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Disclaimer
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Reader discretion is strongly advised.


Chapter One: How It Started

He didn’t remember the exact day it all changed.

At first, it was just porn. Regular stuff—straight, softcore, the kind of clips that popped up on every site. And the stories. God, the stories. He used to read them in secret late at night, jerking off to plots he couldn’t even explain in the morning. It was harmless. Just fantasies. Just stress relief.

Then things got... darker.

It started with chatting. Forums. Little conversations with strangers that made his heart beat faster. Somehow, without even realizing it, he ended up in chat rooms full of dominant men. Black men. And they’d ask questions—filthy, humiliating questions—that made him twitch under the sheets.

“You ever been pegged, whiteboy?”
“What would you do for a real Black cock?”
“You got a little dick, don’t you?”

He didn’t even know why he answered. But he did. Every time.
And each time, his cock got harder.

That’s when it started: the spiral.

He found himself watching interracial porn. Not the kind with plot or setup—just raw, dominant Black men wrecking white sluts. Something about it made his throat tighten. His cock would jump the second the girl opened her mouth or begged for more. And when they added captions? When the white women looked straight at the camera and said things like:

“This is what real men look like.”
“White boys just watch now.”
“You’ll never be enough.”

It hit him. Deep.

His own cock was only four inches when hard. Pathetic. Pale. He’d look down at it during those captions and feel something twist in his gut. Not shame. Not guilt.

Belonging.

Then he found BNWO.

A whole world built around the idea that white boys like him were meant to serve.
That they weren’t alphas, or even equals.
They were toys. Property. Cum-dumps and sissy faggots and training projects.

He didn’t even fight it.

He bought his first chastity cage that same night.

One week later, he ordered a plug. A small one. Pink jewel on the base. Feminine. Pretty. Perfect.

And on impulse… he added something else to the cart.

A big, thick, Black dildo.

He told himself it was just a fantasy. Just to try.

But the night it arrived, he was already caged. Already aching. Already reading captions where white sissies were crying from being stretched by Daddy’s cock.

He lubed it up. Bent over. Heart racing.

The first time he pushed it in, he gasped—like something had clicked inside him.
His cage throbbed. His balls ached. And he moaned like a whore.

“I’m supposed to take this…”

That thought echoed in his head. Over and over.
His plug went in next. Then back to the dildo. Deeper. More.

He didn’t even care that he couldn’t touch himself.

He was locked, plugged, stretching himself for the real thing.
Just like those white trans girls he’d started watching—gorgeous, dolled-up, and smiling while Black men used them like perfect little toys.

They looked so happy.

And he wanted that.

No... he needed it.

He hadn’t cum in over a week. But when he looked in the mirror—plug in, cage locked, pink-faced and hairless—he felt something better than orgasm.

He felt seen.

He didn’t need to be a man. He didn’t need to be strong.
He just needed to be owned.


Chapter Two: The First Call

James had never felt more exposed.

He was freshly shaved—eyebrows down, not a single hair left. The plug inside him wasn’t the soft little beginner one he used to wear.
This one was thick—wide as the lifelike Black dildo he stretched himself with in secret. The kind with veins, ridges, and a swollen head.
It had taken him a full hour to work it in earlier that night.
And he’d loved every second of it.

He was caged, of course. Still locked. Still aching. His tiny clit barely twitched anymore—it was too trained for that. The 1-inch cage gave it no room to grow. Just throb. Just ache. Just leak.

And now… the screen lit up.

Incoming Video Call: Unknown Username.

His hands trembled.

He clicked “Accept.”

No camera from the other side. Just audio. A calm, deep voice came through his speakers like a slow wave.

“Camera on. Sit up straight sissy.”

James did. Back straight. Plug fully inside. Cage pointed down, helpless.

“No clothes. No covering. I want to see what you really are.”

He clicked the camera on.

A pause. Breathing. The man on the other end didn’t speak at first.

Then—softly:

“Look at you.”

James stayed quiet. His face flushed.

“That plug inside you right now... how wide is it?”

He swallowed. “Same width as my dildo, sir.”

“The Black one?”

James nodded.

“Good.”

Another pause.

“Take it out.”

His stomach flipped. His body reacted instantly. He reached back and slowly eased it out, groaning low as the stretch hit again. It slid free with a soft, wet sound. Strings of lube clung to the base. His hole clenched and leaked behind it.

