

SIN CITY SISSY
The story of a young white sissy and her dom black daddy

Disclaimer:
This story is intended for mature audiences only. All characters depicted are over the age of 18, and all activities are consensual. The content includes elements of feminization, interracial themes, dominance, and more. Please be aware that this is not a love story. Reader discretion is advised.



CHAPTER 1
THE JOURNEY BEGINS 

Jimmy had always felt like an outcast in his small Kansas town. At 5'2" and barely 105 pounds, his frail, small frame made him an easy target for bullies. His ribs showed through his pale skin, emphasizing his vulnerability and making him feel even more helpless. The boys at school called him a sissy, or fag, or worse.

Despite his best efforts, Jimmy could never gain weight or build muscle. His attempts at working out only highlighted his thinness, making him feel even more inadequate. His androgynous looks, with delicate features and a slight build, leaned more towards the feminine, causing confusion and further isolation. While the girls at school were kinder, treating him more like a friend, they too never saw him as manly or masculine, reinforcing his sense of not fitting in.

Surprisingly, Jimmy found a certain comfort in his thinness. It felt right to him in a way that being bulky and muscular never could. He enjoyed the lightness, the ease with which he could move, and the way his clothes fit him. He felt more in touch with his true self, even if it meant facing constant ridicule from others.

The internet became Jimmy's escape from the harsh realities of his small-town life. He spent countless hours exploring, and it was online that he discovered a world that both fascinated and excited him. He became fixated on BNWO (Black New World Order) and BBC (Big Black Cock) porn. These videos stirred something deep within him, something that felt both shameful and thrilling. Watching these videos, Jimmy felt a mix of excitement and longing that he couldn't quite explain. They spoke to a part of him that craved being dominated, a part that yearned for something more than the boring existence he had known.

Jimmy discovered a whole new world online through chat rooms that seemed to welcome him with open arms. Many men seemed happy to talk to a young boy like him. They often referred to him as "boy" even though he was 18, and that was perfectly okay with him. Initially, Jimmy ventured into these chat rooms with the hope of talking to girls, but he found himself increasingly drawn to conversations with older men. These men seemed to understand him on a deeper level, they seemed to understand just what he wanted and needed to hear.

The more time he spent in these chat rooms, the more he found himself seeking the attention of these older men. Their praise and even humiliating words made him feel valued and appreciated in a way he had never experienced before. When they called him a "good boy" or, even better, a "good girl," Jimmy felt a rush of excitement. These interactions made him feel special and desired.

Many of these men suggested that he would look lovely as a girl, and they found his thinness and girlish looks attractive. They called him a blank slate perfect for hormone treatments and feminization. This made Jimmy feel like he was in heaven, being so appreciated and desired. The idea of being seen as a girl was thrilling, and he began to embrace it more and more.

Some men in the chat rooms used humiliating words and phrases when talking to him, and to his surprise, this seemed to turn Jimmy on even more. The combination of praise and humiliation created a powerful and intoxicating mix of emotions that he had never felt before. It was as if these men could see right through him, understanding and accepting his deepest desires.

Jimmy's time in these chat rooms became his escape from the harsh realities of his small-town life. The acceptance and attention he received online made him feel alive and gave him the courage to explore his true identity further. This sense of belonging and desire began to shape his dreams and goals, leading him towards a path of self-discovery and acceptance.

In the privacy of his room, Jimmy would put on the panties he had secretly bought online. The soft, silky fabric against his skin made him feel sexy, more himself than he ever did in his regular clothes. Wearing them while watching his favorite hypno videos, he felt an intoxicating blend of shame and pleasure. It was his secret world, a place where he could be free from the judgments of his small town and the harsh words of his peers.


CHAPTER 2
VEGAS

Jimmy saved every penny he could from his dead-end job in his little Kansas town, determined to escape and find something, or someone, who could help him be his true self. The end of the summer after he turned 18 marked a turning point. He had saved enough money to finally leave this boring and unwelcome country town.

He spent that night dreaming of the possibilities that awaited him. The idea of leaving behind the narrow-minded town and finding a place where he could truly be himself filled him with hope. He envisioned a future where he could embrace his true identity, where he could find acceptance and perhaps even love.

As the sun rose the next morning, Jimmy packed his small suitcase, carefully folding his favorite pair of panties and placing them on top. He took one last look around his room, filled with the memories of teen years spent yearning for something more. With a deep breath, he walked out the door, ready to explore the world.

Jimmy’s journey had just begun, and though the road ahead was uncertain, he felt a newfound sense of purpose. He was determined to find a place where he belonged, a place where he could be the person he had always known himself to be. And perhaps, along the way, he would find someone who could fill the void left by the absence of a father figure, someone who could be the Daddy he had always needed. People always talk about Daddys girls and he figured that’s what he really was.

Jimmy was filled with nervous excitement as he boarded the bus from his small Kansas town to Las Vegas. He had saved every penny for this moment, dreaming of a place where he could truly be himself. The stories he had heard about Vegas painted it as a city of acceptance and possibilities, especially for someone like him. A few trans girls he had chatted with online called it the new San Francisco, a haven for those seeking freedom and expression.

The bus ride seemed to take forever, but Jimmy’s anticipation kept him wide awake. As the lights of Las Vegas finally came into view, a surge of hope and exhilaration washed over him. This was it—his chance to start anew.

Upon arriving, Jimmy checked into a run down, budget-friendly hotel. The room was small and a bit shabby, but to him, it felt like a good place to start. As soon as he set his suitcase down, he hurried to the bathroom to get ready. He wasn't great at makeup yet, but he had been practicing. He applied a layer of lip gloss, the pink hue making his lips look plumper and more feminine. Next, he carefully applied eyeliner, trying to make his blue eyes pop. It wasn’t perfect, but it was a start.

He then styled his hair the best he could. His long, blonde locks reached down past his shoulders, though the cut was still decidedly not feminine. He knew a proper haircut would make a world of difference. Slipping into his favorite pair of lace panties, he felt a rush of confidence. The silky fabric against his skin made him feel sexy and more in touch with his true self.

Feeling a blend of nervousness and excitement, Jimmy opened his laptop and began searching for a salon near his hotel. He wanted a girlish haircut, something that would help him blend in and feel more like the person he knew he was inside. After scrolling through several options, he found a place that seemed perfect and booked an appointment for the next day.

Jimmy couldn’t help but smile as he looked at his reflection in the mirror. Despite the imperfections in his makeup, he felt beautiful and daring. The lip gloss made his lips shine, and the eyeliner gave his eyes a captivating allure. The sight of his thin, frail frame in the mirror, adorned in delicate panties, made him feel on top of the world. This was the beginning of his new life, a step towards the person he had always dreamed of becoming.

The thought of getting his hair cut into a more feminine style filled him with anticipation. He imagined how different he would look and feel, and how much closer he would be to the person he saw in his dreams. As he lay down to sleep that night, the excitement of what tomorrow would bring made it hard to close his eyes. In the city of lights and dreams, Jimmy was ready to find his true self.


CHAPTER 3 
THE WEB

Jimmy had seen and even spent some time on websites that featured live videos of people performing sex. He often wondered if anyone would find him sexy. His self-confidence was low, but he needed money desperately. Setting up an account on a live streaming site seemed like it might work, so he decided to give it a try.

