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Disclaimer

This is a work of fiction intended for adult audiences only (18+). It contains explicit sexual content, themes of domination and submission, feminization, and other mature subject matter that some readers may find offensive or triggering. All characters depicted in sexual situations are consenting adults, aged 18 or older, and this story is strictly a fantasy.

There are no depictions of incest, underage characters, or non-consensual acts in this book. Any use of terms such as "Mommy" or "Daddy" refers strictly to dominant/submissive roles within a consensual adult dynamic and does not indicate biological relationships.

This book is for entertainment purposes only and does not endorse or condone any real-life behavior that violates the rights or dignity of others.


Chapter 1: Mommy’s Girl

Krystal never had a manhood to hold onto. Not really. Not in spirit. Not in identity. By the time she was old enough to live on her own, she already knew exactly what she was—and more importantly, what she wasn’t. There was no question in her mind: she was born to be soft, obedient, and owned by black men.

She stood in front of the mirror in her tiny pink shorts, smooth thighs pressed together, tugging lightly on the hem of her crop top. The flat little cage between her legs made a barely noticeable bulge. Her lashes were curled, her lips glossy, her cheeks dusted with blush. Now, at 18, she looked more like a dainty college girl than anything else—small, barely five feet tall, and delicate from head to toe. Her voice was high and sweet, her lashes long and fluttery, her lips always slick with gloss. Krystal didn’t dress like this because someone made her. She dressed like this because it felt right. It was all perfect, her small perky tits, a firm bubble butt, and the smooth hairless skin that made her look like a doll.

“Looking cute today,” Mommy said, passing by with a smirk. She gave Krystal’s ass a playful swat. “Are you almost ready to start your real life?”

Krystal smiled, eyes wide with excitement. “Yes, Mommy.”

Her mother wasn’t like most moms. She had long since given up on the idea that Krystal would ever be a man. And truthfully, she had no desire to raise one. In her mind, white men ruined the world. Obedient white sissies, on the other hand—they served the world. They made people happy. They didn’t fight. They didn’t lead. They pleased.

Krystal had spent her entire adult life preparing for this. Her body was smooth, delicate, and small. She’d been on hormones since she was legally able to be. No one ever called her by her birth name anymore—not even the doctors. She had soft breasts now, sensitive nipples, and a swaying walk that made heads turn. She knew how to suck, how to gag, and how to look up with glassy eyes when the plug inside her made her squirm.

But today, things were different. Today, she wasn’t dressing up for selfies. She was preparing to leave. She had an address in Las Vegas. A name. A man. A Daddy. One who didn’t want a girlfriend, a pet, or even a conversation. He wanted a slut. A cage-wearing, plug-stuffed, service-obsessed sissy to humiliate, use, and keep on all fours.

And Krystal? She wanted nothing else.

She looked around the tiny room she’d grown so comfortable in—pink sheets, stuffed animals, her drawer of plugs, her neatly labeled makeup kits. She’d miss it. But she needed to evolve. Mommy had taught her well, prepared her for exactly this life. And now, it was time to serve men who would take everything she offered… and still demand more.

As she zipped up her small suitcase filled with lingerie and butt plugs her mommy leaned in and kissed her forehead.

“You go be a good girl for them now. And remember… Your holes are for black cock. And that little nub between your legs? It’s for mocking, nothing else.”

Krystal smiled. She was ready. Her true purpose was waiting.



Chapter 2: Perfected for Use 

Krystal had always known what kind of men her Mommy admired. She never brought home anyone soft or timid—only men who filled the doorway when they arrived, men with voices that made Krystal’s stomach flutter. They were always Black. Always confident. And they never once looked at Krystal like he was a man. Not even when she still tried to be one.

They didn’t need to say it. The message was always clear. Mommy had a type, and Krystal was never going to measure up.

She remembered how Mommy’s tone changed when they came over—how she’d switch from teasing and playful to almost reverent. How she’d giggle, nod, serve drinks without being asked. Krystal took notes, even if she didn’t realize it at the time. Those men didn’t ask for things twice. They expected obedience. And Mommy loved it.

It was no accident that Krystal admired them. Desired them. Feared them, in the most intoxicating way. These weren’t just men—they were her blueprint for dominance. The standard she would never reach, and never wanted to. Because deep down, Krystal didn’t want to be one of them.

She wanted to belong to one of them.

Every step of her adult transformation reflected that. Her hormones were prescribed legally and taken religiously. Her voice dropped into a soft, breathy purr. Her walk shifted into a slow, submissive sway. Her hips never widened much, but her thighs smoothed out. She worked to stay small, fragile, breakable.

And of course, she wore braces she didn’t even need. They were silver and sparkly—just another piece of her dolled-up, humiliating aesthetic. Mommy said they made her look more helpless, more girly, more like Daddy’s dumb little toy. Krystal loved them.