James held it in both hands. Still warm.

And then he saw it.

Flecks.
Tiny brown specks smeared across it.
Leftover filth. From him.

His breath caught.

“Lift it to your mouth.”

His fingers trembled. His heart pounded in his chest.

He lifted it.

The smell hit first—deep, musky, sour. He stared at the base. At the proof of what he really was.

And he opened his mouth.

He didn’t hesitate. Not really. Because deep down, he knew.

He was a pussyfree beta. A shaved loser with a boi pussy and a locked clitty.
He didn’t deserve to be clean.

He pushed the used plug between his lips and sucked.

“That’s right,” the voice said.
“You don’t even flinch.”

James whimpered. Tongue out, sliding along the shaft. He could feel the grit. The shame. And his cage bounced.

“You’re already ruined.”
“You did this without being told. That’s how I know you’re ready.”

James kept sucking.

“Next time I call,” the man said, “you’ll be open. Plug out. Mouth open. Ready.”

The screen went dark.
Call ended.

James stayed where he was. Plug in his mouth. Cage pulsing.
No stroking. No orders to cum.

Just the lingering taste of his own filth.

And the overwhelming relief of finally doing what he was meant to do.


Chapter Three: The Task

Jimmy checked his phone before even getting out of bed.
A single message from Daddy.

Daddy:
"Good morning, slut. You’re not James anymore. That name’s gone.
You’ll answer to Jimmy until I decide what to really call you.
Now get your little white ass out of bed."

Jimmy swallowed hard. His cage clit twitched uselessly.
The name hurt—Jimmy sounded like a little boy.
But he didn’t hate it.
He needed it.

Another message came in:

Daddy:
"Here are your rules, since your tiny white dick is too small to ever be of any use again:"
Locked 24/7 in your little cage.
Plug in at all times unless told otherwise.
Panties always even in public
“You are a pussyfree loser now, Jimmy. Get used to it.”

Jimmy’s hands were shaking.

Jimmy:
Yes Daddy. I understand. Thank you.

Daddy:
"Don’t thank me. You’re not special. You’re just the next pathetic white faggot in line.
Now plug yourself and lock up that sad little nub. You’ve got five minutes."

Jimmy rolled out of bed fast. His legs were already shaky.
He reached for the thick plug Daddy had told him to use—the one that stretched him open to match the Black dildo he could never take all the way.

He lubed it, breathing fast, and began pressing it in.
Slow. Deep. Too big.
He gasped when it popped inside. His hole clenched.
He was leaking already.

Next: the cage.
The new half-inch nano was cruel. It didn’t even cover him, not really. Just sealed up his useless nub like it didn’t matter.
Because it didn’t.
He snapped the lock shut. His balls twitched. Hairless. Soft.
Exposed.

Then the panties.
Today: light purple lace. Thin. Feminine. Perfect.
He tugged them up and took the photo.

Sent.

Daddy:
"Pathetic. That cage doesn’t even look real.
It’s like your dick just gave up."

Jimmy moaned under his breath. The words hit harder than commands ever could.

Daddy:
"You used to jerk off, huh?
Used to think you were straight. Now look at you.
Plugged, shaved, locked, and shaking because a real man called you Jimmy."

Daddy:
"You’re not confused, bitch.
You’re home."

Jimmy was breathing fast now. His thighs clenched.

Another message buzzed in:

Daddy:
“Today’s task.
Get dressed. Baggy hoodie. Jeans.
Panties, plug, cage—all in place.
I want a five-minute walk. Outside. And a photo.
Show me that waistband, faggot."

Jimmy hesitated.

Jimmy:
I… yes Daddy.

Daddy:
"Don’t be soft now.
You already know you’re never going back."

He dressed fast, heart racing, the plug shifting with every step.
He stepped outside. The sun felt wrong on his skin. Like it knew.
Like everyone knew.

He reached the end of the block, lifted his hoodie slightly, and snapped the pic:
Jeans low enough to show the lace. A glimpse of the lock pressing against the fabric.
Sent.

Silence. Then…

Daddy:
"Good boy. You’re starting to understand your place."

Daddy:
"You’re not a man. You’re not straight.
You’re not even a person anymore."

Daddy:
"You’re just property.
Mine."