The account setup process took longer than he had expected. He had to send photos of his ID and provide a lot of personal information. Thankfully, he still had his bank card and bank account from back home. Once that was done, he began to realize how inadequate his old laptop and the rundown hotel's slow wifi were. He felt discouraged but pushed through, determined to make it work.

Despite his bad equipment, Jimmy finally managed to get online and access the live stream rooms. Initially, things were slow. Viewers commented on his poor video and sound quality, which made him feel discouraged. However, as time went on, he noticed more and more viewers joining his stream. Some viewers even gave him tips and offered advice on how to improve his setup and attract more tips.

As the night wore on, Jimmy started to receive more compliments. Men who liked his appearance began to show up, and their praise made him giggle and smile. Even the humiliating comments turned him on, making his small, pink penis hard. The encouragement he received, even from those who suggested he dress sexier and get dildos, boosted his confidence.

To his amazement, Jimmy made $300 that night just by being himself—an encouraging start to his new life in Las Vegas. He couldn't help but laugh at the irony of making money this way, not even having transformed fully into the girl he aspired to be yet.


CHAPTER 4
MEETING

Jimmy woke up the next morning, feeling a mix of excitement and nervousness. The previous night had been a rush—his first real success on Chaturbate. He couldn't help but feel a small sense of accomplishment, despite the lingering anxiety about what he was doing. He got out of bed and stretched, the morning light filtering through the thin curtains of his small apartment.

He took a shower and as usual couldn’t help rubbing over his hard nipples and spending a little too much time soaping between his ass and rubbing his little balls and pink cock. Afterwards he dressed in his usual androgynous style: a loose tank top that clung to his slender frame showing off his nipples and a pair of tight jeans that accentuated his small waist and ass. He used the vanity counter in the bathroom, carefully applying pink lip gloss and black eyeliner to enhance his delicate features. His long blonde hair, still damp from the shower, fell in waves down his back.

As he finished getting ready, he checked his Chaturbate account on his laptop. The tips from last night had added up nicely, and he felt a flicker of hope. Maybe this could be the start of something more. However, a part of him couldn't shake the feeling of uncertainty. Was he really cut out for this? What if someone from his old life recognized him?

Pushing those thoughts aside, Jimmy decided to take a walk to clear his mind. The small coffee shop down the street was a new discovery for him, and he hoped it would be a good spot to relax. As he walked, he couldn't help but notice the looks he got from passersby—some curious, some judging, some appreciative. He had always felt a little out of place, but in this moment, he also felt seen and loved it. People in Vegas seemed used to just about anything.

When Jimmy entered the coffee shop, the barista greeted him with a friendly smile. "Hi there! What can I get for you today?"

Jimmy looked at the wall menu and decided to keep it simple. "Just a grande latte, please."

After getting his drink he took a seat by the window, sipping his coffee and watching the world go by.

Lost in thought, Jimmy didn't notice the man who had entered the coffee shop and was now standing by his table. When he finally looked up, his heart skipped a beat. The man was tall and muscular, his dark skin contrasting sharply with the white T-shirt he wore. He had an air of confidence that was impossible to ignore.

"Mind if I join you?" the man asked, his deep voice sending a shiver down Jimmy's spine.

Jimmy nodded, unable to find his voice. The man sat down, his presence dominating the small table. "I'm Marcus," he said, extending a hand.

Jimmy shook it, feeling the strength in Marcus's grip. "Jimmy," he replied, his voice barely above a whisper.

"I know," Marcus said with a small smile. "I saw your stream last night. You were amazing."

Jimmy's eyes widened in surprise. "You did? That was my first time."

Marcus nodded. "I could tell. But you have a natural talent. I think I can help you develop it."

Jimmy hesitated for a moment, his excitement barely contained. "Really? I mean, that would be incredible. But..."

Marcus's smile widened and he didn’t wait for Jimmy to finish. "Good. How about we start with lunch? My treat."

Jimmy knew he was totally getting carried away. He hesitated for a moment, then nodded. "That sounds great."

They left the coffee shop together, Marcus leading the way to a nearby café. As they walked, Marcus spoke in a relaxed, easy-going manner, putting Jimmy at ease. They talked about Jimmy's stream, his aspirations, and his concerns about being recognized. Marcus listened attentively, offering reassuring words and advice.

At the café, they found a secluded table in the back. Marcus placed the orders, encouraging Jimmy to try some new items. Marcus's leadership felt natural, and Jimmy felt comfortable letting him take charge. The food was delicious, and Jimmy found himself relaxing more and more as they talked. Marcus's easy-going nature made him feel comfortable, and for the first time in a while, Jimmy felt a sense of hope and excitement about the future.

As they finished their meal, Marcus leaned back in his chair, studying Jimmy. "How about a spa trip next? You deserve a little pampering after your big night. Pretty girls like you deserve the best"

Jimmy blushed at being called a girl. "I'd love that." Despite having always heard that nothing comes without a price and that people always expect something in return, this all seemed so fun.

Marcus smiled. "Perfect. Let's go."

As they entered the salon, Marcus guided Jimmy to a plush chair, his large hand lingering reassuringly on Jimmy's small shoulder. The stylists, all impeccably dressed and radiating confidence, welcomed Jimmy with warm smiles and twinkling eyes. They immediately sensed the dynamic between Marcus and Jimmy, and their knowing looks and subtle winks towards Marcus didn't go unnoticed.

"Hi, sweetheart," one of the stylists, a bubbly brunette named Lila, said as she draped a cape over Jimmy. "We’re going to make you look absolutely fabulous today."

Jimmy blushed, feeling both nervous and excited. "Thank you," he murmured, glancing at Marcus for reassurance.

Marcus leaned in, his voice low and soothing. "I think a style that makes you look young and fresh would be perfect. Something a teenager would wear and is easy for you to manage."

Lila nodded, her eyes sparkling with excitement. "How about we keep your hair long with some face-framing layers and long bangs? This way, you can still have pigtails to play with." She looked at Marcus and winked, a knowing smile spreading across her face.

Jimmy's heart fluttered. "That sounds great."

As Lila began to work, the other stylists would stop over, offering encouragement and compliments. "You have such beautiful hair," one said, running her fingers through Jimmy's long blonde locks. "This new style is going to make you look like a star."

The stylists were friendly, their enthusiasm infectious. They chatted with Jimmy about makeup tips, outfit ideas, and the excitement of exploring his sissy side. Occasionally, they glanced at Marcus with knowing smiles, aware of his reputation for transforming young white sissies into porn stars. This wasn't the first white boy he had brought to the salon.

They spent the rest of the afternoon at the luxurious spa. Jimmy was treated to a cut and style, a massage, a facial, and a mani-pedi. By the end of the day, he really felt like a princess, his worries and anxieties melting away under the staff's attentive care.

Jimmy looked at himself in the mirror and hardly recognized the reflection staring back. His hair, now beautifully styled, framed his face perfectly, giving him a fresh, youthful appearance. He looked every bit the pretty sissy Marcus had envisioned.

"You look stunning," Marcus said, his voice filled with genuine admiration. The stylists giggled and exchanged smirks, clearly enjoying Jimmy's transformation and his reaction.

