
















KANDY DOLL
BNWO Owned Sissy

by
Amy Pink


CHAPTER ONE
Waiting

Kandy knelt by the front door, perfectly positioned as always. If standing, she’d be 5 foot 6—a petite, thin figure with a thigh gap, kept that way by her masters. They liked their former white boys dumb, needy, weak, and skinny. Once upon a time, she had been someone’s son. Now, she was the property of the BNWO.

Her chest bore obvious, high-profile C-cup implants—artificial, but exactly what was demanded of her. When Sean returned home from work every afternoon, Kandy knew her place: kneeling, ready to kiss his shoes and, if he wished, suck his cock. Serving him wasn’t just expected—it was her purpose.

Even as a boy, Kandy had been naturally femme and submissive. Barely any body hair, a slim, waifish body, and a girlish face that drew teasing attention. That femininity meant her hormone regimen didn’t require major adjustments. She was kept on a modified plan—just enough to maintain a soft, delicate look while ensuring her small cockette could still harden, though it barely measured four inches when hard. Not that it mattered—it stayed permanently caged.

Two long years had passed since her last proper male orgasm. The slightest hint of arousal made her clitty strain in its tiny cage—a mere nub, just a quarter inch long. It swelled uselessly, leaking precum at the barest provocation, held perpetually in a state of desperate frustration.

Her life had become one endless cycle of humiliation and denial. Every glance, every teasing word, every sexual encounter pushed her further into a permanent edge—an aching state where she was denied release but constantly aroused. Her mind had rewired itself; all she thought about now was pleasing, serving, and praying to be used. Whether it was her throat or her boi pussy, all Kandy desired was to pay her reparations to the Black man with her body—and she adored every second of being a white trans bimbo slut.


CHAPTER 2
THROATED

As Kandy knelt just inside the front door, dressed in nothing but sheer pink lingerie that barely covered her trembling body, she was the picture of perfect submission. Her long pink nails gleamed under the dim light, matching her perfectly applied pink makeup and glossed lips. Every detail was flawless—as Sean demanded.

Her boi pussy clenched tightly around the fist-sized buttplug nestled deep inside her, sending waves of pleasurable pressure through her lower body. The weight of the plug made every movement feel intense, keeping her in a heightened state of readiness. Her PA-pierced, caged clitty began to drip uncontrollably, tiny rivulets of precum leaking out and staining the smooth pink fabric stretched over her crotch.

Her pierced nipples, already hardened by the thrill of anticipation, poked prominently through the delicate lace of her bra. She adjusted her posture carefully, ensuring that her back was arched just right—tits pushed forward and ass raised high, showing off the black spade tattoo inked on her lower back, a bold Q stamped in the center.

Kandy’s heart raced as she heard Sean’s car pull into the driveway. Her breathing quickened, her lips parted slightly, and a trail of drool began to form at the corner of her mouth, dripping slowly down her chin. She was already salivating, knowing exactly what awaited her.

When the key finally turned in the lock, her body trembled in anticipation. The door swung open, and without hesitation, she opened her mouth wide, sticking out her pierced tongue as a silent invitation. Sean entered, towering over her as he surveyed his obedient fucktoy.

“Good girl,” he said, his deep voice sending a shiver down her spine.

Without another word, he unbuckled his belt and yanked down his pants, revealing his massive black cock. Thick, veiny, and already semi-hard, it hung heavily between his muscular thighs. Kandy’s eyes widened, and her clitty strained painfully against its cage as she stared at the dark, throbbing length before her.

“Open wider,” Sean commanded, gripping her chin roughly. Kandy obeyed instantly, stretching her mouth as far as it would go, her tongue extending as far as possible, eager to taste him.

Sean didn’t waste time. He grabbed the base of his cock and slapped it against her waiting tongue, the heavy, musky shaft leaving wet streaks of precum on her lips. Kandy whimpered softly, her eyes fluttering shut as the scent of him overwhelmed her senses.

