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CHAPTER ONE
A Secret Revealed

The morning sunlight poured into their modest suburban home as Jimmy bustled around the kitchen, his movements quick and purposeful. Donna sipped her coffee at the breakfast table, scrolling through her phone. Jimmy had been quieter than usual lately, his gaze darting away whenever Donna’s eyes met his.

Donna set her phone down, watching him. She’d always been the confident one in their relationship, and while she loved Jimmy deeply, she couldn’t help but notice how small and timid he seemed at times—especially lately. Something was off, and Donna’s curiosity was piqued.

“Jimmy,” she said, her voice calm but firm. “We need to talk.”

He froze mid-motion, the plate he was drying slipping slightly in his hands. “About what?” he asked, his voice higher-pitched than usual.

Donna stood, crossing the room to him. She placed a hand on his shoulder, looking him directly in the eyes.

“What’s been going on with you? You’ve been acting strange, like you’re hiding something.”

Jimmy swallowed hard, his face flushing. “I don’t know what you mean,” he mumbled, avoiding her gaze.

Donna’s eyes narrowed. “Jimmy, don’t lie to me. I know you better than you think. What is it?”

Before he could respond, a noise from the hall caught Donna’s attention. She followed the sound, Jimmy trailing nervously behind her. In their shared closet, a box had fallen off a shelf, its contents spilling onto the floor. Donna crouched down, her eyes widening as she picked up a lacy pink pair of panties, a tube of lube, a tube of lip gloss, a black butt plug and a pair of pastel-colored dildos.

Her eyebrows shot up, and she held one up, turning to Jimmy. “Care to explain this?” she asked, her tone sharp.

Jimmy’s face turned crimson. “I-I can explain,” he stammered.

Donna raised an eyebrow, waiting. When he didn’t continue, she pressed further. “Explain then. Why do you have these? Tell me the truth.”

Jimmy’s shoulders slumped as he realized he couldn’t escape this. “I… I’ve been hiding something from you,” he admitted, his voice barely above a whisper. “I… I feel very submissive, and I… I’ve always had these fantasies.”

Donna’s expression softened slightly.. “Fantasies? What kind of fantasies?”

Jimmy hesitated before blurting out, “About being controlled. Feminized. Chastity… all of it.”

Donna’s eyes widened slightly, but she quickly composed herself. She’d always sensed there was more to Jimmy beneath his timid demeanor, but this revelation was unexpected. “And the websites you’ve been visiting? Do they have to do with this too?”

Jimmy nodded, his head hung low. “Yes. BNWO, cuckolding, femdom… I… I’m sorry, Donna. I didn’t know how to tell you.”

Donna regarded him for a long moment. She could see how vulnerable he was, how much it had taken for him to admit this. But beyond that, she felt a spark of intrigue. This wasn’t just about Jimmy. There was something here that resonated with her, a dynamic she found herself unexpectedly drawn to.

“Alright,” she said finally, her voice calm but firm. “Show me.”

Jimmy’s head shot up. “What?”

“Show me the websites, the things you’ve been looking at. I want to understand this… and you.”

The first link he clicked was titled “Pussyfree Whiteboy,” a site dedicated to promoting male chastity and complete devotion to a dominant partner. Donna’s eyes scanned the bold headlines about emasculation and the praises for submissive men who relinquish their masculinity entirely.

Next, Jimmy hesitantly opened a page on “Permanent Chastity.” The site featured vivid descriptions and testimonials about the benefits of locking up mens cocks permanently, framing it as a way to achieve ultimate devotion and focus on serving a dominant partner. Donna’s lips pursed as she took in the intricate details of chastity cages and the lifestyle associated with them.

Jimmy clicked another bookmark labeled “Black Cock Only White Girls,” and Donna’s eyebrows raised as the screen filled with images and stories centered around interracial dominance. The site promoted a dynamic where white women embraced Black men exclusively, often as a symbol of their dominance and superiority. The content was raw and unapologetic, leaving Donna both shocked and intrigued.

Finally, Jimmy opened a page titled “Black New World Order.” This site combined themes of racial power dynamics with fantasies of societal restructuring, envisioning a world where white individuals, particularly those who were submissive, were redefined as servants and playthings for Black men and women. The site delved deeply into the dynamics of power, desire, and submission, painting vivid scenarios where white men became subservient cuckolds, white women transformed into eager “snow bunnies,” and white trans girls blossomed into devoted sissy maids for their Black masters and mistresses.

Each section of the site carried its own explicit imagery and testimonials. One page celebrated white sissies who had fully embraced their role as feminized servants, their lives revolving around pleasing and serving their Black owners. Another focused on snow bunnies, white women described as bred for submission and worship of Black dominance. The testimonials were graphic, detailing their satisfaction in being claimed and conquered, both emotionally and physically, by powerful Black partners.

There was even a section dedicated to white trans girls who, through discipline and devotion, were molded into perfect, obedient sissy slaves. These narratives praised their willingness to undergo transformations—both physical and emotional—to align with the desires of their Black dominators. The transformation was described as both a liberation from outdated norms and a complete surrender to the superior authority of the Black New World Order.

Donna’s thoughtful consideration deepened as she absorbed the provocative themes. She couldn’t deny the raw magnetism of the stories, the way they portrayed complete power exchanges and unapologetic dominance. This wasn’t just about Jimmy; it was about her as well. These ideas spoke to a part of her she’d rarely acknowledged—a desire for control, for a dynamic that transcended traditional roles. And as she glanced at Jimmy, shrinking under her gaze, she realized just how perfectly he fit into this fantasy.

The page had links to videos and forums where white cuckolds shared their journeys of becoming completely subservient, often under the guidance of their dominant Black “bulls” or mistresses. Donna’s curiosity grew as she clicked through, finding vivid testimonials from men who relished their role as cuckolds, their wives becoming exclusive to Black partners while they served humbly in the background.

As she continued reading, a vision began forming in her mind. She saw a world where Jimmy’s fantasies and her newfound curiosities intertwined. The idea of embracing these roles, exploring this dynamic, and stepping into a more dominant, commanding version of herself filled her with a mix of trepidation and excitement. This was about more than fulfilling Jimmy’s desires; it was about transforming their lives and claiming her own power.

And deep down, she felt a thrill at the thought of how far she could take it.

When he was done, Jimmy sat back, his hands nervously fidgeting in his lap. “I… I know it’s a lot. I’m sorry if I’ve disappointed you.”

Donna placed a hand on his shoulder, her touch steadying him. “You haven’t disappointed me,” she said firmly. “But you’ve given me a lot to think about.”

For the rest of the day, Donna immersed herself in research, reading articles and watching videos about Female-Led Relationships and the BNWO. The more she read, the more she realized how much this aligned with their relationship already. She’d always taken the lead, always thrived on control. This could be an opportunity to deepen their connection and explore something new. ANd she had to admit that Jimmy was lacking in the cock department.

That evening, as they sat together in the living room, Donna turned to Jimmy, her expression thoughtful but resolute.

“If we’re going to do this, it’s going to be on my terms,” she said.

Jimmy’s eyes lit up with a mix of excitement and trepidation. “Yes, Donna. Anything you want.”

She smiled, a hint of mischief playing at her lips. “Good. Because things are about to change around here.”


CHAPTER TWO
Jimmy Confesses More

Donna couldn’t sleep that night. After hours of exploring the concepts behind the Black New World Order (BNWO), Female-Led Relationships (FLR), and the dynamics of power and submission, her mind buzzed with possibilities. The stark, unapologetic themes of dominance and restructuring society’s norms struck a chord within her. She’d always thrived on control, and now she felt a hunger for something deeper, something more commanding than she’d ever allowed herself to consider.