The rest of the afternoon was a blur of pampering. The facial left his skin glowing, the massage melted away the last of his anxieties, and the mani-pedi gave his hands and feet a delicate, feminine touch. The spa girls were super nice, but there was an edge of playful teasing in their interactions. "You’re going to make so many heads turn," one of them said, winking at Marcus. "Just wait until you see the reactions you get."

By the time they left the spa, Jimmy felt like he was floating on air, his confidence bolstered by the transformation and the unwavering support from Marcus and the salon girls. The subtle humiliation and the knowing looks from the spa girls had added to his sense of submission, making him feel even more connected to his new role.

As they left the spa, Marcus turned to Jimmy with a serious expression. "I see a lot of potential in you, Jimmy. If you're willing to work hard, I think you can achieve great things."

Jimmy nodded, his heart swelling with gratitude and determination. "I'm ready."

Marcus's smile returned. "You do know I’m talking about Chaturbate and stuff like that right?"

Jimmy's cheeks flushed slightly at Marcus's directness, but he nodded firmly. "Yes, I understand, and I know I have a lot to learn."

Marcus's smile widened, his eyes shining with approval. "Good. That's the attitude I like to see."

Jimmy's heart swelled with gratitude. "Thank you, Marcus. I won't let you down."

Marcus dropped Jimmy off at his shabby hotel, the perfect backdrop for the transformation about to unfold. With a mischievous smile, Marcus told Jimmy to think of a good girl name to use from now on, watching with satisfaction as a blush crept across Jimmy's delicate cheeks.

As Marcus drove away, his mind buzzed with thoughts of the possibilities. He knew that a small-town sissy boy like Jimmy would be naive but also eager to please and so easy to manipulate. Jimmy was a boy with daddy issues, desperately needing a real man like Marcus to pay attention to him. Marcus could see the vulnerability in Jimmy's eyes, the hunger for approval and the desperate need to please.

Marcus knew that with the right combination of praise and spoiling, Jimmy would do anything he was told. He would lap up the attention, eagerly performing for Marcus and his growing audience on Chaturbate. The thrill of molding and training Jimmy into a submissive, well-behaved toy sent a shiver of excitement through Marcus.

He could envision the future clearly: Jimmy, craving his big black cock, doing whatever he was told without hesitation. The boy would become addicted to the praise and validation, performing increasingly degrading acts just to earn a nod of approval from Marcus. It would be a thrilling journey, watching Jimmy's transformation from a naive sissy boy to a porn star, willing to do anything to please his master.

Jimmy was excited to get back on Chaturbate, hungry for the attention of her viewers. He couldn't stop thinking about Marcus's suggestion that he needed to pick a girl name. He loved the name Jessica, but he also knew there were a lot of Jessicas out there, so he decided to add Marie to it. He loved the sound of it—Jessica Marie. Maybe someday he would legally change his name.

Before going live, Jimmy decided to enhance his setup. He logged onto Amazon and ordered a few essentials: a set of butt plugs, a lifesize black dildo, some lights for his broadcasts, and a better camera. With these upgrades, he could turn his shabby hotel room into a mini studio, ready to captivate her growing audience.

With his new orders placed, Jimmy prepared to go live. He logged in and changed his username to Jessica Marie. Now he really felt like he was becoming a girl. Her heart raced with anticipation as she started the stream, eager to see the reactions to her new look.

"Hey everyone, it’s Jessica Marie," she greeted her audience, her voice soft but confident. "I hope you like my new look."

Marcus tuned in and was pleased to see the name change. Using a different username, he engaged with Jessica, encouraging her and seeing how she would respond to various forms of interaction. He tested her reaction to subtle humiliation, mixed with plenty of praise and compliments.

"Jessica Marie, you're looking stunning tonight," Marcus typed, watching intently for her reaction.

Jessica's heart raced as she read the comment. "Thank you!" she responded, feeling a thrill at the recognition.

Marcus continued, "You must feel so proud, showing off that beautiful new hairdo. Such a good girl."

Jessica blushed, her excitement growing. "I do! I love my new look."

Marcus decided to push further. "Such a pretty little sissy, eager to please. I bet you love being called a good girl, don't you? Such a desperate little thing, hungry for attention."

Jessica felt a rush of excitement and arousal. "Yes, I do! I love it," she said, her voice trembling with excitement.

"Of course you do," Marcus typed his reply. "You're just a needy sissy, craving all the attention you can get. You'd do anything for a bit of praise, wouldn't you?"

"Yes, I would," Jessica admitted out loud, feeling the heat rise in her cheeks. The humiliation mingled with the praise was intoxicating, making her feel vulnerable.

"Show us how much you want it, Jessica Marie. Beg for it. Show everyone what a good little sissy you are."

Jessica hesitated for a moment, then said, "Please, give me more attention. I need it. I'm a good girl. I'll do anything for you."

"That's better," Marcus typed, a satisfied smirk on his face. "Such a pathetic little sissy, begging for approval. You're nothing without it, are you?"

"No, I'm nothing without it," Jessica replied, the words both thrilling and humiliating her. She felt a strange sense of fulfillment in admitting her neediness, craving more of Marcus's dominant attention.

Marcus's strategy was working perfectly. He was grooming Jessica to be a good girl, her responses showing that she was soaking up the attention and thriving under the blend of praise and overt humiliation. This was just the beginning, and Marcus knew that with each passing day, Jessica Marie would become more confident and devoted to her new identity, craving every bit of attention and humiliation that came her way.



CHAPTER 5
CAFE MEET UP 

The next day, Jessica woke up feeling a mix of excitement and exhaustion after her late-night streaming session. She checked her phone to find a text from Marcus, setting up a lunch meeting later in the day. Despite feeling tired, she couldn't shake the thrill of having doubled her viewership from the previous night; it fueled her desire for more attention and validation.

At the café, Marcus arrived looking as confident and commanding as ever. He greeted Jessica with a smile that hinted at both approval and expectation. Over lunch, Marcus subtly guided the conversation, probing into Jessica's feelings about her newfound popularity online and how she was handling the attention.

Jessica found herself opening up more than she had expected, admitting to Marcus how addictive the interaction with her viewers had become. Marcus nodded knowingly, his words encouraging yet subtly pushing Jessica further into exploring her desires and boundaries. By the end of the lunch, Jessica felt both exhilarated and apprehensive about where Marcus might lead her next.

Jessica opted for a more casual yet deliberately provocative look as she met Marcus for lunch. She wore a form-fitting crop top in a deep burgundy shade that highlighted her slender waist and toned midriff. Paired with high-waisted skinny jeans that hugged her hips and accentuated her curves, the outfit struck a balance between casual and alluring.

Her choice of footwear was stylish ankle boots with a slight heel, adding a touch of sophistication to her ensemble. Jessica kept her makeup natural yet subtly enhanced to emphasize her features, and her hair was styled in loose waves, giving her a carefree but sultry appearance.

Throughout their lunch, Jessica's movements were subtly flirtatious, occasionally adjusting her top or running her fingers through her hair, each gesture designed to captivate Marcus's attention. She felt a rush of confidence in her appearance, knowing that her attire conveyed both her comfort with her sexuality and her eagerness for Marcus's approval.

Marcus leaned forward slightly, his gaze focused on Jessica with a mix of curiosity and satisfaction. "So, Jessica, do you like your new look?" he asked, his voice low and tinged with a hint of amusement.