“You know what to do,” Sean growled, gripping the back of her head with one hand. He guided her forward, sliding the thick head of his cock past her lips and into her mouth. The salty taste hit her immediately, making her moan around his girth.

“Yeah, that’s it. Get it nice and wet,” he taunted, slowly pushing deeper. Kandy’s tongue swirled around the thick shaft, coating it in saliva as drool began to spill from the corners of her mouth. She sucked eagerly, her lips forming a tight seal around him as she took him further in.

Sean’s cock throbbed against her tongue, growing harder with each passing second. He began to move his hips, thrusting slowly at first, letting her adjust to his size. But it wasn’t long before his patience wore thin.

“You can take it all, slut,” he sneered, tightening his grip on her hair. With a sudden thrust, he buried his cock deep in her throat, forcing her nose against his pubic hair.

Kandy gagged instinctively, her throat constricting around the thick intrusion. Tears sprang to her eyes as she struggled to breathe, but Sean held her firmly in place, his balls resting heavily against her chin.

“Breathe through your nose, bitch,” he ordered, pulling back slightly before slamming back in.

Drool poured from Kandy’s mouth, dripping down her chin and onto her bare tits. Her nipples, still hard and sensitive, ached as they rubbed against the sheer fabric of her bra. Each thrust sent a jolt through her body, making her clench involuntarily around the plug in her ass.

Sean began to fuck her throat in earnest, his powerful hips driving his cock in and out with relentless force. The wet, sloppy sounds of her mouth and throat being used filled the room, accompanied by her muffled gagging and his low, guttural groans.

“Look at you,” he sneered, pausing for a moment to slap her face with his spit-slick cock. “Drooling all over yourself like a desperate little whore.”

He grabbed her tits roughly, slapping them hard enough to make her yelp around his cock. “These fake tits look so fucking good covered in spit,” he growled, pinching her pierced nipples cruelly. Kandy whimpered, the mixture of pain and pleasure making her clitty throb helplessly in its cage.

“Back to work,” Sean commanded, shoving his cock back into her mouth. Kandy obeyed without hesitation, sucking greedily as he resumed fucking her throat. Her lips stretched painfully around his girth, but she loved every second of it—the choking, the drool, the tears streaming down her face.

Sean’s thrusts grew erratic, his balls slapping against her chin with each powerful movement. Kandy could feel them tightening, heavy with cum, ready to fill her mouth.

“Take it all, slut,” he growled, burying himself balls-deep one final time. He pulled out and his cock throbbed as thick, hot ropes of cum spilled into her open mouth. Kandy held it there, she knew the rules..

A long string of drool connected his cock to her lips. He tapped the head against her tongue, smirking as she opened wide to show him the sticky load filling her mouth.

“Good girl,” he said approvingly, slapping her face lightly with his cock one last time. “Swallow.”

Kandy obeyed, gulping down his cum and moaning before opening her mouth again to show it was empty. Sean grinned, satisfied.

“Now clean me up,” he ordered, holding his cock out. Kandy leaned forward eagerly, licking and sucking him clean, her tongue working to remove every trace of cum and spit.

By the time she was finished, her face was a mess of drool and tears, her makeup smeared beyond recognition. Her tits were glistening, covered in her drool. Her body trembled, her clitty aching painfully in its cage, but her eyes shone with pure devotion.

“You did well, slut,” Sean said, patting her head mockingly. “Now get your ass cleaned up and go make my dinner, bitch.”


CHAPTER THREE
Dinner

Kandy hurried off to clean herself up, the plug in her boi pussy keeping her constantly aware of her submission. Her clitty throbbed in its cage, leaking steadily as she wiped her face clean and adjusted her lingerie before heading to the kitchen.

Dinner preparations were a blur of excitement and arousal for Kandy. The plug stretched her deliciously, and the constant ache in her caged clitty reminded her of her place. She moved quickly and carefully, ensuring that everything was perfect for Sean and Chrissy.