By now, she had perfected the look: too skinny to be threatening, too pretty to be respected, and too eager to be anything but owned. Her hair was long and platinum, her eyes wide with pale blue lenses that made her seem even more delicate. She couldn’t remember the last time her cage was off. And she didn’t want to.

Krystal had taught herself everything a real man expects from a good slut. She studied porn like scripture—watching sissies lick between ass cheeks, clean cocks like it was  worship, and smile through dripping cum as if it were a reward. She didn’t stumble into submission. She craved it. Practiced it. Obsessed over every detail until it became her identity.

And now that she was preparing to leave, she knew she was ready. Ready to eat from a dog bowl. Ready to drink what Daddy gave her. Ready to choke on cock, to serve, to be used until she cried and thanked them for it. She wasn’t nervous. She was excited.

Las Vegas wasn’t a dream. It was a destination. A destination for broken toys, slutty dolls, and obedient little urinals like her. Her real life was just beginning. Her purpose was waiting.

And it was going to stretch her open wide.



Chapter 3: Chosen by the BNWO 

Krystal had scrolled past hundreds of profiles. Most were white men who called themselves “masters” but didn’t act like one. Others were just horny gooners—offering dick pics and weak promises of domination. They wanted a pretty sissy to flirt with. Krystal didn’t need flirting. She needed ownership.

She wanted a Black man with power. One who was known. Respected. Feared. Someone with real experience in breaking sluts like her—not just in messages, but on camera. A name worshipped in sissy forums. A man who didn’t just train white sissies for fun… but for profit too.

She found him one night deep in a private fetish Discord, mentioned in a thread titled: “Any sissies survive Daddy Ezekiel?”

Ezekiel Black. High-level stud. Studio owner. Extreme dom. There were clips of him ruining sissies—throats bulging, asses gaping, leaking clittys in cages, moaning as they drank piss. His voice alone made Krystal's clit leak in its cage.

He didn’t just play. He produced. Trained. Marketed. Broke them into obedient, sobbing property and sold the videos by the thousands. He had a studio in Las Vegas. A reputation for taking in the softest, prettiest, most useless little white bois and turning them into obedient, plug-stuffed service pets.

She messaged him. One photo. One sentence.

“I’m ready to be broken.”

His reply was short.

“Vegas. Friday. Bring plugs, lube, wipes, and shut your fucking mouth.”

That was it. No sweet talk. No questions. Just expectation. Domination. Reality.

A short message followed with travel instructions that was all.

Krystal stared at her phone, her stomach fluttering with fear and excitement. This wasn’t some fantasy dom. This was Daddy Ezekiel Black. The man sissies warned each other about in forums. And now he wanted her.

No one knew she was leaving. No one would ask. No one needed to. Because the only one who mattered had already given her instructions.

And for Krystal, obedience wasn’t scary.
It was everything.


Chapter 4: Day One – Drink Up, Slut

The Vegas air was dry, hot, and buzzing with possibility—or maybe it was just Krystal’s nerves. Her cage had been tight for hours under the tiny pink shorts she’d worn for the ride. No panties. Just the soft bounce of her ponytail and the constant pressure of the plug she’d chosen for first impressions: big and black.

Daddy Ezekiel didn’t pick her up from the terminal. He sent a car—a blacked-out SUV, silent driver, no words. Krystal sat in the back with her knees pressed together.

They arrived at a private gate outside the city. Warehouse-sized building. Minimal signage. One camera over the door. She was told to wait until it opened.

No instructions. No greeting. Just a sudden click, the door sliding open.

She stepped inside—and there he was.

Daddy Ezekiel. Larger in person than even his most brutal clips. Broad. Cold. Power in his stance. He didn’t look at her so much as through her. Like he already knew what she was and how far he could take her.

“Strip. Mouth open and tongue out.”

Krystal obeyed. Crop top over her head. Shorts dropped. Now just heels, cage, plug. She knelt, parted her lips, her braces showing, and looked up with that practiced, glassy-eyed stare she’d rehearsed a thousand times. But this was different.

This was real.

Daddy stepped forward, unzipped, and let his cock rest on her tongue. She didn’t move—just held it there, waiting, obedient. He poured some lube in his hand and stroked his meat. Then poured some in her mouth and smiled. He began to stroke in and out of her mouth. He pressed deeper, forcing her jaw wide, throat bulging. Her eyes watered as he pushed, then held her there, nose against his pubes.

"Good start," he muttered, one hand gripping her ponytail. "Let’s see how far before you break."

When he pulled out, she gasped but stayed in position. He slapped her cheek with his cock—once, twice—then aimed at her open mouth. Without a word, he began to piss.

Warm, salty and bitter. Krystal gagged once but kept swallowing. It didn’t matter if she liked it. It only mattered that Daddy wanted it—always.

