

NO LIMITS FOR BAMBI
From Johnny to Sissy Slut

by
Amy Pink


Disclaimer:

This is a work of fiction intended for mature audiences only. All characters depicted are adults aged 18 or older. The story contains graphic sexual content, extreme kinks, and consensual roleplay scenarios that may be considered offensive or disturbing to some readers.

This story is pure fantasy. It does not promote or condone real-life non-consensual acts, hate, or discrimination of any kind. All submissive behavior and transformation themes are presented as consensual elements within the fictional narrative.

Reader discretion is strongly advised.


Chapter One: Wrong Turn

The music from the party he left still thumped in the distance, but Johnny had stopped caring two drinks ago. His steps were just a little off—light, uncertain, unsteady. Not wasted, but buzzed enough that the world felt fuzzy around the edges. He walked like he had nowhere to be, like the streets felt completely safe to him.

He always walked alone after parties. Because he wanted to walk past a certain place.

Skinny jeans hugged his narrow hips. And he was skinny for a boy, more like a model. The kind of body that looked like it had never seen a gym or worked hard. He moved lightly, effeminate without trying. Or maybe trying just enough.

His hair fell in messy waves down to his middle back. A little tangled. A little too long. He thought it made him look tough, a rebel. He knew that was a lie but he wanted to believe it. It framed his face just enough to make you wonder: if someone curled it, shaped it, brushed it out… would he pass?

Under the jeans—though no one could tell—he wore a pair of smooth silky panties. The waistband pressed lightly into the flat skin of his flat tummy. A little cock that got hardest if the porn was rough, and filled with Black men using white trans girls.

But Johnny didn’t talk to any of his friends about that part.

He called himself straight. Even when he knew better.

The neon glow of the only gay bar in town lit the sidewalk in soft pink and blue. The sign buzzed gently. Music pulsed through the brick walls. He kept his head down. He always did. He told himself he was just passing through. Not curious. Not craving.

But he slowed down anyway.

Outside, a few men stood smoking and talking. Confident. Relaxed. The kind of men who knew who they were. The kind of men Johnny avoided eye contact with—not because he wasn’t interested, but because he was terrified of what they’d see if they looked too close.

That’s when he stepped out from the shadows beside the bar.

A tall and strong looking Black man. Lean muscle under a stretched black tee, jeans sitting low on powerful hips. He didn’t smile. Didn’t ask for attention. Just watched Johnny like he already knew something.

Johnny’s heart skipped a beat.

He tried to look away. Kept walking.

But the man pushed off the wall with a slow, deliberate ease and followed a few paces behind.

“You just out here wanderin’, pretty boy?”

Johnny froze.

That voice. Deep. Calm. Dangerous in the way it didn’t need to be loud.

He turned, already blushing.

“I—I’m just heading home.”

The man smiled, slow and knowing.

“Uh huh. Sure you are. You always pass by here when you ‘head home’?”

Johnny’s throat tightened. His hands fidgeted in front of him.

“I’m not—this isn’t—”

The man stepped closer. Not threatening. Just sure.

“You wearin’ something under those jeans?”

Johnny's lips parted, but no words came. His whole body went hot and still.

The man tilted his head, eyes narrowing just a little.

“Lemme guess. Soft little panties. Maybe satin. Maybe lace. Real snug, right?”

Johnny swallowed hard.

“Thought so,” the man murmured. “You ain’t foolin’ nobody, sweetheart.”


Chapter Two: Come Inside

Johnny hesitated when the man opened the door to the bar.

Cool air and low music spilled out onto the sidewalk. The inside of the bar was dim, cozy—leather booths, glowing lights, the murmur of conversation. No bouncers at the door. No one asked for an ID. No one cared.

Donte didn’t wait for a yes. He just nodded toward the door, like it was already decided.

“Come on,” he said. “No one’s gonna stop you. Pretty little thing like you? You’ll fit right in.”

Johnny’s feet moved before his mind caught up. The door closed behind him with a heavy thunk.

Inside, everything felt hazy. Almost unreal.

A few men glanced up when they walked in. Black. Confident. Some alone, some with soft boys curled up beside them—pretty little things in skirts, heels, chokers, lashes. Johnny’s heart pounded. His jeans suddenly felt too tight.

Donte led him to the bar like he owned the place.

“Sit,” he said, patting a barstool.

Johnny slid onto it, clutching the edge of the bar like it might hold him upright. Donte was already waving over the bartender.

“Two whiskeys,” he said with a nod, then turned back to Johnny. “Relax. You’re not the first sweet boy to wander in here lookin’ lost.”

Johnny shifted in his seat. “I wasn’t—”

Donte raised an eyebrow. “You weren’t what? Lookin’?” He smirked. “Sure. You just happened to be walking around in panties near a gay bar after dark. Just a coincidence.”

Johnny went red. His drink arrived. He sipped. It burned, but he didn’t stop.

“You got a name, sweetheart?” Donte asked.

“Johnny.”

Donte nodded. “I’m Donte.”

He leaned on the bar, body close but not touching. His voice dropped lower, slower.

“So, Johnny. Tell me what you’re doin’ out here tonight.”

Johnny swallowed. “I… I don’t know.”

Donte chuckled softly. “Yeah you do.”

Johnny didn’t answer.

Donte took a sip of his drink, watching him over the rim. “You like Black men, Johnny?”

His breath caught.

“I—I mean—”

“You like feelin’ small around ‘em? Like bein’ looked at. Touched. Owned.”

Johnny stared down at the bar.

Donte leaned in close, mouth almost at his ear. “You ever sucked a Black cock before, Johnny?”

His whole body shivered.

Donte pulled back with a smirk. “Didn’t think so. But you’ve thought about it. Lot.”

He rested a hand on Johnny’s thigh—light, casual, like it belonged there.

“You’re soft. Pretty. I bet you don’t even fight it anymore, do you?”