Jimmy whimpered aloud.

Then came a voice message—cold and final.

“You’re gonna move for me, slut.”

Jimmy dropped his phone. He was panting now.

Plugged. Leaking. Locked tight.
Still soft, still helpless.

And still smiling.


Chapter Four: The Relocation

The motel was cheap. Ugly. Perfect.
The kind of place no one asked questions about the pale, hairless boy in tight jeans and glossy lips. Just a bed, a bathroom, and one mirror Jimmy couldn’t stop looking into.

His body was smooth from eyebrows down.
No stubble. No fuzz.
Just exposed pink skin, a plug filling his ass, and the pathetic locked clitty tucked inside a stubby little ½-inch nano cage—so small.

Daddy’s last message had been clear:

“Be ready when I walk in. On your knees. Naked. Plug in. Cage locked. Mouth open. Don’t speak.”

He was trembling when the door finally opened.

No knock. No greeting. Just the presence of someone real. Jimmy didn’t dare look up. He just opened his mouth wider, presenting himself like the good little cocksleeve he was training to be.

A long pause.

Then—spit.

Warm and wet, it dropped straight into Jimmy’s mouth. He whimpered as it splashed across his tongue. The taste of it, so raw and primal, made his cage clitty twitch inside his panties.

“Swallow it,” Daddy said, his voice low and rough.

Jimmy obeyed without hesitation, throat working around the slick warmth like it was sacred.

Then came the zipper. Slow. Heavy.

Jimmy didn’t move. Didn’t breathe. But inside? He was screaming.

And then he saw it.

Daddy’s cock.

Thick. Black. Veined. So big and yummy looking. His mouth opened wider instinctively, lips trembling, tongue desperate.

“Open,” Daddy said again. “Wider. You’re not here to breathe.”

Then he shoved it in.

There was no warm-up. No easing in. Just ownership.
The head forced its way past his lips and right into his throat in one brutal thrust.
Jimmy gagged violently, eyes rolling, body lurching as spit burst from the corners of his mouth.

Daddy didn’t stop.

He pulled all the way out—long, glistening strings of drool clinging to the head—then slammed it back in, deeper, faster, harder.

Jimmy could barely process it. His throat burned. His ass clenched. Saliva poured down his chin and chest.

Then—sharp pain.

Daddy’s fingers twisted both nipples, hard, cruel. Jimmy yelped around the cock in his mouth.

“Quiet,” Daddy growled. “Toys don’t make noise unless I want them to.”

He twisted harder.

More drool.

More gags.

More shame.

When Daddy pulled out again, he slapped his cock against Jimmy’s tongue, dripping with spit. The strings of it stretched down to his chest, swung from his jaw. He could feel himself leaking around the plug.

Then came the name.

“You’re not Jimmy anymore,” Daddy said. “You’re Bambi.”

His body froze.

The name echoed in his skull like a collar snapping into place.

“Say it,” Daddy ordered.

Jimmy’s voice was hoarse, his lips glossy with spit.

“I’m Bambi… Daddy.”

“Damn right you are.”

Then Daddy fucked her throat properly.
Hard. Deep. Unforgiving.

Bambi couldn’t breathe. Couldn’t think. Her body shook as her plug shifted and her caged clitty throbbed helplessly. Long strands of drool swung from her chin with every thrust.

And then—Daddy pulled out.

“Open,” he said.

She did.

He stroked himself just inches from her mouth.

“You hold every drop. You don’t swallow until I say.”

Bambi opened her mouth wide, trembling, tongue stretched out.

Daddy groaned.

Then—release.

Thick, hot ropes of cum filled her mouth. It was overwhelming. She held it, just like he ordered. Cum and drool pooling in her mouth, leaking from the corners, dripping down her neck.

Ten long seconds passed.

Then: “Now.”

She swallowed everything. Loudly. Messily.

“Thank me,” Daddy muttered, already zipping up.

“Thank you, Daddy… thank you for using me… for feeding me… for naming me…”

“You’re not a person,” he said. “You’re not a man. You’re just a mouth. A hole. A locked little bitch named Bambi.”

And just like that, he walked out.

No goodbye.

The door clicked shut.

Bambi stayed kneeling, spit and cum clinging to her chest. Her throat sore. Her clit trapped in silence.

But her smile?

That was real.

Because now she had a name.

