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Part 1

I stepped out of the elevator into the penthouse, my heart hammering against my ribs like it wanted to escape. The city lights glittered through floor-to-ceiling windows, turning the sprawling open space into a throne room of glass and steel. My palms were slick with sweat. I’d answered the ad on that dark-web forum three days ago, half-drunk on nerves and desperate curiosity. Now I was here, dressed in plain jeans and a black button-down, feeling like prey walking into a lioness’s den.

The door clicked shut behind me with a soft, final sound.

“On your knees.”

The voice rolled over me—deep, velvety, laced with authority that made my legs fold before my brain caught up. I dropped. The marble floor was cold through my jeans.

She emerged from the shadows of the hallway like she owned the night itself. Diamond. Six-foot-two of sculpted, powerful beauty wrapped in glowing dark skin that seemed to drink in the low lighting and glow back at it. Her body was athletic perfection—broad shoulders tapering to a narrow waist, powerful thighs that flexed visibly beneath the sheer black robe she wore. Long, toned legs ended in bare feet with blood-red toenails. Her face was striking: high cheekbones, full lips painted deep crimson, and eyes like polished obsidian that pinned me in place. A cascade of tight curls framed her head, falling just past her shoulders. Between her legs, the heavy outline of her cock strained against the silk, already half-hard and impossible to ignore.

“You’re early,” she said, circling me slowly. Her voice was a low command that vibrated straight down my spine. “Good. I like eager little white boys who can’t wait to kneel.”

I swallowed hard. “I… I read the instructions. I’m here for the audition.”

Diamond stopped in front of me, towering. She reached down and tilted my chin up with two fingers, forcing my gaze to hers. “From this moment, you don’t speak unless I ask you a direct question. Nod if you understand.”

I nodded.

She smiled, slow and predatory. “Strip. Everything. Fold your clothes neatly and leave them by the door.”

My hands shook as I obeyed. Shirt, jeans, boxers—off. Socks last. The cool air kissed my skin, making me acutely aware of how exposed I was. My cock twitched despite the fear, already betraying me. Diamond watched every movement, her expression unreadable except for the faint curve of amusement at her lips.

When I was naked and kneeling again, she stepped closer. The scent of her—warm vanilla, musk, and something sharper, like leather—filled my lungs.

“Pretty enough,” she murmured. “Soft. Pale. Exactly the kind of canvas I like to paint with cum and shame.” She snapped her fingers. “Follow me. Crawl.”

I crawled behind her across the marble, knees aching, eyes locked on the sway of her ass beneath the robe. She led me into a massive bedroom suite dominated by a king-sized bed draped in black satin. Mirrors lined one wall. A padded bench and several ominous pieces of furniture waited in the corners like silent judges.

Diamond opened a sleek black wardrobe and pulled out two items: a tiny pleated schoolgirl skirt in red-and-black plaid, obscenely short, and a pair of glossy black stilettos with ankle straps.

“Stand.”

I rose on shaky legs. She didn’t ask permission. She simply slid the skirt up my thighs. It barely covered my ass, the hem brushing the underside of my balls. My cock tented the front pathetically. She laughed softly, a rich, throaty sound.

“Adorable. Now the heels.”

I stepped into them. They were tight, forcing my feet into an unnatural arch. I wobbled. Diamond steadied me with one strong hand on my hip, then stepped back to admire her work.

“Spin.”

I turned, feeling ridiculous and exposed. The skirt flared, showing everything. My face burned.

Diamond’s eyes darkened with hunger. “Better. But you need a name that fits what you are.” She cupped my chin again, thumb stroking my lower lip. “From now on, you’re Dani. My pretty little white sissy slut Dani. Say it.”

My voice cracked. “I’m… Dani.”

“Louder. With feeling.”

“I’m Dani. Your pretty little white sissy slut Dani.”

She grinned, flashing perfect white teeth. “Good girl.”

Diamond shrugged off her robe. It pooled at her feet like liquid night. Her body was breathtaking—chiseled abs, full, firm breasts with dark nipples, and between her powerful thighs, a thick, veiny cock that was already rising to full hardness. At least nine inches, heavy, with a broad head already glistening with a bead of precum. Below it, smooth, heavy balls swayed.

She sat on the edge of the bed, legs spread, and crooked a finger. “Come here, Dani. Time to audition that throat.”

I tottered forward in the heels. She grabbed a fistful of my hair and pulled me down between her legs. The scent of her was stronger here—clean skin and masculine musk. Her cock slapped against my cheek, hot and heavy.

“Open.”

I parted my lips. She didn’t ease in. She thrust forward, burying half her length in one smooth motion. I gagged instantly, eyes watering. The thick head hit the back of my throat and kept going, stretching me open.