Johnny’s voice was barely a whisper. “I don’t know…”

Donte’s hand slid slightly higher. “You will.”

Across the bar, a few other Doms were watching. Sissies, too—done up like little dolls. Some leaned in, whispering. One winked at Johnny. Another licked his lips.

Donte finished his drink in one long swallow and stood.

“Come on.”

Johnny blinked. “Where?”

“My place.”

Johnny hesitated.

Donte smiled. Warm. Smooth. Certain.

“I promise I’ll be gentle, sweetheart… this time.”

He turned and walked toward the door without looking back.

Johnny looked at the bar, at the men, the sissies, the lights.

And he followed.



Chapter Three: Owned 

Donte’s place smelled like leather and men’s cologne. Johnny swayed slightly as the door shut behind them. The room spun, just a little. Enough to make his body feel like it wasn’t quite his anymore.

“Take your shoes off,” Donte said, not even looking back as he dropped his keys on the counter.

Johnny obeyed. Something in the way Donte spoke made it impossible not to.

“Good boy.”

The praise hit harder than expected. Johnny flushed, a soft noise escaping his throat as he toed off his sneakers and stood there in his socks like a kid. Funny, Donte left his boots on, oh well.

Donte turned, bottle in one hand, two glasses in the other.

“One more drink. You earned it.”

Johnny nodded, numb and buzzing, and took the glass. The whiskey bit deeper this time, but it warmed him all the way down.

Donte watched him drink. “You’re already mine, you know that?”

Johnny looked down, shy and flushed.

“I mean, look at you. Tight little pants. That soft body. Walkin’ around in panties like a slut. You were just waitin’ for someone like me to notice you.”

He took Johnny’s glass and set it down, stepping close, lifting Johnny’s chin with two fingers.

“You suck cock, pretty boy?”

Johnny opened his mouth to answer, but Donte was already unzipping, already stroking that thick, heavy Black cock—dark, veined, already almost hard.

“Show me,” Donte said as he put his hand on Johnny’s shoulder and pushed down.

Johnny dropped to his knees.

It didn’t feel real—his lips parting, the weight of that cock against his tongue, the thick scent of Donte’s sweat and musk flooding his nose. He sucked as best he could, clumsy but eager, cheeks hollowing, spit dripping down his chin.

“Good boy…” Donte murmured. “That’s it. Just like that. No teeth, now.”

Johnny moaned softly, his own little white cock hard in his panties.

Then came the little bottle—Donte holding it up with a smirk.

“Ever had poppers, sweetheart?”

Johnny blinked.

Donte uncapped it and held it under his nose. “Breathe deep.”

Johnny inhaled.

The world tilted.

Donte’s cock slid deeper.

“Yeahhh… that’s it. Let it all slide in.”

Donte gripped Johnny’s head and fed his cock in deep. No warning. No care. Just thick meat disappearing down his throat.

Johnny didn’t flinch. His eyes watered. Drool poured. His face was blank—empty. Exactly how Donte liked it.

The poppers hit. Johnny’s throat went loose. He couldn’t breathe, couldn’t speak. Just open, stretched, filled. Like a hole.

Donte started moving. Not for Johnny. For himself. Hard. Deep. Unforgiving.

Johnny’s face was soaked. His nose bubbled snot. He looked up, silent, begging with his eyes.

This is all you’re good for, Donte thought. A dumb white sissy bitch.

Johnny’s little cock throbbed and he loved it.

When Donte pulled out, Johnny was gasping, dizzy, wet-faced and needy.

“On all fours.”

Johnny obeyed without question, his skinny body trembling as he crawled onto the couch.

Donte knelt behind him, yanked his jeans and panties down in one rough tug, then smeared lube between his pale cheeks.

Another whiff of poppers. Another dizzy wave. Then pressure. Then stretch.

Then Donte’s cock was inside him.

Johnny cried out fists clenched the cushions as Donte fucked his virgin hole slow and deep.

“Ohhh fuck,” Donte growled. “Tight little white pussy, just made for me.”

Dante pounded him hard, fucked him like he wanted too, deep and powerful strokes.

The thrusts got harder. Deeper. Johnny was a mess—drunk, leaking from his hard little cock, whimpering with every stroke.

And then Donte buried himself with a final thrust and groaned, “Take it. Take all my fuckin’ cum, boy.”

Johnny gasped as warm cum filled him.

Donte leaned in, breathing hard.

“Damn boy… I fucked your ass, made you suck me, and you didn’t even cum yet.”

Johnny could barely breathe.

“But you’ll be back,” Donte said softly, lips near his ear. “You want to belong to someone like me. Ain’t that right?”

Johnny whimpered. “Y-yeah…”

“Good boy.”

Donte pulled out and stood, his dirty cock shiny with cum and lube.

“Get on your knees again.”

Johnny dropped down.

“Jerk that little white clitty while you suck me clean. I want you to cum in your hand.”

Johnny’s hands shook as he obeyed. He jerked his tiny cock, panting, as he wrapped his lips around Donte’s dirty cock and sucked it.

It only took seconds.

He came—squeaking, helpless—into his cupped hand.

Donte laughed softly. “Eat it.”

Johnny stared, then obeyed.

Donte chuckled low in his throat as he towered over Johnny’s trembling form.

“Messy little thing,” he muttered, dragging a finger down Johnny’s cheek. “Just jerked that baby clit like a good desperate bitch.”

Johnny looked up, flushed and dazed, cum still on his lips.

Donte reached into his pocket and pulled out his phone. Took a picture of Johnny.

“Don’t worry bitch I wont share it. Give me your number.”

Johnny obeyed, voice barely above a whisper as he recited the digits.

Donte tapped it in, then held the phone out. “Put your name in—the name I should call you. Not that fake straight boy name you gave me earlier.”

Johnny’s fingers hovered over the screen.

