opened the box to reveal a smaller chastity cage—pink and plastic; a bigger black silicone buttplug with a corkscrew piggy tail; and a wide, curved dildo, twice as thick as Malik’s cock.

“You’ve earned this,” Malik said, holding up the massive dildo. His tone dripped with authority, his dark eyes locking on Jimmy’s wide, pleading gaze. “But only if you prove to me that you’re ready.”

Jimmy nodded, trembling, the ache of longing coursing through him. “Yes, sir,” he whispered, his voice laced with desperation. His eyes lingered on the dildo, his nervousness eclipsed by the gnawing craving that had grown stronger with each passing day.

Malik’s smile was sharp and predatory, like a wolf about to devour its prey. “Good. Strip.”

Jimmy’s fingers fumbled as he peeled away the delicate lingerie, leaving him bare except for the chastity cage on his leaking clitty.

“Lie back,” Malik commanded.

Jimmy obeyed, positioning himself on the cool floor, his legs spread wide. The position left him utterly exposed, his caged clitty twitching and his small, smooth balls glistening with precum. Malik knelt between his legs, his strong hands removing the old cage and fitting the new, pink, glittering cage onto Jimmy’s dripping shaft.

Malik gathered the clear drops of precum leaking from Jimmy’s tip with his finger, holding it up for Jimmy to see. “Look at you, leaking like a desperate little bitch. Open your mouth.”

Jimmy parted his lips obediently, his tongue darting out to accept the offering. The salty tang of his own precum coated his tongue as Malik’s gaze burned into him. “Good boy. Eat it all up.”

Next, Malik reached for the buttplug. The silicone corkscrew tail jiggled as he slicked the bulb with lube. He pressed it against Jimmy’s quivering hole, the girth stretching him with relentless pressure until the plug popped fully inside. Jimmy whimpered as the tail jiggled with each involuntary clench, it was humiliating.

“You’re such a piggy for abuse,” Malik said, smirking as he gave the tail a tug that made Jimmy squirm. “This is perfect for you.”

“Now, let’s see what kind of pig you really are.”

Malik picked up the massive dildo, the intimidating girth gleaming under the light. He leaned over Jimmy, his large hand pressing firmly against the boy’s chest to keep him pinned to the floor. “You’re dripping, sissy,” Malik sneered, flicking the tip of the glittering cage. “So desperate, so pathetic. You want this, don’t you?”

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

“Then beg for it,” Malik ordered, his voice sharp.

Jimmy’s voice cracked as he cried out, his words spilling out in a desperate rush. “Please, sir! Please let me feel it! Please let me have it! I’ll do anything!”

Malik chuckled darkly, grabbing a small bottle from the table. “You’ll do anything, huh? Let’s see how far you’ll go.” He uncapped the bottle of poppers, holding it under Jimmy’s nose. “Breathe in.”

Jimmy obeyed, the chemical rush burning through him and flooding his senses with heat and euphoria. Malik wasted no time, yanking out the pig-tailed butt plug and positioning the wide head of the dildo against Jimmy’s stretched boi pussy. With steady pressure, he pushed it in, the girth spreading Jimmy wider than ever before.

Jimmy moaned, his body writhing as the dildo slid deeper, every inch igniting waves of unbearable pleasure. Malik’s free hand came down hard on Jimmy’s ass, the sharp crack of the spank echoing through the room. “Take it, you filthy little pig,” Malik growled, punctuating his words with more spanks that left Jimmy’s cheeks burning.

Malik positioned himself behind Jimmy, gripping the massive black dildo with one hand and spreading Jimmy’s trembling cheeks with the other. “You’re going to take this like the pathetic little pig you are,” he growled, the words dripping with dominance.

Without warning, Malik began pumping the dildo into Jimmy’s boi pussy, starting slow but quickly picking up speed. The sheer size of the toy forced Jimmy’s walls to stretch around it, every thrust driving it deeper until the wide base bumped against his opening. Malik’s strong hand gripped Jimmy’s hips, pulling him back onto the massive silicone shaft as he rammed it in hard and fast, each stroke deliberate and brutal.