Beside her, Jimmy slept fitfully, his small frame curled up beneath the covers. Donna glanced at him, a mix of affection and frustration swirling in her chest. He’d confessed his fantasies, but there was so much he hadn’t said outright. She knew there was more. And as much as she adored Jimmy, she couldn’t deny a nagging dissatisfaction—one she’d been too polite to address directly.

By morning, her resolve had hardened. They needed to have another talk, and this time, there would be no holding back.

Jimmy stood at the sink, rinsing the breakfast dishes. The clinking of plates was the only sound in the room until Donna’s voice cut through the silence.

“Jimmy, we need to finish our conversation from yesterday,” she said, her tone leaving no room for argument.

He froze, his shoulders tensing. “O-okay,” he stammered, setting the plate down and drying his hands. Turning to face her, he avoided her gaze, his hands fidgeting nervously.

Donna sat at the table, motioning for him to join her. “Sit down. And this time, I want everything. No holding back. I need to know exactly what you want and why you’ve been hiding it.”

Jimmy hesitated but obeyed, sinking into the chair opposite her. His face was already flushed, and his fingers twisted in his lap. “I… I don’t know where to start,” he mumbled.

“Start with the truth,” Donna said firmly. “You told me you’re submissive and want to be controlled. But that’s not the whole story, is it?”

Jimmy shook his head, tears welling in his eyes. “No. It’s not. I… I’ve always felt… inadequate.” He paused, his voice trembling. “I’ve never felt like I measure up. Not as a man, not in… in bed. I… I’ve always thought you deserved more.”

Donna’s eyes softened slightly, but she didn’t interrupt. She could feel the weight of his vulnerability, but she also knew this was a moment to push him further.

“Go on,” she urged.

Jimmy swallowed hard. “I’ve been obsessed with… with the idea of letting go completely. Of giving up control, of… of you taking charge of everything. My… body, my choices, my…” He trailed off, his face burning with shame.

“Your sex life?” Donna finished for him, her voice steady.

He nodded, his eyes darting to the floor. “Yes. I… I’ve fantasized about being locked in chastity, about you… being with someone else. Someone who can satisfy you in ways I can’t.”

Donna’s breath caught. Though she’d suspected as much, hearing Jimmy say it out loud was something else entirely. The admission sent a thrill through her, mingling with her lingering frustrations and newfound curiosities.

“And the feminization?” she pressed. “Is that part of it too?”

Jimmy’s blush deepened. “Yes,” he whispered. “I want to… to feel pretty, to be soft and… and feminine. I want to serve you, to please you in every way I can. Even if that means…” He trailed off again, his voice barely audible. “Even if that means becoming something… less.”

Donna’s eyes narrowed slightly as she leaned forward. “When I went through those websites you’ve been visiting, I saw the videos you’ve been watching,” she said, her voice low. “Black men fucking white trans girls. Is that what you want?”

Jimmy’s eyes widened, and his blush deepened. He looked away, his hands twisting nervously in his lap. “I… I don’t know,” he stammered, his voice barely above a whisper.

Donna’s gaze lingered on him, a strange heat rising within her. The vulnerability in his voice and the implications of his fantasies sent a thrill through her. “Answer me,” she demanded, her tone insistent. “Is that what you want?”

Jimmy hesitated, his breathing quickening. Finally, he nodded, his voice trembling. “Yes, Donna. I… I think so.”

“I think,” Donna said slowly, “that this isn’t just about you. It’s about us. If we’re going to explore this, it needs to work for both of us. And right now, I’m not satisfied. Not with you holding back, and not with how things have been.”

Jimmy’s face crumpled, and tears spilled down his cheeks. “I’m so sorry, Donna. I just… I didn’t know how to tell you. I was scared you’d hate me.”

Donna reached across the table, taking his hands in hers. Her grip was firm, grounding him. “I don’t hate you, Jimmy. But if we’re going to move forward, you need to trust me. Completely. Can you do that?”

He nodded quickly, his tears falling faster. “Yes, Donna. I trust you. I’ll do whatever you want.”

A slow smile spread across Donna’s face, a mix of warmth and something darker. “Good. Because this is just the beginning. And if you’re going to give yourself to me, Jimmy, then I’m going to take everything. Do you understand?”

Jimmy’s breath hitched, and he nodded again. “Yes, Donna. Everything.”


CHAPTER THREE
First Steps

The morning began with Donna standing in the doorway of their bathroom, holding a bottle of shaving cream in one hand and a razor in the other. Her smile was both commanding and playful, her eyes glittering with mischief.

“Alright, Jimmy,” she said, her tone leaving no room for dissent. “Today marks a new beginning. Smooth skin is non-negotiable from now on.”

Jimmy stood frozen, clutching a towel around his waist. His cheeks flushed crimson as he stammered, “A-all of it?”

Donna’s smile widened, the corners of her lips curling with satisfaction. “Every. Single. Strand,” she said, punctuating each word. “I’ll be supervising to make sure it’s done properly. Now get started.”

Jimmy’s heart raced as he stepped into the bathroom, his hands trembling as he lathered the shaving cream onto his legs. Over the next hour, he painstakingly removed every trace of hair from his body: legs, arms, chest, ass, even his balls. The towel long forgotten, he stood exposed under Donna’s watchful gaze. She scrutinized his work, occasionally issuing sharp corrections.

“Missed a spot on your thighs,” she pointed out, her voice clipped. “And don’t forget the backs of your knees. Sloppy effort won’t be tolerated.”

By the time he finished, Jimmy’s skin was pink and raw, his embarrassment etched into every line of his face. Donna stepped forward, running her hand down his now-silky arm.

“Perfect,” she murmured, her voice heavy with approval. “Now get dressed. We have shopping to do.”

At the mall, Donna wasted no time asserting her dominance. The first boutique they entered was a high-end lingerie store. Donna approached the sales associate with a gleam in her eye.

“We’re shopping for my little sissy here,” she announced loudly. “He needs panties, something feminine and… delicate.”

Jimmy’s face turned a deep shade of red as the associate’s eyes flicked to him, her expression shifting to one of amusement.

“Of course, ma’am,” she said, her professional smile widening into a smirk. “We have plenty of options that should suit… his needs.”

Donna perused the racks with practiced ease, holding up various lacy options in pastel colors. “What do you think, sissy?” she asked, her voice deliberately loud enough for other shoppers to hear. “These pink ones would go perfectly with your new look, don’t you think?”

Jimmy’s mouth opened and closed like a fish out of water, but he managed a mute nod, his humiliation palpable.

The sales associate joined in, holding up a particularly frilly pair of panties. “These might be a good choice,” she suggested, her tone dripping with mock sweetness. “They’re very… dainty. Perfect for someone just starting their… journey.”

Jimmy’s cheeks burned as Donna clapped her hands in mock delight. “Oh, those are perfect! Let’s add them to the pile.”

The shopping spree continued with stops at a cosmetics counter and a hair salon. At the counter, Donna instructed the salesgirl to put together a beginner’s makeup kit for Jimmy.

“He’s still learning,” she explained with a smirk, her tone dripping with mock sweetness. “Something simple: sparkly lip gloss, eyeliner… Oh, and a cute little makeup bag to carry it all in.”

The salesgirl giggled as she handed over the items, her eyes twinkling with amusement. “Good luck,” she said to Jimmy, her smile a mixture of pity and mischief. “Practice makes perfect, sweetie.”

The final stop was the hair salon. Donna greeted the stylist warmly, gesturing to Jimmy.

“We need a fresh, feminine look for my sissy here,” she said, her tone as casual as if she were ordering a cup of coffee. “Something cute—bangs, maybe some braids. I want it styled for versatility. Pigtails are definitely in his future.”

Jimmy’s stomach churned as the stylist got to work, washing and trimming his hair into soft, face-framing bangs. When the stylist began weaving his hair into neat, shiny braids, Donna stood behind him, snapping pictures on her phone.