He typed: "Good Boy"

Donte smirked. “Yeah. That fits.”

He slid the phone back into his pocket and leaned in close, grabbing Johnny’s jaw firmly.

“You’re mine now. That hole’s mine. That mouth’s mine. That tiny little cock? That’s definitely mine.”

Johnny whimpered softly. His thighs were still trembling.

“Get dressed and go clean yourself up in the bathroom. I’ll call you a ride.”

Johnny nodded quickly, scrambling to obey—still shaky, still flushed.

As he wiped his mouth and pulled his panties and jeans back on, Donte grabbed a hoodie from a nearby hook and tossed it at him.

“Wear that. Smells like me. I want you walkin’ home with my scent all over you.”

Johnny clutched it like a gift.

A few minutes later, a car horn honked outside.

Donte opened the door, holding it wide and looking totally relaxed like this was just another night.

“Next Friday. Eleven PM. You show up at the bar, same place. You miss it, I block your number. Got it?”

Johnny turned back as he stepped out, eyes wide, heart pounding. “I’ll be there.”

Donte nodded once.

“Good boy.”

The door shut behind him with a heavy click.


Chapter Four: Friday Night Cravings

Johnny hadn’t touched his cock in a week. Not once. Not even when he woke up hard with dreams of Donte's Black cock.

He’d been good.

He’d followed every command, reread every text, stuffed globs of lube into his tight hole with shaking fingers like a filthy little slut. His panties already had a wet spot before he even finished getting dressed, and by the time he slipped into his too-tight jeans, his cockette was pulsing.

At 11 PM sharp, he was there.

Same club. Same neon glow.

Donte was already waiting—leaning against the wall like he owned the night, arms crossed, grin slow and dangerous.

And the second Johnny got close, Donte didn’t say a word.

He just grabbed his ass with both hands and growled into his ear:

"You better be lubed up like I told you, slut. I'm not wasting time on foreplay tonight."

Johnny nodded, breath caught.

"Good. Let’s show the boys what kind of bitch you really are."

Donte led Johnny through the crowd like he was on a leash—big hand on his narrow waist, sometimes sliding lower to grope his ass, just to remind him who owned it.

At the bar, two tall Black men were already posted up. Confident. Broad-shouldered. The kind of men Johnny used to avoid eye contact with.

Now they were staring right at him.

“This him?” one of them asked, eyes scanning Johnny from head to toe.

Donte smirked. “Yeah. My new toy. Found him walking in front of the bar like a bitch in heat.”

Johnny’s face went bright red, but he didn’t move. Didn’t speak.

“Damn,” the other man laughed. “Is he really as good as you said?”

“Oh, he’s better. First night, I throat-fucked him till he almost puked, then made him lick my cock clean right after I pumped his little virgin ass full of my cum.”

The first guy raised his brows. “Wait—ass to mouth? First night?”

Donte nodded proudly. “Didn’t even flinch. Didn’t ask. Just opened that pretty mouth and sucked like he was born for it.”

Both men looked straight at Johnny.

One leaned close, his voice deep.

“You like the taste of your own hole, little bitch?”

Johnny trembled, his voice barely a whisper. “Yes, sir…”

Donte barked a laugh. “See? Straight boys don’t do that shit. But sluts do. He almost came while I fucked him. Didn’t even touch himself. Whole body just gave in.”

The second Dom reached forward and tugged lightly at the waistband of Johnny’s jeans.

“Boy this tight in the ass gotta stay lubed up. You slicked up for your Daddy, huh?”

Johnny nodded, shaking. “Yes, sir. I did what he told me.”

Donte leaned in, gripping Johnny’s neck.

“He stuffed his little hole with lube before coming here, just like I told him. Said it was messy, too—had to use his fingers. Said it leaked onto the floor.”

That got another round of low, knowing laughter from the men.

“Eager lil bitch,” one muttered, still eyeing Johnny like fresh meat. “You trainin’ him to share?”

“Maybe,” Donte said, pulling Johnny close. “But he ain’t ready for that yet. I have big plans for this little white bitch. Still just a needy cumslut learning how to serve one Black cock at a time.”

Johnny’s legs were shaking, his cock hard in his panties.

The men saw it.

“Damn, this boy’s rock hard. You that desperate for Black cock, princess?”

Johnny whimpered. “Yes, sir…”

One of them looked Donte up and down. “Bet he’ll be beggin’ next time. Probably gonna cry when you pull out.”

Donte tilted Johnny’s head so he had to look at them.

“Tell ‘em what you are, boy.”

Johnny’s lip trembled. “I’m… I’m your good little bitch.”

Donte smirked, planting a kiss on the top of his head like it was a reward.



Chapter Five - The Apartment 

Donte didn’t say a word on the ride back.

He didn’t have to.

His hand rested on Johnny’s inner thigh the entire way, fingers brushing just close enough to make Johnny squirm. His cock was rock hard in his jeans. Every bump in the road made his leaking tip twitch.

When they stepped inside Donte’s apartment, the door clicked shut behind them with finality.

Donte locked it slowly, then turned around.

“Strip.”

Johnny’s breath caught. “Y-yes, sir…”

His hands shook as he peeled off his clothes. Hoodie. Mesh top. Skin-tight jeans. Baby pink panties, soaked at the front from hours of denial. When he stood there naked, cock pink and twitching, Donte looked him up and down like something he owned.

“Now get us drinks.”

Johnny turned, naked, and walked into the kitchen—his cheeks burning, cock bouncing with each step he took. He poured a whiskey for each of them, then returned to the living room.

Donte was seated on the couch, legs spread wide, staring at him like a king waiting for service.

Johnny walked over and lowered himself to his knees, offering the glass up like an offering.

Donte took it without a word.

Then his eyes dropped to Johnny’s erection.

“You’re hard, so pathetic,” he said flatly.