Once she finished drinking, he turned her around, shoved her onto all fours, and yanked the plug free. Her hole gaped. Open. Needy. Lube dribbling out.

"Time to stretch it right."

He spit on her into her ass twice, then entered. No warning. No more lube. Just dominance and force. He grabbed her hips and fucked her like a hole, not a person. She moaned into the floor. He used her hard, deep, unrelenting—until he came with a grunt that echoed in the room.

His cum pumped deep into her raw hole.

He stood, zipped up, pushed her plug back in and left her there—used.

From the hallway, his voice rang out:
“Clean yourself up. You’re being filmed tomorrow. We’ll see if anyone pays for a piss-drinking slut.”

Krystal didn't answer.

She just smiled.



Chapter 5: Filmed and Broken 

Krystal woke on a thin mattress in a small, bare room—her hole aching from Daddy’s rough use the night before. There was no clock, no windows, just fluorescent lighting overhead. She was naked except for the cage, and plug.

The door opened abruptly, and Daddy Ezekiel entered, holding a leash and a thick leather dog collar. Without speaking, he fastened it snugly around her neck, tugging sharply to test it. Krystal looked up at him with wide eyes.

“You’re filming today, slut,” Daddy said, voice deep, unemotional. “Your first scene. You’re here to be owned, used, and sold. Understand?”

Krystal nodded quickly, feeling her face flush with excitement and shame. “Yes, Daddy.”

He tugged the leash again, harder this time, forcing her to follow him. “Get up and walk for now. We don’t want your knees all scraped up”.

They entered a brightly lit studio room. Cameras stood ready. Two other men—large, muscular, and Black—waited patiently. Their eyes roamed her small, helpless body hungrily. Daddy pulled her into position beneath bright lights, positioning her kneeling, mouth open, tongue out and head tilted back slightly.

“Today, you become public property,” Daddy said coldly, stepping aside. “Do everything they say. Prove you’re worth keeping around.”

The first man approached, unzipped, and pushed his thick cock against her glossy lips. “Open wider, slut.”

Krystal obeyed instantly, jaw straining, as she took his length deep. THe camera zoomed in to catch every moment. Her eyes watered, mascara smudging as he forced himself down her throat without mercy. He gripped her hair, thrusting hard, using her mouth like a fleshlight.

The second man knelt behind her, removing the plug roughly and pressing a lubed finger into her already tender hole. “Already loose and sloppy,” he mocked, laughing cruelly. “Daddy stretched you good last night, huh?”

Krystal gagged around the cock in her throat, nodding weakly. Drool already dripping from her chin.

The finger was replaced by his big Black cock and Krystal whimpered as she was completely filled. Thick, veiny, and impossibly wide, it split her open with a brutal thrust. He didn’t ease in slowly. He rammed himself fully inside, filling her completely, pain mingling with twisted pleasure.

“God damn,” one of them grunted, watching her hole stretch around his length. “She’s tight as fuck.”

“Don’t hold back,” Daddy called from behind the cameras, arms crossed, eyes cold. “She’s here for you to break.”

The men took Daddy’s words seriously, pounding into her from both ends, forcing her body into submission. Krystal’s slender frame shook uncontrollably, muffled sobs mixing with wet, desperate sounds. Their cocks were massive—thick and brutal—one forcing her throat to bulge, the other splitting her ass wide open. She wasn’t a girl—just holes, warm and tight. They used her hard. Trading places over and over as she sucked their cocks from ass to mouth, her gag reflex long broken.

“Bitch was made for this,” one muttered, wiping his cock on her tongue.

After what felt like hours, they finally withdrew, leaving her empty, stretched, and dripping cum from both ends. Daddy stepped back into view, placing his foot on her neck, pressing her cheek into the cold floor.

“Good start,” he said calmly. “But this is only day one. By the time I’m done, you’ll forget your real name.”

Krystal stared up at the camera lens through tear-streaked eyes, makeup smeared, used and humiliated—and exactly where she belonged.


Chapter 6: The First Filming

The next day Krystal felt on edge from excitement as Daddy Ezekiel led her by the leash into the brightly lit filming studio. Her outfit was minimal—two tiny pink bows tied around her blonde pigtails, a shimmering pink ball gag stretching her glossy lips, sky-high stripper heels, and of course, her delicate pink cage. An even larger butt plug stretched her hungry hole.

No clothing. No modesty. Just humiliation and submission, perfectly captured by bright studio lights and a camera crew eager to film every degrading moment.

“On your knees, slut,” Daddy ordered firmly, yanking the leash down. Krystal obeyed instantly, her knees meeting the hard floor, thighs parted, back arched, eyes wide and pleading behind long, curled lashes.