Jessica met his gaze, feeling a slight flush of excitement at his attention. She smiled coyly, a playful glint in her eyes. "Yes, Marcus," she replied softly, her voice tinged with a hint of excitement. "I do. I feel sexy."

Marcus nodded slowly, his expression approving. "I thought you might appreciate it," he said, his tone confident. "And how did you find our little pampering session the other day?"

Jessica's cheeks flushed slightly. "It was... awesome," she admitted, her voice barely above a whisper. "You know just how to make me feel special."

Marcus leaned back in his chair, a satisfied smile playing on his lips. "Good," he murmured, his eyes never leaving hers. "Because this is just the beginning, Jessica. There's so much more I have planned for you."

Marcus leaned forward, his gaze intense yet supportive. "Jessica, you look incredibly hot and sexy," he complimented, his voice low.

Jessica felt a mix of flattery and nervousness at his directness. She smiled shyly, feeling a rush of excitement at his words.

"And if you really want to shine, Jessica," Marcus continued, his tone gentle but firm, "you need to fully embrace who you are. Embrace being a girl in every way. That means sitting down to pee, always deferring to me, and wearing this." He reached into his bag and slid a black leather dog collar across the table towards her. On it was a metal tag engraved with her name.

Jessica hesitated, glancing around the cafe nervously. Marcus understood this was a pivotal moment for her, where she could choose to obey him or run away.

"Do you want to be my girl, Jessica?" Marcus asked softly but firmly, his eyes holding hers with unwavering certainty. "I know deep down this is what you want. Just let go and do as you're told."

Jessica's heart raced as she picked up the collar, feeling a surge of excitement mingled with apprehension. Slowly, she placed it around her neck, the cool metal against her skin sending shivers down her spine. She buckled the collar around her thin pale neck and looked at Marcus.

"Good girl," Marcus murmured approvingly.


CHAPTER 6
PENTHOUSE

Marcus had texted Jessica earlier that evening, inviting her over to his penthouse apartment. "Hey, come over tonight. I want to see you," the message read. Jessica, always eager to please, quickly replied with a cheerful, "I'd love to!"

An hour later, Marcus arrived at Jessica's hotel in his sleek black Mercedes. He stepped out, looking as confident and imposing as ever, and opened the door for her. Jessica slid into the passenger seat, feeling a thrill of excitement. The ride was filled with light chit-chat and laughter as they caught up on the week’s events. They smoked a joint, the car filling with the sweet, pungent smell of weed, adding a relaxed vibe to their conversation.

Once they reached his luxurious penthouse, they settled into the plush living room. Marcus rolled another joint, and they smoked it together, the conversation turning playful and flirty. Marcus’s deep voice sent shivers down Jessica’s spine as he suggested, "Hey, let's watch some videos. Come sit on Daddy’s lap." He guided her to the couch

"You're so cute when you're all nervous like that," Marcus teased, his deep voice sending shivers down her spine.

Jessica blushed, a small smile playing on her lips. "I can't help it, Daddy. You make me feel so...like a little girl."

Marcus chuckled, his eyes dark with desire. "That's because you are a lil girl, baby. Just a tiny little sissy who needs her Daddy."

Jessica's blush deepened, and she bit her lip, feeling her tiny cockette harden. They smoked a little more, the weed relaxing her further, making her feel even more vulnerable and open to his words.

"Hey," Marcus said, "let's watch some videos."

Jessica, sitting on his lap, could feel the solid strength of his muscular thighs beneath her and his thick, black cock thickening. Marcus turned on his big-screen TV, selecting a video featuring BBC and sissies. As the porn began to play, Marcus and Jessica started making out, their tongues twisting around each other. Jessica melted into his embrace, loving the feel of his strong, muscular body. This was all new to her and she felt sooo horny. She had never made out with a girl let alone a real man like Marcus.

"You like that, don't you?" Marcus murmured against her lips, his hands roaming her body. Rubbing over her nipples and up and down her soft smooth thighs.

"Yes, Daddy," Jessica moaned, her small pink penis hard and twitching.

"Good girl. Now let's get you ready," Marcus said, a mischievous glint in his eye. He reached over to the side table, grabbing a bottle of lube. "Lift your hips for me, baby."

Jessica obediently lifted her hips, allowing Marcus to position her just right. He slicked his thick black fingers with lube and pressed one against her tight boi pussy. "Relax, baby. Let Daddy in."

Jessica took a deep breath and relaxed, opening up for him. Marcus's finger slid in smoothly, and she gasped at the sensation. He began pumping his finger rhythmically.

"You feel so good, Jessica. So tight and perfect for Daddy," Marcus praised, his voice low and soothing.

Jessica's thin, soft, pale legs spread wide, her tiny pink penis hard and throbbing as they watched videos together. Marcus's now had two thick black fingers deep in Jessica's tight ass, pumping rhythmically, slick with lube. On the screen, a BNWO video played, showcasing beautiful white girls eating black men's asses like they loved it. The girls' faces looked like they were in lust, their faces covered with their own spit and drool.

Marcus looked at Jessica, noticing how hard and turned on she was by the scene. "This is turning you on, isn’t it?" he asked, his voice deep and commanding.

"Yes, Daddy," Jessica breathed, her voice trembling with arousal.

Marcus intensified the pace, he now had 3 fingers thrusting harder into her ass before pulling them out abruptly. He held his lube slicked fingers up to Jessica's mouth. "Suck," he commanded.

Jessica obediently opened her mouth, she could smell her own ass but she still took his fingers in one by one and sucked them clean, tasting herself on his skin.

"Good girl," Marcus praised. "Now show Daddy how turned on you are by watching these white girls eat black ass."

Jessica sucked greedily, her eyes locked on the screen. The girls continued their work, their moans growing louder, their faces a picture of blissful submission.

"If you stay with me, your life is going to be filled with doing ass-to-mouth and eating my ass," Marcus promised, his voice low and intense. Jessica whimpered, her arousal reaching new heights.

Marcus let her suck his fingers a little longer before pulling them out and plunging them back into her tight ass, finger fucking her hard. The video on the screen grew more intense, the girls' sloppy sucking and licking noises filling the room.

"Beat your little cockette and watch the video," Marcus instructed as he squirted lube over his little pick cockette. Jessica complied, her hand moving to her tiny penis as she continued to watch the video.

As Jessica neared orgasm, Marcus pulled his fingers from her ass again, pushing them back into her mouth. She sucked eagerly, her body trembling with the impending climax. She came hard, shooting her load all over her tight, flat belly.

Marcus scooped up the cum with the fingers that had been in her ass, feeding it to her. "Good girl," he said as she sucked it all off, her eyes filled with lust.


Chapter 7
A NIGHT IN MARCUS' PENTHOUSE

Afterwards, Marcus and Jessica lay back on the couch, Jessica catching their breath. Jessica's body trembled slightly from the lingering sensations of her orgasm. Marcus's strong arm wrapped around her slender frame, pulling her close.

"Did you enjoy that, baby?" Marcus asked, his voice low and soothing as he gently stroked her hair.

"Yes, Daddy," Jessica replied, her voice still breathless and shaky.