“That’s it,” she purred, voice dropping an octave. “Take it. All the way, Dani. I want to feel your nose against my stomach.”

She pushed deeper. My throat convulsed around her. Stars burst behind my eyelids as she held me there, nose pressed to her smooth pubic mound, balls resting on my chin. I couldn’t breathe. Panic flared, but her grip was iron. Just as black spots danced in my vision, she pulled back. I gasped for air, drool spilling down my chin onto the tiny skirt.

“Good girl,” she cooed, stroking my hair almost tenderly. “But we’re just getting started.”

She stood up, towering over me, and took control completely. Both hands in my hair now, she began to fuck my face in earnest. Long, powerful strokes that slammed her cock down my throat again and again. The wet, obscene sounds of gagging and slurping filled the room. My eyes streamed tears. My heels scraped the floor as I struggled to stay upright.

“Fuck, you look perfect like this,” Diamond growled, hips snapping forward. “Choking on superior cock. Your little white throat bulging for me.” She reached down and pinched one of my nipples hard, making me moan around her shaft. “I already sent your photos to my friends, Dani. The ones you sent me. The nudes. The pathetic little ‘please own me’ messages. They loved them. They can’t wait to meet my new toy.”

The words sent a fresh wave of humiliation through me, but my cock was leaking steadily onto the floor beneath the skirt. I was rock hard.

She pulled out suddenly, strings of saliva connecting my lips to her glistening cock. I gasped, coughing.

“Beg for it,” she ordered.

“Please… please fuck my throat, Diamond,” I rasped, voice hoarse. “I want it. I need it.”

She laughed and drove back in, harder this time. The pace became brutal. She used my mouth like a toy, hips pistoning, balls slapping my chin with every thrust. My world narrowed to the thick cock ravaging my throat, the burn in my knees, the ache in my jaw, and the overwhelming presence of her.

“Look at me,” she commanded.

I forced my streaming eyes upward. She was magnificent—muscles flexing, breasts bouncing slightly with each thrust, head thrown back in pleasure. Her commanding voice filled the room between moans.

“That’s right, Dani. This is your place. On your knees in a slutty skirt, serving Ebony Goddess cock. My friends are going to ruin you. They’re already planning what to do with that tight white ass when I bring you to the club. But they know you’re mine first.”

She fucked my throat for what felt like an eternity. Time dissolved. There was only her cock, her voice, her power. My hands clutched her powerful thighs for balance, feeling the steel-cable muscles flexing beneath smooth skin.

Finally, her rhythm faltered. Her balls drew up tight.

“Swallow every drop, sissy.”

She buried herself to the hilt and came with a deep, guttural groan. Thick, hot ropes of cum flooded my throat. I choked, swallowing desperately, but some still leaked from the corners of my mouth. She held me there until the last pulse, then slowly withdrew.

I collapsed forward, gasping, cum and spit dripping onto the floor and my skirt. My own cock throbbed untouched, aching.

Diamond tilted my head up again. Her thumb wiped a streak of cum from my chin and pushed it into my mouth. I sucked it clean without being told.

“Welcome to my world, Dani,” she said softly, almost tenderly. “The audition isn’t over. But you passed the first round.” She smiled down at me, radiant and terrifying. “Now crawl to the bathroom. Clean yourself up. Then we’ll see how well that pretty ass takes training.”

I crawled, heels clicking, skirt riding up, body trembling with exhaustion and need. Behind me, Diamond’s low laugh followed like a promise.

This was only the beginning.


Part 2

The first full day of “Sissy Boot Camp” began at dawn.

I woke up on the floor beside Diamond’s massive bed, a thin black blanket barely covering my naked body. The tiny schoolgirl skirt from the night before was gone, replaced by a pink leather collar locked around my throat with a small silver tag that read “Dani” in elegant script. My jaw still ached from the throat-fucking, and a dull throb lingered deep in my throat every time I swallowed. Diamond stood over me, already dressed in tight black workout leggings and a cropped tank that showed off the sculpted ridges of her abs and the heavy swell of her breasts.

“Up, Dani. Training starts now.”

She clipped a leash to my collar and led me crawling into the open living area. Floor-to-ceiling mirrors had been uncovered along one wall, turning the space into a private gym of humiliation. A rack of toys waited on a low table—heels in every height, plugs of increasing size, bottles of lube, and a thick black dildo mounted on a sturdy stand.

“Lesson one: posture and grace.” Diamond’s voice was calm but absolute. “A proper sissy walks like she wants to be fucked. Back straight. Tits out—well, your little chest, anyway. Ass swaying. Eyes down unless I say otherwise.”