And a purpose.


Chapter Five: The First Use

The motel room smelled like sex, lube and sweat.

Bambi was already on her knees when Daddy walked in. Plug in, cage locked, thighs trembling. Her smooth, hairless skin glowed. The air felt thick—warm, quiet, too heavy with anticipation.

She didn’t speak.
Didn’t move.
She’d learned.

Daddy set the phone and tripod down on the floor. Pointed it straight at her.

He said nothing.

He stripped off his clothes.

She knew what to do.

Bambi leaned forward and kissed the base of his cock. Her lips pressed against hot, dark skin, trembling slightly. She kissed again. Again. Then slowly began to suck—working down, her tongue dragging under the thick vein as her caged clitty pulsed hard between her legs.

She moaned softly around him.

Daddy grabbed her hair.

“Balls, bitch,” he said.

She obeyed.

Her mouth slid down farther, sucking each one in turn, moaning, eyes fluttering shut as spit poured down her chin. Her tongue worked under them, worshipful. Her boi pussy squeezed the plug inside her.

“Now eat my ass”

She dropped lower as he turned.

She licked.

Her lips parted, and her tongue flattened against his hole—hot, musky, earthy—and she let out a soft moan like a bitch finally fed. Her tongue dragged across it slow and worshipful, savoring the taste, the texture, the heat.

Then she did it again.
And again.
Long, slow licks, up and down, tracing circles, teasing the rim like it was the most sacred part of him. Because to her, it was.

Spit dripped from her mouth as she buried her face deeper, tongue flicking, pressing, licking with messy, eager devotion. She didn’t care how she looked. Didn’t care that her chin was soaked, that her nose was pressed in tight, or that she was gasping for breath between strokes.

She was shaking by the time he pulled her up.

He didn’t say a word.

He bent her over the bed.

The camera caught everything.

He shoved the butt plug in and out before yanking it free in one wet pop.

Bambi gasped.

Then Daddy’s cock was at her hole. No warning. No more lube.

She cried out when he buried his long thick black cock in her. The stretch was brutal. Her hole burned. But Daddy didn’t stop. He gripped her hips, pulled her back, and slammed into her with full force.

The bed rocked.

Her breath left her body.

She screamed into the sheets as he fucked her like the bitch she was.

“Plug-trained little whore,” he muttered. “You think this is big? This is just your first taste.”

He fucked her hard.
Deep.
Relentless.
Her smooth, locked clit bounced uselessly beneath her, leaking from her fucking.

She wasn’t allowed to touch it.
Wasn’t even allowed to ask.


He grunted and buried his cock balls deep in her ass. Spurting his cumm deep into her. He owned her now and she knew it. 

When he finished, he pulled out, watching her hole twitch and gape as his cum began to run down her thigh.

She whimpered.

He wasn’t done.

From his bag, he pulled out a thick black collar. Leather. Heavy.

He knelt behind her, wrapped it around her neck, and pulled it tight with one harsh tug.

Stamped into the leather BBC SLUT.

He slapped her ass.

“You’re mine now, bitch,” he said. “My white pussyfree sissy cocksleeve.”

She didn’t argue.

She couldn’t.

She just knelt there, hole stretched, spit-drenched, throat used, collar tight.

The camera was still recording.

Daddy leaned in, spoke just loud enough for the mic to catch:

“This is Bambi. She licks balls, eats ass, takes dick, and never gets to cum. Just like every little white faggot should.”


Chapter Six: The Apartment

The apartment smelled like him—sweat, cologne, and sex. The air was always thick with his presence. Every time he walked in, Bambi dropped to her knees. Eyes down. Mouth open. Plug in. Cage locked. Her collar on tight.

That was the rule: Ready at all times.

She was used daily.

Her throat. Her ass. All Daddy’s.

Morning started with her mouth. She sucked his cock half-asleep, gagging softly as her eyes fluttered open. She didn’t get coffee. She got piss.

He’d piss in her mouth before showering and she’d swallow every drop.

She’d eat his ass anytime morning or night and he loved degrading her with it but not as much as she seemed to. She was a good and eager sissy. He’d reward her with pats on the head and a “good girl”.

“Tongue out, bitch,” he’d say, spreading his cheeks for her.

She didn’t hesitate. His ass was her favorite taste. The more used she was, the more she craved it. Her nose buried in his crack, tongue licking circles, probing, moaning like a starving mutt.

