













SISSY BNWO DOMINATION








From Jimmy to Cindy
 

by
Amy Pink


Disclaimer:

This is a work of fiction intended for adult audiences only (18+). All characters depicted in this story are consenting adults over the age of 18. Any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental. The acts described are purely fictional and should not be attempted in real life. This story does not condone or promote any form of non-consensual activity, abuse, or harm. Reader discretion is advised.


CHAPTER ONE
Transformation

A year had passed since Sean turned Jimmy into Cindy and stripped her of everything she used to be. The weak, uncertain white boy who once stood in front of him no longer existed. In his place was Cindy: a perfectly trained, obedient trans girl, reprogrammed to serve, to submit, to crave humiliation as much as she craved air.

Every part of her had been reshaped under Sean’s control. Her body, softened by a strict hormone regimen, had become delicate and feminine—her hips subtly rounded, her ass perky and smooth, her once-flat chest now had sensitive, aching breasts that demanded attention. The hormones had made her skin softer. She was just how Sean wanted her.

The house had become more than just a home; it was a shrine to Cindy’s submission. Every rule, every routine, every degrading act reinforced who she was now. Her diet was controlled, her orgasms denied, her body disciplined into complete surrender. Even her thoughts weren’t hers anymore. Sean had broken her down, remade her, taught her what she truly was: a plaything, an object, a toy for his amusement.

And Cindy loved it.

She didn’t just obey—she needed to obey. Every moment of resistance had been stripped from her, replaced with an insatiable hunger to please. Her mind had been rewired to associate humiliation with pleasure, submission with purpose. She lived for Sean’s approval. She ached for his use.

Now, another weekend was here.

Cindy’s stomach twisted with excitement as she prepared herself. She knew what was coming—what Sean and his friends had planned for her. There was no hesitation only anticipation.


CHAPTER TWO
Preparation

Friday morning. Cindy’s routine began like clockwork—the same way it always did before a weekend of use.

She started with a double enema, cleansing herself inside and out. She had learned early on that her body was no longer her own; it was a toy that needed to be perfect for the men who would use it. For the next forty-eight hours, solid food was forbidden. She would consume only what Sean allowed—broth, jello, and, if she was lucky, a few protein shakes. But she knew where most of her sustenance would come from. The cum of the black men she served

Once her body was empty and clean, she knelt in front of the mirror and spread her legs, reaching for the plug that waited on the nightstand. The huge two-inch-wide black silicone stretched her perfectly—it kept her wide open and loose, aching, ready. She coated it in lube, pressing the slick tip against her tight, well-trained hole before beginning to push it in.

She had to force it and a gasp left her lips as the thickest part pushed past her rim, her body shuddering as it went all the way in. She worked it back and forth for a few minutes. It would be a dull, constant ache, keeping her ready for anything.

By the time Sean entered the bedroom, she was already kneeling—plugged, prepared, waiting.
He loved looking at her like this. Knowing she had a huge plug in her ass and was eager to serve black men.

He walked toward her slowly, his gaze sweeping over her naked body, assessing her. She knelt there with her ass and tits pushed out like a slutty pornstar just like he expected. She could feel the heat of his stare lingering on her swollen, sensitive tits, the way her tiny, useless caged white clit twitched despite knowing it would never be touched.

Sean reached out, running his hand down her soft, feminized body. A smirk tugged at his lips as his fingers skimmed over the chastity cage, flicking her little balls.

“Still locked up nice and tight,” he murmured. His grip suddenly tightened in her hair, yanking her head back until her wide, obedient eyes met his. “You know what weekend this is, don’t you, girl?”

Cindy swallowed hard, her asshole clenching aroung the butt plug in her ass.

“Yes, Sir,” she whispered.

His grip tightened, pulling her hair. “Say it.”

“It’s… it’s the weekend,” she whimpered. “The weekend I’m used. The weekend I serve you and any other black man you tell me to.”

Sean chuckled darkly, releasing her with a push that sent her sprawling onto the floor.