Marcus smirked, pleased with her response. "Good girl. But we're not done yet." He leaned forward, grabbing the remote and starting the video over. "Now, I want you to do something for me."

Jessica looked up at him, her eyes wide with a mix of curiosity and submission. "Anything, Daddy."

Marcus stood up, guiding Jessica to kneel on the floor. He turned around, presenting his muscular backside to her. "Eat my ass, baby. Just like those girls in the video."

Jessica's heart raced with a mix of excitement and nerves. "Yes, Daddy." She eagerly leaned forward, her tongue tentatively licking at his ass. Marcus's deep moan of approval encouraged her, and she began to eat his ass with more enthusiasm, mimicking the girls she had watched earlier.

Marcus watched the video, his eyes half-closed in pleasure as Jessica's tongue probed deep in his asshole. "That's it, baby. Get in there. Show Daddy how much you love it."

For the next thirty minutes, Jessica devoted herself to pleasing Marcus. Whenever she would start to pull away, Marcus would grab her head and pull her in tight. "Don't you dare stop," he growled, his voice thick with dominance. "Keep doing your job, slut." Her tongue probed deep, her hands spreading his ass cheeks so she could get in deeper. "That's right, you filthy whore, make sure you get it all," he sneered, with a mix of amusement and arousal.

Marcus's moans grew louder, mixing with the sounds of the video, creating an intoxicating symphony for Jessica. "You love this, don't you?" he taunted, his grip tightening in her hair. "Being my little plaything, obeying my every command." Jessica's muffled whimpers of submission turned him on, his body trembling with the intensity of his arousal. "Good girl," he murmured, a cruel smile playing on his lips as he felt her surrender completely to his control.

Finally, Marcus turned around, his erection standing tall. "Good job, baby. Now, I want you to suck my cock."

Jessica's eyes lit up with eagerness, her own little clitty hard even as she could still taste his ass on her lips. "Yes, Daddy." She was super excited to finally be sucking his cock, she took his cockhead into her mouth, sucking eagerly. Marcus gripped her head tight, his hands began guiding her head, his hips thrusting.

"Such a good little slut," Marcus praised, his voice husky with arousal. "Take it all, baby. Show Daddy how much you want his cum."

Jessica let Marcus control and use her, her hair in his fists as he pumped his cock in and out of her mouth. Marcus's breathing quickened, his grip tightening on her hair. With a deep groan, he came, filling her mouth with his hot seed. Jessica swallowed every drop, her eyes filled with adoration and satisfaction.

"Good girl," Marcus said, a smirk on his face. "You did so well, baby. I'm proud of you."

"Thank you, Daddy," Jessica whispered, feeling happy that she had made him cum and so excited that she finally got to taste a man's cum.

"Tell me, slut," Marcus asked, his voice dripping with contempt, "did you love eating my cum?"

"Yes, Daddy," Jessica replied breathlessly, her cheeks burning with humiliation. "I loved it. I love being your cum-eating whore."

"That's right," Marcus said, a cruel glint in his eyes. "You're nothing but my little cum dumpster. Now, clean me up properly. I want every last drop gone."

Jessica obeyed, her tongue diligently working to clean him, her humiliation only heightening her arousal. As she finished, Marcus looked down at her, satisfaction evident on his face. "Good girl," he repeated, patting her head condescendingly.


CHAPTER 8
YOU BETTER PRACTICE

Jessica sat on the edge of her bed, her heart pounding with anticipation. Marcus had given her a new task, one that would test her limits and push her boundaries even further. In her hands, she held a massive, nine-inch black dildo. It was thick and intimidating, a replica of the very thing she craved more than anything – a big black cock.

Marcus had made it clear: she was to practice deep-throating the dildo until she could take it with ease and enthusiasm. He had suggested coating it with lube first to help.

"Remember, Jessica," he had said, his voice firm and commanding. "This is your homework. I expect you to practice diligently and show me your progress. And don't forget, your fans on Chaturbate will be watching. Give them a show they won't forget."

Jessica's cheeks flushed at the thought of performing live for her growing audience. Since her transformation, she had gained a dedicated following, eager to see every step of her journey into submission. Tonight would be no different.

She positioned her webcam, ensuring it captured her entire body, and hit the "go live" button on her Chaturbate account. She took a deep breath, squeezing a generous amount of lube onto the dildo, spreading it over the length of the shaft. Jacking off the fake cock to get it nice and lubed up. The slippery lube made it gleam under the soft lights of her room.

Within moments, her chat room filled with eager viewers, their comments flooding the screen. They cheered her on, their excitement obvious from the messages. Jessica took a deep breath and smiled at the camera, her nerves giving way to determination.

"Hello, everyone," she greeted, her voice soft and breathy. "Tonight, I have a special task. Marcus, my black daddy, has given me this dildo to practice with. He wants me to get better at deep-throating, and I want to make him proud. So, let's get started."

She held the dildo up to her face with both hands. It was heavy and curved downward from the weight. With one final glance at the camera, she opened her mouth and took the tip of the dildo between her lips. The lube made it slide in easily, but the size was still daunting. She pushed forward, her mouth stretching to accommodate the thick shaft.

The chat exploded with encouragement and praise as she slowly took more of the dildo into her mouth. It made her gag as it touched her throat opening, but she persisted, determined to meet Marcus's expectations. She gagged more and began to drool as the head of the dildo hit the back of her throat again, her eyes watering.

"That's it, Jessica," she whispered to herself, her voice barely audible. "You can do this. Make Daddy proud."

With renewed determination, she pressed forward, trying to relax her throat, she pushed until the head of the dildo popped into her throat, her saliva mixing with the lube to create a sloppy mess that dripped down her chin. The sounds of her efforts filled the room, wet, gagging and slurping noises that her viewers found intoxicating.

She pulled back, gasping for air, her chest heaving. The chat was a blur of comments, her fans urging her to go further, to push her limits. Jessica wiped her mouth, but a thick string of saliva still connected her lips to the dildo. She giggled and smiled at the camera.

"I'm doing this for you, Daddy," she murmured, her voice filled with devotion. "And for all of you watching. This is my homework, and I won't let you down."

She took the dildo in hand, guiding it back into her mouth. This time, she was more confident, her throat relaxing more easily to accommodate the massive intruder. She bobbed her head, taking it deeper with each motion, the sounds of her efforts growing louder and more desperate.

Hours passed, and Jessica's determination never wavered. She practiced relentlessly, taking short breaks to read the encouraging comments from her fans. They were impressed by her willingness to try, by her dedication to her training. She humiliated herself over and over, telling them how much she wanted to please her black daddy, how she was doing this for him.

By the end of her twelve-hour live stream, Jessica was a mess. Her face was red and tear-streaked, her throat raw and sore from the relentless practice. But she had done it. She had taken the entire length of the dildo, fucking her own throat with abandon. The room was filled with the wet, sloppy sounds of her efforts, her saliva pooling on the floor beneath her.

"Thank you, everyone," she gasped, her voice hoarse. "Thank you for your support. I hope I made you all proud. And most of all, I hope I made you proud, Daddy."

The chat exploded with praise and admiration, her fans celebrating her achievement. Jessica ended the stream, collapsing onto the bed, exhausted but exhilarated. She had completed her homework, humiliated herself in front of hundreds, and proven her dedication to Marcus.