She tossed me the same glossy black stilettos from the audition. I strapped them on, wobbling as I rose. For the next two hours she made me walk. Back and forth across the penthouse, heels clicking on marble, the leash occasionally snapping tight when my steps faltered. Every time my posture slipped she corrected me with a sharp smack of her palm across my bare ass or a stinging flick of a riding crop she’d produced from nowhere.

“Again. Smaller steps. Roll your hips, slut.”

My calves burned. My ankles trembled. Sweat ran down my back. By the time she allowed me to stop, my face was flushed and my cock was leaking steadily down my thigh. Diamond noticed, of course.

“Look at that pathetic little clit dripping already. Pathetic.” She laughed, low and rich. “On your knees. Deep-throat practice.”

She positioned me in front of the mounted dildo. It was thick—thicker than her own cock—and realistically veined. She lubed it generously, then guided my head down.

“Slow at first. All the way. I want to see your throat bulge in the mirror.”

I opened my mouth and took it. The stretch was immediate. I gagged, eyes watering, but Diamond’s hand on the back of my head pushed steadily until my nose touched the base. She held me there, counting out loud while I struggled for air.

“Ten… fifteen… good girl. Breathe through your nose when you can.”

She made me practice for forty minutes—long holds, fast bobs, swirling my tongue, hollowing my cheeks. Every few minutes she’d pull me off, slap my face lightly with her own heavy cock to remind me who the real prize was, then send me back down. My throat was raw, voice hoarse, but I kept going. The mirrors showed everything: my flushed face, tear-streaked cheeks, the obscene bulge moving in my neck.

By the end of the session my lips were swollen and shiny with spit.

Diamond finally pulled me off the dildo and bent me over the padded bench. She didn’t warm me up. She simply pressed the thick head of her cock against my hole and drove in with one powerful thrust.

I cried out, fingers clawing at the bench. She was huge, stretching me open mercilessly.

“Say it,” she growled, bottoming out, her heavy balls pressed against me.

“I’m Diamond’s little white sissy slut Dani,” I gasped.

“Louder.”

“I’m Diamond’s little white sissy slut Dani!”

She fucked me then—hard, relentless strokes that slammed the bench forward an inch with every thrust. Her powerful hips slapped against my ass, her hands gripping my waist hard enough to bruise. Every time I faltered in the mantra she slowed just enough to remind me.

“Again. Every word.”

I repeated it like a prayer while she pounded me senseless. When she finally came, she buried herself deep and flooded me, hot pulses that leaked down my thighs as she pulled out. She made me thank her, then plugged me with the smallest black plug from the rack.

“Keep that in all day. Lesson two starts after lunch.”

The week became a blur of aching muscles, raw holes, and constant humiliation.

Morning was always heels and posture. By day three she had me in six-inch stilettos, walking laps while balancing a book on my head. Any drop earned ten strokes of the crop. My ass glowed red constantly.

Mid-morning was deep-throat training. She graduated me from the dildo to her own cock, fucking my face in different positions—on my back with my head hanging off the bed, on my knees with my hands cuffed behind me, even while I rode the dildo on the floor so she could use both holes at once. She praised me when I took her to the balls without gagging, then ruined the moment by making me recite my new name while cum dripped from my chin.

Afternoons were anal training.

She started with the smallest plug and worked me up. Day one: small, teardrop shape, worn during heel practice. Day two: medium, bulbous, locked in while I did chores around the penthouse—dusting, laundry, cooking her meals on my knees. Every time I moved too quickly she’d press the base, making me moan.

By day four the large plug was stretching me wide. It was heavy, black silicone, nearly the girth of her cock. She made me wear it while doing deep-throat drills, then bent me over and replaced it with the real thing.

Every single session ended the same way.

Diamond would mount me like a bitch in heat—sometimes on the bench, sometimes on all fours on the rug, sometimes riding her while she sat on the couch like a queen. She’d pound me without mercy, her sculpted body gleaming with sweat, powerful thighs flexing, full breasts bouncing as she drove into me. And every time, without fail, she’d make me chant:

“I’m Diamond’s little white sissy slut Dani.”

I said it while she railed me. I said it while her balls slapped my taint. I said it with her hand around my throat, with her fingers in my mouth, with her cock so deep I could taste it. By the end of the week the words felt more real than my old name ever had.

On the sixth night she pushed the biggest plug yet inside me—thick, long, with a flared base that made me whimper. Then she laid me on my back on her bed, legs over her shoulders, and fucked me slow and deep while staring into my eyes.

“You’re changing, Dani,” she murmured, hips rolling in a devastating rhythm. “Feel how easily you open for me now? That little white hole was made for Ebony Goddess cock.”

I was trembling, cock leaking onto my stomach untouched for days. She’d forbidden me from cumming.

“Say it like you mean it.”

“I’m Diamond’s little white sissy slut Dani,” I moaned, voice breaking. “I belong to you.”