“Damn right it is.”

Cindy scrambled back onto her knees, hands folded neatly in her lap as she looked up at him, eager, desperate. She needed to be good. Needed to be perfect for him.

Because tonight, she wouldn’t just be serving Sean.

She would be serving all of them.


CHAPTER THREE
The Ritual

In the center of the living room, a plastic kiddie pool sat waiting, a thick, black dildo fixed firmly to the base. Cindy had prepared it earlier, following Sean’s instructions exactly. Its suction cup was stuck to the middle of the pool. All 9 inches of it sticking straight up and covered in lube.

She knew what was expected. This was her place.

Sean entered the room, and without needing to be told, Cindy immediately removed her huge butt plug, her hands trembling slightly with anticipation. She brought the slick, coated plug to her lips, kissed it, and cleaned it with her tongue. It was so humiliating and made her clitty twitch in its chastity cage.

She set it aside and squatted over the dildo in the pool, her body shaking as the head slipped in. The size was no longer a challenge—she had been trained for this, molded for this—but the act itself still sent a wave of pleasure through her. Taking the dildo in front of him or anyone else was so hot—to be putting on a show for them.

Her breathing quickened as she took the full length, her prostate pulsing against the pressure. Above her, Sean unzipped his pants, his eyes filled with amusement as he towered over her.

"You know what to do," he muttered.

Cindy tilted her head back, mouth wide open, waiting.

The first splash of warm piss hit her tongue, and she shuddered. It was so warm, salty, and bitter. As Sean pissed in her mouth, she obediently tugged and twisted her nipples, whimpering softly as she did. Her caged clitty throbbed helplessly, leaking out the small hole. She knew she would continue to be denied and desperate as the weekend went on.

She swallowed greedily, not wasting a drop, riding the big black dildo deep—almost to the tip, then all the way down again—over and over as she drank his piss. By the time Sean finished, her belly was full of piss, her face and tits covered in it. Sean moved forward, and she sucked every drop of piss from the head of his black cock.

“Thank you for your yummy piss, Daddy,” she said.

She had done well. She knew because Sean didn’t need to say it—his approving smirk told her everything.

Cindy raised herself off the dildo and leaned forward to lick it clean, her tongue sliding over the black silicone. When she was satisfied, she sat back on her heels, panting slightly.

"Thank you, Sir," she whispered.

Sean chuckled, reaching down to run a hand through her hair before gripping it tightly. Cindy loved his control over her, biting her lip as he tilted her head up to meet his gaze.

"Good girl," he murmured, his voice low and approving. "Now put your plug back in and get back to work. We've got guests coming."

Cindy obeyed without hesitation, her purpose reaffirmed.

The night was just beginning.


CHAPTER FOUR
The Perfect Sissy Maid

Cindy’s role as Sean’s white bitch had long been established—she was here to serve, to obey, to ensure everything was perfect for him and his guests. Besides being a fucktoy, that was her purpose. That was who she had become.

From the moment she woke up, her every thought revolved around service—cleaning, cooking, preparing. Ensuring Sean’s home was immaculate, a reflection of his superiority in every way. She wasn’t just tidying up; she was submitting in every way.

Dressed in a sheer black maid’s uniform, the delicate fabric clung to her slim, feminized frame, the skirt short enough to show off her smooth, stocking-clad thighs. Her pink panties and the round base of her huge butt plug were visible. The outfit left little to the imagination—just as Sean wanted. A reminder of what she was. Who she belonged to.

With every step, she felt the oversized plug shifting inside her, pressing against her aching prostate. The constant stimulation sent waves of frustration through her, her caged clitty leaking endlessly. Every movement was a distraction, a tease—a reminder that pleasure was no longer hers to control. She was kept constantly on edge, needy. It all worked together to make her crave being used by Black men, wanting their cocks in any way she could get them.

She knew that by the end of the night, she would be filled, used, degraded in ways she couldn’t even predict—that the need inside her would be replaced by the satisfaction of being totally owned.