She barely had time to adjust before the first man stepped forward. Dark skin, towering, muscled. He didn’t smile or speak. Just stepped forward, thick Black cock already stiff, balls heavy, then gripped her head without hesitation. He yanked her hair roughly, forcing her face upward.

“Look at him like he’s your whole world, slut,” Daddy growled from behind the camera.

Krystal obeyed, blinking through watery eyes, feeling saliva drip around the edges of her gag. She was desperate to show Daddy how obedient she could be. Her caged clit twitched uselessly.

The man tugged her gag out roughly, making strings of drool stretch and break, dripping down her trembling chin.

“Open wide,” the stranger instructed coldly, tapping his heavy cockhead against her gloss and drool-covered lips. Krystal opened immediately as he slid inside. Her mouth stretched wide, jaw straining, eyes wide as he forced himself deeper. Her braces glinted under the bright lights. She looked exactly like what she was. A young but eager slut wanting to be used, a fucktoy.

The camera closed in, capturing every tear, every twitch, every desperate gag as she fought to please the Black man using her throat.

He held her tightly, refusing to let her breathe. Her throat spasmed desperately, gagging loudly as he pushed deeper, deeper, balls pressed tight against her drool-covered chin. He pulled back long enough for her to gasp sharply, then rammed forward again, stretching her throat again.

Krystal gagged and spurted drool between her lips and his huge cock, spit dripping onto her bare tits. But her hole clenched in excitement, as drool pooled between her legs.

She had to be perfect, and she was trying to make him proud.

The man finally pulled free, leaving her gasping, mascara-streaked cheeks flushed bright red.

“Face down,” another voice ordered behind her. She turned obediently, hands flat on the floor, ass raised shamelessly high.

She felt two rough hands grip her hips, the plug was pulled out and then her hole was split open in one violent thrust. No lube, no warning—just thick, demanding cock stretching her brutally wide. She shrieked in pain, hands curling into desperate fists. Daddy’s laughter from behind the camera made her sob harder, humiliation and arousal blending.

“Smile for Daddy’s audience, bitch,” he mocked coldly. “Let them see how much you love your ass ruined.”

She forced a trembling smile, lifting her face from the floor to look into the camera as her ass was savagely fucked. Her mascara was already running, but Daddy wanted her eyes open. Wanted everyone to see what she’d become.

Behind her, the Black man grunted and slammed into her with brutal force. Each thrust shoved her forward, her fingers clawing at the floor for balance, for mercy that wouldn’t come. He was thick—too thick—and her hole burned around him, raw and trembling.

“Fucking tight white bitch,” he growled, gripping her hips, using her body like it was made for him.

It hurt. God, it hurt. But as he kept pounding, deeper and deeper, her body betrayed her. Pain blurred into something else. Her back arched, toes curling, a shocked moan escaping her lips.

Her body started to shake—uncontrollably. Shame crept in, but it was too late. Her clitty was twitching in its cage, cum leaking from her untouched clitty, hole stretched wide.

“Oh no…” she whimpered, voice cracking as her thighs began to tremble violently. “I’m… I’m c-cumming…”

“You hear that?” the man sneered, burying himself to the hilt. “Bitch’s ass is milking me while she cries. Tight lil’ fuckhole loves Black cock.”

He drove in harder, savoring the way she shook beneath him, then stiffened. Hot, thick cum surged into her stretched hole, deep and heavy. She felt every pulse, every gush, her body clenching around it like it didn’t want to let go.

“Cumming from being fucked like a good little sissy,” Daddy said coldly from behind the camera. “You’ll never cum like a man again.”

She collapsed forward, still trembling, still leaking. Her smile was broken now, tear-streaked and humiliated. And somewhere beneath it all… satisfied.

He pulled free, slapping her ass twice, laughing cruelly as he stepped aside. Before she could move, the third man stepped into view, aiming his hard cock at her messy, tear streaked face.

“Mouth open, whore. Keep that tongue in your mouth and tilt your head back.”

Krystal obeyed immediately, face wet with drool, lips parted in eager submission. Hot piss sprayed from his cock in a sudden stream, splashing her cheeks, eyes, and into her waiting mouth. She coughed, choked, swallowed greedily—blinking up through dripping humiliation.

“Fucking piss-slut,” he muttered, laughing darkly, grabbing her by the hair.

He shoved his cock past her lips before she could breathe, burying it to the base. He fucked her throat roughly, dragging her limp, gagging face up and down on his shaft, using her like the pathetic cumrag she was.

He shoved his cock past her lips before she could breathe, burying it to the base in one brutal thrust. Her throat bulged around him, eyes wide, gagging instantly. He held her there, her nose buried in his sweaty groin, until her vision blurred.

Then he started to move.