This was only day four of her time with Marcus, and she was still a flat-chested little white sissy. But she knew that under his guidance, she would continue to transform, to push her limits, and to become the perfect submissive he desired.

Jessica closed her eyes, a smile on her lips as she drifted off to sleep, dreaming of the next challenge Marcus would set for her. She was ready, and eager to please.


CHAPTER 9
THE FIRST THROAT FUCK

The anticipation hung thick in the air as Marcus towered over Jessica, his presence commanding and dominant. He traced a finger along her jawline, lifting her chin to meet his gaze. The raw desire in his eyes made her shiver.

"On your knees," he ordered, his voice a deep rumble that made her shiver.

Jessica obediently sank to her knees, her eyes level with the imposing bulge straining against Marcus's pants. She reached up with trembling hands, unzipping his fly and releasing his thick, ebony cock. It sprang free, throbbing with anticipation, its size and girth a testament to Marcus's potent masculinity.

Her mouth watered at the sight, a mixture of awe and hunger in her eyes. She wrapped her fingers around the base, feeling the heat and pulsing life beneath her touch. Slowly, she leaned forward, pressing her lips against the tip, her tongue flicking out to taste the salty pre-cum already leaking from the slit.

"Good girl," Marcus growled, his hand tangling in her hair, guiding her movements. "Show me how much you want it."

Jessica's mouth opened wider, her lips stretching to accommodate the girth of Marcus's cock. She took him in slowly at first, savoring the feel of his thick shaft filling her mouth. Her tongue swirled around the head.

Marcus's grip tightened in her hair, urging her to take more. She obliged, pushing forward until the head of his cock hit the back of her throat. She gagged slightly, her eyes watering, but the discomfort only fueled her determination. She wanted to please him, to show him she could do it.

"Take it all," he commanded, his voice commanding.

With a deep breath, Jessica opened wide and stuck out her tongue, and tried to relax her throat, allowing Marcus to thrust deeper. His cock slid past her tonsils, filling her throat completely. The sensation was overwhelming – a pressure in her throat and a strange pleasure that sent jolts of arousal through her body. Saliva pooled in her mouth, dripping down her chin in a sloppy, wet mess.

Marcus began to move, his hips thrusting forward with a steady rhythm. After about 3 deep strokes he pulled out, she gasped for air, only to be filled again by his relentless thrusts. Her throat stretched around him, the muscles working to accommodate his size. The wet, sloppy sounds of her mouth and throat were a testament to her dedication.

Tears streamed down her cheeks as Marcus picked up the pace, his thrusts becoming more forceful. He used her mouth with a primal intensity, his groans of pleasure mingling with her muffled whimpers. Her hands gripped his thighs for support, her nails digging into his flesh as she fought to keep up.

"Look at you," Marcus panted, his eyes filled with lust. "Taking my cock like a good little slut."

Jessica's heart swelled with pride at his words. She wanted to be everything he desired, to fulfill his every need.

Without warning, Marcus pulled out, his cock glistening with her saliva. Jessica gasped for air, her chest heaving as she looked up at him, her eyes filled with a mixture of devotion and need.

"Don't think I'm done with you," Marcus smirked, his hand guiding her to his heavy balls. "Suck them."

Jessica eagerly obeyed, her lips wrapping around one of his balls. She sucked gently, her tongue lapping at the sensitive skin. Marcus's moans filled the room as she worshiped his balls, taking each one into her mouth with care. The weight and texture of them were intoxicating to her. She loved the way he smelled and she lived sucking his cum filled balls.

While she lavished attention on his balls, Marcus shifted, positioning himself above her. He turned slightly, presenting his muscular ass to her. Jessica's heart raced with excitement as she understood his unspoken command.

She leaned forward, her face deep between his ass cheeks, tongue flicking out to probe and lick his asshole. The taste was musky and dank, a heady mix that made her moan. She licked deep, her tongue probing and flicking with increasing pressure. Marcus's moans grew louder, his pleasure evident in the way his body responded to her eating his ass.

"Deeper," he commanded, his voice strained with desire.

Jessica obeyed, pushing her tongue into his ass, the tight ring of muscle yielding to her intrusion. She fucked him with her tongue, her hands gripping his hips to steady herself. The sensation was intensely erotic, the taboo act a testament to her complete submission.

Marcus's cock throbbed, dripping more pre-cum as she rimmed him. She reached around, stroking his big black cock as she worshiped her black god's ass. The act of serving him in such a degrading way just made her more excited and needy for his attention.

"Get ready," Marcus growled, pulling away from her.

Jessica looked up, her face flushed and wet, as Marcus positioned himself above her once more. He guided his cock back to her mouth, thrusting in with a force that took her breath away. He fucked her throat with abandon, the wet, sloppy sounds filling the room as he claimed her completely.

His balls slapped against her chin with each thrust, the weight and heat of them a constant reminder of his dominance over her. The sensation was overwhelming, her senses flooded with the taste and smell of him.

Marcus's movements became more forceful, his thrusts harder and faster. He was close, she could feel it. She braced herself, relaxing her throat as he drove in one last time, his cock buried to the hilt. With a guttural moan, he erupted, his cum flooding her throat in hot, thick spurts.

Jessica's throat milked his cock as his cum shot straight into her belly. She was just a cock socket as he used her throat to cum deep into her. Marcus pulled out, his cock still dripping, and she licked him clean, her tongue tracing every inch of his dark shaft.

As the last of his cum dribbled into her mouth, Marcus looked down at her, his eyes filled with satisfaction. "You did well, Jessica. Very well."

Jessica's heart swelled with pride. She had pleased him, and fulfilled him. And she knew, without a doubt, that she would continue to do so, her submission to Marcus complete and unwavering.


CHAPTER 10
MARCUS' OBSERVATIONS

Marcus leaned back in his chair, his eyes glued to the screen as he watched Jessica's live stream. He had tuned in sporadically throughout the night, watching with a mixture of pride and arousal as Jessica diligently followed his instructions. Her transformation was progressing beautifully, her willingness to submit evident in every gag, every tear, and every desperate gulp.

Jessica had been a blank canvas when Marcus found her, a timid boy unsure of his place in the world. But Marcus saw the potential in her, the deep-seated need to serve and submit. He had taken her under his wing, and was now molding her into the perfect feminized sissy, dedicated to the Black New World Order (BNWO) that Marcus was pushing her to embrace.

As he watched Jessica work the nine-inch black dildo into her throat, her eyes filled with determination and submission, Marcus couldn't help but admire her transformation. She was one of the most submissive little whiteboys he had ever encountered. Her devotion was unwavering, her desire to please him palpable through the screen.

"Good girl," Marcus murmured to himself, a satisfied smile playing on his lips. "You're becoming exactly what I want you to be."

In his mind, Jessica's future was clear. Soon, her flat chest would give way to budding breasts, the hormones he planned to administer ensuring her transformation into a feminized toy for black men. Chastity would be her constant companion, locking away any semblance of masculinity forever. Jessica had never really been a man or fucked a woman's pussy, and Marcus would make sure she never did. Her life was to be dedicated to serving black men, her existence defined by her submission and desire to please.