Johnny flushed. “I—I’m sorry, sir…”

“You’re sorry?” Donte leaned forward. “Why the fuck are you hard, boy? You like being naked, on your knees, serving a Black man?”

Johnny shook his head quickly. “No, sir… I’m just—”

“You’re just what? A horny little beta bitch? A cum-hungry white boy who leaks every time he’s put in his place?”

Johnny’s voice broke. “Yes, sir… I’m a pathetic little white boy… I shouldn’t even be hard… I’m just a needy faggot who wants to be used.”

Donte grinned.

“Yeah, you are.”

He leaned back, pointing to his boots.

“Kiss ‘em.”

Johnny lowered his face without hesitation, pressing his lips to the black leather. First one, then the other. Again. Again.

“Say it,” Donte growled. “Say what you are.”

Johnny didn’t look up.

“I’m a pathetic little white boy who deserves to serve Black men. I’m weak. I’m desperate. I belong on my knees.”

“Say thank you.”

“Thank you for using me, sir. Thank you for treating me like what I am.”

Donte’s cock throbbed watching Johnny submit.

“Oh fuck,” he muttered. “Look at you. All those dirty little BNWO fantasies in your head… and now you’re living them.”

Johnny whimpered. “Yes, sir…”

Donte stood and slowly unzipped his pants.

“You ready to show me just how pathetic you really are?”

Johnny’s eyes widened. “Yes, sir. Please… please use me.”

Donte’s cock sprang free—thick, black, veined, a drop of precum at the tip.

“Open wide, boy. And don’t you dare stop until I say so.”

Johnny obeyed.

And his real training began.
Donte didn’t give him time to breathe.

The second Johnny’s lips wrapped around his cock, Donte gripped the back of his head and fed it deeper.

“Yeah, open up. Take that dick like the cum-starved little fag you are.”

Johnny gagged, throat already stretching around the thick shaft. Spit ran down his chin in long, glistening strands. He didn’t try to push off—he didn’t dare.

He just took it.

Donte rolled his hips slowly, letting his cock slide deeper with each thrust. His voice dropped low.

“You suck cock better than most girls, you know that? Fuckin’ disgrace to manhood.”

Johnny whimpered around Donte’s shaft.

Donte pulled out with a wet pop and stepped back, cock glistening with spit.

“On your back. Legs up. Now.”

Johnny scrambled to obey, flopping down on the rug, legs spread, hole glistening and slick from the lube he’d stuffed in earlier.

“Look at that. All lubed up and shiny. You got yourself ready like a good little slut, didn’t you?”

“Yes, sir,” Johnny gasped. “I wanted to be perfect for you…”

“You ain’t perfect. You’re pathetic. But at least you know your place.”

Then he grabbed Johnny by the ankles, pushing them up and outward, rotating Johnny’s ass up, and drove his cock deep into that hungry little hole.

Johnny cried out—loud, raw, overwhelmed. His hands gripped at nothing. His entire body shook.

Donte didn’t give him a second to adjust.

He fucked him. Hard. Fast. Deep.

“You like this, don’t you?” Donte growled. “Getting your white boy hole ruined by a real man.”

“Yes! Yes, sir, I love it—”

“You ever let a white boy do this to you?”

“N-no, sir…”

“Of course not. They don’t know how to own a bitch like you.”

Donte spit in Johnny’s face.

Johnny whimpered, cock twitching against his belly.

Then Donte slowed, pulled out, and stood up.

Donte straddled his face and looked down.

“You wanna be a real faggot, boy? Show me. Tongue out.”

Johnny obeyed without hesitation.

Donte spread his ass, balls heavy and swaying. Squatting down, his ass was musky and in Johnny’s face.

Johnny moaned.

And then he buried his face between Donte’s cheeks.

He licked, sucked, worshiped. Eyes closed, nose pressed deep, moaning into Donte’s ass like it was heaven.

“Fuck yeah,” Donte growled. “Eat that hole, bitch. Get it wet. Kiss my ass bitch. This what you dreamed about while you stroked that pathetic little cock?”

Johnny couldn’t answer—his mouth was too full.

Donte ground down, cock throbbing, balls resting on Johnny’s face.

After a minute, he stood again, towering over Johnny laying on the floor.

“You know what you are?”

“Yes, sir…”

“Say it.”

“I’m your filthy little white bitch. I eat ass, suck cock, and beg to be used.”

Donte stroked himself slowly.

“Yeah you do.”

He lined up again, pushing back into Johnny’s wrecked hole. Deeper this time. Smoother.


Stroking deep into that boi pussy. Already getting loosened up and used to this big Black cock. Donte loved it, this little bitch was a natural anal slut.


“Moaning like a little whore already. Damn right you are. This pussy was born to get stretched by Black cock. And it’s only gonna get looser.” 

Donte grabbed his hips tighter, driving in harder.

“You hear me, Johnny? You’re gonna be nothing but a full-time fuckpet. A hole. My hole.”

Johnny’s cock began to twitch.

“F-fuck—”

“Uh huh,” Donte smirked. “No hands. Just from getting fucked. That’s a sissygasm, boy. That’s your body saying ‘thank you.’”

Johnny moaned, back arching, cum spilling across his flat tummy.

Donte held his hips tight, pounding through it.

“Such a good little whore. Gonna keep you. Gonna share you.”

And then he came—deep inside Johnny again. Balls slapping. Moaning low. Flooding him.

When he pulled out, cum dripped from Johnny’s gaping hole.

Donte wiped his cock on Johnny’s face.

“You hungry, slut?”

“Yes, sir…”

“Clean me up.”

Johnny sucked Donte’s cock and balls, lapping up the mess. He moaned as he tasted his own ass again and Dontes cum and the lube. All flavors he would get used to and crave.


Chapter Six: Owned

“You really want this?” Donte asked, his voice low, dangerous. He stood in the doorway with his arms crossed, staring down at the small, shivering white boy kneeling before him.