Sometimes he’d cum in her mouth before work. Sometimes in her ass. Sometimes both. She never knew which hole he'd want first—but she always hoped it was both.

Ass to mouth was routine. Her plug would be pulled out and stuffed in her mouth, he’d fuck her hard, and when he was done, she’d have to lick and suck his dirty cock clean.

She loved it that way.

New rules were printed and taped to the fridge, just above the dog bowls he made her eat from.

●        Naked at home. Always.
 

●        Chastity cage on. Plug in.
 

●        Collar on. Tight.
 

●        Speak only when spoken to.
 

●        Sleep on the floor.
 

●        Cocksleeves don’t cum.
 

●        You belong to Daddy.
 

When they went out, she wore panties, a training bra, and whatever slutty little outfit Daddy picked. Cropped hoodies, booty shorts, mesh leggings—her cage was always visible beneath the fabric. Once, he made her wear a skirt with nothing underneath and kneel in a dressing room while he filmed her licking a toy he’d shoved in her minutes earlier.

He laughed the whole time.

So did she.

By the second week, she started hormone therapy.

Pink pills, taken kneeling.

Daddy placed them on his cock like communion. She’d lick them up and swallow.

“They’ll make your tits nice and soft,” he told her. “Make you cry easier. Needier.”

As if she needed help with that.

She was already breaking down at random moments—needing attention, needing cock, needing Daddy’s voice.

Her nipples got sensitive. Puffy. Tender.

She stared at them in the mirror, cupping her tiny chest with both hands. Daddy caught her once, smiling in the doorway.

“You’re gonna make a perfect trans cocksleeve,” he said. “Real nice for the Brotherhood.”

She blushed and dropped to her knees, mouth open.

He used her throat right there. No prep. No mercy.

Every day was deeper. Every use made her weaker.

Her hole stayed loose from the constant toys, plugs, and Daddy’s cock.

Her throat was sore most days—but she didn’t complain.

She moaned every time she was slapped, spat on, degraded. Daddy would film her licking his asshole, suckling his balls like they were her only food, and say things like:

“Look at this hungry little faggot. This is all she’s good for.”

And Bambi?

She believed him.

She was already very femme for a sissy boy. And she was going to be more—a perfect, trans whore for the BNWO.

Daddy was making sure of that.
 


Chapter Seven: The Girls

The knock came at sunset.

Daddy was already shirtless, cock half-hard under his shorts. Bambi was on all fours, plugged, collared, and nude except for her training bra—pink and stretched across her flat chest, her nipples poking through like they were begging to be noticed.

He opened the door.

Two girls stepped inside. Snowbunnies. Real girls. Pretty and sharp-eyed. Tight crop tops, bare legs, manicured nails. One had platinum blonde hair, the other soft brunette curls. Both of them looked straight at Bambi and burst into laughter.

“Oh my God,” the blonde said, covering her mouth. “Is that the little sissy?”

“She’s smaller than I thought,” the brunette added. “I’ve seen bigger clits on babies.”

Bambi blushed. Her cage pulsed. She stayed on all fours, looking down like the obedient beta bitch she was.

“Say hello, Bambi,” Daddy said, lounging back on the couch.

“H-hi girls…” Bambi whispered.

The blonde kicked her gently under the chin. “Louder, slut.”

“Hi girls,” Bambi said again, voice trembling.

“Awww,” the brunette cooed, “look at how plugged and locked she is. She’s not even pretending to be a man anymore.”

“She’s not,” Daddy said. “She’s pussyfree property.”

The girls cackled again.

They walked around her slowly, inspecting her body, poking at her thighs, lifting her bra straps, tugging on her collar.

Then the blonde pulled something from her purse—a thin gold chain with a small key dangling at the center.

It sparkled in the light.

“Recognize this?” she said, dangling it in front of Bambi’s eyes.

Bambi’s breath caught. The key.

Her chastity key.

“Y-you’re wearing my key…” she whimpered.

“That’s right,” the brunette giggled. “It belongs around a real girl’s neck. Not some shaved-up cumdump like you.”

They took turns teasing her with it, dangling it just out of reach, dragging it across her caged clit, holding it between their tits.

Bambi was shaking. Plug pulsing. Mouth open.