“Adorable,” she cooed. “You’re going to be the prettiest little thing.”

The stylist joined in, holding up a mirror to show Jimmy the results. “You’ve got great features for this look,” she said with a teasing smile. “I bet you’ll turn heads everywhere you go.”

Before leaving, Donna spotted the nail salon and clapped her hands together.

“One last thing,” she said, dragging Jimmy to the nearest chair. “Pink nails, of course. Fingers and toes.”

Jimmy’s protests died in his throat as the technicians got to work, their laughter a low hum as they painted his nails a vibrant bubblegum pink. One of them leaned over with a grin.

“You’re lucky to have someone looking out for you,” she said. “Not everyone gets this kind of… attention.”

By the time they left the mall, Jimmy looked like a different person. His smooth skin, braided hair, and pink nails gave him an undeniably feminine appearance.

Donna stood back, admiring her handiwork as they strolled through the mall. Heads turned, some curious, others openly amused. Jimmy’s boyish features made the transformation shockingly natural, and the reactions of the onlookers only deepened his humiliation.

“See, Jimmy?” Donna said, draping an arm over his shoulder. “This is the real you, shining through. I’m proud of you for embracing it.”

Jimmy’s cheeks burned with embarrassment, but he couldn’t deny the strange, conflicting sense of relief that came with Donna’s words. For the first time, he felt… seen. As they headed home, bags of new purchases in tow, he knew there was no turning back.


CHAPTER FOUR
Locked Away

Donna had been meticulous in her planning. A few days earlier, she’d ordered a chastity cage, larger plugs, and something she’d discovered during her research: a small bottle of poppers. She’d read about their use in opening up the ass and throat and, more importantly, lowering inhibitions. Now, as she arranged the items on the dresser in their bedroom, she felt a thrill of anticipation.

Jimmy stood nearby, his freshly braided hair and smooth skin giving him a softer, more feminine appearance. His pink nails fidgeted nervously as he glanced at the array of items Donna had laid out.

“Donna,” he started, his voice trembling, “what… what are you planning?”

Donna turned to him with a sly smile, holding up the chastity cage. “I’m planning your next step, Cindy. That’s your new name now. Say it.”

Jimmy’s face turned bright red, his lips trembling as he whispered, “Cindy.” The word felt strange on his tongue, but the way Donna said it made it impossible to resist. A shiver ran through him, both thrilling and terrifying.

Donna stepped closer, holding up the chastity cage. It was a plastic, pink, glittery device with a built in lock. “This,” she said, “is going to help you stay focused. No more distractions. No more masturbating all day while I’m at work. From now on, you’re mine completely.”

Jimmy took a shaky breath. He’d fantasized about this moment countless times, but now that it was real, a mix of fear and excitement coursed through him.

“Take off your panties,” Donna commanded. Her tone was firm but not unkind. “We’re doing this now.”

With trembling hands, Jimmy obeyed, sliding the lacy pink panties down his smooth legs. He stood before her, exposed and vulnerable.

Donna worked methodically, her hands steady as she fit the ball ring and cage around him. When the final click of the lock sounded, she held up the tiny key and grinned.

“Perfect,” she said, threading the key onto a delicate gold necklace and fastening it around her neck. “Now you’ll always know who’s in charge.”

Jimmy looked down at himself, the cage snug and unyielding. The reality of his situation sank in, and he felt shame and excitement.

Donna wasn’t finished. She picked up the smallest of the new plugs she’d ordered—still significantly larger than the ones in Jimmy’s collection. “You’re going to need to work your way up,” she said, smirking. “The ones you’ve been using are adorable, but they’re not going to cut it anymore.”

Jimmy’s face burned with embarrassment as Donna handed him the plug and a bottle of lube. “Go ahead,” she said. “Bend over and show me how you do it.”

His hands shook as he applied the lube and positioned the plug. Donna watched intently, her eyes gleaming with satisfaction as he struggled to insert it.

“Take your time, Cindy,” she cooed. “You’ll get used to it. And don’t forget, we’ve got plenty of time to move up to the bigger ones.”

When the plug was finally in place, Jimmy let out a shaky breath. Donna stepped closer, running a hand down his bare back. “Good girl,” she murmured. “Now, let’s talk about your new rules.”

Donna sat on the bed, pulling Jimmy to kneel in front of her. She cupped his chin, forcing him to look up at her. “From now on, you’re Cindy,” she said. “You’ll answer to that name, and you’ll refer to me as Mistress Donna. Understood?”

Jimmy nodded, his voice barely audible. “Yes, Mistress Donna.”

“Good,” she said, smiling. “You’re going to focus on being the best sissy you can be. That means following my instructions, learning to walk, talk, and act like a proper girl, and always putting my needs first. Do you agree?”

“Yes, Mistress Donna,” he replied, his voice trembling but sincere.

Donna leaned down, kissing his forehead. “That’s my good girl. Now, let’s go downstairs. I want you to practice walking in those heels I bought you yesterday.”

As they left the bedroom, Donna’s necklace glinted in the light, the tiny key a constant reminder of who held the power. For Jimmy—now Cindy—the journey had truly begun.


CHAPTER FIVE
New Duties

The new routine began the next evening. Cindy stood at the kitchen counter, meticulously plating Donna’s dinner. Every detail had to be perfect. Donna sat in the living room, sipping a glass of wine, her feet propped up as she scrolled through her phone. When Cindy finally served the meal, Donna looked over the plate with a critical eye before nodding in approval.

“Well done, Cindy,” Donna said, taking a bite. “Now, while I eat, you can clean up. After that, I expect my usual foot rub.”

Cindy blushed but quickly set to work, clearing the counter and scrubbing the dishes as Donna dined. By the time the kitchen was spotless, Donna had moved to the couch, her feet stretched out on the ottoman. She gestured for Cindy to join her.

“Come here,” Donna commanded. “On your knees.”

Cindy obeyed, kneeling at Donna’s feet. Donna wiggled her toes expectantly. “Start with a massage,” she said, leaning back and closing her eyes. “You’ll work your way up to kisses and sucking. And don’t rush. Take your time.”

As Cindy’s soft hands began working over Donna’s arches, she let out a contented sigh. “You’re a natural at this,” Donna said, smirking down at Cindy. “I could get used to this every night.”

When the foot massage transitioned to kisses, Cindy hesitated but quickly obeyed, planting soft pecks on Donna’s toes. “That’s my good girl,” Donna murmured. “Now, let’s see if you’ve got the technique for sucking.”

Cindy’s cheeks burned as she took Donna’s big toe into her mouth, her tongue swirling tentatively. Donna’s chuckle was low and pleased. “You’ll get better with practice,” she teased, patting Cindy’s head. “And you’ll be doing this a lot.”

After dinner, Cindy stayed at Donna’s feet as they watched TV, her head resting against Donna’s knee. Donna absentmindedly stroked Cindy’s hair, her mind preoccupied with plans. She’d recently placed an order for a custom leather harness and a variety of dildos. The thought of training Cindy further excited her. Cindy, oblivious to the order, basked in the comfort of Donna’s attention, completely unaware of the steps Donna was taking to mold her into the ultimate BNWO sissy slut.

Donna’s gaze flicked down to Cindy, and a slow smile spread across her face. “You’re going to make me very proud, Cindy,” she murmured, more to herself than to the sissy at her feet.


CHAPTER SIX
Over the Edge

The days since Cindy’s transformation had been a blur of humiliation and longing. Every chore, every command, every touch from Donna seemed to feed into her deepest, most forbidden fantasies. It was like living in a constant state of being edged, the tight chastity cage a relentless reminder of her submission. The gentle sway of the pink glittery device, locked and unyielding, haunted her every movement.