Chrissy—her former girlfriend, now Sean’s devoted snow bunny mistress—sat elegantly at the dining table, a smug smile playing on her lips as she watched Kandy work. Two years ago, Chrissy had begun feminizing Kandy, turning her into the perfect submissive bimbo toy for the BNWO. Now, she relished in her role as both mistress and spectator.

Kandy carefully served dinner, placing the plates in front of Sean and Chrissy. But as she reached across the table to pour wine, her hand trembled slightly, causing a small spill. The mistake didn’t go unnoticed.

“Clumsy bitch,” Chrissy hissed, delivering a sharp slap across Kandy’s cheek. The force of the blow made her head snap to the side, and a bright red mark bloomed on her pale skin.

Kandy whimpered softly, her clitty leaking uncontrollably at the harsh punishment. She had been well-conditioned to associate pain with pleasure, and the sting of Chrissy’s slap only made her more desperate to serve.

“I’m sorry, Mistress,” Kandy whispered, her voice trembling.

Chrissy smirked, satisfied with the apology. “You’d better be. Now, get on all fours where you belong.”

Obediently, Kandy dropped to her hands and knees, crawling over to her designated spot beside the table. A pink dog bowl filled with scraps awaited her. While Sean and Chrissy ate their dinner, Kandy began to eat from the bowl, her face flushing with humiliation and arousal.

As Sean and Chrissy conversed, laughing and enjoying their meal, Kandy remained on all fours, focused entirely on her task. Each mouthful of food was another reminder of her place—a feminized bimbo slave, existing solely to serve and please her masters.

Every now and then, Sean would reach down to pat her head mockingly or Chrissy would tap her with the heel of her shoe, each touch sending jolts of excitement through Kandy’s trembling body. Her nipples remained painfully hard, her clitty leaking steadily, and her boi pussy clenching tightly around the unyielding plug.

When dinner ended, Chrissy leaned back in her chair, watching Kandy with a satisfied smirk. “Clean up the table, bitch. And don’t forget to thank your owners for letting you eat.”

Kandy sat back on her heels, her face flushed with a mixture of shame and arousal. “Thank you, Master Sean. Thank you, Mistress Chrissy.”

“Good girl,” Sean said, his deep voice laced with amusement. “Now hurry up. We have plans for you tonight.”

Kandy’s heart raced as she scrambled to clean up, her mind reeling with anticipation. She lived for moments like these, where she was nothing more than an obedient, eager toy, ready to be used however her masters desired.


CHAPTER FOUR
Evening


The rest of the evening, Kandy remained busy catering to Sean and Chrissy. Her own pleasure was of no concern to them—her sole purpose was to serve. She moved from one task to another, humiliated yet eager, while the ache in her caged clitty grew unbearable. 

As Sean and Chrissy lounged on the couch, Kandy was summoned repeatedly. She was made to kneel by their feet, acting as a footstool while they sipped their drinks and chatted. Whenever one of them shifted positions, Kandy adjusted herself to accommodate them, her boi pussy clenching tightly around the oversized plug buried deep inside her.

“Foot massage, bitch,” Chrissy commanded, extending her perfectly pedicured foot toward Kandy’s face.

“Yes, Mistress,” Kandy whispered, her voice trembling with a mix of excitement and humiliation. She took Chrissy’s delicate foot in her hands and began to massage it gently, her fingers working diligently while her heart raced. Each touch reminded her of her submission, her purpose, and the ever-present denial she endured.

Sean smirked as he watched the scene unfold. “After you’re done with her feet, slut, get us more drinks. And don’t take too long,” he said, his deep voice sending shivers through Kandy’s trembling body.

“Yes, Master Sean,” she replied, quickly finishing the massage before crawling to the kitchen to fetch their drinks. The sound of laughter followed her, only intensifying the throbbing in her caged clitty.