Then the girls turned to Daddy.

“Use us,” the blonde said, grinning. “Let her watch.”

He didn’t hesitate.

Daddy shoved Bambi aside with his foot like furniture and bent the brunette over the couch. Her panties were gone in seconds, and his cock was buried in her tight pink pussy before Bambi even caught her breath.

He fucked her like she mattered.

Like she was the one who deserved it.

The blonde climbed onto the armrest, moaning and rubbing herself as Bambi stared, wide-eyed, locked, aching.

Daddy grunted. Hard. Loud. Then—he pulled out.

Thick ropes of cum splattered across the brunette’s back, her ass, the couch, the floor.

“Clean it,” he said.

Bambi crawled forward instantly, licking the blonde’s inner thighs as she giggled.

“Start with the floor, bitch,” the brunette said. “Then my back. Then between my legs. Don’t miss a drop.”

Bambi obeyed. Tongue to tile. Gasping. Moaning. Humiliated.

And loving every second.

She licked cum off the floor. Off her Daddy’s girl. Off her pussy lips and her asshole. They laughed the whole time.

“Oh my god she’s lapping it up like it’s ice cream.”

“She loves our leftovers.”

“She’s such a freak.”

Later, Daddy bent Bambi over the ottoman, worked her plugged hole until it gaped, and drove his cock into her again—faster this time, harder.

The girls watched.

The blonde pulled up a chair.

“She’s leaking,” she whispered.

“Her little clit’s twitching,” said the brunette.

And then—it happened.

Bambi screamed into the cushions as her locked clit throbbed, pulsed… and released.

Cum shot from her tiny white cage in helpless little spurts, splattering the fabric, her thighs, her belly.

She came hands-free.

The girls gasped.

Daddy laughed.

“She fucking squirted,” the blonde said, pointing.

“From being used like a toy,” the brunette said. “God, she’s gone.”

“I’ll clean it, Daddy,” Bambi begged, breathless.

But Daddy was already scooping it up—hot and wet on his fingers.

“Open,” he said.

She obeyed.

He shoved her own sissycum into her mouth. Deep. Rubbed it across her tongue.

“Taste what you are,” he growled.

“Ewww,” the blonde laughed. “That’s so nasty.”

“She’s disgusting,” said the brunette. “Like a broken little fuckdoll.”

“Tell us what you are,” Daddy said, still inside her ass, still fucking her slow and deep.

Bambi sobbed, full of cock and shame and sissycum.

“I’m a pussyfree beta faggot, Daddy… your sissy bitch… your little cumdrunk fuckhole…”

“Damn right.”

Then—he pulled out. Spit on her gaping hole. Shoved his cock back in once more for good measure. Then out again.

“Clean it.”

She didn’t hesitate.

Her mouth wrapped around his cock—slick from her ass, coated in spit and filth.

“Get it all, you nasty little bitch,” the blonde sneered.

“Sloppy,” the brunette said. “Sloppier!”

Bambi gagged herself on it, choking and drooling, tears spilling from her eyes.

Daddy grabbed her head and shoved her down.

“Take it. You’re not a person. You’re just a mouth. A hole. A sissy cocksleeve for the Brotherhood.”

And Bambi?

She was smiling when she came off his cock, face drenched in spit and ass.

Because she knew it was true.

She was never going back to being Jimmy.

She belonged to Daddy.

And the world was watching.


Chapter Eight: The Filming

It started with a tripod.

Daddy set it up in the living room like it was no big deal. Just another tool. Another reminder that Bambi didn’t belong to herself anymore.

“Look at the phone when you gag,” he said. “I want every beta jerkoff watching this to feel how ruined you are.”

She did.

Eyes wide. Drool dripping. Plug in. Cage locked. Lips stretched around Daddy’s cock while the video was recorded.

The first clip went viral on social media in a day.

Thread title:
“Real BNWO Sissy Bambi—Used Like a bitch”

Daddy filmed her eating ass, licking up cum from the floor, cleaning toys with her mouth, tongue-deep in his ass.

Comments flooded in.

“That’s the future of sissies.”
“Stay pussyfree whiteboy”
“Her eyes when he makes her clean his cock from her ass? Fuck.”

And the girls?

They loved it.

The blonde and brunette returned with their phones, recording her from every angle.