By the tenth day, Cindy could hardly think straight. Every moment at Donna’s feet, every whispered command, and every teasing remark kept her mind spiraling deeper into submission. Her body ached with need, but the cage ensured there was no release—only the unbearable buildup of tension.

That evening, as Cindy knelt by the couch massaging Donna’s feet, Donna’s sly smile hinted at something new. “Cindy,” she began, her tone teasing, “I’ve been having some interesting conversations lately.”

Cindy looked up, her eyes wide with curiosity. “Conversations, Mistress Donna?” she asked tentatively.

Donna chuckled, running her toes along Cindy’s smooth cheek. “Yes, with some very intriguing black men. I’ve been telling them all about us. About you. About how my little sissy and I fully support the BNWO and how we’re looking for the perfect black daddy to take charge.”

Cindy’s heart raced. Her breath quickened, and her entire body felt warm. The mental image of what Donna described was overwhelming. She swayed slightly, her mind reeling.

“Oh, poor Cindy,” Donna cooed, noticing the dazed look in her sissy’s eyes. “Does that excite you? Knowing I’m making plans for us? That I’m finding a real man to take control?”

Cindy could only nod, her voice failing her.

Donna laughed, leaning down to whisper in Cindy’s ear. “You’re such a needy little thing. All this… it’s driving you crazy, isn’t it? Being so close to what you want but never quite getting it?”

Cindy’s cage had become impossibly tight, the relentless teasing and Donna’s words pushing her to the brink. And then, it happened. A small, wet patch formed on the front of her panties, leaking from her little white clitty.

Donna’s sharp eyes caught it immediately, and she burst into laughter. “Oh my God, Cindy! You’re leaking! That is…” She paused, her laughter giving way to something darker, more sensual. “That is absolutely pathetic. And so, so hot.”

Cindy whimpered, her face burning with shame as Donna leaned back, her own arousal evident in the way she bit her lip and adjusted her position.

“Look at you,” Donna continued, her voice low and husky. “So desperate, so submissive. You can’t even control yourself. You’re a toy, Cindy. My toy. And I’m going to enjoy breaking you completely.”

Donna reached down, tilting Cindy’s chin up to meet her gaze. “Do you want that, Cindy? To be my perfect little sissy slut? To be so utterly owned that you’ll do anything I say?”

Tears welled in Cindy’s eyes as she nodded fervently. “Yes, Mistress Donna. Please… please can I cum?”

Donna chuckled darkly, leaning in closer. “You stupid little cunt, you’ll never cum like a man again. Girls don’t have cocks to beat off. That’s a clitty now. You’ll only cum from getting fucked, understand?” Now, clean yourself up and get back to your chores. We’ll see just how much more you can take.”


CHAPTER SEVEN
Home Early

Donna came home early from work, her heels clicking against the hardwood floor as she glanced around. The vacuum cleaner sat in the corner, and the counters in the kitchen were still cluttered with breakfast dishes. She crossed her arms, letting out a sigh of frustration. Jimmy was in his home office, on his laptop, he was surprised she was home already.

“Jimmy,” Donna began, her tone sharp, “did you finish the chores I assigned you? Did you forget I was working half a day so we could go shopping?”

He looked up, his face pale. “I... I got distracted. I was going to finish them after—”

“Enough excuses,” she interrupted, her voice firm. She walked toward him, towering over him seated in his office chair. “I’m tired of reminding you. You asked for this, remember? You wanted me to take control. Well, that means you’re going to do as you’re told. Stand up.”

Jimmy hesitated but quickly obeyed, standing before her with his head bowed. His slight build, made him appear almost childlike next to Donna’s commanding presence. She was noticing more and more how small he seemed compared to her. She shook her head, her frustration bubbling over.

“Look at me,” she demanded. He lifted his gaze, looking up at her, his eyes wide and uncertain.

Without thinking, Donna’s hand lashed out, delivering a light slap to his cheek. Jimmy froze, his lips parting in shock. Donna’s own eyes widened, not with regret, but with a strange frrling. Her eyes got a look that frightened Jimmy. She had a strange smile on her face he had never seen before.

“Did that get your attention?” she asked, her voice low and husky.

Jimmy stammered, his cheeks turning red. “Y-yes, Donna. I’m sorry.”

The submissiveness in his voice sent a thrill down her spine. She stepped closer, her hand brushing against his cheek where the slap had landed. He flinched slightly, like a scolded child. His trembling, his vulnerability, stirred something within her.

“You want to act like a little girl who can’t finish her chores?” she mocked, her lips curling into a smirk. “Then I’ll treat you like one.”

Before he could respond, she slapped him again, harder this time. His head jerked to the side, and a soft whimper escaped his lips. Donna was breathing heavier as she stared at Jimmy. The heat in her chest spread downward, pooling between her thighs. Her pussy was wet,, she was drenched. The power, the control, the sight of Jimmy trembling, it was intoxicating.

“What’s the matter, Jimmy? Are you scared?” she taunted, stepping even closer until their bodies nearly touched.

He nodded, his voice barely a whisper. “Y-yes, Donna.”

“Good.” Her voice was a growl now. She slapped him again, this time with all the strength she could muster. The force of it made him stagger slightly, his knees trembling. Tears welled in his eyes, but he didn’t protest. Instead, he stood there, looking at her with a mix of fear and awe.

Donna could feel her wetness, soaking through her panties. She grabbed him by the ear, forcing him to look up at her. “Get on the floor on your back, now,” she commanded. Jimmy obeyed without hesitation, sinking to the floor.

She stepped out of her panties, dropping them on the floor. Without a word, she kneeled down and positioned her pussy over Jimmy’s face. “You’re going to make this up to me,” she said, her voice husky. “And don’t you dare stop until I tell you to.”

Jimmy’s tongue eagerly began lapping at her pussy, his efforts desperate to please her. Donna threw her head back, a moan escaping her lips as pleasure coursed through her. She grabbed his hair, pulling his head closer, grinding against him.

Her hand reached down, slapping his exposed balls lightly at first, then with increasing intensity. Each slap elicited a muffled gasp from Jimmy, but he didn’t stop. The combination of sensations—the control, the dominance, his tongue—sent Donna over the edge.

Her body shuddered as the most powerful orgasm of her life ripped through her. She cried out, her fingers tightening in Jimmy’s hair as waves of pleasure consumed her. When she finally stilled, she looked down at him, his face glistening with her pussy juices, his eyes filled with both fear and devotion.

Looking down at his caged cock, she saw he had been leaking a lot of pre-cum. She gave his little white balls one final hard slap, the hardest yet, making Jimmy moan and curl up.

“God damn, Jimmy, it looks like you really enjoyed that. You really are a submissive little bitch, aren’t you?” Donna’s voice was dripping with mockery as she leaned closer, watching his reaction intently.

Jimmy’s voice quivered as he stammered, “Y-yes, Donna. I’m sorry, Donna. Th-thank you for correcting me.”

Donna smiled, a dark, satisfied smile. “Good girl,” she murmured, patting his cheek mockingly. Jimmy flinched as she patted his cheek, making her smile.

She scooped up his pre-cum and fed it to him. “Eat up, sissy, you need to learn to love eating cum.” He sucked and slurped every drop off of her fingers.

“Now clean yourself up and finish those chores.”

Jimmy nodded quickly, his face flushed and his body trembling. “Yes, Donna. Right away, Donna,” he replied, his voice barely above a whisper, filled with both fear and a strange eagerness to please.

Donna stood, adjusting her skirt and looking down at him with a newfound confidence. She felt a surge of power that left her eager to see how far she could take things.


Donna had a hard time finding a black dom as extreme as she was in her plans for Cindy.
Finally she did find one and he was eager to change Cindy from a white sissy into a trans girl to serve the BNWO.