“No more pretending. You move in, you belong to me. Every hole. Every minute. Every rule you follow.”

Johnny looked up, eyes wide, lips already glossed.

“Yes, sir,” he whispered. “Please. I want to be yours.”

Donte’s smile was slow and mean.

“Then strip.”

Johnny obeyed. Skinny, short, barely one-twenty soaking wet. His chest was flat, his ribs showing along his sides, his limbs thin. He looked more like a fragile doll than a man. There wasn’t much muscle on him. Just pale skin, trembling need, and a plug peeking from between his cheeks. A bit girlish looking, the perfect canvas for a trans fuckdoll.

Donte stepped forward and ran his hand down Johnny’s hair.

“Welcome home, bitch.”

Then the rules began.

Donte held the cage in one hand and the plug in the other.

“You know what these are.”

Johnny nodded, shaking slightly.

“Then bend over the table.”

Johnny obeyed, whimpering as the plug was pushed deep into his hole—slick, wide, heavy. He gasped as the widest part pushed in, his body stretching open for his new normal.

Then came the cage.

A tiny, baby pink cage—so small it didn’t just stop Johnny from getting hard, it kept him from even hoping to. Johnny’s pathetic little dick was barely four inches hard, and this cage was only three-quarters of an inch, smaller than even his soft length. He’d never feel it grow again. Just constant aching, leaking, dribbling from endless teasing and total denial. Donte slid it on slowly, locked it with a soft click, and gave the base ring a firm tug.

“There. Now I don’t have to worry about you touching what doesn’t belong to you anymore.”

Johnny’s cock was already leaking.

Donte laughed. “You’re excited for being locked up? Pathetic.”

Donte led him to the bathroom, and opened a bottle of hair removal cream.

“From the eyebrows down,” he said. “You’re not a man anymore. Not one bit of hair. I want you smooth, slippery, and fuckable.”

He smeared the cream over Johnny - chest, ass crack, little balls, arms, thighs, ass, feet, hands, everywhere.

Johnny shivered.

Ten minutes later, Donte rinsed him off.

Every bit of hair below his eyebrows was gone.

Every hair stripped away.

Johnny stared at his reflection, stunned. Smooth. Bare. Weak.

“Good girl,” Donte said mockingly. “Now let’s make you presentable.”

By noon, Johnny had learned his new routine.

Plug in. Cage locked. Lotion applied. Lip gloss on. Eyeliner smudged just right. Skin soft and glowing. Scented with something sweet and feminine.

Donte handed him a tiny crop top and a pair of satin booty shorts. The thin tight shirt showed off his nipples. The shorts clung to him like a second skin. The base of the plug visible, nestled between his tight firm ass cheeks.

“You’re not allowed to dress like a man ever again. You live here to look good, serve cock, and keep this place clean. That’s it.”

“Yes, sir…”

“Say it.”

Johnny’s voice trembled.

“I live here to serve you. I’m your plug-stuffed little bitch. I’m here to cook, clean, and beg to be used.”

Donte grabbed him by the back looking into his eyes.

“And don’t you forget it.”

That evening, Johnny served dinner wearing nothing but his little outfit. His arms trembled as he brought Donte’s plate to the table.

Donte didn’t thank him.

He reached between Johnny’s thighs and grabbed his little balls. Then slid his hand back and patted the butt plugs base.

“Good little bitch, caged and plugged.”

Then he tugged at the waistband, revealing Johnny’s caged cock.

“Still leaking?”

Johnny blushed, nodding. “I’m sorry, sir…”

“You should be sorry. A real man wouldn’t get off on this. But you’re not a man, are you?”

Johnny whispered, “No, sir…”

“You’re just a soft little white sissy for Daddy’s cock.”

He pushed Johnny to his knees again, and this time, he unzipped slowly, letting his cock fall heavy against the sissy’s cheek.

“You know your job.”

Johnny opened wide.

Donte fed him slowly, lazily, while eating dinner one-handed.

Johnny gagged and took it, tongue working, lips sealed.

When he finished eating, Donte led Johnny to the bathroom, making him kneel in the shower and stood over him.

“Drink.”

Johnny opened his mouth.

Donte pissed straight into his mouth.

Johnny choked. Swallowed. Didn’t stop.

“That’s right,” Donte growled. “You’re not a man. You’re a toilet with lip gloss. My piss loving urinal now”

When he finished, Donte flipped Johnny over onto all fours. Pushing his face down into the piss.

Pulling the butt plug out.

Donte slid in.

Hard. Deep. Rough.

Donte was fucking Johnny like the pathetic little bitch he was—no mercy, no holding back. Each brutal thrust slammed deep into Johnny’s stretched-out boi pussy. Donte had both hands on Johnny’s hips, using his body like it was just a hole, a soft, weak little body built for taking Black cock.

“Yeah, you feel that?” Donte growled, slapping Johnny’s ass hard enough to leave a handprint. “That’s what you were made for, bitch. You were never a man. Just a soft little cumhole waitin’ for a real Daddy to break you.”

Johnny could barely breathe, face in the wet shower floor. He tried to say something, but only moans and gasps came out, each one more pathetic than the last.

“That pussy ain't never gonna close again,” Donte said with a sneer, grinding his cock in deep and holding it there. “Gonna stretch you open so wide you’ll be drippin’ cum down your thighs every damn day. That’s what you want, right? Say it.”

Johnny whimpered, his voice cracking. “Y-Yes, Daddy… please… break me… make me your little faggot…”

Donte chuckled darkly, yanking Johnny’s head back by the hair so he could whisper right in his ear.

“You already are. You’re mine now, slut. Everyone’s gonna see what you are—a soft, white, bitch boy who lives for Black cock. Ain’t no goin’ back.”