As she bent down to scrub the floor, she felt the sharp smack of Sean’s palm against her panty-covered ass.

"That’s right, bitch," he said, smirking as she gasped and raised her ass for more. "Keep that little hole nice and stretched. Me and the men will be using it soon. But you know that, and I know that being the good little white bitch you are, you can’t wait."

Cindy whimpered, nodding as she resumed her task, biting her lip—she was so desperate to be used.

She wasn’t just preparing the house. Everything she did was a constant reminder of her place, making her even more needy and eager to please.

Cindy worked in silence, moving gracefully as she dusted, scrubbed, and polished every surface. There was no room for error. No excuse for imperfection.

Sean sat back in his chair, sipping his drink, his eyes locked on Cindy as she worked. He barely had to pay attention—she knew what was expected of her—but he enjoyed reminding her of her place. His commands came without hesitation, sharper and more degrading as the night wore on.

"Get on your knees when you scrub."

She dropped instantly, pressing her bare knees into the hard tile. No hesitation. No complaints. Just submission. Gripping the sponge, she dipped it into the soapy water and started scrubbing, her arms already sore, her body trembling from the strain of keeping perfect posture.

"Spread those legs wider when you bend over."

She obeyed, shifting her knees apart, feeling the cool air against her exposed skin. The movement made the heavy plug inside her press deeper, the dull ache keeping her on edge. Her caged clitty pulsed, leaking uselessly against the thin fabric of her panties.

Sean took another sip of his drink, watching her struggle. He could see her thighs trembling, her breathing uneven.

"Stop squirming. You know you love it."

She did. The humiliation, the control—it was everything to her. Her locked clit ached, her body desperate for something, anything. But it wasn’t her choice. It never was. She kept scrubbing, her arms burning, her need growing, knowing that by the end of the night, she’d be used as she was meant to be.

By the time she finished, her face was flushed, her body tingling with frustration and anticipation. She knelt before Sean, hands folded neatly in her lap, waiting for his approval.

He didn’t acknowledge her at first—just let the silence stretch, letting her stew in her submission.

Then, finally, he reached out and tilted her chin up with one firm finger, forcing her to meet his gaze.

"Perfect," he murmured. "Now… let’s see if you remember how to properly greet my guests."

Cindy’s heart pounded. The night was about to begin.


CHAPTER FIVE
The Black Kings

The moment Cindy heard the knock at the door, her stomach tightened with nervousness and excitement.

This was the moment she had been preparing for. The house was spotless, her uniform was perfect, her body was ready.

She knew her place.

Sean didn’t even glance at her. From his seat in the living room, he simply gestured toward the door with his drink.

"Go on, bitch," he said. "Time to greet your betters."

Cindy scrambled to obey, her body trembling with a mix of anticipation and something darker—something she no longer had the power to resist. A craving to be used by Black men, to take their cocks in her throat and ass. She craved it like nothing else.

She opened the door and immediately felt small.

The man standing there was a god.

Tall, broad-shouldered, and radiating pure dominance, he smirked down at her, taking his time to drink in the sight of her—the pathetic, feminized white sissy in her sheer maid’s uniform, already trembling in submission.

"You must be Cindy," he said, his voice deep and masculine.

Her boi-pussy clenched around the plug inside her, and her clitty leaked. She was so eager to be used, so desperate for it.

"Y-yes, Sir," she whispered, eyes downcast.

"Good," he said simply, stepping inside. More men followed—each one just as commanding, just as powerful, just as undeniably superior.

Cindy stepped aside, head bowed, feeling their eyes rake over her as if she were nothing but an object—which, in truth, she was.

A plaything.
A toy.
A weak, white, submissive, pussy-free sissy made for their amusement.

The moment the door shut behind the last guest, Sean finally spoke again.

"Strip."

There was no hesitation.

She pulled the maids uniform over her head, letting it fall to the floor, leaving her standing in nothing but her locked cage, her stockings, and her heels.

The men laughed.