CHAPTER EIGHT
Breaking Barriers 

Donna had spent the past few days mulling over the dynamic between her and Cindy, formerly Jimmy. She noticed how much the slapping incident had aroused her, how his trembling submission unlocked a primal part of her she hadn’t fully explored before. The memory of his wide, tear-filled eyes kept replaying in her mind, fueling a hunger for even more control.

This morning, Donna found her opportunity. Cindy had left the laundry half-finished, and she made a show of her displeasure, her voice sharp and commanding as she ordered him into the living room.

“You’re really testing my patience, Cindy,” she said, her voice dripping with mockery. “I’m starting to think you’re just begging to be punished.”

Cindy stood before her, head bowed, her hands nervously fidgeting. “I’m sorry, Donna. I didn’t mean—”

“Enough excuses,” Donna cut her off sharply. She stepped closer, towering over her as she held up a leather belt. “Take off your panties and bend over the couch. Now.”

Cindy’s face turned crimson as she hesitated, but Donna’s icy stare left no room for argument. Trembling, she obeyed, pulling down the pink lace panties she had picked out for her and bending over the arm of the couch, her soft, feminized body on full display.

Donna snapped the belt against her palm, the sharp crack echoing through the room. “Count each one, Cindy. If you miss a number, we start over.”

The first strike landed with a loud smack, and Cindy let out a yelp, her body jerking forward.

“One,” she whimpered.

Donna smirked, her arousal growing with each tearful count. By the time she reached ten, Cindy was bawling like a scolded child, her cries filling the room. But Donna wasn’t done yet.

“That’s enough of a warm-up,” she said, her voice husky with desire. She discarded the belt and retrieved a black leather strapon harness from her closet. The harness was already equipped with an intimidating, lifelike replica of a black cock.

Cindy turned her tear-streaked face toward her, her eyes widening in surprise. “D-Donna, what is that?”

“This, my little sissy, is your new best friend,” she said, slipping into the harness with ease. She held up a small bottle of poppers and waved it under Cindy’s nose. “This will help you relax. You’ll need it. Take a deep whiff.”

The sharp, chemical aroma filled Cindy’s senses, making her head swim and her muscles go slack. Donna grinned, guiding her to her knees. She tilted her chin up, positioning the smaller dildo against her lips.

“Open wide,” she ordered. Cindy obeyed, her mouth stretching to accommodate the thick shaft. Donna pressed forward slowly, savoring the sight of her gloss-covered lips wrapped around the dildo.

“Good girl,” she purred, gripping the back of her head and pushing deeper. Cindy gagged as the dildo slid down her throat, her body jerking as her gag reflex fought against it. Tears streamed down her cheeks, mingling with the drool spilling from the corners of her mouth.

Donna’s grip on Cindy’s head tightened, her fingers tangling in her hair as she began to thrust with more force. The sound of wet, sloppy gags filled the room as the dildo plunged deeper, stretching Cindy’s throat wide. Her mascara streaked down her face, and thick strands of drool spurted from her lips with each thrust, dripping onto her chest.

Cindy’s nose was running now, creating snot bubbles that burst with each ragged breath. Donna chuckled darkly, pressing the dildo in until Cindy’s lips were flush against the harness. She held her there, watching as Cindy’s eyes rolled back, her throat convulsing around the shaft.

“You’re such a messy little thing,” Donna teased, pulling back just enough to let Cindy gasp for air before plunging forward again. The dildo moved in a relentless rhythm, each stroke drawing fresh streams of tears and drool. Cindy’s body sagged under Donna’s dominance, her trembling hands gripping Donna’s thighs for support.

When Donna finally pulled out, Cindy collapsed forward, coughing and gasping, her chin glistening with drool and her face a wet, glistening mess. Donna smirked, lifting Cindy’s chin with a finger to admire her handiwork.

Donna grabbed the larger dildo, two inches wide, switching it out with the smaller one, coating it generously with lube before pressing it against Cindy’s tight, puckered asshole.

“Relax, bitch,” she said. “You’re going to take all of it for me.”

Donna pressed the larger dildo against Cindy’s tight, puckered hole with no hesitation, forcing the blunt tip past the initial resistance. Cindy let out a choked scream, her nails clawing at the couch as her body convulsed. Donna gripped her hips firmly, holding her in place as she pushed deeper, the thick silicone stretching Cindy’s ass wide.

“Take it,” Donna growled, her voice low and menacing. She didn’t wait for Cindy to adjust, her hips slamming forward with brutal force. Each thrust drove the dildo deeper, pounding Cindy’s hole mercilessly. The sound of skin slapping against skin mixed with Cindy’s muffled cries, creating a symphony of dominance and submission.

Drool dripped from Cindy’s lips, her face buried in the couch cushions as tears streamed down her cheeks. Donna reached around to grab a handful of Cindy’s hair, yanking her head back. “Look at you,” she taunted. “Crying like the pathetic little bitch you are. You love this, don’t you?”

Cindy’s sobs turned into incoherent moans, her body trembling under Donna’s relentless assault. Donna’s pace quickened, her hips moving with unrestrained power as the dildo plunged in and out of Cindy’s stretched hole.

“You’re mine,” Donna snarled, leaning over to bite Cindy’s shoulder. Her nails dug into Cindy’s hips, leaving marks that would serve as a reminder of this moment.

By the time Donna finally pulled out, Cindy was a quivering, exhausted mess, her body marked and used. Donna stood back, admiring her handiwork as Cindy collapsed onto the couch, her hole still gaping from the brutal fucking.

Donna placed a possessive hand on Cindy’s reddened cheek and smirked. “You’re mine, Cindy. Never forget that.”


CHAPTER NINE
BNWO Daddy

Donna had always been unapologetic about her desires, but finding someone who shared her exact vision of dominance and control had proven challenging. She had spent countless nights in chat rooms and forums, sifting through messages from men who either didn’t understand her intensity or dismissed her fantasies as too extreme. Yet, she remained undeterred, confident that the right person was out there.

One evening, as she scrolled through a particularly exclusive chat room, her patience was rewarded. A message popped up from a user named “KingMalcolm”—a Black man from the same state who exuded charisma and confidence even through text. His profile suggested he was an experienced dom with a keen interest in feminization dynamics, and as their conversation unfolded, Donna quickly realized they shared a strikingly similar vision.

“I’ve been looking for someone who isn’t afraid to take things to the next level,” Donna typed, her excitement barely contained.

“Sounds like you’ve found him,” KingMalcolm replied smoothly. “I’ve worked with couples before, but your vision? That’s next-level. A true BNWO dynamic requires commitment, and I can already tell you have that.”

Donna’s fingers hovered over the keyboard, a smile spreading across her face. Finally, someone who understood her. Someone who didn’t flinch at her fantasies but instead embraced them wholeheartedly.

“Tell me more about Cindy,” KingMalcolm continued. “From what you’ve shared, she’s already well on her way. Chastity, obedience training… I like what I’m hearing.”

Donna described Cindy in detail, from her shy, submissive demeanor to her gradual transformation under Donna’s guidance. She shared her plans for Cindy’s continued feminization and her dream of integrating a strong Black male figure into their dynamic. KingMalcolm listened attentively, offering insights and ideas that left Donna even more inspired.

“The key,” he explained, “is breaking down her last remnants of masculinity. She needs to see herself completely as Cindy, no trace of who she was before. That’s where I come in. Together, we’ll reshape her identity and solidify her place in the BNWO.”

Donna felt a thrill of anticipation. The idea of working alongside someone as confident and experienced as KingMalcolm was exhilarating. She could already picture the next steps: introducing Cindy to him, watching as he asserted his dominance, and guiding Cindy further into her role as a submissive sissy.

“When can we meet?” Donna asked, her heart racing.