“Feel that, sissy?” Malik sneered, slamming the dildo forward with a force that made Jimmy cry out. “This is what you were made for.”

The thick, curved head of the dildo battered against Jimmy’s prostate, sending shockwaves of raw pleasure through his small frame. Each stroke made Jimmy whimper and squirm, the relentless friction grinding against his most sensitive spot. Malik leaned over him, his free hand coming down hard on Jimmy’s ass, the stinging slaps echoing through the room as he fucked him harder than ever before.

“You’re dripping,” Malik snarled, glancing down at the caged clitty leaking pitifully. “You’re going to cum from this, aren’t you? Like the broken little slut you are.”

Jimmy could only moan in response, his voice hoarse and broken. The huge dildo pounded into him mercilessly, the rhythm relentless as Malik’s strength overwhelmed him. With each thrust, the dildo rammed over Jimmy’s prostate, beating it until he was a trembling, moaning mess beneath Malik.

The relentless thrusting, the overwhelming fullness, and the sting of Malik’s hand drove Jimmy over the edge. His body bucked as the first sissygasm overtook him, his caged clitty spurting uncontrollably. Spurt after spurt hit the floor beneath him, his body shaking with the intensity of his anal orgasm, the humiliation and pleasure intertwined as Malik finally slowed, admiring his work.

“Look at this mess,” Malik sneered, his voice mocking. He pulled the dildo free with a wet pop and stood, Jimmy’s ass gaped as Malik towered over Jimmy’s trembling form. “Lick it up. Every last drop.”

Jimmy, his body still trembling, crawled forward on shaking hands and knees. His tongue darted out to lap at the sticky puddles on the floor, the salty taste of his own cummies filling his mouth. Malik watched with a smirk, his arms crossed.

“That’s the real you,” Malik said, his voice low and commanding. “A broken, obedient sissy who exists only to serve. You’re mine now.”

Jimmy whispered hoarsely, his voice muffled as he licked the floor. “Thank you, sir.”

The orgasm Malik had fucked out of him was unlike anything he’d ever experienced. The hundreds of lonely, shameful orgasms he’d given himself in the dark couldn’t compare to this raw, all-consuming pleasure. It was as if Malik had reached deep into his soul and pulled out the broken, submissive sissy that had been hiding there all along.

Jimmy crawled over to Malik on unsteady hands and knees, his pink, glittering cage still dripping from his anal orgasm. Without hesitation, he leaned forward, pressing his soft lips to Malik’s heavy, dark balls. His tongue flicked out, swirling around them as he worshiped every inch, his voice trembling with gratitude.

“Thank you, Daddy,” Jimmy murmured between licks, his words muffled as he trailed his tongue up Malik’s shaft, his small hands caressing the base reverently. “Thank you, Daddy. Thank you for making me yours.”

Malik smirked, watching as Jimmy worked his mouth up and down his cock with desperate devotion. The little white sissy’s gaze never wavered, his adoring eyes locked onto Malik’s as he bobbed his head, his lips stretched around the thick shaft.

“Good girl,” Malik said, his deep voice filled with satisfaction. He reached down, gripping Jimmy’s hair as the boy’s tongue continued its worship. “You’re hooked now, aren’t you? A little slut for Black cock forever.”

Jimmy moaned around Malik’s length, his eyes glistening with tears of humiliation and joy. He pulled back just enough to whisper, his voice quaking with need, “Yes, Daddy. Thank you Daddy.”

Malik’s smirk widened, He knew, without a doubt, that Jimmy was his completely—mind, body, and soul. There was no turning back for the little sissy. He was ruined, addicted, and bound to serve forever.

Chapter 10
Becoming Cindy

Jimmy knelt on the floor of Malik’s apartment, his cheeks flushed and his breath trembling as Malik circled him with deliberate steps. The air was charged, heavy with anticipation. Malik finally stopped in front of him, a smirk tugging at his lips.