She smiled, triumphant, and picked up speed. The wet slap of skin filled the room. Her heavy breasts pressed against my chest as she leaned down, lips brushing my ear.

“My friends watched the training videos I sent them. They loved seeing you break. Next week you’re going to the Underground Lounge so they can sample my work.”

The thought sent a fresh wave of shame and arousal through me. Diamond reached between us and finally wrapped her strong hand around my aching cock.

“Cum for me, sissy. Show me how grateful you are.”

I shattered. Weeks of denial exploded out of me in thick ropes across my stomach and chest while she kept pounding my prostate. The orgasm tore through me so hard my vision whited out. Diamond groaned and followed, flooding me again, marking me inside while I shook beneath her.

She didn’t pull out right away. She stayed buried deep, stroking my hair almost gently as I floated down from the high.

“Good girl,” she whispered. “One more day of training tomorrow. Then the real world gets to play with Diamond’s little white sissy slut Dani.”

I lay there, plugged, leaking, covered in my own mess, and realized with a strange, floating calm that I wasn’t afraid anymore.

I was exactly where I belonged.


Part 3

The black SUV rolled through the city streets at night, tinted windows hiding me from the world. I sat in the back beside Diamond, wearing nothing but a sheer black mesh crop top that barely reached my nipples, a matching micro skirt that left my ass completely exposed, and six-inch stilettos locked onto my feet. The thick plug she’d inserted before we left stretched me open with every bump in the road. My pink collar gleamed under the passing streetlights, the tag “Dani” catching the glow.

Diamond rested one powerful hand on my thigh, her fingers tracing lazy circles dangerously close to my caged clit. She looked devastating in a tailored black suit that hugged her athletic frame—jacket open to reveal a deep V of glowing dark skin and the swell of her breasts. Her commanding presence filled the car.

“Tonight you’re the entertainment at the Underground Lounge, Dani,” she said, voice low and velvet-rough. “My private members-only club. Only the most powerful dominant women in the city get in. And every single one of them has seen your training videos.”

My stomach flipped with a mix of terror and shameful excitement. After a week of her relentless boot camp, my body had been reshaped—throat trained to relax, ass hungry for stretch, mind conditioned to crave her voice and her cock.

The car stopped at an unmarked steel door in an old warehouse district. Diamond clipped a leash to my collar and led me out. I tottered behind her on the heels, ass swaying, the cool night air kissing my exposed skin. A bouncer—a tall, muscular ebony woman—nodded respectfully and opened the door.

Inside, the Lounge was pure decadence. Low crimson lighting, deep leather couches, a central stage with spotlights, and a bar stocked with expensive liquor. Music pulsed low and sensual. About thirty women filled the space, all dominant, all stunning, and every single one of them a tall, powerful trans woman of color. Their eyes turned to me the moment we entered.

Diamond’s voice carried across the room like a queen addressing her court. “Ladies. This is Dani. My new little white sissy slut. She’s been training hard all week. Tonight she’s the party favor. Use her. Break her. But remember—she belongs to me first.”

A murmur of approval rippled through the crowd. Hands reached out as Diamond led me through the VIP section. Someone slapped my ass hard enough to make me yelp. Another pinched my nipple through the mesh top. I was passed from lap to lap like a toy.

The first woman pulled me down onto a wide leather couch. She was gorgeous—6’1”, braided hair, curves that strained her red dress. Her thick cock was already out, heavy and dark. She didn’t speak. She simply grabbed my hair and fed me her length in one smooth motion. I gagged only slightly—boot camp had done its work—and started sucking eagerly, hollowing my cheeks, swirling my tongue. While I bobbed, another woman knelt behind me, yanked the plug out, and replaced it with her own cock in one brutal thrust.

I moaned around the shaft in my mouth as they spit-roasted me right there on the couch. The woman in front fucked my throat in short, deep strokes while the one behind pounded my ass, her hips slapping loudly. Cum was already leaking from my cage onto the leather.

“Fuck, she’s tight,” the one behind me groaned. “Diamond really trained this hole.”

They used me for ten minutes before switching. The first pulled out and painted my face with thick ropes of cum while the second flooded my guts. I barely had time to catch my breath before I was dragged to the next group.

In the VIP lounge area I was bent over the arm of a massive sectional. Three women took turns. One fucked my face while the other two alternated in my ass, stretching me wider and wider. They laughed and chatted about my training videos, commenting on how well I took cock now. One of them made me recite my mantra while she railed me:

“I’m Diamond’s little white sissy slut Dani!”

The words came out muffled and broken around the cock in my throat, but they loved it.

Diamond watched from a throne-like chair nearby, legs crossed, sipping a drink. Her eyes never left me, possessive and proud. Every few minutes she’d call out instructions.