“Soon,” KingMalcolm assured her. “I want to make sure everything is perfect. When I step into your lives, it’ll be a turning point—for both of you.”

As their conversation drew to a close, Donna leaned back in her chair, a sense of satisfaction washing over her. She had found her partner in domination, someone who could take her and Cindy’s dynamic to unimaginable heights. The future was clear now, and it was one she couldn’t wait to embrace.


CHAPTER TEN
Daddy Arrives 


Donna could barely contain her excitement as the day arrived. The hours leading up to KingMalcolm’s visit had been a whirlwind of preparation. Cindy, dolled up in a tight pink corset and matching stockings, trembled with a mix of fear and anticipation. Donna, dressed in an elegant black lace set, exuded confidence, her anticipation palpable. She had even set the stage with soft lighting, scented candles, and a playlist of sultry music that hummed in the background. 

When the doorbell rang, Donna’s heart skipped a beat. She strode to the door, her heels clicking against the floor, and opened it to reveal KingMalcolm. He was every bit as commanding in person as he had been online. Standing over six feet tall with a broad, muscular frame and an air of authority, he exuded dominance. He stepped inside, his presence filling the room. 

“Donna,” he greeted, his deep voice sending shivers down her spine. His gaze shifted to Cindy, who stood nervously by the couch. “And this must be Cindy. Perfect.” 

Cindy’s cheeks flushed as she curtsied awkwardly, her voice barely above a whisper. “H-hello, sir.” 


Malcolm chuckled darkly, stepping closer. “Oh, we’re going to have so much fun tonight.” 

Donna handed Malcolm a small bottle of poppers. “I thought we’d start with these,” she said, her voice trembling with excitement. 

Malcolm smirked, taking the bottle and waving it under Donna’s nose. “Breathe in, Donna. You’re going to need this.” 

Donna obeyed, the sharp, chemical scent hitting her senses and sending a wave of warmth coursing through her body. Malcolm then turned to Cindy, forcing the bottle under her nose. “Your turn, sissy. Breathe deep.” 

Cindy inhaled, her eyes fluttering shut as her body relaxed, her tension melting away. Malcolm grinned, satisfied. “Good. Let’s begin.” 

He directed Donna onto her knees before unzipping his pants, revealing his massive cock. Donna’s eyes widened, her lips parting in surprise. “It’s… it’s so big,” she murmured. 

“And it’s all yours tonight,” Malcolm said, gripping her chin. “But first, I’m going to break that tight little ass of yours. Get on the bed, ass up.” 

Donna hesitated for only a moment before climbing onto the bed, positioning herself as instructed. Malcolm coated his cock with lube, then pressed the tip against her virgin hole. “Relax, bitch,” he growled. “You’re about to take a real man for the first time.” 

Donna gasped as the thick head pushed past her entrance, the stretch unlike anything she’d ever felt. Tears pricked her eyes as Malcolm’s cock sank deeper, his hands gripping her hips firmly. “That’s it,” he said, his voice dripping with satisfaction. “Take it like the slut you are.” 


Beside the bed, Cindy watched, her own caged cock straining against its confines. Malcolm caught her staring and smirked. “Don’t just stand there, sissy. Get over here and put that mouth to work.” 

Cindy scrambled onto the bed, her lips wrapping around Malcolm’s shaft as he pulled out of Donna’s ass. The taste of Donna’s musk lingered on his cock as Cindy sucked obediently, her head bobbing up and down. 

“That’s right,” Malcolm sneered. “Clean me up, you little cum-slut. This is your life now. Welcome to the BNWO, bitches.” 

He alternated between thrusting into Donna’s ass and Cindy’s eager mouth, the room filled with the lewd sounds of moans, slurps, and skin slapping against skin. Donna’s cries grew louder with each thrust, her body trembling as she surrendered completely. 

Finally, Malcolm turned his attention to Cindy. “Your turn, sissy,” he said, flipping her onto her back. He spread her legs wide, exposing her puckered hole. “Let’s see how well you’ve been trained.” 

Cindy whimpered as Malcolm positioned himself, the thick head of his cock pressing against her entrance. “Relax,” Malcolm commanded. “You’re going to take every inch.” 

The initial stretch was intense, Cindy’s body straining to accommodate Malcolm’s girth. Tears streamed down her cheeks as he pushed deeper, his cock filling her completely. “That’s it,” he growled. “Such a tight little hole. You were made for this.” 


Malcolm’s pace quickened, his hips slamming against Cindy’s as she moaned incoherently. The combination of pain and pleasure overwhelmed her, her body convulsing as an anal orgasm ripped through her. 

“Look at you,” Malcolm taunted. “Cumming from getting your boi pussy fucked. Pathetic.” 

As he drove into her one final time, Malcolm roared, his dominance cemented. Cindy lay beneath him, trembling and spent, her face a mixture of humiliation and satisfaction. Beside her, Donna watched in awe, her own body still tingling from the experience. 

Malcolm stood, towering over them. “You’re mine now,” he declared. “Both of you. Welcome to the BNWO.” 


CHAPTER ELEVEN
Spanked

Cindy’s nerves were frayed as she knelt in the living room, her cheeks flushed and her body trembling. Donna stood nearby, her arms crossed and a knowing smirk on her face. KingMalcolm was seated on the couch, his commanding presence filling the room as he beckoned Cindy closer with a curl of his finger.

“Over my lap, Cindy,” Malcolm ordered, his tone leaving no room for argument. Cindy hesitated for a moment, but a sharp look from Donna made her scramble to obey. She draped herself over Malcolm’s strong thighs, her soft, feminized body completely at his mercy.

Malcolm ran a hand over Cindy’s exposed ass, admiring the way her pale cheeks quivered in anticipation. “She’s got a lot to answer for, doesn’t she?” he said, glancing up at Donna.

Donna chuckled, stepping closer. “Oh, you have no idea. Cindy spent years pretending to be a man, but do you know what she really did all day? She locked herself in her little home office and gooned to BNWO porn for hours on end. Isn’t that right, Cindy?”

Cindy’s face burned with humiliation as Donna continued. “She’d watch those videos over and over, dreaming about being exactly where she is now. A pathetic little sissy, completely at the mercy of a real man.”

Malcolm laughed, a deep, resonant sound that made Cindy squirm. “Is that true, Cindy? Did you spend all your time jerking off to the idea of this?”

“Y-yes, sir,” Cindy stammered, tears pricking her eyes.

Malcolm’s hand came down hard, the crack of the first smack echoing through the room. Cindy yelped, her body jerking forward as a sharp sting spread across her cheeks.

“Count,” Malcolm commanded, his voice firm.

“O-one,” Cindy whimpered.

The spanking continued, each strike harder than the last. Cindy’s cries grew louder, tears streaming down her face as she struggled to keep count. Donna’s voice cut through the sound of the smacks, her tone dripping with mockery.

“Tell him how you used to hide in your office, Cindy,” Donna said. “Tell him how you’d sit there, stroking your tiny little cock and dreaming about being a sissy.”

“I-I did,” Cindy sobbed. “I’m sorry, sir.”

Malcolm’s hand came down again, harder this time, making Cindy cry out. “You’re not sorry yet,” he growled. “But you will be.”

By the time the spanking ended, Cindy was a blubbering mess, her ass red and swollen. Malcolm lifted her from his lap and positioned her on all fours. “Stay right there,” he said, standing to retrieve a bottle of lube.

Donna watched with satisfaction as Malcolm prepared to take Cindy again. “You know, I think this is exactly what she’s always wanted,” she said. “To be used like this, to be shown her place.”

Malcolm smirked, slicking his cock and kneeling behind Cindy. “Well, let’s give her what she wants.”

He pushed into her without hesitation, his thick cock stretching her already sore hole. Cindy cried out, her body trembling as Malcolm filled her completely. Donna knelt beside her, brushing tears from her cheeks. “That’s it, Cindy,” she cooed. “Take him like a good little sissy.”