“It’s time we gave you a name that fits what you truly are,” Malik said, his deep voice resonating with authority.

Jimmy looked up, his wide, doe-like eyes filled with a mix of fear and longing. “A… a name, sir?” he whispered.

Malik reached down, gripping Jimmy’s hair and tilting his face upward. “That’s right. Jimmy doesn’t suit you anymore. You’re not a man. You’re a little sissy slut, and you need a name that tells everyone exactly what you are.”

Malik let the silence linger for a moment, enjoying the way Jimmy squirmed under his gaze. “From now on, your name is Cindy. Say it.”

Jimmy’s lips parted, his voice barely above a whisper. “Cindy.”

“Louder,” Malik commanded, his grip tightening.

“Cindy!” the boy cried out, the sound echoing in the room.

“Good girl,” Malik said, releasing him. “Now, Cindy, it’s time to make this transformation real. Starting today, you’re going on hormones. Your body will soften, your little clitty will shrink even further, and you’ll finally start becoming what you were meant to be.”

Jimmy—Cindy—felt tears prick at the corners of her eyes, overwhelmed by the weight of Malik’s words. “Thank you, Daddy,” she whispered, her voice trembling with gratitude.

Later that evening, Malik sat on his sleek leather couch, flanked by his two closest friends—DeShawn and Marcus. Both were tall, muscular, and exuded the same air of effortless dominance as Malik. Cindy stood before them, her petite, feminized frame trembling under their scrutinizing gazes.

“So, this is the little slut you’ve been training,” DeShawn said, his deep voice laced with amusement as he leaned back, his powerful arms resting on the couch.

Malik smirked. “That’s right. Meet Cindy. She’s not a man anymore—she’s my sissy bitch, and she’s here to serve.”

Cindy’s heart pounded as her delicate hands fumbled with DeShawn's zipper. She felt their eyes on her—pushing her deeper into the moment. Her pink chastity cage throbbed.

As the zipper slid down, DeShawn’s cock sprang free, thick and heavy, she took a deep breath smelling his cock. She licked her lips instinctively, her mouth watering the smell of him. Ske looked up, meeting his amused smirk, and she knew exactly what was expected.

Cindy leaned in slowly, her pink-glossed lips parting as she extended her tongue, licking the head. The taste was salty and musky, a reminder of his masculinity and her utter inadequacy. She moaned softly, the sound vibrating in her throat as she licked up and down his cock, worshipping it.

“Take it deeper, Cindy,” DeShawn growled, his large hand tangling in her soft hair, guiding her movements.

She obeyed eagerly, wrapping her lips around the swollen head, she began to suck as saliva pooled in her mouth, spilling over as she struggled to take him further, her tongue swirling and stroking the underside of his shaft.

“That’s it, little one,” Malik murmured from the side, his voice low and approving. “Show him how much you need it.”

Encouraged, Cindy pushed herself further down, gagging as DeShawn’s cock nudged the back of her throat. Tears welled in her eyes, but she didn’t stop. She couldn’t. Her hands on his thighs, nails pressing into his skin as she adjusted, relaxing her throat to take him deeper.

“Good girl,” DeShawn praised, his tone thick with satisfaction. He pushed her down firmly, the tip of his cock slipping into her throat, her throat spasming around him. “See? You’re made for this.”

Cindy gagged but kept going, her throat bulging around his length as drool spilled from the corners of her mouth, dripping onto her pale chest. The wet, obscene sounds filled the room, mingling with the low chuckles of Malik and his friends. Each thrust into her throat was deliberate, controlled, as he fucked her throat like a pussy.

Her hands slid from his thighs to cup his heavy balls, her fingers cradling them with reverence as her tongue worked tirelessly to please him. He held her hair pumping in and out of her throat.