Returning with the drinks, Kandy knelt and presented them carefully, ensuring there were no more mistakes. Her cheek still stung from Chrissy’s earlier slap, a constant reminder of her place. Once they had their drinks, she resumed her position on all fours, awaiting further commands.

Hours passed in a blur of servitude, humiliation, and aching arousal. Kandy’s mind spun as she balanced tasks, each one designed to keep her focused on serving and nothing else. Finally, when Sean and Chrissy decided to head to bed, Kandy’s duties shifted once more.

“Go to your room,” Chrissy said with a dismissive wave of her hand. “Watch your sissy hypno videos. Keep yourself needy and desperate. And don’t even think about touching that pathetic clitty of yours.”

“Yes, Mistress,” Kandy whispered, bowing her head low before crawling away.

Her room was a small, humiliatingly decorated space designed to keep her mind fixated on her submission. Posters of dominant Black men adorned the walls, and a screen mounted on the far side played endless loops of sissy hypno videos. The soft, feminine bedspread and frilly pillows only added to the degradation she felt.

Kandy settled onto the floor in front of the screen, the plug in her boi pussy pressing deeper as she shifted her weight. The hypnotic voice from the video filled the room, repeating mantras that reinforced her place: “You are a sissy. You exist to serve. You crave denial. You are nothing without your masters.”

Her caged clitty throbbed painfully, leaking steadily as she listened, eyes wide and glued to the screen. The desire to be used, to be humiliated further, consumed her. She was kept on the edge, always needy, always desperate, yet never allowed release.

As the night wore on, Kandy remained in that state—nervous, aroused, and craving any attention her masters might grant her. She knew this was her life now—a perpetual cycle of servitude, denial, and longing, designed to keep her in her rightful place.


CHAPTER FIVE
Fisting

The next day began like any other, with Kandy waking up needy, aching, and ready to serve. However, today was special—it was the day Sean and Chrissy worked her over properly, pushing her limits and using her in every way they desired.

Long ago, Kandy had been introduced to the intense world of fisting, and now she craved it deeply. Whether it was Sean’s powerful hand punching deep into her boi pussy or Chrissy fucking her mercilessly with an oversized strap-on, Kandy lived for these sessions. She had been trained to take a man’s fist, and the overwhelming stretch would always push her to the edge, her caged clitty leaking uncontrollably. Nothing made her cum harder than being stretched and filled beyond capacity.

“Get on all fours, bitch,” Sean commanded as he sat back on the couch, spreading his legs wide. Chrissy stood nearby, strapping on her monstrous horse dildo, the flared head as large as Sean’s fist. Kandy crawled obediently into position, presenting her ass eagerly, her heart pounding with anticipation.

“Beg for it,” Chrissy sneered, gripping Kandy’s hair tightly. “Tell us how much you want to be used.”

“Please, Mistress… Please, Master,” Kandy whimpered, her voice trembling. “I need it. I need to be stretched and filled. Please fist my boi pussy. Please use me. I’m your filthy little sissy whore.”

Chrissy laughed cruelly, delivering a sharp slap to Kandy’s face. “That’s right. You’re nothing but a desperate slut, aren’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress. I’m a desperate slut,” Kandy moaned, her clitty throbbing painfully in its cage. Another slap followed, harder this time, making her cheek burn red.

Sean positioned himself behind Kandy, his large hand slick with lube. Without warning, he pressed his fist against her stretched hole, slowly working it inside. Kandy gasped loudly, her body trembling as Sean’s hand pushed deeper, stretching her boi pussy to its limit.

“Take it all, slut,” Sean growled, thrusting his fist in and out with increasing force. Kandy moaned uncontrollably, her face pressed against the floor as drool pooled beneath her. Each punch of Sean’s fist sent waves of pleasure through her, making her clench tightly around the invading hand.