The pace was unrelenting, Malcolm’s hips slamming against Cindy as she moaned and sobbed. The pain mingled with an unbearable pleasure, and soon Cindy’s cries turned to desperate, incoherent pleas. Her body convulsed, another anal orgasm tearing through her as Malcolm’s dominance overwhelmed her.

“Pathetic,” Malcolm sneered, gripping Cindy’s hips tightly. “Cumming just from getting your ass fucked. You really are nothing but a sissy bitch.”

Donna laughed, leaning in to kiss Cindy’s tear-streaked cheek. “And now,” she said, “it’s time to make sure she stays that way.”

After Malcolm finished, he and Donna sat Cindy down on the couch. Donna held up a small bottle of pills. “These are your new hormones, Cindy,” she said with a wicked smile. “Every day from now on, you’ll take these. And soon, there’ll be no trace of the man you used to be.”

Malcolm leaned back, his arm draped over the couch as he watched Cindy swallow her first dose. “Welcome to your new life,” he said. “It’s only going to get better from here.”


CHAPTER TWELVE
Weekends are the Best

Life settled into a new rhythm for Donna and Cindy. During the week, Donna ruled their home with unwavering authority, using Cindy however she pleased. From chores to intimate moments, Cindy’s days were filled with serving Donna and fulfilling her every whim. But on the weekends, everything changed. When KingMalcolm arrived, they both belonged to him completely.

Malcolm’s visits became the highlight of their lives, each weekend a whirlwind of dominance and submission that left both Donna and Cindy craving more. His presence was magnetic, commanding every ounce of their attention and obedience. Donna thrived under his authority, her confidence soaring as Malcolm guided her further into the BNWO lifestyle. Cindy, meanwhile, found herself pushed to new limits, each encounter reshaping her identity and deepening her submission.

One Saturday evening, Malcolm arrived with a plan that would permanently mark their commitment to him. He sat them both down in the living room, his expression serious yet filled with a dark satisfaction.

“Tonight,” he began, “you’re both going to take another step in proving your devotion. We’re making this official.”

Donna’s eyes lit up with excitement, while Cindy’s heart raced with a mix of anticipation and fear. Malcolm revealed a small black box, opening it to display two intricate tattoo designs. The symbol was a black spade with a Q inside of it—a mark that would signify their place in the BNWO.

“These will go on your ass cheeks,” Malcolm explained. “A permanent reminder of who you belong to.”

Donna nodded eagerly. “I want this,” she said, her voice firm. She glanced at Cindy, who hesitated for only a moment before nodding as well. “Me too,” Cindy whispered.

Malcolm smirked. “Good. Let’s get started.”

The process was intimate and intense, each of them taking turns under Malcolm’s watchful eye as the tattoo artist worked. Donna went first, lying across the couch as the needle buzzed against her skin. She barely flinched, her eyes locked on Malcolm’s as she embraced the pain as a badge of honor. Cindy followed, trembling as the tattoo artist worked on her softer, feminized body. Tears pricked her eyes, but she didn’t complain, her mind focused on the significance of the mark she was receiving.

When it was done, Malcolm inspected their new tattoos, his hands caressing the freshly inked designs. “Perfect,” he said, his voice filled with approval. “You’re both officially mine now.”

But the night wasn’t over. Malcolm had more plans for Cindy. He handed her a small jewelry box, opening it to reveal several sets of piercings. “Your transformation isn’t complete yet,” he said. “Tonight, you’re getting your ears pierced, your nipples pierced, and your tongue.”

Cindy’s eyes widened, her lips parting in surprise. “All of that?” she asked nervously.

Malcolm chuckled. “Yes, all of it. And you’ll thank me when it’s done.”

Donna watched with pride as Cindy sat down, her body trembling slightly as the piercer began. The first holes were in her earlobes, the quick prick of the needle making Cindy wince. Her nipples were next, the sharp pain making her cry out, tears streaming down her cheeks as Malcolm held her hand firmly.

“You’re doing great, Cindy,” Donna said, stroking her hair. “This is what you’ve always wanted.”

The final piercing was her tongue, the thick barbell slipping into place as Cindy’s mouth filled with drool. She lisped slightly as she tried to speak, her new jewelry already a reminder of her submission.

When it was over, Malcolm stood back, admiring his work. Cindy knelt before him, her body adorned with the marks of her transformation, while Donna stood proudly by his side, her own tattoo still fresh.

“This is just the beginning,” Malcolm said, his voice filled with authority. “You’ve both come so far, but there’s still so much more to do. Welcome to your new lives.”


CHAPTER THIRTEEN
Loving It

The new routine had become second nature in their household. Every evening, after dinner was served and the dishes were spotless, Cindy would find herself over Donna’s lap. It wasn’t a question of if, but how long, and how much Donna would indulge her sadistic streak that evening.

Donna’s love of control and pain had grown stronger with each passing day. She delighted in the sight of Cindy’s reddening cheeks, the sound of her whimpers, and the trembling submission that followed. These maintenance spankings weren’t as severe as the beltings saved for Malcolm’s weekends, but they were firm enough to leave Cindy’s ass stinging and her spirit firmly reminded of her place.

“Over my lap, Cindy,” Donna commanded one evening, her voice calm yet edged with authority.

Cindy obeyed without hesitation, draping her feminized body across Donna’s thighs. Her soft pink panties were quickly pulled down, exposing her already tender skin. Donna ran her hand over Cindy’s ass, savoring the way she tensed under her touch.

“You know why we do this, don’t you?” Donna asked, her tone teasing.

“Yes, Donna,” Cindy whispered. “To remind me of my place.”

“Good girl,” Donna said, raising her hand. The first smack landed with a sharp crack, followed by another and another, each one precise and deliberate. Cindy bit her lip, her body jerking slightly with each strike, but she stayed in place, knowing better than to resist.

Donna’s arousal grew with every cry that escaped Cindy’s lips. By the time the spanking ended, Donna was flushed, her breathing heavier. Cindy’s ass was a warm, rosy hue, her eyes glistening with unshed tears.

“Good girl,” Donna said again, gently patting Cindy’s sore cheeks before letting her up. “Now go prepare yourself for bed.”

The harder spankings, the ones that left Cindy sobbing uncontrollably, were always saved for the weekends when Malcolm was there to witness. Donna loved putting on a show for him, taking her time with the belt to ensure Cindy’s cries reached their peak.

One Saturday, Donna was in rare form, her strikes with the belt landing with unrelenting precision. Cindy’s wails filled the room as Donna alternated between scolding her and praising her for taking her punishment so well.

“Look at you,” Donna taunted, her voice dripping with mockery. “Crying like a little bitch. Isn’t that what you are, Cindy?”

“Y-yes, Donna,” Cindy sobbed, her body shaking.

Malcolm watched from the couch, his presence looming and commanding. “She’s such a pathetic little thing,” he remarked, a smirk playing on his lips. “And yet, she looks forward to this, doesn’t she?”

Donna nodded, stepping back to admire her work. Cindy’s ass was a deep, angry red, her sobs echoing through the room. “Oh, she does,” Donna said. “She knows that as soon as I’m done, you’ll give her exactly what she craves.”

Malcolm rose from the couch, unbuckling his belt as he approached Cindy. “On your knees, sissy,” he commanded. Cindy obeyed, her tear-streaked face tilting up to meet him. Malcolm’s cock was already hard, and Cindy’s lips parted eagerly as he pushed into her mouth.

“That’s it,” Malcolm growled, gripping Cindy’s hair as he thrust deep into her throat. “You love this, don’t you? My cock down your throat, my cum in your belly. Say it.”

Cindy pulled back just enough to gasp out, “I love it, sir. Thank you, sir.”