Then he spit on Johnny’s face and slammed back in, rougher than before, fucking him deep. Johnny sobbed from the overwhelming pressure and pleasure, his tiny clit untouched, caged, useless—just like the rest of him.

And Johnny came again—his little clitty pulsing uselessly inside the cage.

Another ruined sissygasm.

Another broken moan.

Another thank you whispered through tears.

And Donte just smiled.

“You're mine now, forever.”


Chapter Seven: The Spiral

Johnny didn’t wear clothes anymore.

Not inside Donte’s apartment anyway.

He wasn’t allowed.

Every morning began the same: kneeling naked at Donte’s feet, freshly lotioned, smooth and slick, plug in, cage tight. His lips were always glossed. His eyes always lined just enough to look girly—but not like he was trying to pass. Just like a little sissy bitch who knew he wasn’t a real woman.

Donte sat above him, relaxed, cock out, morning coffee in hand.

“Morning, my pussyfree little bitch,” he’d say, tapping the side of Johnny’s face with his cock. “Ready to serve?”

Johnny would nod, caged clitty already throbbing.

“Yes, Daddy. Please let me serve you…”

And afterwards Donte would smirk. “Don’t forget to say thank you bitch.”

“Thank you for owning me, Daddy. Thank you for making me yours.”

That was every day.

And every day, Donte made it clear:

Johnny was beneath him. Beneath all Black men.

“This ain’t just a kink, boy,” he’d say, standing over Johnny while the sissy polished his boots with his tongue. “This is your purpose. You were born for this. Your little white sissy body was made to be bent over, filled, and ruined by Black cock.”

Johnny would moan softly at the words. That caged pink clitty would twitch. And Donte never let him forget it.

The training deepened.

Donte bought him a dildo—thick, black, and slick.

“You’re gonna ride this while you watch what you are,” he said, pressing play on a screen filled with BNWO hypno porn. “You hear those words? That’s who you are now.”

Johnny obeyed, straddling the dildo, bouncing slow as moans filled the room from both the screen and his own lips.

Donte stood over him, stroking himself, voice low.

“Look at you. Look at how you ride it. You’re not even pretending anymore.”

Johnny’s hands gripped his thighs. His back arched. His hairless chest rose and fell like he was trying to pose for an audience.

“Pose like a bitch,” Donte growled.

Johnny obeyed—spreading his legs wider, arching his back, pressing his flat chest forward, ass bouncing with need.

Donte moaned.

“That’s it. Show Daddy that needy white boy pussy.”

It got worse.

And Johnny loved it.

More training. More exposure. More rules.

He was expected to: Always sit or kneel at Donte’s feet. Ask permission to speak.
Suck cock on command. Thank Donte after every use—mouth, ass, or piss drinking or anything else. Repeat daily affirmations: “I’m a useless white sissy. I exist to serve. My only purpose is to please Black men.”

Donte whispered things to him during sex. Filthy things. Real things.

“You ain’t ever gonna be a man again.”

“You’re lucky I let you suck cock.”

“You’ll never feel a pussy. Only take it like one.”

And Johnny believed every word.

Soon, Donte would change his name.

Soon, the pills would start.

Estrogen. Progesterone. Full feminization.

And Johnny would become exactly what he craved:

A permanently plugged, hairless, caged, pussyfree sissy with soft skin, swollen nipples, and an aching hole that never felt full enough.

Donte’s white bitch.

Forever.


Chapter Eight: Shared Property

It had been one year since Bambi was renamed.

One year since the plug went in and never came out except to be replaced or cleaned.

One year since the hormones, the cage, the training, the obedience… and the total surrender.

Now, she had soft little girly tits. Her hips and ass had filled out. Her skin was always smooth, always lotioned. Her clit hadn’t been hard in so long it barely twitched anymore. And she didn’t speak like a man, or dress like one, or think like one. She spoke softly. High. Dumb. Always sweet. Always eager.

Donte made sure of it.

He trained her voice. Corrected her posture. Took away her big words.

“You’re not smart baby, so why fake it” he’d say while tugging her pigtails tight. “You’re pretty. That’s all you need to be.”

And now, she was about to be shared.

Donte had been planning the night for weeks.

It started with the outfit:
A tight little cheerleader uniform—pink and white.
The mini skirt barely covered anything.
The crop top? So small her hard nipples poked right through the fabric.

Her useless clitty didn’t get hard anymore.
But her nipples did.

All it took was the sight of a Black cock.
Or even just the thought of one.
That’s how deep the conditioning went.

No control. No dignity. Just a dumb, sissy bimbo aching to serve.

He braided her bleached hair into two perfect pigtails, gelled and pulled tight enough to make her eyes water. She sat on the floor between his legs while he worked, sniffling, already plugged and caged, her QOS spade tattoo peeking out beneath the skirt.

“Almost done, slut,” he said, tugging harder. “You’re gonna look so cute when I pass you around.”

“Yes, Daddy…” Bambi whispered.

Her tongue piercing made her lisp. Her large hoop earrings bounced as she nodded.

By the time the doorbell rang, her clitty was already leaking.

She knelt in the middle of the living room as Donte opened the door.

Three of his boys entered—Black, confident, grinning the second they saw her.

“Damn,” one of them muttered. “That her?”

“That’s Bambi,” Donte said proudly. “Fully trained. Fully owned. On hormones, pierced, stretched, and ready.”

“Shit,” another said, walking a slow circle around her. “She don’t even flinch?”

“She won't breathe unless I let her.”

They all laughed.

Donte stepped forward and cupped Bambi’s chin.

“Show them what a dirty white bitch you are.”

Bambi’s lips parted.

Her fingers reached back beneath her skirt.

She gasped as she pulled the plug out—slow, slick, wide.

It glistened in the low light.

She brought it around, held it to her mouth, and sucked it clean.

Long. Slow. Gagging just a little.

The room went quiet.

Then someone muttered, “Oh my fucking god.”