"Pathetic," one of them muttered.

"Even smaller than I thought," another added.

Cindy’s face burned with shame—but deep down, she knew this was exactly where she belonged.

Sean leaned back in his chair, watching with lazy amusement.

"Show them why you’re here, Cindy," he ordered.

Cindy sank to her knees.

Her descent into total BNWO submission had begun.

CHAPTER SIX
THE POOL

Sean leaned back in his chair, swirling his drink as he watched Cindy kneeling on the floor, her delicate body already trembling from the shots he'd made her take. On top of an empty stomach, the alcohol had left her lightheaded, making her even more pliable—just the way the men liked her. The men laughed and drank as they humiliated Cindy.

One of them stretched, rolling his shoulders. "I need to take a piss," he said casually.

Sean smirked and turned his gaze toward Cindy. "You heard him, girl. Get in the pool."

Without hesitation, Cindy crawled towards the pool. She knew the routine—she craved the humiliation of it. The kiddie pool in the center of the living room was waiting for her, the 2-inch-wide black dildo standing straight up in the middle, slick with lube and ready.

She shivered as she stepped inside, the excitement and humiliation of performing for them. The men’s eyes followed her every movement, their thick, dark cocks already hard and throbbing.

Cindy’s cheeks burned with humiliation, but that only made her tiny locked-up clitty ache even more. The more she was used, the more she needed it.

She took a deep breath, trying to steady herself, then pulled the oversized black butt plug from her ass. It was slick with ass juice, and her stomach twisted in a mix of shame and arousal. Without being told, she lifted it to her mouth, tongue out to slurp and lick it clean. The men chuckled, the sound deep and approving, making her even more eager to be used.

Sean sipped his drink, watching her debase herself. "Good girl," he murmured. "Now get on your toy."

Cindy whimpered as she lowered herself over the dildo, her gaping hole already pulsing in need. The thick black dildo pressed against her hole, and she moaned as she sank down, inch by inch, until she was completely filled. It was so intense, so perfect. Her nipples were hard, aching, and she reached up, pinching them as she began to ride the dildo.

The men watched, their breathing heavy as they stroked their hard cocks. It was such a turn on seeing this pathetic white bitch do whatever Sean told her to. She licked her lips, her mouth already open, already ready.

Sean leaned forward. "Beg."

Cindy whimpered, still bouncing on the dildo, her voice trembling. "P-please... please, sirs, let me drink your piss. I n-need it."

Sean raised a brow. "Try again. That was pathetic."

She moaned, desperate, trying to think of what they wanted to hear. Her mind was foggy, her clitty hard in it’s cage. "Please... please, I need your piss. I need to feel it on me, to gulp it down. Please, sir, I'm just a pathetic little white bitch who needs her superior Black masters to feed her..."

The men laughed, pleased by her pathetic begging.

Sean grinned. "Better."

The three of them stood up, thick, heavy cocks swinging. Cindy gasped at the sight. She had seen them before—felt them, worshipped them—but it never stopped overwhelming her. She was so small in comparison. So weak. So unworthy.

The first man stepped forward, aiming his cock at her mouth. "Open up, wider bitch."

Cindy tilted her head back, mouth wide as the first stream hit her tongue and her face. It was hot, bitter, and so fucking perfect. She moaned, gulping greedily, swallowing as fast as she could, but the second man had already stepped up, his golden stream hitting her lips, her cheeks, her tits. She let it run down her body, rubbing it into her soft, sensitive skin, whimpering as she rode the dildo even faster.

By the time Sean stepped up, she was drenched, dripping, her hair and skin soaked in their piss. She was a mess. A filthy, desperate mess. And she loved it.

"Good little white piss slut," Sean said, gripping her soaked hair, forcing her head back. "But we're not done."

Before she could process it, his cock was in her mouth, stretching her lips wide. He didn’t ease in—he slammed forward, his hard black cock throbbing against her tongue, forcing her to take it balls-deep.