Meanwhile, Chrissy adjusted the straps on her massive horse dildo. The thick, knotted shaft gleamed with lube, ready to stretch Kandy even further. “Kiss it, bitch,” Chrissy ordered, slapping Kandy’s face again before pressing the flared head of the strap-on against her lips.

Kandy obediently leaned forward, kissing and licking the oversized dildo all over. Her tongue flicked across the smooth surface, coating it in saliva as Chrissy held her head in place.

“Look at you,” Sean sneered, his free hand slapping Kandy’s ass hard enough to leave bright red marks. “Drooling like a whore while you get worked over.”

Chrissy circled around to Kandy’s backside, positioning the enormous horse dildo at her gaping hole. “Ready for more, slut?” she taunted, teasing Kandy’s stretched entrance with the flared head.

“Please, Mistress,” Kandy begged, her voice hoarse from being throat-fucked. “Please fill me. I need it. I need to be stretched.”

Chrissy didn’t wait for further begging. She thrust the massive dildo inside, the flared head popping past Kandy’s tight ring with a wet squelch. Kandy moaned like a mare in heat, her body convulsing as Chrissy began to fuck her relentlessly.

Sean moved around to the front, his thick cock hard and glistening with precum. Grabbing Kandy by the hair, he slapped her face with his cock before shoving it deep into her throat. “Suck it clean, bitch,” he ordered, thrusting slowly at first, then picking up speed.

The room was filled with the sounds of wet slapping, moans, and degrading taunts. Kandy’s mind spiraled into a haze of humiliation and pleasure, each thrust from Chrissy’s strap-on and Sean’s cock driving her deeper into submission.

“You love this, don’t you?” Chrissy sneered, slapping Kandy’s ass hard enough to make her yelp. “Being nothing but a fucktoy for real men and women. You live to be used.”

“Yes, Mistress! Yes, Master!” Kandy sobbed around Sean’s cock, her words muffled by the thick length filling her mouth. Her clitty leaked uncontrollably, the ache of denial pushing her to the brink.

After what felt like an eternity, Chrissy delivered a final, brutal thrust, burying the entire length of the horse dildo inside Kandy’s gaping ass. She pulled out slowly, watching with satisfaction as Kandy’s hole remained stretched wide, gaping obscenely.

“Clean it up, slut,” Chrissy commanded, holding the dripping strap-on in front of Kandy’s face.

Kandy didn’t hesitate. She leaned forward, licking and sucking the massive dildo clean, tasting her own ass juices mixed with lube.

When they were satisfied, Chrissy patted Kandy’s head mockingly. “Good girl. Now get ready for what you really wanted.”

Chrissy didn’t waste any time. With a wicked grin, she slicked her hand with lube and positioned herself behind Kandy’s quivering body. “You’re going to take this like the good little slut you are,” she sneered, pressing her knuckles firmly against Kandy’s stretched boi pussy.

“Yes, Mistress,” Kandy whimpered, her voice trembling with both fear and excitement. Her caged clitty throbbed painfully, leaking steadily as Chrissy worked her fist deeper inside.

Chrissy began with slow, deliberate thrusts, but it wasn’t long before her pace grew more aggressive. Each punch of her fist into Kandy’s boi pussy sent shockwaves through her body, making her clench tightly around the invading hand. The sound of wet, squelching thrusts filled the room, accompanied by Kandy’s gasps and moans.

“Take it, bitch,” Chrissy growled, driving her fist in deeper with each thrust. Kandy’s body trembled violently, her arms barely able to hold her up as the relentless pounding pushed her closer and closer to the edge.

Sean watched from the side, a satisfied smirk on his face as he stroked his thick cock lazily. “Look at her. Pathetic little thing can’t even hold herself together.”

Chrissy delivered a particularly brutal punch, her fist slamming deep inside Kandy’s stretched hole. That was all it took—Kandy let out a strangled cry as her entire body convulsed, her caged clitty spurting uncontrollably. Cum leaked from the tiny cage, dribbling down onto the floor as her full-body orgasm wracked her frame.