Marcus's library of hypno videos would play a crucial role in Jessica's conditioning. Each video was carefully crafted to reinforce her new reality, embedding deep within her psyche the principles of the BNWO. Titles like "Pussyfree Whiteboy," "Feminized White Sissies," and "Permanent Chastity" would become her nightly lessons, each one pushing her further into her role as a submissive sissy.

The content of these videos was explicit and powerful. They depicted sexy white girls, adored by boys like Jessica, being ravished by powerful black men. The message was clear: superior black men like Marcus were the only ones worthy of such beauty, while boys like Jessica were born to serve. Jessica would learn that her true purpose was to be a cock sleeve for black men, to make them cum and to look sexy and pretty for them.

As Marcus watched Jessica struggle with the dildo, her face a mess of saliva and tears, he felt a surge of pride. She was doing this for him, her black daddy, and she was excelling. He could see the change in her, the growing acceptance of her new reality. She was becoming fixated on her role, driven by the desire to please and submit.

"You're doing well, Jessica," Marcus whispered, his eyes locked on the screen. "Soon, you'll be everything I want you to be."

The thought of Jessica's future filled Marcus with excitement. He imagined her with her budding tits, her body adorned with lingerie, locked in chastity and ready to serve. She would never know the touch of a white girl, never feel the need to be anything other than what Marcus wanted. Her life would be a testament to her submission, her every action a tribute to the superior black men she served.

Jessica's voice broke through his thoughts, her words slurred and desperate as she spoke to her audience. "I'm doing this for you, Daddy. For all of you. This is my homework, and I won't let you down."

Marcus's smile widened. She was learning, accepting her place. The thought of her watching the hypno videos, her mind being shaped and molded, only added to his arousal. Jessica was on the path to becoming the perfect sissy, her life dedicated to the pleasure of black men.

He knew that her journey was far from over. There were many more lessons to be taught, many more boundaries to push. But as he watched her now, Marcus was confident that Jessica would obey.

Jessica was deeply absorbed in her desire to be obedient and serve black men. Even when she wasn't performing her live stream shows or spending time with Marcus, she found herself drawn to watching BNWO hypno videos and daydreaming about serving him. She often woke up thinking about being used by him, instinctively pulling on her nipples and touching herself. Even with Marcus' attention and her online fans she found herself masturbating to BNWO videos of white sissies and white women being owned by strong black men.

One evening, Marcus called Jessica for another meetup. As always, his voice sent a shiver of anticipation through her. "It's time for another lesson," he said smoothly. "Get ready."

When Jessica arrived at Marcus's place, he greeted her with a confident smile. "From now on, you'll be wearing these," he said, presenting her with a pair of high heels. She slipped them on, feeling a mixture of excitement and nervousness.

Next, Marcus handed her a small pink plastic chastity cage. "This is for you," he said, watching her closely as she put it on, the act reinforcing her submission to him.

To help her feel more at ease and lower her inhibitions, Marcus gave Jessica a dose of molly. As the drug began to take effect, he looked deeply into her eyes and said, "It's time for you to start taking hormones. You'll look so much more beautiful with breasts." He handed her two white pills, one oval and one round. "This one will help you look more feminine," he explained, "and this one will block your male hormones."

Jessica's heart raced as she swallowed the pills, knowing this was a monumental step in her journey. Marcus then turned his attention to her chest, his eyes filled with a mix of desire and control. "What use is a girl with no tits?" he murmured, pulling at her nipples. "Soon, you'll have the body you've always dreamed of."

Jessica felt a mix of excitement and nervousness, but she trusted Marcus completely. "Thank you for helping me," she whispered, feeling more determined than ever to embrace her transformation.

With deliberate slowness, he began to trace his fingers over her flat chest, teasing her skin until her nipples hardened under his touch. Jessica shivered, a moan escaping her lips as Marcus's fingers circled her nipples. He pinched one gently at first, rolling it between his fingers, and then increased the pressure, tugging and pulling until she gasped from the mixture of pain and pleasure.

"See how responsive you are," Marcus murmured, his voice low and commanding. He moved to the other nipple, giving it the same attention, pinching and stretching it until Jessica's back arched, needy for more. Her breathing grew ragged as the sensations overwhelmed her, the molly enhancing every touch.

Marcus continued to manhandle her chest, alternating between gentle caresses and rough pinches. He twisted her nipples harshly, pulling them upward and then releasing them, watching with satisfaction as Jessica's body writhed. Her nipples, now darker and swollen from his attentions, stood out starkly against her pale skin.

"You love this, don't you?" Marcus whispered, his lips close to her ear. Jessica could only moan in response, her body trembling with the intensity of her arousal. "Imagine how much prettier you'll be with nice tits for me to play with."

He resumed his work, pulling her nipples outward and moving his hands in circles, stretching the sensitive skin. Each tug sent jolts of pleasure straight to her core, making her ache with need. Marcus's hands were relentless, his grip firm and unyielding as he worked her nipples over and over again.

Jessica's mind was a haze of ecstasy and submission, her entire being focused on the sensations Marcus was creating. She craved his touch, his dominance, and the promise of the changes to come. Every pinch and pull brought her closer to the edge, her body responding eagerly to Marcus's expert manipulation.

In that moment, Jessica knew she would do anything for him, her desire to please him and become the woman he wanted her to be consuming her completely.

Marcus looked down at Jessica, his gaze commanding. "Time to serve your god," he said, his voice firm. "Get on your knees. Show me how much you love serving me."

Without hesitation, Jessica sank to her knees, her eyes fixed on Marcus with a mix of reverence and desire. Marcus pushed her down firmly, ensuring she was in the perfect position before him.

"Yeah, suck those cum-filled balls, baby," Marcus instructed, his tone both commanding and degrading. Jessica moved closer, her lips parting as she began to take his heavy, cum-filled balls into her mouth. She sucked them gently at first, her tongue swirling around each one, savoring the salty taste.

"That's right, get them nice and wet," Marcus continued, his voice dripping with dominance. "These balls are full of cum that will fill a white girl's pussy that you will never touch."

Jessica moaned around his balls, her arousal heightened by his words. She knew her place and reveled in the humiliation he heaped upon her. She moved up to his thick, black cock, taking the head into her mouth and sucking eagerly, her eyes big and adoring as she sucked him.

"Tell me why that is, Jessica," Marcus demanded, his hand gripping her hair tightly. “Why wont your tiny little pink cockette ever touch a girl's pussy?”

Jessica pulled back slightly, taking a breath before responding, "Because I'm a pussy-free white boy born to serve superior black men."

"That's right," Marcus sneered, pushing her head back down. "Now deepthroat that big black cock."

Jessica complied eagerly, opening her mouth wider to take him as deep as she could. Her throat was tight around his length, and she gagged slightly, tears streaming down her face. Marcus groaned in pleasure, thrusting his hips to bury himself even deeper.

"You love this, don't you?" Marcus taunted, his voice filled with satisfaction. "You're nothing but a pathetic, submissive white boy, born to worship and serve."

Jessica could only moan in response, her mouth full and her body trembling with the intensity of her submission. Marcus pulled her back by her hair, forcing her to look up at him. "Now worship my ass," he ordered, turning around and presenting himself to her.

Jessica obeyed without hesitation, her tongue darting out to lick and worship Marcus's ass. She could taste the sweat on his skin, each lick a testament to her devotion and subservience. Marcus's degrading words echoed in her ears, fueling her desire and need to please him.