“Deeper in her throat, Sasha. She can take it. Dani—arch your back more. Show them that trained pussy.”

Her voice kept me grounded. No matter how many cocks used me, I was still hers first.

They moved me to the bathrooms next. The luxurious marble space echoed with my moans. Two women pressed me against the sink, one fucking my ass while the other used my mouth. Then another pair took their place. I lost count—five, six, maybe more. My legs shook in the heels. Cum ran down my thighs in sticky rivers. My face and hair were glazed. Every time someone finished they made me thank them properly.

“Thank you for using Diamond’s sissy hole,” I gasped each time, voice hoarse.

By the time they dragged me back to the main floor, I was a mess—skirt long gone, mesh top ripped, body covered in handprints and cum. Diamond rose from her chair and led me to the central stage under bright spotlights.

“Time for the main event,” she announced. The crowd cheered.

She strapped me into a padded fuck bench on the stage—wrists and ankles locked, ass presented high, head locked forward. The lights were hot on my skin. Every woman in the club could see me clearly.

The first two stepped up together. One slid into my mouth. The other pushed into my already-slick, cum-lubed ass. They found a rhythm immediately, sawing in and out. Then a third joined, forcing her cock alongside the one in my ass. Double penetration. The stretch burned deliciously, pain melting into overwhelming pleasure as they both fucked my hole at once.

I screamed around the cock in my throat. The crowd roared approval. Diamond stepped onto the stage, stroking my hair.

“That’s my good girl. Take both those superior cocks. Show everyone how much you’ve learned.”

The double anal fucking grew harder, faster. The women groaned in pleasure, their thick shafts rubbing together inside me, stretching me to my limit. Cum from previous loads squelched obscenely with every thrust. I came hands-free, my caged clit spurting pathetically onto the stage floor while they ruined me.

They rotated. Another pair took their place—more double penetration, more throat abuse. My world narrowed to the relentless pounding, the taste of cock, the wet sounds, and Diamond’s commanding voice directing the traffic.

“Switch. Give her throat a break and fill that ass instead. Harder—make her feel it tomorrow.”

I was double-stuffed again and again. Three different pairs used me on stage while the audience watched, drank, and occasionally stepped up to stroke themselves over my body, adding to the mess. My moans turned into broken whimpers. Tears and cum streaked my face. My hole gaped when they pulled out, only to be filled again instantly.

Diamond finally stepped in after the sixth or seventh round. She dismissed the current pair with a gesture and mounted the bench behind me. Her thick, familiar cock— the one that had trained me—slid into my wrecked, cum-filled ass with ease.

She fucked me slow and deep at first, letting me feel every inch while she spoke to the crowd.

“This little white sissy belongs to me. You can borrow her, ruin her, cover her—but she is mine first and always.”

Then she unleashed. Her powerful hips slammed forward, pounding me mercilessly on the stage. The bench creaked. Her heavy balls slapped my taint. She gripped my hips hard, nails digging in, and railed me like she was reclaiming territory. Every thrust drove the air from my lungs. I babbled her name, my mantra, anything she wanted.

“I’m Diamond’s little white sissy slut Dani! I belong to you!”

She fucked me through another shattering orgasm, then flooded me with the biggest load of the night—hot, thick pulses that overflowed and ran down my thighs in torrents. When she finally pulled out, she made me thank every woman who had used me by name (those whose names I’d been given) while the crowd applauded.

The night ended with me on my knees in the center of the stage, surrounded by the women, licking and cleaning every cock that had been inside me. Diamond stood above me like a goddess, stroking my cum-matted hair.

By the time we left the Underground Lounge, I could barely walk. Diamond carried me to the car wrapped in a soft robe, my body trembling, every hole sore and leaking, my mind floating in subspace.

“You did beautifully tonight, Dani,” she murmured against my ear as the car pulled away. “The whole city’s elite just used my favorite toy. And tomorrow… we’re going to the yacht with my closest friends. Think you’re ready for four more Ebony Goddesses to own you for three full days?”

I nodded weakly, pressing my face into her neck.

“Yes, Goddess. I’m ready.”

The city lights blurred past. I was broken, used, claimed—and happier than I had ever been.


Part 4

The sleek black helicopter touched down on the yacht’s helipad just after sunrise. The Ebony Empress was a 180-foot luxury beast gleaming white and gold under the Caribbean sun, anchored far enough from shore that the ocean felt endless. Diamond stepped out first, radiant in a tiny white bikini that barely contained her sculpted body and the heavy bulge between her powerful thighs. She wore mirrored sunglasses and a captain’s hat tilted playfully.