“Oh, thank you, Mistress! Thank you, Master!” Kandy sobbed, her voice hoarse and filled with gratitude.

Chrissy withdrew her fist slowly, watching with satisfaction as Kandy’s boi pussy remained gaping and twitching. “You made quite the mess, slut,” she taunted, wiping her slick hand on Kandy’s back. “Clean it up.”

Without hesitation, Kandy crawled forward, her face flushed with shame and arousal. She lowered herself to the floor, lapping up her own spilled cum eagerly, the salty taste coating her tongue.

Sean chuckled, stepping closer to pat her head mockingly. “Good girl. You know your place.”

Kandy looked up at them, her eyes shining with devotion. “Thank you, Mistress Chrissy. Thank you, Master Sean,” she whispered, her voice trembling with exhaustion and fulfillment.

Chrissy pointed to the floor. “Clean up the mess, slut. Make sure everything in this room is spotless.”

Sean added, “And don’t forget the toys. They better be spotless before you go to your room.”

Kandy nodded quickly, crawling to gather the scattered toys. Every surface and toy was cleaned thoroughly, her body aching but her mind focused on serving perfectly.



CHAPTER SIX
Bound 

The following day, Kandy found herself kneeling nervously in the living room, awaiting her next ordeal. Today would be different—Chrissy and Sean had planned something especially humiliating for their eager slut.

“Strip,” Chrissy commanded, her voice cold and authoritative.

Kandy obeyed without hesitation, peeling off her lingerie piece by piece until she was completely naked, her pale body trembling slightly. Her nipples were already hard, anticipating what was to come.

“We’re going to have some fun with those fake tits of yours,” Sean said with a smirk, grabbing a length of silky rope from the table.

Chrissy stepped forward, roughly grabbing Kandy’s breasts. “They look so soft and perfect. Let’s see how much they can take,” she sneered, twisting Kandy’s nipples hard enough to make her gasp.

Sean began wrapping the rope tightly around Kandy’s boobs, binding her tits in a complex harness. Each loop squeezed her flesh tighter, making her breasts swell and turn a deep shade of red. By the time he finished, her tits were bulging obscenely, veins visible beneath the taut skin.

“Perfect,” Sean said, stepping back to admire his work. “How do they feel, slut?”

“T-tight, Master,” Kandy whimpered, her voice trembling with a mix of pain and arousal.

Chrissy laughed cruelly. “Good. Let’s see if you can handle a little more.” She grabbed a pair of metal nipple clamps and attached them to Kandy’s swollen nipples. The sharp pinch made her cry out, tears welling in her eyes.

When Chrissy picked up the switch and began lashing it across Kandy’s bound breasts, each strike left vivid red welts that criss crossed her sensitive flesh. The sting of the thin switch made Kandy’s body jolt with each hit, causing her bound tits to bounce uncontrollably.

“Aw, poor baby,” Chrissy mocked, delivering a sharp slap across Kandy’s face. “You love this, don’t you? Being nothing but our toy.”

“Yes, Mistress. Thank you, Mistress,” Kandy sobbed, her clitty leaking steadily from the overwhelming stimulation.

Kandy leaked uncontrollably, her tightly caged clitty dripping steadily as if in sync with each strike of the switch. The sharp sting of the blows and the sight of her bound, swollen tits bouncing wildly drove her arousal to unbearable levels. Despite the tight confines of her chastity cage, precum oozed out in a continuous stream, leaving a small puddle beneath her quivering body.

Chrissy didn’t let any of it go to waste. With a wicked smirk, she crouched down, scooping up the leaking fluid with two fingers. “Such a messy little slut,” she taunted, bringing her glistening fingers to Kandy’s lips. “Clean it up.” Kandy obediently opened her mouth, sucking the precum from Chrissy’s fingers, moaning softly as the switch continued to leave stinging red welts across her bound, aching tits.