Cindy gagged, choked, but she kept her hands clasped behind her back like a good girl, letting Sean use her throat however he wanted. She had no control. No say. Just a hole to be used.

He fucked her throat relentlessly, his grip in her hair keeping her in place as he thrust deep, holding her down on his cock until she gagged and puked up some of the piss she had just swallowed. It splashed into the pool beneath her, mixing with the piss already in the pool.

Sean groaned. "Messy little bitch."

She whimpered around his cock, tongue working desperately as she sucked, her eyes watering, her face burning with humiliation and need. She wanted more. She always wanted more.

Finally, Sean pushed her off, his cock slipping from her lips with a wet, lewd pop. He chuckled, shaking his head as he looked down at the piss covered, filthy sissy at his feet.

"Go get cleaned up," he ordered, amusement in his voice. "No one wants to hang out with a little piss-soaked white bitch."

The men laughed, watching as Cindy slowly lifted herself off the dildo, her hole gaping open. But before she moved, she leaned down, slurping the thick, glistening dildo clean, moaning softly as she licked every last drop.

CHAPTER SEVEN
SPIT ROAST

Cindy stepped into the shower, letting the hot water flow over her until steam filled the bathroom. Her body ached in a way that was equal parts exhaustion and arousal. It had been a year since Sean first locked her in chastity, and she couldn’t deny how addicted she’d become to the constant teasing and denial. Being in permanent chastity she found herself needier for cock as each day passed. As the water pounded against her skin, she traced her hands over her newly rounded hips and hormone-swollen tits, squeezing and lifting them, pinching her nipples as she moaned. She knew she was a pathetic white slut for black cock. Only minutes had passed and she was already craving more humiliation and use.

She felt empty and craved to be filled at the thought of the three Black men waiting in the living room. She braced her palms against the shower wall, breathing heavily, and slid three fingers between her cheeks, probing her ass and thinking of being fucked hard. She sucked her fingers clean thinking of the men making her do it.

With trembling hands, she rinsed off and turned off the water. She stepped out and patted herself dry, trying to calm her racing heart. But she felt too keyed up for calm; the need in her body surged whenever she pictured being on all fours in front of them. She applied lip gloss, careful to make her mouth look shiny and inviting, then put on black eyeliner. A light mist of perfume on her neck and chest. She braided her hair into tight, gelled pigtails—she knew how much Sean loved to grip them while he fucked her throat.

When Cindy emerged, she saw Sean sprawled on one end of the couch, a lazy smirk on his face. The other two men sat nearby, flipping channels until they settled on the big game. She paused, feeling their gazes roam over her naked body and noticing the way Sean’s eyes lit up with amusement.

“Welcome back, bitch,” Sean said. The casual cruelty in his tone made her pulse race. The two men chuckled in unison. “Now, do me a favor and clean that butt plug you had in earlier. Bring it back nice and shiny.”

Her cheeks burned with embarrassment—and arousal—but she obeyed. She found the plug where she’d left it, she washed it carefully, lubed it up and returned, kneeling and holding it out to Sean like an offering.

He pointed to the floor. “Bend over.”

Cindy did as told, her cheeks parting again in full view of everyone. A small tremor ran through her thighs, the mix of shame and desire making her head spin. Sean slid the oversized black plug back in, twisting it fback and forth and pumping it in and out. Pulling it out then pushing it in, fucking her with it.

“A real man wouldn’t let me do that, would he?” He smacked at her caged clitty and little balls for emphasis. “You aren’t a man, are you, Cindy? Remind us what you are.”

Her stomach tightened and she grew more embaressed. “I’m a white sissy fucktoy for Black men,” she replied softly, the words both shameful and a deep turn on to her.

Sean raised his hand high and smacked her ass hard, and she let out a startled yelp. “Good girl. Now get us some snacks and drinks.”

Cindy’s stomach growled as she shuffled into the kitchen, the butt plug strtvching her with each step. She was hungry, but it only amplified her submissive longing. She hastily made sandwiches—ham, turkey, cheese, slathering on the mayo—her hands trembling as she stacked them on a large plate. She placed a few beers on a tray, trying to make everything neat and presentable.