I followed on shaky legs, wearing only what they’d dressed me in: an obscene white micro-bikini. The top was two tiny triangles that covered nothing but my nipples. The bottom was a thong so small the front pouch barely held my caged clit, while the back disappeared completely between my cheeks. A thin gold collar locked around my throat, engraved “Diamond’s Dani.” My feet were bare; heels weren’t practical on a rocking deck.

Diamond clipped a long gold chain leash to the collar and gave it a tug. “Welcome to three days of pure ownership, Dani. My closest sisters are already onboard. Try to keep up.”

Four tall, stunning ebony trans women waited on the main deck, each one a goddess in her own right. They sipped champagne and eyed me like fresh meat.

Zara – 6’3”, long braids, lean-muscled runner’s body and an arrogant smirk. Nyx – 6’1”, shaved head, dangerous curves and piercing green contacts. Sable – 6’4”, broad-shouldered, powerful thighs and a deep, rumbling laugh. Tempest – 6’2”, athletic like Diamond, waist-length curls and a sadistic smile.

They surrounded me immediately. Hands roamed. Someone squeezed my ass. Another flicked my caged clit through the bikini.

Diamond’s voice cut through. “Gentle for now, ladies. We have three full days. Let’s get underway first.”

The yacht’s engines purred to life. We motored out into open water while the five of them relaxed on the sun deck. I was ordered to serve—kneeling, refilling glasses, rubbing sunscreen into their smooth dark skin. Every time I bent over, the micro-bikini rode up and earned me a hard slap.

By mid-morning the real fun began.

Zara was first. She pushed me against the railing on the forward deck, ocean wind whipping my hair. She yanked the bikini bottom aside and drove her thick cock into me in one thrust. I cried out, gripping the rail as she fucked me hard and fast, my body jolting with every slam. The bright sun and endless blue sea made it feel completely exposed.

“Say it, slut,” she growled.

“Thank you, Zara, for using Diamond’s little white sissy slut Dani,” I gasped between thrusts.

She laughed and flooded me, pulling out to let the first load of the trip drip down my thighs. I was barely given time to recover before Nyx had me on my knees in the shaded lounge, throat-fucking me while the others filmed on their phones. Her heavy balls slapped my chin as she used my mouth like a toy.

One by one they took me that first day—on every deck, in every position. Against the railing with the ocean spray misting my face. Bent over the hot tub edge while bubbles churned around my legs. Spread out on the main sun loungers while they rotated. Diamond watched possessively, occasionally stepping in to remind them whose toy I was by sliding her own cock into my already cum-slick hole and making me scream her name.

By sunset I was a mess. Cum leaked from my ass, streaked my face and chest, matted my hair. The micro-bikini was soaked and useless. They made me thank each of them by name after every single load, no matter how hoarse I became.

“Thank you, Zara… Thank you, Nyx… Thank you, Sable… Thank you, Tempest… Thank you, Goddess Diamond…”

That night they tied me spread-eagle on the master suite bed and took turns again, slower and deeper, while the yacht rocked gently on the waves. I fell asleep with three loads inside me and Diamond’s cock still buried in my throat as a pacifier.

Day Two was relentless.

They woke me at dawn by carrying me to the top sun deck. Tempest and Sable double-penetrated my ass right there under the rising sun while Zara and Nyx used my mouth and hands. The ocean stretched forever around us—no land, no other boats, just five powerful Ebony Goddesses and their white sissy toy. The camera drones they’d brought hummed overhead, capturing every angle.

After breakfast they oiled me up and made me dance for them—slutty, hips rolling, ass bouncing—while they stroked themselves. Whoever got hardest first got to bend me over wherever I was standing. I was fucked in the galley while trying to serve fruit. In the glass elevator between decks. Pinned against the yacht’s sleek hull on the swim platform, my moans echoing across the water.

The hot tub became the main stage that afternoon. All five of them crowded in with me. I was passed around like a floatie—impaled on one cock after another while warm water splashed. At one point Sable and Zara lifted me completely, holding me between them and fucking both my holes at once while the others filmed and cheered. I came hands-free twice, my caged clit spurting uselessly into the bubbles.

Diamond saved the most intense for golden hour. She bent me over the highest railing at the stern, my upper body hanging out over the churning wake. The drop to the ocean was real. She gripped my hips and pounded me mercilessly while the others held my arms and filmed my face—eyes rolled back, tongue out, drooling.

“Tell the ocean who you are,” she commanded.

“I’m Diamond’s little white sissy slut Dani!” I screamed into the wind. “I belong to all of you!”

She came deep, then each of her friends followed, using me one after another against that same railing until cum ran down my legs and dripped into the sea below.

Night two ended with a movie screening on the main deck. They projected all the footage they’d shot so far onto a huge screen while I knelt in the center, servicing whoever wanted me. I watched myself getting ruined on loop while thick cocks took turns in my mouth and ass.