When he finally pulled her head back, Cindy gasped for air, her chest heaving as a string of drool connected her lips to his glistening cock head. DeShawn grinned, stroking her cheek. “Not bad, little sissy,” he said, his tone teasing but pleased. “You’ll get better with practice.”

Cindy’s face lit up at the praise, her lips parting in a shy smile as she leaned forward to take him back into her throat, eager to show she was ready for anything he demanded.

“She’s hooked,” Marcus said, his voice filled with approval as he watched Cindy’s eager worship. “You’ve got yourself a good one, Malik.”

“She’s not just mine,” Malik replied. “Cindy’s here for all of us. A proper little sissy slut for the BNWO.”

DeShawn's grin widened as he gazed down at Cindy, her face smeared with spit and his precum, her chest rising and falling as she tried to catch her breath. The room was silent except for the occasional chuckle from Malik and his friends, the weight of their presence pressing down on Cindy like a physical force.

"You're not done yet, Cindy," DeShawn said, his voice low and commanding. "You think that was enough to prove yourself? You're barely getting started."

Cindy whimpered but nodded quickly, her pink-glossed lips trembling. She felt Malik's strong hand gripping her arm, pulling her to her feet. Her legs wobbled as she was turned to face the rest of the men, each one watching her with a mixture of amusement and anticipation.

Malik stepped closer, tilting Cindy's chin upward to force her gaze to meet his. "You want to belong here, don’t you, sissy? To be a proper little toy for real men?"

"Y-yes, sir," Cindy stammered, her voice barely above a whisper.

Malik smirked, then pushed her to her knees again with an effortless shove. "Then prove it. Show every single one of us how far you’re willing to go."

Cindy obeyed without hesitation, crawling on all fours from one man to the next, her caged clitty straining helplessly with every humiliating act. She kissed boots, licked the sweat from their skin, and sucked with desperate devotion, her throat sore and raw but her mind laser-focused on their approval.

"Look at her," one of the men sneered, his voice dripping with contempt. "Pathetic little thing, isn't she? Bet she gets off just hearing us laugh at her."

Cindy’s cheeks burned, but the words only made her work harder, her body trembling as she submitted completely to their degradation. Malik’s deep laughter rang out as he grabbed the back of her head, forcing her to take him deeper than she thought possible. Her nose pressed against his base, her eyes watering as she gagged loudly, the sound echoing through the room.

"Good girl," Malik said mockingly, yanking her back and letting her collapse onto the floor. "Now clean up the mess you made."

Cindy scrambled to obey, licking at the puddle of drool and precum that had pooled beneath her, her tongue dragging across the cold floor as tears streamed down her cheeks. The taste of humiliation was sharp on her tongue, but she kept going, driven by the laughter and taunts of the men around her.

By the time she finished, her face was slick, her makeup smeared beyond recognition. Malik crouched down in front of her, gripping her chin and forcing her to look at him.

"This is who you are, Cindy," he said coldly. "A pathetic little sissy who exists to be used, humiliated, and degraded. And don’t you ever forget it."

Cindy nodded weakly, her voice breaking as she whispered, "Thank you, sir."

The room erupted into laughter as Malik shoved her back onto her knees. "Good. Now stay down there where you belong, and maybe—just maybe—we’ll let you prove yourself again tomorrow."

Cindy lowered her head, her body quivering with a mix of shame and arousal, knowing she was exactly where she was meant to be—on her knees, humiliated and degraded, completely at their mercy.


Chapter 11
Cindy’s True Purpose 

A year had passed, and Cindy was unrecognizable—both inside and out. Once a timid, unsure young man named Jimmy, she had been reborn under Malik’s exacting control into something entirely new. Cindy was the embodiment of the BNWO’s ideals: submissive, feminine, and utterly devoted to serving the desires of powerful Black men. Her slight frame, barely 110 pounds, made her perky, surgically-enhanced DD breasts stand out even more, the perfect accent to her narrow waist and delicately rounded hips. Her skin was flawless, kept smooth by a rigorous regimen dictated by Malik himself, her every aspect shaped by his will.