Balancing the tray carefully, Cindy returned to the living room. She set the food and drinks on the coffee table, then knelt beside Sean. He tugged her closer, making her settle between his legs.

“On your knees,” he said, his voice low, “just like that.”

He and the others munched on sandwiches and sipped their beers as she knelt there hungry and drooling. She kept her back straight, chest out, hands locked behind her as she’d been trained. This posture highlighted her small, caged cock—still dripping from need—and made her small perky tits jut forward.

Sean reached for a bottle of whiskey and poured a shot into a glass before holding it to her lips. “Open up.”

She obediently parted her lips, tilting her head back to let the whiskey down her throat. Warmth spread through her belly, her head swam from the alcohol.

Sean set his drink down. “Middle of the room,” he ordered, nodding toward the open space between the couch and TV. “All fours.”

Heart pounding, Cindy crawled into position. The two guests eyed her with anticipation. One man licked his lips; the other rolled his shoulders as if preparing for a workout. Sean sauntered over, grasped the base of her plug, and yanked it free. She couldn’t hold back the gasp that slipped past her lips.

“Lick it clean,” he said, pressing the tip of the plug against her mouth.

The smell of her ass filled her nostrils, she flicked her tongue out, lapping the black silicone plug, shuddering at the taste. This kind of degradation, knowing they were watching her do something so dirty, only made her more aroused.

As soon as the plug was clean, the man behind her gripped her hips and drove his cock into her still gaping hole. She moaned, arms shaking under the sudden force. The stretching sensation was both dizzying and delicious. His cock buried deep inside her.

“Yeah, that’s it. Take it,” he growled. Each thrust jolted her forward until she had to brace herself on her forearms.

Meanwhile, the other man knelt in front of her, his thick cock swaying mere inches from her lips. “Open wide, sissy,” he commanded, tapping the tip against her bottom lip.

She parted her lips, his black cock sliding into her mouth. The first taste making sissy cum dribble from her locked cockette. She closed her eyes, sinking into the sensation of being filled from both ends.

The men switched positions often. One moment, she was choking around a fat cock in her throat while her ass was rammed by another; the next, she found her mouth empty and her body rocked by the man behind her, only for a different cock to return to her lips seconds later straight from her ass.

Sean circled them, barking out orders, driving the scene forward. “Fuck her harder. Make her choke. Make her feel every inch.” He gripped her pigtails, twisting them around his fists to keep her in place whenever he felt she might pull away. Occasionally, he’d kneel behind her to twist her nipples, spank her pale ass cheeks, or slap her little balls, just to watch her jump and whimper.

Between gasps, Cindy heard him taunt her. “Look at this hungry little hole. She can’t get enough, can she?”

The men laughed, feeding off his words. “Your sissy’s so greedy,” one of them said, voice husky with lust. “Gonna use her all night.”

Cindy’s mind swirled with a chaotic mix of humiliation and ecstasy. She loved hearing herself called a white sissy, a desperate toy. Every insult made her want more, fueling an almost delirious pleasure. She couldn’t breathe from the cocks slamming into her throat, but that too had become a twisted form of satisfaction. She would gasp for air and then a cock would be buried in her throat again.

“Oh, you like that taste?” one man sneered, easing out of her mouth. He grabbed her chin, tilting her face up. “Yeah, that’s your own ass on my dick. Swirl your tongue around it.”

She did as told, running her tongue in slow circles, tasting her own ass on his slick drool and lube covered cock. Her eyes fluttered with shameful bliss. The man behind her sped up, each thrust punctuated by the sound of hips slapping into her ass.

Sean crouched beside her, wearing a smug grin. “You hear that, Cindy? That’s the sound of your hole being properly used. Makes a nice, wet slap, doesn’t it?” He delivered a sharp smack to her butt. Her muscles clenched, and a ragged groan tore from her throat.