Slow at first—dragging her face off his cock until just the tip rested on her tongue—then slamming her back down, again and again. She gagged with each thrust, spit pouring from the corners of her mouth, mascara running in black rivers down her cheeks. Her lips stretched painfully wide, her jaw trembling, but he didn’t stop.

“You were made for this hole,” he grunted. “Gag on it, sissy. Choke on Daddy’s cock.”

Her head was nothing but a fuck sleeve in his hands—shoved, pulled, used. Her throat seized and clenched, and he groaned at the tightness. She clawed weakly at his thighs, drool soaking her chest, but he just laughed and held her down for a full ten seconds before letting her gasp—then did it again, harder.

“Good sissy,” Daddy said behind the camera. “You look even prettier like that.”

Moments later, the man growled and came hard, thick ropes of cum exploding across her tongue, chin, and braces. It dripped down onto her chest as he pulled out, letting her collapse in a puddle of sweat, drool, piss, and cum.

Finally spent, he stepped back, leaving Krystal kneeling, dripping, shaking, and utterly ruined.

Daddy Ezekiel stepped forward, grabbing her by the chin, forcing her eyes upward into his satisfied face.

“You’re finally becoming a usable slut,” he praised, his voice dark and possessive.

Krystal looked up through streaming mascara, swallowed hard, and whispered obediently:

“Thank you, Daddy.”


Chapter 7: The Snowbunny Show

A few days later Daddy Ezekiel didn't explain much before dragging Krystal into the room—he didn’t have to. She was his property, his slut, his worthless little fucktoy. She went where he led, obeyed what he commanded, accepted whatever humiliation he saw fit to inflict. But this room felt different.

Two gorgeous white girls waited inside, lounging casually in booty shorts and crop tops that hugged their curves. Their silky blonde hair fell in perfect waves, their eyes lined sharply, lips plump and glossed. They stared Krystal up and down as if inspecting defective merchandise.

“Ugh, is this the sissy?” the taller girl scoffed, rolling her eyes. “She's not even cute. Look at that makeup—like, tragic.”

The other giggled cruelly, shaking her head. “Babe, you really thought you could be like us? Honestly? You look fucking pathetic.”

Daddy shoved Krystal down onto her knees, forcing her head up. Her braces glistened with fresh drool as she trembled in humiliation, eyes wide, begging for approval she’d never receive.

One of the girls stepped forward, phone already out, filming the degradation.

“Smile for the camera, beta,” she sneered. “All the gooners out there wanna see how desperate you are to suck cock.”

“Yeah,” the other laughed sharply, joining the filming. “Show everyone how you're just a dumb, worthless hole. Look how thirsty she is!”

Krystal obediently parted her lips, tongue out. Daddy grabbed her hair roughly, forcing her gaze upwards into the phone’s camera. Her vision blurred with tears of shame and excitement.

“Fucking pathetic,” the first girl spat, stepping closer. “Do you really think this makes you special? Every man who watches this is laughing at you.”

“You’re just a disgusting little beta bitch,” the other girl added cruelly. “Look at your worthless little cage. You know you’ll never fuck again, right? You’ll never please a woman. You’re just meat for real men to use and piss in.”

Krystal whimpered softly, humiliation boiling hot in her cheeks, eyes swimming with tears. Her hole clenched around  her plug. The girls laughed, catching every humiliating twitch on camera.

Then the door opened again. A massive, muscular Black man entered, casually unzipping his pants without even glancing at Krystal. She knew her role instinctively. Mouth open, tongue out, begging silently for cock.

He gripped her braided pigtails, shoved forward, filling her throat instantly. No warning, no care—just rough, brutal dominance, the sound of her choking gag echoing harshly as the two girls mocked her relentlessly.

“Oh my god, look at her gagging! She’s so pathetic. I bet she dreams of being us.”

“You like getting throat-fucked, slut? You like proving to everyone that you're nothing but a hole?”

Krystal’s throat stretched painfully, mascara streaming down her cheeks. Her mouth stretched open as spit dripped down her chin, dripping off her small tits. She knew she was nothing but entertainment for these girls—an example of how low a sissy could fall.

The cock pulled free abruptly, leaving her gasping, lips smeared and messy.

“Stay like that,” the girl commanded, zooming in closer. “Show your braces, freak. You think those make you cute? They just make you look stupid. Like a desperate little sissy poser. Ewww.”

Another shadow loomed over her—another man, cock already aiming at her open mouth. Hot piss sprayed suddenly, flooding her tongue, splashing over her lips, cheeks, eyes. She coughed, choked, swallowed greedily, hearing the girls howl with laughter behind their phones.

“She’s actually drinking it! What a fucking gooner bitch!”

“You desperate little piss-slut. You’ll do anything to feel important, won’t you?” And they knew she would, because even though they were humiliating Krystal they were just like her. Desperate for attention and addicted to Black cock.