She knelt in front of a camera now, wearing nothing but thigh-high stockings and a pink lace garter belt that framed her chastity cage—so small it barely seemed to contain anything. Her long, platinum-blonde hair fell in waves around her delicate, androgynous face, her lips glistening with the same glossy pink that adorned her acrylic nails. Her green eyes, once full of uncertainty, now gleamed with shameless submission, her gaze locked on the Black man standing before her.

“Open up, slut,” Malik growled from behind the camera. Cindy obeyed without hesitation, parting her pouty lips and sticking out her tongue. She didn’t just crave what was coming—she needed it. Her body trembled with anticipation, her caged clitty leaking onto the hardwood floor beneath her as she hungrily looked at his massive cock.

The studio was filled with the scent of arousal and musk, the air heavy with the evidence of what Cindy’s life had become. She was the star of Black King’s Property, a porn series dedicated to showcasing white trans girls being utterly dominated by superior Black men. Malik had made her the centerpiece of his production empire, her docile, eager demeanor and perfectly feminized body drawing fans from every corner of the globe.

The man standing before her now was Tyrone, one of Malik’s close friends and one of Cindy’s most frequent partners. His cock, impossibly thick and veiny, twitched as Cindy moaned softly, leaning forward to lick the underside of the shaft. She moved with practiced precision, swirling her tongue around the head before taking him deep into her throat, tears streaming down her cheeks as she gagged but never stopped. The camera zoomed in, capturing every humiliating detail.

“Damn, she’s good,” Tyrone said. He gripped Cindy’s head, forcing her to take him even deeper, her throat bulging obscenely around his thick black cock.

“Of course, she is,” Malik said with a chuckle. “I trained her myself. She lives for this.”

And she did. Every moment of Cindy’s life revolved around pleasing and serving Black men. When she wasn’t on set, she was at Malik’s beck and call, performing menial tasks in nothing but lingerie or her collar, her caged clitty throbbing with the constant denial that was as much a part of her existence as breathing. Her meals were carefully portioned to maintain her delicate, doll-like figure, and her workouts focused solely on enhancing the soft curves Malik had cultivated.

She no longer cared about anything outside of her role. Cindy had no friends, no family, no life beyond the BNWO. Her phone was filled with pictures of her kneeling at the feet of various Black men, her lips wrapped around their cocks or her face smeared with their cum. Each image was a trophy, a reminder of her place in the world and the pleasure she derived from it.

Tyrone’s groan pulled her back into the moment, his cock throbbing as he emptied himself into her mouth. Cindy swallowed every drop, moaning as the salty, musky taste filled her mouth. When he finally pulled out, she gasped for air, licking her lips clean as Malik barked another order.

“On all fours, ass up,” he commanded.

Cindy scrambled to comply, her slim frame trembling as she presented herself. Behind her, another man—one of Malik’s newer recruits—stepped forward, his cock already hard and glistening with precum. He didn’t wait, plunging into her boi pussy without hesitation, the sound of flesh slapping against flesh echoing through the studio.

The camera captured every angle, zooming in on Cindy’s fake tits bouncing with each thrust, her tiny caged clitty dripping uselessly beneath her. She moaned shamelessly, begging for more, her words punctuated by the sharp smacks of Malik’s hand against her ass as he spurred her on.

“Tell the world what you are, Cindy,” Malik growled, his voice dripping with authority.

“I’m a sissy slut for Black cock!” Cindy screamed, her voice breaking with the intensity of her arousal. “I live to serve! I live to be used!”

By the time the scene ended, Cindy was a trembling, cum-covered mess, her body slick with sweat. Malik leaned down, gripping her chin as he tilted her face toward the camera.

“Look at her,” he said, his voice filled with pride. “This is what true devotion looks like. She lives to serve black men.”

And Cindy smiled, her lips stretching into a blissful grin. Because he was right. She was nothing without them.
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