“She's all yours,” Donte said. “Use her how you want. Make her drink your piss. Fuck her throat. Slap her face, tits and ass. She’s here to serve.”

And Bambi just smiled.

“Thank you for using me, sirs…”

Her voice was soft, lisping, innocent. Her tongue stud clicked as she spoke. Her hands trembled slightly as she sat on her knees, legs parted just enough to show her cage.

Donte sat down in his favorite chair, beer in hand, eyes locked on his little bitch.

“Crawl.”

Bambi obeyed immediately—on all fours, slowly moving to his feet. Her skirt rode up. Her pigtails bounced with every inch forward. She looked like a slutty little schoolgirl bimbo, a toy in heat.

“Show off that cage.”

She sat back on her heels, spread her knees wide, and lifted her skirt to let everyone see the plastic cage locked tight around her tiny clit. The catheter inside her cockette made her drip fluid constantly. Her permanent chastity kept her constantly needy and aroused at the slightest thing. Her clit couldn’t even swell anymore. It was just a useless little button inside its cage.

“Fuckin’ tiny,” one of the guests said. “She even feel that thing anymore?”

“Nope,” Donte said. “Can’t cum except from anal. Can’t grow at all. Just leaks when she’s being humiliated. She leaks just from seeing my big Black cock, fucking pathetic.”

One of the men snapped his fingers. “C’mere, bitch.”

Bambi crawled to him without hesitation. He grabbed her pigtails, tugged hard, and fed her his cock.

It slid into her throat like she was made for it.

No gag. No resistance.

Just soft moans and spit running down her chin.

“God damn,” he groaned. “She’s got a well trained throat. Feels like a wet sleeve.”

“That's 'cause she is one,” Donte said. “That mouth ain't for talking.”

They used her like that for nearly an hour—rotating cocks, holding her by the collar, tugging her hair, forcing her to thank them after every use. Her eyes were wet and dreamy.

Bambi whimpered, eyes closed, and whispered, “Thank you, sir…”

“She say thank you for that?”

“She thanks us for everything,” Donte said. “She knows her place.”

Donte stood up next.

He lifted her skirt.

“She hasn’t been filled all day,” he said. “Time to stretch this pussy.”

He reached between her cheeks, spread her open, and spit right onto her exposed hole. Then he lined up his cock and pushed inside.

Bambi cried out, high and soft, like a girl getting fucked for the first time.

Donte grunted.

“Still tight, even with all the training. Gonna ruin this hole in front of you boys.”

He pounded her, hard, fast, brutal. Her little tits bounced with every slap of skin. Her collar jingled. Her earrings swayed. Her face twisted in overwhelming, helpless pleasure.

She came. Again.

Without touching her clit. Without permission.

A full sissygasm—her whole body shaking, cage leaking, mouth wide open in shock.

“Fucking pathetic,” one of the men muttered. “Came just from getting her ass used.”

Donte grinned. “She does that a lot now.”

When he came inside her, he pulled out slowly, letting the cum drip down her thighs.

He grabbed her pigtails, dragged her forward, and fed her his cock again.

“You know what to do, bitch.”

She licked.

She sucked.

She cleaned his cock, even as his cum ran from her stretched hole onto the floor.

She wasn’t done.

“Eat ass,” someone barked.

She obeyed. Tongue out, and worshipped the next man’s hole like it was sacred. She moaned as she licked, moaned as she sucked his balls, moaned as she was used over and over.

“Fuckin’ slut. She loves this.”

“Look at her. She’s crying.”

“She’s not crying 'cause she's sad,” Donte said. “She’s crying 'cause she’s finally living her truth.”

And Bambi nodded, tears falling.

“Yes… thank you… thank you all…”

The floor was soaked.

Drool, piss, cum—most of it hers. Some of it still dripping from her thighs. Her tongue hung out, eyes glassy, cheeks streaked with tears and makeup.

Her hole throbbed, stretched wide from Donte’s last use.

And still—still—she knelt, hands on her thighs, trying to stay pretty and presentable.

She looked up at Donte, mascara streaking down her cheeks.

“Thank you for letting me serve your friends, Black Master…”

Donte didn’t answer right away.

He was staring at her. Proud. Calm. Holding his glass like he’d just watched his property pass inspection.

One of the men zipped up and smirked. “She ain’t just a bitch, man. She’s like… trained trained. That’s a whole lifestyle.”

Donte nodded slowly. “Told y’all. She’s on hormones. Caged 24/7. No manhood left in that body. Just soft skin, little tits, and a clit that leaks when you talk down to her.”

Bambi whimpered at the praise. At the truth.

She wasn’t a man. Not anymore.

She was a broken-in, hormone-softened, pussyfree sissy—desperate for approval. Desperate to be used. Desperate to feel her worth from serving her superiors.

After the guests left, Donte didn’t say a word for a long time.

He just sat back down in his chair, legs spread, cock out, eyes never leaving Bambi as she cleaned the floor on all fours—licking, slurping and swallowing it all.

When she finished, she returned to her knees in front of him.

“Good girl,” he finally said. “Tired?”

She nodded weakly. “Yes, Black Master…”

“Used?”

“Yes, sir… they… they used all of me…”

He smirked.

“Good.”

Then he leaned forward.

“Now listen, slut. That wasn’t a special night. That wasn’t a one-time event. That’s your life now. You understand me?”

Bambi swallowed, “Yes, sir…”

“From now on, you’ll be shared whenever I feel like it. With whoever I choose. Your hole, your mouth, your throat—it’s all mine. And if I want to lend you out to ten men in a row, you’ll take it. You’ll smile. You’ll thank them.”

She nodded fast. “Yes, Black Master. Thank you for letting me be used…”

“Good.”

He reached out and grabbed the leash clipped to her collar.

“I’m proud of you, Bambi. You’re almost ready.”