Sean picked up a thin cane, swishing it through the air menacingly. “Bend over. Let’s see how well you take your punishment.”

Kandy bent forward, presenting her ass obediently. The first strike landed with a sharp crack, making her yelp in pain. Sean didn’t pause, delivering several more harsh strokes in quick succession, each one leaving angry red welts across her pale skin.

“Count them, slut,” Sean commanded.

“One… two… three…” Kandy gasped between sobs, her voice shaking with each number.

Chrissy moved around to Kandy’s front, slapping her bound tits hard enough to make them jiggle. “Keep counting, bitch. And don’t forget to thank us.”

“Four… thank you, Master… five… thank you, Mistress…” Kandy continued, her body trembling under the relentless assault.

Once Sean was satisfied, he set the cane aside and positioned himself behind Kandy. Meanwhile, Chrissy slipped on a pair of gloves, coating them generously with lube. “Time for the main event,” she said with a wicked grin.

Chrissy pressed her gloved hand against Kandy’s stretched boi pussy, slowly working her fingers inside. It didn’t take long before her entire hand was buried deep within Kandy, who moaned loudly, her body shaking from the intense sensation.

“Take it all, slut,” Chrissy growled, beginning to punch-fist Kandy’s boi pussy with brutal force. Each thrust drove her deeper, the sound of wet, squelching flesh filling the room.

Sean grabbed a fistful of Kandy’s hair, yanking her head back. “Look at you, drooling like the desperate whore you are. You were made for this.” He delivered another sharp slap to her face, leaving her cheek bright red.

Chrissy increased her pace, slamming her fist in and out of Kandy’s gaping hole. “Come on, slut. Beg for more,” she demanded, twisting the clamps on Kandy’s swollen nipples as she fisted her mercilessly.

“Please, Mistress! More! I need it!” Kandy cried out, her voice hoarse from the intensity.

With one final, brutal thrust, Chrissy sent Kandy over the edge. Her entire body convulsed violently, her caged clitty spurting uncontrollably as she let out a strangled scream of ecstasy. Her orgasm was overwhelming, leaving her trembling and breathless.

“Thank you, Mistress. Thank you, Master,” Kandy sobbed once she regained her breath, tears streaming down her face.

Chrissy withdrew her fist slowly, watching with satisfaction as Kandy’s hole twitched and gaped. “Now clean yourself up and make sure everything is spotless before you crawl to your room, bitch.”


CHAPTER SEVEN
The Main Attraction

Kandy knelt silently on the cold, marble floor, her body trembling in anticipation. The private BNWO party was already in full swing, the air thick with the scent of power, dominance, and arousal. The room buzzed with laughter, the clinking of glasses, and the occasional sharp sound of a slap or command. Tonight, she wasn’t just a slave. Tonight, she was the main attraction.

Chrissy stood beside her, dressed in a sleek black dress that clung to her curves, a satisfied smirk playing on her lips as she surveyed the room. Sean stood nearby, his broad frame exuding dominance, a leash wrapped around his hand, the other end attached to Kandy’s collar.

“Attention, everyone,” Chrissy announced, her voice cutting through the noise. The crowd quieted, all eyes turning toward Kandy. “Tonight, our little sissy Kandy is here to show just how well-trained she is. Watch closely… and enjoy.”

A murmur of approval rippled through the room as Sean tugged on the leash, pulling Kandy forward. She crawled obediently, her heart pounding in her chest, her caged clitty already leaking helplessly. When she reached the center of the room, she knelt once more, head bowed, waiting for her next command.

“Strip,” Sean ordered.

Without hesitation, Kandy reached up, unfastening her sheer pink lingerie and letting it fall to the floor. Her smooth, hairless body gleamed under the bright lights, every curve and inch a testament to her complete feminization. Her caged clitty twitched uselessly, already aching from the humiliation.

“Present yourself,” Chrissy added, her voice dripping with authority.