The girls moved in closer, capturing every moment. The men finished pissing, Krystal was shivering with shameful arousal, eyes glazed. She whispered softly, instinctively begging, “Thank you…”

Both girls burst out laughing. The taller one crouched down, gripping Krystal’s wet pigtails tightly.

“You’ll never be like us. You're trash. Just a worthless little loser.”

The other girl slapped Krystal sharply across the face, laughing as tears spilled.

“Cry harder, bitch. Show everyone how weak you really are.”

Daddy Ezekiel stepped forward, tossing a massive plug to one of the girls.

“Put it in her. Show the gooners what happens to desperate white sissy sluts.”

They laughed again, grabbing Krystal roughly, forcing her face down to the floor. The plug stretched her raw, dripping hole brutally wide. But her hips rocked desperately backward, begging for more. The girl worked the plug back and forth, forcing more and more in till it went past the widest part and slid all the way in.

“Look at her taking it!” one mocked. “Just a stupid, worthless hole. You’ll never be loved, freak. You’ll never be anything but a filthy joke.”

The camera caught every sob, every twitch, every humiliating moan. Krystal collapsed onto the floor, ruined, trembling, and utterly broken.

“Smile for Daddy’s fans, slut,” Daddy said coldly from behind the camera. “Let them all see your pretty little braces.”

She lifted her tear-streaked face obediently, opening her drooling lips into a trembling, humiliating smile.

“Thank you, Daddy,” she whispered, her voice tiny and pathetic.

The girls laughed again, high heels clicking as they walked away, leaving Krystal sprawled on the floor, dripping and helpless, knowing exactly what she was—and loving every degrading second of it. One of them said it loud enough for her to hear. “She’ll be so fun to fist, I bet she’ll beg for it.”


Chapter 8: Leashed

The mansion was Vegas opulence at its most depraved—marble floors, mirrored walls, heavy bass hip hop thumped. Daddy Ezekiel led Krystal by a gold metal leash, clipped to a rhinestone-studded leather collar tight around her slender neck. She crawled obediently behind him, knees aching, eyes lowered submissively.

Krystal wore nothing but her cage, heels, and a huge plug. Her makeup was thick and humiliatingly doll-like—heavy mascara, glittery pink eyeshadow, lips glossed to perfection. Tightly braided pigtails stuck out from her head and bounced as she crawled.

All around, Black men lounged confidently, their female companions beautiful, slutty, sipping drinks with amused smirks as Krystal passed. Their giggles made her cheeks burn in shame.

Daddy stopped near a leather sofa, tugging sharply on the leash until Krystal froze, ass high, face low, waiting obediently.

"Look what Daddy brought," Ezekiel announced, voice powerful and confident. "The party urinal's here. Use her however you want—she’s here to serve."

Laughter echoed around the room as Krystal trembled, her caged nub uselessly twitching at his words. Her hole fluttered around the plug. She heard footsteps, saw shadows close in, thick dark cocks already hard, ready to use her.

The first man took her throat without hesitation—thick, demanding, fucking her throat deep and rough. Her eyes watered instantly, mascara streaming down her cheeks as she gagged loudly, helplessly drooling around him. She heard the women giggle and mocking cheers. He used her throat like a cock sleeve. Long deep strokes till he was balls deep. Holding her down on his cock as she gagged. She loved it, being used, her clitty twitched every time his cock stroked into her throat. The evening just started and she was already covered in drool.

“Look at her, take that cock,” one beautiful blonde sneered. “She’s such a worthless little slut.”

Her humiliation deepened, boi pussy aching to be used. Daddy watched from a distance, nodding in approval.

The cock erupted in her throat without warning, thick spurts of cum choking her as she swallowed obediently, desperate to impress Daddy. Before she could recover, another man grabbed her hips, pulled out her plug and tossed it aside, plunging brutally into her stretched, needy hole.

She shrieked, collapsing forward, face pressed humiliatingly to the floor as her ass was used roughly, violently.

“God, look at her shake!” another woman laughed cruelly. “She’s actually having a sissygasm from getting fucked like a whore.”

Krystal sobbed helplessly, her hole spasming around the cock thrusting mercilessly inside her. Her body betrayed her completely—convulsing, squirting cum down her thighs, her caged clit twitching.

“She loves it!” another woman giggled gleefully. “What a filthy little cumslut.”

All night, Krystal was passed around by the men. Cocks stretched her throat, filled her ass, sprayed piss into her open mouth. She drank obediently, greedily, accepting every degrading humiliation with whimpering gratitude. Her face became smeared with drool, piss, and cum.

Daddy Ezekiel observed everything closely, satisfaction darkening his eyes. He held her leash proudly as party guests took turns humiliating his slut.

Near dawn, a tall, powerful Black man stood before her, stroking his thick cock as the crowd gathered again to watch.