Cindy felt her mind slipping into a hazy state of obedience. The whiskey, the constant fucking, and the need to please them had her forgetting everything else. Time blurred. She took them over and over, each thrust tearing moans from deep in her chest.

Finally, the man at her mouth stiffened, letting out a low grunt. She felt his cock pulse on her tongue before hot, thick ropes of cum spilled into her mouth. Soon the man behind her pulled out, shuddering as he shot cum over her back and ass.

She stayed perfectly still, letting them mark her, her mouth still full of the first man’s load. Her stomach growled loudly she was so hungry. Everyone burst into laughter, amused at her predicament.

Sean’s grin only widened. “Go ahead and swallow.”

Cindy obediently closed her mouth and gulped, feeling the creamy cum slide down her throat. She licked her lips afterward, wishing she had more. Sean patted her cheek almost affectionately. He scooped the cum up off her ass and back and fed it to her. She greedily sucked his fingers clean.

“That’s my good girl. Now”—he ran his thumb over her bottom lip, wiping away a stray bead of cum, feeding that to her too.

Breathless, still tingling, Cindy rose on shaky legs and walked toward the bathroom, her head spinning from the whiskey, and the hard fucking. She felt the sticky reminder of her use all over her skin—and it thrilled her. She had pleased them… she had done her sissy duty. Even with her body exhausted, her need for more was there, simmering just beneath the surface.

CHAPTER EIGHT
NO ESCAPE

Cindy knew she was addicted to the raw, overwhelming pleasure of serving Black men. Nothing could replace the electric rush she felt each time she knelt, opened her mouth, and let one of their big, thick black cocks slide past her lips. The weight of their shafts against her tongue, the salty taste of pre-cum that she swallowed down her throat—every sensation inflamed her need. She was a filthy, desperate sissy, and she loved it.

Each day in chastity only sharpened her hunger. The tight cage around her tiny white clit served as a constant reminder that she existed for one purpose: to be dominated by strong Black men. Sean’s commands were her gospel, and she would do anything—absolutely anything—to please him. The more she was degraded, the deeper her submission was, and the more she cherished her role as a trans sissy fucktoy for the BNWO.

Gone was the weak white boy she’d once been. In his place was Cindy, a shameless white siss whore whose only desire was to feel those powerful ebony cocks use both her holes. She lived to be spit-roasted, pinned down, and spread open. She craved a thick cock stretching her ass wide while another one filled her throat, choking her until she was breathless and drooling. The relentless thrusts, each act of domination pushed her deeper into a haze of pure, submissive bliss.

Sometimes they would keep her on all fours for hours, her knees aching while she sucked and was fucked, eager for the taste of their cum splattering across her tongue or pumping deep into her ass. She swallowed every drop greedily, grateful to be allowed to serve. Other times, she’d be bent over a table, her cheeks spread apart so they could take turns fucking her hole, using her body until she was trembling. And through it all, she never once complained—her only focus was on pleasing them, making them groan with satisfaction.

Sean’s approval was everything. A single nod from him sent a thrill racing through her locked clit, reminding her why she belonged here. She had pledged herself to the BNWO, surrendered all her dignity and pride. The thought of returning to her old life disgusted her; she was meant to be on her knees, gagging on thick, black veiny cocks and begging for more. Each time she was used, it made her crave more.

There would be no escape for Cindy—and she didn’t want one. The moment she tasted the power and control of Black men, she knew she would never go back. Her body, her mind, her very identity was a testament to her devotion. She was a white trans sissy whore, forever enslaved by her lust for Black cock and domination.


Author’s Note 

You are worthy of love, and your needs and desires matter. Whether you find fulfillment in submission, exploration, or simply being true to yourself, never forget that you deserve kindness, care, and acceptance. Each step of your journey is valid, and your willingness to embrace vulnerability is a beautiful testament to your strength. Honor your identity, value your worth, and know that no matter where you are in life, you are deserving of respect and genuine affection.
 

Amy Pink
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