Day Three was pure ownership.

They kept me naked except for the collar. The micro-bikini was discarded somewhere. I existed only to be fucked. On the bow while dolphins played in the distance. In the captain’s chair while Diamond steered. Against every railing, on every lounge chair, in every luxurious cabin. They double-penetrated me on the dining table during lunch. Triple-teamed me in the master shower. Made me ride Nyx reverse-cowgirl on the flybridge while the others stroked themselves over me and painted my body.

Every single load was followed by the same ritual:

I looked each woman in the eyes and said clearly:

“Thank you, Zara, for filling Diamond’s sissy.” “Thank you, Nyx…” “Thank you, Sable…” “Thank you, Tempest…” “Thank you, Goddess Diamond, for owning me completely.”

By late afternoon I could barely stand. My voice was gone. My holes were swollen, gaping, leaking constantly. Every muscle trembled. Yet I felt strangely peaceful—completely broken down and rebuilt as their toy.

The final evening they laid me on a wide padded platform on the main deck as the sun set in a blaze of orange and pink. All five surrounded me. They took turns again, slower now, savoring the last hours. Diamond went last, sliding into my wrecked, cum-drenched ass while the others held my legs wide and filmed close-ups.

She fucked me with deep, possessive strokes, staring into my eyes the whole time.

“You’ve been such a good girl, Dani. Three days of nonstop use. The ocean itself watched you become ours.”

I whimpered, tears of exhaustion and bliss mixing with the cum on my face.

“I’m Diamond’s little white sissy slut Dani,” I whispered brokenly. “I belong to all of you.”

She smiled, triumphant, and emptied her final load deep inside me. The others followed, adding to the mess until I was covered head to toe—inside and out.

As the yacht turned back toward the mainland under the stars, Diamond wrapped me in a soft blanket and held me against her powerful chest. The four others lounged nearby, reviewing the hours of footage they’d captured.

“You survived the yacht weekend, Dani,” she murmured, kissing my forehead. “Now the whole crew has claimed you. Tomorrow night is the Crown Jewel party. Every dominant trans woman of color in the scene is coming… and you’re going to be the centerpiece.”

I shivered in her arms, sore, exhausted, and utterly content.

I couldn’t wait.


Part 5

The grand ballroom of Diamond’s private estate glowed under low amber lights and crystal chandeliers. Heavy black velvet drapes blocked out the city night. The air smelled of expensive perfume, leather, and raw sex. At least sixty dominant trans women of color filled the space—tall, powerful, stunning, every one of them a queen in her own right. They wore elegant fetish wear: latex gowns, leather harnesses, sheer robes that showed off sculpted bodies and heavy cocks already stirring at the sight of me.

I was the centerpiece.

Completely naked except for my gold collar and the word “Dani” written in elegant black marker across my chest and ass cheeks. I was strapped face-down to a padded fuck bench in the dead center of the room, wrists and ankles locked in thick leather cuffs, back arched, ass raised high and presented. My head was locked in a posture collar that forced me to look forward, allowing the entire audience to see my face. A bright spotlight bathed my pale body, making every tremble and drip visible.

Diamond stood beside me like a goddess on her throne. She wore a sheer black bodysuit that clung to every curve of her 6’2” athletic frame, the thick outline of her cock clearly visible. Her glowing dark skin seemed to radiate power. She rested one strong hand on my lower back, possessive and calm.

“Welcome to the Crown Jewel, ladies,” she announced, her commanding voice carrying effortlessly. “This is Dani—my little white sissy slut. You’ve seen the videos. You’ve used her at the Lounge. Some of you sailed with us. Tonight she becomes community property. Every one of you gets a turn. Use her hard. But remember… I go last.”

A hungry cheer rose from the crowd. They formed a loose circle around the bench.

The first woman stepped up. She was 6’1”, voluptuous, with waist-length micro braids and deep crimson lips. She didn’t speak. She simply rubbed the thick head of her cock against my already lubed hole and thrust in to the balls in one smooth motion. I gasped sharply. After the yacht weekend my body opened easily, but the stretch still made my toes curl.

She fucked me with long, powerful strokes while the crowd watched. Cameras flashed. Phones recorded. My moans filled the room as she used me like a fleshlight. Within minutes she groaned and flooded my guts with the first load of the night. She pulled out, slapped my ass, and stepped back.

“Thank you for using me,” I whispered hoarsely.

They came one after another.

A tall, lean beauty with a shaved head and piercings through her nipples bent me further by yanking my hips and double-penetrated me with a thick toy in one hand while her cock stretched my ass alongside it. The burn was exquisite. I cried out, drooling onto the bench as she ruined me. Another load joined the first.