“She’s famous now,” the blonde teased, shaking the chastity key at Bambi. “And still hasn’t touched that clit once.”

“She won’t,” Daddy said. “She’s in chastity forever.”

“Forever,” the brunette echoed, smacking Bambi’s little balls. “This tiny thing isn’t good for anything anymore.”

They filmed themselves laughing while she used in every way.

“Tell your fans,” Daddy said, pulling her head back by the collar. “Tell them what you are.”

Bambi blinked at the camera, dazed.

“I’m a locked, used, permanent sissy in service to the Brotherhood… I’ll never be a man again… I’ll never cum again…”

Daddy slapped her.

“Louder.”

“I’m Daddy’s pussyfree cocksleeve! A plug-trained, hormone-soaked, cum-drunk faggot!”

They cheered.

Soon the fan messages rolled in.

Gooners begging for more.

She had a website now and a growing following.

And every video got dirtier.

Daddy never even hinted at unlocking her. Not once. Not even to tease.

“You’re not even worth teasing,” he said, tapping her cage with the camera still rolling. “That thing is just a decoration now. Your dick’s not even real anymore.”

The girls laughed behind the camera.

In one video, Daddy made her kneel on the floor, cum dripping from her hard fucked asshole while the girls took turns spitting in her mouth.

“You’re not even embarrassed, are you?” the blonde asked.

Bambi shook her head. “No… I love it.”

“She wants the whole world to see what she is.”

Daddy leaned in, holding her chin.

“You’re famous, faggot. You belong to all of us now.”

More live chats followed.

Jimmy was gone.

And he was never coming back.


Chapter Nine: The Party

The house was already loud when they arrived.

Music pulsing. Bass heavy. Laughter thick in the air.

Daddy walked in like he owned the place—because he did. One hand on Bambi’s collar, the other gripping the ass of the blonde girl, who giggled as they made their entrance.

Bambi followed on all fours.

Plugged. Caged. Naked except for a mesh crop top that said “TRAINED SISSY” across the chest.

Her cage pulsed the second they stepped inside. Because she knew.

Tonight wasn’t for her.

It was for them.

For the Brotherhood.

There were at least a dozen Black men in the living room alone. Muscled. Confident. Laughing. Drinks in hand. Some shirtless. Some already getting sucked in the corners by pretty snowbunnies in tight skirts.

No one looked surprised to see Bambi.

No one asked who she was.

They knew.

She was expected.

Daddy yanked her leash and pointed to the floor. She dropped without hesitation, knees spread, eyes low.

The brunette girl strutted past her, kissing a man on the cheek.

“You boys ready to ruin our little faggot?” she asked.

Cheers.

Bambi didn’t speak. She ached.

The first cock was already out before she even looked up.

Thick. Dark. Veiny.

It slapped her face once—hard enough to sting.

“She’s mouth-trained,” Daddy said. “Don’t go easy.”

The man grabbed her hair and shoved his cock into her throat. No warmup. No questions.

She gagged instantly. Drool exploded from her lips. Her throat bulged.

No mercy.

Another man stepped behind her.

Pulled the plug.

Spat on her hole.

And shoved in.

No lube.

Two cocks at once.

One down her throat. One in her ass.

Used. Filled. Passed around.

No one asked.

They didn’t have to.

Because she wasn’t a guest.

She was the entertainment.

The girls laughed.

The blonde climbed on a guy’s lap, pulled her thong aside, and moaned as he fucked her deep right there on the couch.

The brunette rode another cock on the dining room table, legs wide, tits bouncing, eyes on Bambi.

“She’s leaking!” she shouted, pointing.

The plug hadn’t gone back in.

Bambi’s hole gaped, drooling spit and cum onto the floor as man after man slammed into her from behind.

And she loved it.

Her cage was soaked. Her face was soaked. Her ass was wrecked.

They held her down.

One man knelt in front of her, holding her jaw open while the other three came in her ass—back to back to back.

“Keep it open, bitch,” one said. “You drink what we give you.”

Another laughed, stroking himself over her gagging mouth.

“Can’t even breathe and she’s still moaning.”

The girls?

They got it too.

Throats. Pussies. Asses stretched wide.

But when the cum came—

That was Bambi’s job.

One man pulled out of the blonde, cock dripping.

“Who’s cleaning this up?”