Malcolm grinned, shoving back in with even more force. Tears and drool streamed down Cindy’s face, but she took him eagerly, her body trembling with need. When he finally pulled out, he flipped her onto her back, spreading her legs wide.

“Now it’s time for your reward,” he said, lining himself up with her sore, reddened hole. Cindy moaned as Malcolm pushed inside, the mix of pain and pleasure overwhelming her. Donna watched with pride, her arousal growing as Malcolm pounded into Cindy with unrelenting force.

Cindy’s cries turned into desperate moans, her body writhing beneath Malcolm. When the orgasm hit, it tore through her like a tidal wave, her entire body shaking as she screamed in pleasure.

“That’s it,” Malcolm sneered. “Cum for me, you pathetic little sissy. Show me how much you love being used.”

When it was over, Cindy lay spent and trembling, her face flushed and her body marked by the night’s events. Donna leaned down to kiss her forehead, a wicked smile on her lips. “You’ve done so well, Cindy,” she said. “Now clean yourself up and get ready for the week. We’ll do it all over again soon.”


CHAPTER FOURTEEN
Urinal

As time passed, the transformation of Cindy was nothing short of remarkable. A year had gone by since KingMalcolm had entered their lives, and in that time, Cindy’s submission had deepened beyond anything Donna could have imagined. What had once been hesitant compliance was now eager, desperate obedience. Cindy had become a true super-slut for big Black cock, utterly devoted to Malcolm and Donna’s every whim.

Donna, too, had changed. Her natural dominance had blossomed into full-blown sadism. She thrived on finding new and creative ways to humiliate Cindy, pushing her further into submission. From slapping Cindy’s soft, perky tits to mocking her incessant hunger for Malcolm’s cock, Donna’s power over Cindy only grew stronger with each passing day.

On weekends, Cindy became their plaything, her body used and abused in ways that left no doubt about her place. One of the most degrading rituals had become a favorite for both Malcolm and Donna: Cindy serving as their urinal. Each weekend, Cindy knelt before them, her lips parted as she gulped down their piss without hesitation. The salty taste and the humiliation sent waves of twisted pleasure through her, reinforcing her devotion.

“Look at her,” Malcolm said one evening, standing over Cindy as she drank greedily. “She’s nothing but a piss-drinking whore now. Isn’t that right, Cindy?”

Cindy pulled back just enough to answer, her voice trembling with both shame and need. “Yes, sir. Thank you, sir.”

Donna laughed, stroking Cindy’s hair. “Good girl. This is exactly where you belong.”

Cindy’s body had changed significantly over the past year. The hormones she took daily had given her a soft, curvy figure and a pair of perky tits that Malcolm and Donna loved to slap and pinch. Her ass, once tight and untrained, had been stretched by the largest strapon dildos and butt plugs they could find. Cindy took them all with a mix of pain and pleasure, her hunger for submission driving her to endure anything they demanded.

Her chastity, too, was unrelenting. Cindy hadn’t been allowed to cum in over a year, her cage a constant reminder of her place. The denial only made her more desperate, her every thought consumed by the slim chance of release. She would do anything for Malcolm and Donna, her devotion so complete that even the smallest hint of approval from them felt like a reward.

Malcolm took full advantage of Cindy’s submission, using her ass until it was raw and gaping. “You’re insatiable, aren’t you, slut?” he taunted one night, slamming into her with unrelenting force. “Always hungry for my cock. Say it.”

“I’m always hungry for your cock, sir,” Cindy moaned, her voice trembling with need. “Thank you, sir.”

Donna watched from the side, her own arousal growing as she slapped Cindy’s tits, watching them jiggle with each strike. “Look at those perfect little sissy tits,” she said, her voice dripping with mockery. “You’ve become such a good little slut, haven’t you?”

“Yes, Donna,” Cindy sobbed, her tears mixing with her sweat as she took Malcolm deeper.

A year of Malcolm’s dominance and Donna’s sadism had stripped away every last shred of Cindy’s former identity. She no longer thought of herself as anything but a sissy, a slave to her masters and their desires. Her mind, body, and soul belonged to them entirely, and she wouldn’t have it any other way.

“You’ve come so far,” Malcolm said, his voice filled with dark satisfaction. “And there’s still so much further we can take you.”

Donna nodded, a wicked grin on her face. “You’re ours, Cindy. Forever.”

And Cindy, trembling and used, could only whisper, “Thank you.”


CHAPTER FIFTEEN
Transformation

The final transformation of Cindy marked the ultimate culmination of her journey into submission. It was a year and a half after Malcolm first entered their lives when Cindy underwent the most dramatic change yet: high-profile breast implants. The D-cup orbs now sat proudly on her chest, their exaggerated size and obviously fake appearance a deliberate statement. She was no longer just feminized; she was a living, breathing trophy of her devotion to the BNWO lifestyle.

Donna watched with satisfaction as Cindy adjusted to her new body. The implants forced her posture into an alluring curve, her perky, artificial breasts always on display. Whether at home or in public, Cindy was dressed like a whore. Skin-tight dresses, fishnet stockings, and towering heels became her standard attire. Her BNWO tattoos, now adorning multiple parts of her body, were always visible. The black spade with the Q remained a centerpiece on her ass cheek, but additional ink sprawled across her thighs, lower back, and even just above her pierced, limp clitty.

A wide black dog collar was Cindy’s constant accessory, embossed with the words “Property of the BNWO.” The collar left no doubt about her place in the world. Her once-caged clitty was now left free, not for release, but for humiliation. A large PA piercing dangled from its tip, its weight a constant reminder of its uselessness. Donna and Malcolm delighted in slapping her clitty and balls, the sharp sting drawing tears and cries from Cindy.

“Look at you,” Donna would sneer, delivering a sharp slap to her clitty. “This pathetic little thing isn’t even worth locking up anymore. Is it, Cindy?”

“N-no, Donna,” Cindy would sob, her body trembling as she knelt before her mistress.

Even in the bedroom, Cindy’s purpose was clear. Whether she was being pounded by Malcolm’s thick cock, stretched by an oversized strapon, or taken to her limits with Donna’s fists, Cindy’s only role was to submit and serve. She no longer sought release; her orgasms, when they came, were involuntary and purely a byproduct of her use. Donna and Malcolm took pleasure in watching her cum, the jets of her sissy seed spraying out from her pierced clitty as she was used mercilessly.

Donna, meanwhile, had fully embraced her role as a BNWO snow bunny. She radiated confidence and power, her wardrobe and demeanor reflecting her pride in belonging to Malcolm and the BNWO. She delighted in showing off Cindy, her trans girl fucktoy, to anyone who crossed their path. Together, they were the perfect embodiment of the BNWO lifestyle, a living testament to Malcolm’s dominance and Donna’s devotion.

One evening, as the three of them sat together in the living room, Malcolm surveyed his creations with a look of satisfaction. Cindy knelt at his feet, her heavily tattooed and pierced body a testament to her submission. Donna sat beside him, her hand resting possessively on Cindy’s head.

“You’ve both come a long way,” Malcolm said, his voice filled with pride. “Donna, you’ve become the perfect snow bunny. And Cindy…” He reached down, gripping her chin and forcing her to look up at him. “You’re exactly what you were always meant to be: a trans girl fucktoy, owned and used by the BNWO.”

Cindy’s eyes filled with tears, but they were tears of gratitude. “Thank you, sir,” she whispered. “Thank you for making me who I am.”

Donna leaned in, her lips brushing against Malcolm’s ear. “We’re yours, Malcolm. Forever.”

And with that, their transformation was complete. Cindy and Donna belonged to Malcolm and the BNWO, their lives devoted entirely to serving and submitting. It was the life they had chosen, the life they had embraced, and the life they would continue to live.
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