"Open," he commanded coldly. Krystal obeyed, tongue trembling as hot piss sprayed once more into her mouth, splashing over her face and tits. She swallowed desperately, applause and laughter filled the room as she moaned softly, broken, grateful.

Daddy Ezekiel knelt beside her, gripping her face tightly, forcing her gaze upwards into his powerful, possessive stare.

“You’re almost ready, slut,” he whispered harshly. “Just one more stage left. One last step before you’re fully broken—fully owned.”

Krystal’s exhausted eyes lit up, tears of gratitude streaming anew as she whispered obediently:

“Thank you, Daddy. I’ll do anything for you.”

He smiled darkly, stroking her wet cheek.

“I know you will, pet. Tomorrow, you’ll prove it.”


Chapter 9: Marked and Claimed

Krystal lay face down, trembling slightly against the leather table in the tattoo parlor. Her delicate wrists and ankles were bound tightly, holding her exposed ass high and vulnerable beneath the glaring studio lights. Daddy Ezekiel stood nearby, powerful arms crossed, watching as the tattoo artist prepared the needle.

“You understand this is permanent?” Daddy’s voice was cold, authoritative.

“Yes, Daddy,” Krystal whispered softly, her voice quivering with a delicate mix of excitement and fear. Just 5 feet tall, her tiny, girlish body looked fragile. Her flushed cheek pressed against the table’s surface, lashes fluttering, while her glossy lips parted just enough to show the shimmer of her braces as she laid there.

He leaned in closer, gripping her chin. “Tell me what you are.”

Krystal’s breath hitched as she obediently recited, “I’m a white sissy, Daddy. I'm a hole. A urinal. A slut for the Brotherhood.”

Daddy’s smile was dark, approving. “That’s right, slut. And today you’ll get marked and wear that truth permanently.”

The tattoo needle buzzed to life, and Krystal bit her lip, moaning softly as the sharp sting began carving into the pale, flawless skin of her ass. With each letter etched into her flesh, the humiliation became deeper, hotter, more permanent. Her hole clenched around her butt plug, her tiny cage tight on her throbbing clitty.

The words emerged slowly, stark black ink curved over her ass in script, branding her forever:

BLACK OWNED

On her right ass cheek Daddy picked the placement of a large, bold spade symbol with a Q in it—directly on the tender curve where he slapped her ass the hardest and most often. She sobbed quietly in shame, fully aware she was being marked as property, a trophy slut claimed by Black men.

“You look better with my mark on you,” Daddy growled softly in her ear. “You’re nothing without it.”

“Yes, Daddy,” she whimpered softly, tears dripping down her flushed cheeks. “I’m yours.”

Once finished, Daddy unclipped her collar and replaced it with a new, even more degrading one. Sparkling rhinestones spelled out her final identity clearly:

SISSY SLUT

She knelt obediently before a mirror, staring wide-eyed at the reflection of her permanent degradation. Her eyes wide, flushed cheeks, lips glossy and trembling. The collar gleamed brightly around her slender neck, the fresh tattoo raw, and sore.

“You’re no longer a person, Krystal,” Daddy declared loudly, gripping her hair tightly, forcing her gaze upward. “You’re a hole. A toilet. A slut. Black men own you, use you, control you. Understand?”

She nodded obediently, eyes lowered. “Yes, Daddy. Thank you.”

“Good,” he said firmly, voice cold and final. “Because from now on, the slightest mistake, hesitation, or disrespect will earn you punishment. Spanked, slapped, or worse—whatever we decide. Is that clear?”

“Yes, Daddy,” Krystal whimpered, shaking with shameful excitement.

Daddy Ezekiel stepped back, snapping his fingers sharply. Immediately, two powerful Black men stepped forward, already unbuckling their belts.

“Let’s test our little urinal,” Daddy said coldly. “Mouth open, slut. Time to show everyone what you’ve learned.”

Krystal obeyed instantly, lips parted wide, tongue trembling and out, eyes glassy with obedience. As hot piss sprayed once again into her waiting mouth, splashing down her throat and chest, she knew there truly was no turning back.

She was property now—fully broken, fully owned. A small, helpless white trans girl branded, collared, and enslaved by Black superiority.

She swallowed eagerly, face, hair and body drenched with piss.

Exactly as she was meant to be.


Chapter 10: Final Use – The Fisting

The studio lights blazed, capturing every humiliating detail. Krystal knelt obediently, trembling, her slender body stripped bare except for her cage, glittering braces, and collar that now permanently labeled her as a slut. Her eyes were glazed, glassy, desperate for the use that awaited her. Just a petite little trans girl addicted to big black cocks.

Daddy Ezekiel stood nearby, arms crossed, expression coldly satisfied. "Time for your final lesson, slut. This decides everything. Prove you're ready."