Kandy obeyed, turning around and arching her back, spreading her legs wide as she reached behind to spread her cheeks. The enormous, fist-sized plug gleamed under the lights, its sheer size drawing appreciative murmurs from the crowd.

Sean stepped forward, gripping the base of the massive plug and easing it out gradually. When Sean pulled out the plug, everyone could see the size of it. It was huge, the size of his fist, and Kandy moaned as her ass gaped wide open, quivering from the sudden emptiness.

“Let’s see how deep she can go,” Sean said, slipping on a pair of elbow-length gloves. He coated his hand generously in lube, the slick sound filling the expectant silence.

Chrissy crouched beside Kandy, stroking her back soothingly. “Relax, slut. You know how this works.”

Kandy’s exhibit at the private BNWO party was an overwhelming display of total submission and humiliation. She was put on full display for the crowd, each Black man watching as she demonstrated her ability to take Sean’s massive, lubed fist elbow-deep into her boi pussy. The sheer size of Sean’s arm as it disappeared inside her stretched hole drew gasps and murmurs of approval from the audience.

Sean’s methodical thrusts were slow but unyielding, each movement slick with lube, which glistened under the room's lights. Kandy’s gaping ass quivered around his forearm, every twist and push drawing loud, helpless moans from her lips. The stretched entrance remained wide open even after Sean pulled out, the absence of his arm leaving her hole leaking lube and twitching from the overwhelming stimulation.

As if the spectacle wasn’t enough, her caged clitty betrayed her arousal, dripping uncontrollably from its tight confines. The cage gleamed, covered in her own precum, a clear sign of how much she craved being used. Each moan and whimper only added to her degradation, turning her into the ultimate showpiece for the BNWO gathering.

The crowd erupted in applause and laughter, some men stroking their massive cocks at the sight. Kandy’s mind spun with a mix of pain, pleasure, and humiliation, her body completely on display, used and stretched for their entertainment.

“That’s enough for now,” Sean said, slowly withdrawing his arm. “But we’re not done with her yet.”

Chrissy helped Kandy back into a kneeling position, wiping the sweat from her brow as Sean addressed the crowd.

“Feel free to use her however you like. She’s here to serve.”

Almost immediately, a tall, muscular Black man stepped forward, unzipping his pants and pulling out his thick, heavy cock. He waved Kandy over with a casual flick of his hand.

“Come here, bitch. I need to piss.”

Kandy crawled over, opening her mouth wide as he aimed his cock at her lips. The hot stream of piss hit her tongue, and she gulped it down eagerly, her throat working to swallow every drop. As he continued, he shoved his cock deep into her mouth.

“Swallow it all, slut,” he growled, gripping her head tightly.

Kandy obeyed, gulping down the bitter liquid without hesitation. When he finished, he pulled out, slapping his cock against her tear-streaked face.

“Next,” Sean called out, and another man stepped forward.

One by one, the Black men used her, some pissing directly into her mouth, others preferring to bury their cocks in her throat as they relieved themselves. Pissing straight down her throat into her belly Kandy moved from man to man, her belly full but her mind focused entirely on obedience.

Chrissy watched with a satisfied smirk, sipping her drink as Kandy knelt before another man, swallowing his piss without spilling a drop.

“You’re doing well, slut,” she said approvingly. “Keep going. You’re not done until everyone here has used you.”

Kandy nodded weakly, her voice too hoarse to respond. She opened her mouth once more, ready to serve, ready to be used.

The night continued, an endless cycle of humiliation, submission, and servitude. By the time the last man finished with her, Kandy was drenched in piss, her body trembling, her mind a haze of exhaustion and fulfillment.

Sean and Chrissy approached, helping her to her feet. Chrissy wiped Kandy’s face gently, her expression surprisingly soft.

“You did well tonight, slut,” she said. “You made us proud.”

Kandy smiled weakly, her heart swelling with a twisted sense of pride. This was her life now—a life of complete submission, devoted entirely to serving the BNWO.
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