Then came a muscular woman with short curls and arms like steel cables. She face-fucked me brutally while two others took turns in my ass, rotating every few minutes. My throat bulged visibly. Cum and spit ran down my chin in thick strings.

I lost count after the tenth. Twenty. Thirty. The bench creaked under the relentless pounding. My hole gaped wider with every withdrawal, only to be filled again instantly. Thick loads leaked out in messy rivers, coating my thighs and puddling on the floor beneath me. Some women preferred my throat. Others painted my back and hair. A few made me recite my mantra while they fucked me:

“I’m Diamond’s little white sissy slut Dani… I belong to all of you now…”

Diamond watched every second, arms crossed, a proud smile on her full lips. Occasionally she stepped close, stroked my hair, and whispered encouragement.

“You’re doing so well, Dani. Look at them. Every Goddess in the city is claiming what’s mine.”

Hours blurred. My voice grew raw. My body trembled constantly. Sweat and cum covered me. My caged clit dripped helplessly, orgasms forced from me hands-free again and again until I shook like a broken toy.

A particularly dominant pair lifted the entire bench slightly so they could double-penetrate my ass at the same time while a third used my throat. The stretch was overwhelming—two thick cocks rubbing together inside me, pounding mercilessly while the crowd cheered. I screamed around the shaft in my mouth as another shattering orgasm ripped through me. They finished together, flooding me until cum squirted out around their cocks with every thrust.

By the time the last guest had taken her turn, I was a wreck. My hole was a swollen, cum-drenched mess, gaping openly, pulsing with every heartbeat. My face was glazed. My hair was matted. My body was covered in handprints, spit, and drying loads. I could barely form words.

Diamond finally stepped forward.

The room fell into a respectful hush.

She circled me slowly, running her hands over my slick, trembling body. Then she mounted the bench behind me. Her thick, familiar cock— the one that had trained me, claimed me, owned me from the very first night—pressed against my ruined entrance.

She slid in effortlessly, buried to the hilt in one long thrust. I moaned brokenly, the sound raw and desperate.

“This,” Diamond declared to the silent crowd, “is what true ownership looks like.”

She began to fuck me. Not fast at first—slow, deep, devastating strokes that let everyone see how completely I yielded to her. Her powerful hips rolled like a machine. Her heavy balls slapped against my cum-slick taint. Every thrust drove the air from my lungs and forced fresh spurts of other women’s loads out around her shaft.

She gripped my hips hard, nails digging in, and gradually increased the pace. The wet, obscene sounds of her cock churning through all that cum filled the ballroom. My moans turned into sobs of overwhelming pleasure and submission.

“Look at her,” Diamond commanded the audience. “This little white sissy walked into my penthouse as a man. Now she’s nothing but a cum-dump for superior Ebony Goddess cock. She belongs to me… and now she belongs to every single one of you.”

She railed me harder. The bench shook. Her sculpted body gleamed with sweat under the lights, breasts bouncing, abs flexing with every brutal thrust. I was lost—babbling, crying, repeating my mantra like a prayer.

“I’m Diamond’s little white sissy slut Dani… I belong to the entire crew… I’m ruined… I’m yours…”

Diamond reached under me and finally unlocked my cage. My denied cock sprang free, aching and dripping. She stroked me in time with her thrusts, her hand strong and sure.

“Cum for your Goddesses, Dani. Show them how happy you are to be broken.”

The orgasm hit me like a freight train. I screamed, body convulsing violently as I spurted helplessly onto the floor in thick, pathetic ropes. My ass clenched around her cock, milking her. Diamond groaned deeply and slammed in to the hilt, flooding me with the biggest, hottest load of the night—pulse after pulse that overflowed instantly and ran down my thighs in torrents.

She stayed buried deep as she addressed the room one final time.

“Dani is no longer just mine. She belongs to the crew. Any time, any place, any one of you wants this hole, you take it. She exists for our pleasure.”

The crowd erupted in applause and cheers.

Diamond finally pulled out. A flood of cum poured from my gaping, ruined hole. She unstrapped me gently and helped me off the bench. I collapsed to my knees in the center of the room, surrounded by sixty satisfied Goddesses, covered head to toe in their seed, broken, trembling, and floating in the deepest subspace of my life.

Diamond knelt beside me, cradling my cum-streaked face in her strong hands. She kissed my forehead tenderly.

“My perfect little white sissy,” she whispered. “You did it. You’re ours forever.”

I looked up at her through blurred, tear-filled eyes and smiled weakly.

“Thank you, Goddess,” I croaked. “I’m Diamond’s little white sissy slut Dani… and I’m happily ruined.”

The party continued around us—music rising, bodies pairing off—but I stayed at her feet, leaking, used, and completely at peace.

This was my place. This was my life now.

Owned. Claimed. Shared. And blissfully, perfectly destroyed.
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