She blinked, wide-eyed.

“For what, sir…?”

Donte stood, pulling her forward by the collar until she was crouched at his feet again.

“For the studio. For the world. For full submission. You’re not just my toy anymore.”

He smiled down at her.

“You’re gonna be a star.”

Chapter Ten: Studio Debut

The car ride was silent.

Bambi sat in the backseat with her hands folded in her lap, wearing nothing but her pink chastity cage, a plug so thick it made her squirm with every bump, and the leather collar Donte always had her wear.

Her skin was perfectly smooth. Her cheeks were blushed. Her little A cup tits bounced slightly with every movement.

Her pigtails were perfect. Her lashes curled. Her lips glossed in a bright pink shimmer.

She didn’t speak.

She just stared out the window, breathing slow, remembering every humiliating step that led her here.

This wasn’t a fantasy anymore.

She wasn’t just a sissy in training.

Today, she became Black property. On record. On film. Forever.

The studio was quiet when they arrived.

Dark. Industrial. Clean.

There were three men waiting.

Donte's friends—but now also producers, handlers, owners.

“You bring the bitch?” one asked.

Donte nodded and opened the door.

Bambi stepped out slowly, head bowed, collar jingling.

“She’s trained,” Donte said proudly. “And she’s ready.”

One of the men walked a slow circle around her, then snapped a photo.

“Fuck. She really looks like a little sissy girl.”

“She is,” Donte said. “Voice, posture, attitude—everything. She begged me to bring her here.”

The handler leaned in.

“That true, Bambi? You beg to be filmed getting used?”

Bambi blushed deeply, her voice soft and high.

“Yes, sir… please… I want to be seen. I want to show the world what I am…”

“And what are you?”

She looked up through her lashes.

“A sissy slut for Black cock. A hole.”

They all laughed.

The filming began with her on her knees—hands behind her back, back arched, ass pushed out.

One camera focused on her face. Another on her cage.

“Say your name.”

She smiled sweetly.

“My name is Bambi. I am owned by the BNWO. I exist to serve Black men only. My body is not my own. My mouth, my ass, my throat—they’re all holes to be used. I am here to be used, degraded, filled, and forgotten.”

The first cock slapped her lips before she even finished.

She opened wide, moaning as it pushed deep, stretching her throat.

Then another.

Then another.

She gagged. Choked. Dripped.

The cameras caught it all.

Her makeup smeared. Her hair tugged. Her collar held tight as her eyes rolled back.

She came without touching herself.

Another ruined sissygasm.

Another pathetic whimper.

Another load down her throat.

Then came the final scene.

The studio floor.

Her plug removed slowly on camera, gaping wide.

Donte stepped into frame.

“No lube,” he said. “Not for her debut.”

And he mounted her raw.

Her scream was real.

So was the second sissygasm.

And the third.

By the time he finished inside her, Bambi was a trembling, dripping mess of tears, cum, and joy.

She wasn’t a boy anymore.

She wasn’t even a person.

She was a pornstar bitch. A breedable studio toy. A warning to every other white boy watching.

And when the camera zoomed in close, she whispered her final line:

“Thank you, Black Master. I hope every white boy ends up just like me.”


BNWO Studios Presents: Interview with Bambi

She sits on the edge of the black leather couch, legs tucked under, back straight.
Her skin is pale and perfect. Glossed lips pout just slightly.
Her little A-cup tits peek through the sheer pink crop top she was told to wear.
Caged, plugged, collared.
Nails painted. Eyeliner light. Earrings big and bimbo.

She looks like a doll.
A doll that’s been owned.
A doll that’s been used.

Interviewer: “Tell us your name, slut.”

She blushes immediately. Her voice is soft, almost girlish, with that little lisp from her tongue ring.

“My name’s Bambi… I’m nineteen years old… and I’m owned by the BNWO…”

Interviewer: “How many scenes have you done?”

She squirms, cage already dripping against the inside of her thighs.

“Ten, sir… All extreme. All bare. All for Black cock.”

Interviewer: “You always this filthy?”

She bites her lip.

“No, sir… I used to be a regular boy… kind of shy… I had a girlfriend… I used to think I was straight…”

Interviewer: “What changed?”

She looks down.

“I… found some videos. BNWO stuff. White sissy training clips. I… I couldn’t stop watching. It made my clit twitch like nothing else. I started imagining being the one on my knees. Plugged. Owned. I started dressing up… just a little…”

Interviewer: “And now?”

Her face goes red. She smiles, but it’s broken—humiliated.

“Now I live in a cage. I take hormones. I clean floors with my tongue. I get used every day by my Black Master, and I thank him after.”

Interviewer: “What’s your favorite way to be used?”

She moans under her breath. Her thighs squeeze.

“I… I love being throat-fucked. I love when they hold my collar and say I’m a hole. When I leak in my cage and cry through my lashes.”

Interviewer: “Tell the camera how you look now.”

She exhales, voice shaking with submission.

“I’m tiny. I’m five-four. A little thing. I weigh maybe a hundred twenty pounds. I’ve got little A cup tits now… soft skin… bleached hair in pigtails… my plug stays in unless Master wants it out… my clit doesn’t even work anymore. It just leaks.”

Interviewer: “What’s your purpose?”

She answers without hesitation.

“To serve Black cock. To be a living example. To make other white boys weak. To get filmed, stretched, humiliated, and broken so they know exactly where they belong.”

Interviewer: “You want them to end up like you?”

She nods fast, eyes wide.

“Yes, sir… I want them caged. Plugged. Begging. I want them to forget what being a man ever felt like. Just like I did.”

Interviewer: “One last thing. Look at the camera. Tell every white boy watching what they should do.”

She leans forward slightly, her collar glinting, her voice breathy.

“Give up. Strip down. Kneel. Open your mouth. You were never meant to be a man. You were meant to be a Bambi.”
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