Krystal whimpered softly in gratitude, opening her mouth obediently as the first man approached. His thick cock plunged into her throat without hesitation, stretching her lips wide, gagging her. Tears immediately blurred her vision, mascara streaming down her flushed cheeks. Her jaw ached, drool dripping from her trembling chin.

Krystal’s throat bulged visibly with every thrust, the outline of his cock stretching her slender neck in obscene, rhythmic pulses. Her small frame trembled with effort, shoulders tense as she fought to stay still and take it all. Drool poured from her lips in messy streams, pooling on the floor between her spread knees—clear, wet evidence of her helpless devotion.

His cock was slick and shiny from her spit, glistening each time he pulled back just far enough to watch her lips cling around the base. Then his hips surged forward again—steady, relentless, possessive. He didn’t moan. He didn’t speak. Just the low, heavy sound of his body claiming her throat, over and over, like it belonged to him.

Her lashes fluttered. Her mascara ran. And she didn’t dare pull away.

Another man moved behind her, gripping her hips roughly, forcing his cock deep into her already raw hole without mercy. Krystal couldn’t make a sound with the cock in her throat, muffled, helpless, her slender body rocking violently between the two dominant Black men.

"Show Daddy how good you take cock, slut," one growled coldly, forcing himself deeper into her stretched throat.

She obeyed the only way she could, surrendering completely as her ass was ravaged from behind. The men took turns, rotating positions, slapping her tear-streaked face, spitting on her face, laughing cruelly as she sobbed.

Krystal's vision blurred as one man yanked her hair roughly, forcing her face upward to look pleadingly into the camera. His thick cock slammed down her throat relentlessly, balls pressed tightly against her drool-soaked chin. Another man spread her ass cheeks wider, slapping harshly, pulling gloves onto his massive hands and smearing lube all over them.

She could smell poppers beneath her nose, she inhaled deeply, her head spinning. Her body relaxing, throat and ass ready to be used. The man's thick, gloved fingers pressed into her already gaping hole.

"This is your destiny, slut," Daddy growled, "Relax and open wide."

Krystal moaned around the cock buried deep in her throat, her eyes watering as she fought to breathe, but she didn’t pull away. She didn’t dare. Not while his hand worked its way inside her, exploring, claiming, testing her limits.

It began with a single finger, slick and insistent, pushing past the tight ring of her hole. Her body tensed, then relaxed around it, accepting the intrusion with a soft, muffled whimper. A second finger followed, twisting slightly as it entered, stretching her a little more, the ache blending with a needy pleasure that made her hips tremble.

When the third finger slid in, her thighs quivered, spreading wider on instinct. He gave her no warning before curling all three digits and thrusting them deeper, slow and steady. She just whimpered as he worked her open.

The pressure grew. His thumb rubbed against her slick rim, teasing, threatening, promising. Then, with a low growl, he began to press the whole hand inward, the broad stretch of his knuckles forcing her open wider than ever before.

Krystal convulsed, her slender body shaking violently, eyes rolling back as inch by inch, his fist disappeared inside her. She could feel every detail—every ridge, every knuckle, every pulse as her hole stretched around the impossible intrusion.

And then, with a final push, he was in—completely. Buried to the wrist.

Her hole was obscenely stretched. Her hips bucked involuntarily as he began to move—slow thrusts at first, then deeper, harder, relentless.

She moaned around the cock in her throat, a broken, filthy sound. She was utterly filled, utterly used.

"God, look at her take it!" one man laughed cruelly. "She's a natural-born anal slut."

Her eyes rolled back, body spasming violently, cage dripping. Daddy Ezekiel watched closely, satisfied, nodding in approval as Krystal began moaning uncontrollably, hips rocking desperately back onto the invading fist. Her orgasm was uncontrollable, violent, humiliatingly intense.

"That's right, slut," Daddy praised darkly. "Cum from having your ass ruined. Cum for the Brotherhood."

Krystal shuddered helplessly, sobbing shamefully, the man's fist pumping roughly in and out, stretching her, punching into her gaping hole.

Finally, he withdrew slowly, leaving her stretched wide open and dripping lube. Daddy stepped forward, stroking her flushed, tear-streaked face.

The men moved around her silently, each aiming his thick cock at her gaping hole. One by one, they pissed into her, filling her with warm piss. Krystal moaned softly, feeling utterly owned, marked, degraded.

Her mind dissolved completely. She was nothing more than a total fucktoy, property of the Brotherhood. A black-cock-only slut, gaping, broken, eternally obedient.

Daddy stroked her wet cheek gently, smiling cruelly. "Welcome to your new life, Krystal. You’re exactly what we wanted."

Krystal sobbed softly, smiling through dripping cum, drool, and piss.

"Thank you, Daddy," she whispered, fully broken, fully owned.

She had become exactly what she was born to be.
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