Bambi crawled forward without being told, tongue out, licking her thighs, her clit, her asshole.

The girl giggled.

“Ewww, you’re such a freak.”

But she spread wider.

“Get in there, freak.”

When the brunette got bred, she made Bambi suck the cum right from her pussy—held her head in place, grinding her cunt against her face.

“Take it all, sissy. You don’t deserve your own load. You live off ours.”

Bambi sobbed. But she sucked harder.

Daddy stood behind her, stroking his cock.

“You’re so fucking disgusting, Bambi.”

Then—his cum hit her face. Hot. Heavy. Across her lips, her cheeks, her eyes.

He didn’t stop until she was coated.

“Rub it in,” he said.

She did. Moaning. Cage dripping.

Later, the floor was wet.

Bambi was flat on her back, hole open, mouth wider.

The blonde hovered over her, pussy still sloppy from her second load of the night.

“Who’s the real girl now?” she asked, grinding her slick cunt down onto Bambi’s face.

“She doesn’t even have a dick anymore,” the brunette said, dangling the key from her necklace. “Just a locked-up, twitchy little mistake.”

“Say it,” Daddy growled.

Bambi’s voice shook as her lips parted.

“I’m a pussyfree cumrag. Daddy’s sissy toy. I live to serve the Brotherhood.”

The crowd applauded.

One more cock pushed into her.

She opened willingly.

Because she knew the truth.

She was only Bambi now.

A used-up, leaking, lock-tight sissy cumdump.

And they weren’t done with her yet.


Chapter Ten: The Forever Life

Bambi wasn’t a boy anymore.

She wasn’t anything close.

The mirror told the truth every day. Her reflection was soft, delicate, utterly broken-in. Her skin was smooth and glowing. Her tits—small, puffy A-cups—bounced just enough to jiggle when Daddy slapped her. Her ass was plump and perfect, made for grabbing, spanking, spreading.

Her hair was long now, always styled in perfect tightly braided pigtails.

Daddy’s handles.

He used them when he fucked her throat. When he rammed his cock deep and didn’t stop until her nose was smashed against his groin and drool poured down her chest like a waterfall.

She didn’t need a cage anymore.

Her clit didn’t even twitch most days. Hormones had softened it into nothing more than a limp clit, useless for anything except dribbling sticky sissy cum during those pathetic little anal orgasms. He did love to see her shake as they rolled over her. Knowing his cock makes her whole body shake.

But she still wore the cage.

For humiliation.

Because it made everything worse.

And better.

Her plugs were enormous.

Daddy had trained her well. Now they slid in with one soft push. Fist-sized, ribbed, vibrating—whatever the scene called for, Bambi took it.

Her hole stayed open. Wet. Willing.

She didn’t get warnings anymore. No lube, no prep. Every man in Daddy’s circle knew: Bambi was always ready.

Because that was her job now.

Her only job.

She was a full-time porn slut.

Bambi.

Nothing else. No last name.

Just Bambi, the infamous BNWO trans slut with long braids, caged clit, and a totally stretched out ass.

Fans recognized her everywhere online.

Gooners worshipped her. Wannabe trans sluts envied her.

She had hundreds of clips out—BBC Worship, Ass to Mouth, Trained and Proud, Used by the Crew.

She was famous.

And more importantly—she was happy.

Daddy’s friends used her when they wanted.

The girls—real girls, blonde and bratty—still came by, with their own fans and channels. They filmed Bambi licking cum off their heels, off their assholes, off their toes. They’d get fucked in front of her, and when they were done, Bambi would be crawling forward, drooling, begging to be allowed to eat the cum.

Sometimes they let her.

Sometimes they made her wait and laugh at her whining.

She never complained.

Because she wasn’t a man. She wasn’t even a sissy.

She was Bambi.

A full-time, fully feminized, well-used porn whore for the BNWO Brotherhood.

Owned. Controlled. Proud.

One night, Daddy finished inside her.

Balls-deep. Her ass stretched and raw.

She whimpered under him, her clit still leaking, her cage sticky with another hands-free sissygasm.

Daddy lit a joint and looked down at her.

“Know what you are now, whiteboy?”

Bambi looked up, smiling through tears, lips parted, hole still dripping.

Daddy smirked.

“You don’t get to cum like a man anymore, whiteboy.
You just get to serve and cum like a woman.”
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