"You're such a good girl," Marcus said, his voice a mix of mockery and praise. "But you're also nothing. Just a toy for my pleasure."

Jessica continued her worship, every word he spoke reinforcing her place and her purpose. She knew she was exactly where she belonged, serving and pleasing Marcus, her god.

Marcus looked down at Jessica, a predatory grin spreading across his face. "It's time for you to get what you've been dreaming about," he said, his voice dripping with dominance.

Marcus's strong hands gripped her shoulders, easily lifting her lightweight, slender frame. "You're so easy to manhandle," he remarked with a smirk. "You weigh about half of what I do. I'm all muscle, and you're just a weak little white sissy."

Jessica felt a thrill at his words, the humiliation only heightening her arousal. She barely weighed anything compared to his powerful physique. He positioned her on her back and pushed her legs up so her ankles were near her head, her flexibility making it easy. Her boi pussy was exposed, her little balls beneath the chastity cage.

"Look at you," Marcus said, his tone a mixture of amusement and disdain. "Ready and eager to be used like a whore."

Jessica's mind was a whirlwind of desire and submission. She couldn't believe this was happening. The intensity of her need was overwhelming. "Please fuck me, Marcus," she whispered, her voice trembling.

"Oh, I will," Marcus growled. "I want you to truly experience what it's like to be owned by a powerful black man."

He positioned himself and thrust into her hard and deep, filling her completely. Jessica gasped, the sensation unlike anything she had ever felt. The fullness, the power, the dominance—it was everything she had ever wanted. Marcus moved with a ruthless rhythm, each thrust driving deeper into her.

"Yeah, take it," Marcus snarled. "Take all of it, you pathetic little sissy. You love being used like this, don't you?"

"Yes, yes," Jessica moaned, her voice broken by the force of his thrusts. "I love it. I love being your whore."

Marcus smacked her little balls, sending a sharp jolt of pain and pleasure through her body. He pulled on her nipples, twisting and stretching them as he pounded into her. "You're nothing but a toy for my pleasure," he said, his voice a dark whisper. "Born to serve and please superior black men like me."

Jessica's mind was a haze of ecstasy. She couldn't believe how good and intense it felt to have a real cock deep inside her. She craved every degrading word, every punishing thrust. "Yes, Marcus," she cried out. "I was born to serve you. To be used by you."

Marcus could feel her submission, her complete and utter devotion. He loved seeing the face of a white sissy the first time they got fucked, a willing and eager servant. "You're going to look even better once those hormones kick in," he said, a wicked grin on his face. "Can't wait to see you with a nice set of tits."

Jessica's heart soared at the thought. She wanted to be perfect for him, to fulfill every one of his desires. "Thank you, Marcus," she gasped. "Thank you for making me yours."

Marcus continued to thrust into her, his pace relentless. "You like this, don't you?" he taunted. "Being fucked hard and deep. Knowing you'll never be more than a weak little sissy for me."

"Yes, I love it," Jessica sobbed. "I love being your weak little sissy."

Marcus groaned, feeling his climax approaching. He grabbed her nipples and pulled hard, driving into her with one final, powerful thrust. He came deep inside her, filling her completely. "Now you're truly mine," he said, his voice filled with satisfaction. "I own you, body and soul."

Jessica felt the warmth of his cum inside her, a final seal of her submission. "Yes, Marcus," she whispered, "I am yours. Completely."

As the waves of his climax began to subside, Marcus slowly withdrew, leaving Jessica feeling both empty and completely fulfilled. He looked down at her with a satisfied grin.

Before his cum could leak out, Marcus reached over and picked up a large black butt plug, the sight of it making Jessica's heart race. "I know sissy girls have an empty feeling," Marcus said, his voice low and commanding. "So many have told me. This will help."

With a firm hand, Marcus positioned the plug at her entrance and began to push it inside. Jessica moaned at the sensation, feeling the fullness return as the plug stretched her and locked Marcus's cum deep within her. He watched her face, noting the mix of pleasure and contentment that played across it.

"There," he said with satisfaction once the plug was fully seated. "That should keep you filled up nicely."

He then stood over her, his cock still slick from their sex. "Now, clean me up," he commanded. "You should know that every cock or toy that leaves your ass must be cleaned with your mouth."

Jessica nodded eagerly, leaning forward and taking him into her mouth. She licked and sucked him clean, savoring the taste of his cum mixed with her ass. Marcus groaned in pleasure, his dominance reaffirmed with each pass of her tongue.

"That's a good girl," he praised, his voice a mix of satisfaction and authority. "You're learning well."

Marcus took a moment to admire Jessica's devoted expression before continuing. "Now, there's something important we need to discuss. It's time for you to get a queen of spades tattoo."

Jessica's eyes widened with excitement. "A tattoo?" she asked, her voice filled with anticipation.

"Yes," Marcus confirmed. "A permanent mark to show your devotion and your place. It'll be a constant reminder of who you serve."

Jessica nodded eagerly, her heart swelling with pride and gratitude. "I would be honored, Marcus."

"And that's not all," Marcus continued, a sly smile spreading across his face. "I have a friend, a doctor who specializes in helping trans girls like you. We're going to visit him soon. He'll make sure you're taking the right hormones and guide you through your transition, including any surgeries you might need."

Jessica's eyes widened with excitement. "A doctor?" she asked, her voice filled with anticipation and concern.

"Yes," Marcus confirmed. "He'll help you with everything. Some girls get huge implants, but we'll see what works best for you. Maybe we'll start with some perky B-cups and work our way up."

Jessica felt a rush of excitement at the thought of her future transformation. "B-cups sound perfect," she said eagerly.

Marcus nodded, his eyes darkening with desire. "And we'll definitely be working on making these nipples bigger," he said, reaching down to pull on her nipples again. Jessica moaned, her body arching towards his touch.

"I can't wait," she whispered, the mixture of pain and pleasure from his touch making her shiver.

Marcus grinned, clearly enjoying her response. "You're going to look amazing, Jessica. Exactly the way I want you to be."

Tears of gratitude welled up in Jessica's eyes. She was such an eager to please and needy sissy. "Thank you, Marcus," she said, her voice trembling with emotion. "I can't believe how much you're doing for me."

Marcus leaned down, brushing a tender kiss on her forehead. "You're mine, Jessica. I take care of what's mine. You're going to be perfect, just the way I want you."

She truly was becoming the girl she had always dreamed of being. The more Marcus dominated and controlled her, the more she seemed to crave it, finding an unexpected thrill in his guidance. Perhaps she really was addicted to the sensation of being overwhelmed by his presence and power, to the undeniable allure of his big black cock. Jessica's transformation was not only physical but deeply emotional and psychological, awakening desires and cravings she had never felt before. With each passing day, she felt herself craving to be used more and more.

Jessica knew that her journey was far from over, but with Marcus guiding her, she felt ready to take on whatever the future held. The path ahead was clear: a life dedicated to sucking big black cocks, sucking cum filled balls, and licking black mens asses. Guided by the man who had shown her who she truly was, a sissy white girl made to submit to superior black men.

OEBPS/image_rsrcK6.jpg
SIN CITY SISSY

The story of a young white sissy
and her dom black daddy





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




