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	DISCLAIMER

	This is a work of erotic fiction intended for adult audiences only. All characters depicted in this story are fictional, over the age of 18, and not related by blood or marriage. All sexual activities portrayed are consensual and take place between adults who have willingly engaged in the depicted acts.

	This story contains explicit sexual content, including elements of BDSM, discipline, and humiliation. It is not a romantic love story and explores intense, provocative themes that may not be suitable for all readers. Reader discretion is advised, as the content may be triggering or offensive to some individuals.

	The scenarios, dynamics, and relationships in this book are purely fictional and intended for entertainment purposes. They do not reflect real-world practices, endorse non-consensual behavior, or promote harm. Readers are encouraged to approach BDSM and related activities in real life with informed consent, safety, and mutual respect.

	By continuing to read, you acknowledge that you are an adult and assume responsibility for your decision to engage with this material. The author and publisher are not liable for any distress or consequences arising from reading this work.

	This book is a fantasy and should be enjoyed as such. If you are sensitive to explicit content or the themes mentioned, please consider this before proceeding.


CHAPTER ONE: FIRST LOOK

	The sun beat down over the quiet neighbourhood, its golden warmth spilling across trimmed hedges, neat lawns, and the water in the in-ground pool behind the Reynolds' house. Lying face down on a pink beach towel, was Jimmy, barely eighteen, barefoot, and still pale from a long winter. His long blonde hair pulled back in a pony tail, draped across one slender shoulder, the strands catching bits of light as they waved gently in the breeze. His back arched slightly, and the bottoms of his small tight ass cheeks peeked out from beneath his of tiny tight pink shorts.

	From a distance, he looked like a teen girl trying to get a tan, Mr. Johnson noticed.

	The tall Black man had just finished stepping into his moving van when he paused, wiping sweat from his brow and catching a glimpse over the privacy fence.

	Smooth. Pale... Bare.

	A grin spread slowly across his lips.

	He hadn't planned on this; hadn't expected to find anything this sweet tucked away behind the fence of his new neighbors. But there it was. A tight little ass, face turned away, body slim and soft. It was making his cock stir in his jeans.He reached down and adjusted it.

	It had been a long time since he let himself enjoy anything fully. His career in finance had been all pressure and performance. But now, at 55, he was done grinding. He was here to relax. To indulge. To own whatever sweet little things crossed his path - boy or girl didn't matter.[image: Image]

	He stepped closer to the fence. The kid hadn't noticed him yet. Mr. Johnson let his eyes trace every inch of exposed skin, cock hard and throbbing as he imagined what that body might look like on its knees, pink lips parted, waiting to serve.

	Jimmy lay still under the sun, his smooth back glistening with tanning oil, blonde hair spread like silk across his shoulders. His little pink cock, barely four inches, was stiff against the towel, hidden only by the tiny shorts he wore.

	He wasn't thinking about girls. He was thinking about the video he'd watched the night before. One scene stuck in his head: the white trans girl, drooling as two Black men took turns fucking her. They fucked her deep and hard; one in her ass, the other using her throat. The way he moaned, the way he smiled and thanked them. He had gooned to it for hours, edging until his balls ached. He shot his load into his hand and ate it, imagining it was a Black man's cum. Now, with the sun warming his skin and the faint background noise of traffic, he couldn't stop thinking about it. He wanted more. Needed more.

	A deep voice broke the stillness.

	"Afternoon," the deep voice called out from behind the fence. "Thought I'd come say hello. Didn't mean to interrupt your sun time."

	Jimmy flinched slightly, rolling onto his side in surprise. His little hard-on made a clear tent in the front of his tiny shorts. He scrambled to sit up and grabbed the towel to cover his hardon.

	The Black man behind the voice stepped forward into view. Tall, broad-shouldered, maybe mid-fifties with dark skin that gleamed in the sunlight. A little gut under his T-shirt, but still thick arms, powerful presence. His smile was calm, confident; measured.

	Jimmy stood, blushing hard, trying to act casual. "Hi... I'm Jimmy. We live here."

	Mr. Johnson looked him up and down, taking his time, savoring every detail. The boy stood barely 5'4", his thin body delicate and completely hairless. His smooth skin shined with tanning oil. There wasn't a trace of muscle; just soft, pale flesh, plump little nipples, and a flushed, girlish face that made him look even younger. His blonde hair framed his wide blue eyes and his plump lips had an inviting fullness to them. He was hard too, trying to hide it behind that towel.

	He gave a low chuckle, his eyes looking Jimmy up and down.

	"Well, hey there, Jimmy," he said, voice rich and slow. "Didn't realize I had such friendly neighbors. You got any sisters at home?”

	Jimmy shook his head, still fidgeting. "No, just me."

	Mr. Johnson nodded, clearly amused. "Mmm. Thought I saw a pretty little girl tanning out here earlier. My mistake." His eyes dipped again, resting on the towel covering the bulge in Jimmy's shorts.

	Jimmy's face turned bright red.

	"You be careful with that sun, though," Mr. Johnson added, stepping back toward his yard. "Would be a shame to burn. You look great just the way you are, nice and pale." He smiled, that slow, knowing kind of smile. "Come over anytime and say hello. I'm always around."[image: Image]

	And just like that, he turned and walked away, leaving Jimmy standing there; blushing and leaking.


CHAPTER TWO: GOONED AND GREETED

	Jimmy barely touched his dinner. He sat quiet at the table, nodding at his parents, pretending to be distracted by his phone. But his thoughts were somewhere else; back at the fence, talking to the new neighbor, that knowing smile Mr. Johnson had given him earlier.

	He went straight to his room after eating, locked the door, and put on his headphones. His favorite site. His favorite category. The only thing that ever really worked. BNWO - Black men using white sissies, trans girls and snow bunnies. Total use sluts with no limits.

	Jimmy gooned like he always did; long and slow, legs trembling, hips twitching as the screen fed him exactly what he craved. Hands off. No stroking of his little white cock. Just leaking and watching. Finally at the end he would stroke his cock fast and cum in seconds. He had trained himself to cum in seconds from months of hypno videos. He licked and slurped up his cum moaning as he imagined it being from a Black cock.

	He didn't even shower. Just threw on a clean T-shirt and slipped into his shortest shorts. Tight and showing the outline of his limp little dick. The walk next door felt surreal. Mr. Johnson's porch light was on. A warm glow spilled across the steps. Jimmy paused, took a shaky breath, and knocked.

	The door opened after a few minutes. Mr. Johnson made his eager neighbor wait. "Evening," Mr. Johnson said, towering in the doorway in a black tank top and gym shorts. His arms looked even bigger up close. His voice, deeper.

	Jimmy swallowed hard. "Hi, um... just wanted to say hey. You said I could come over."

	Mr. Johnson smiled; slow, like he already knew this moment was coming. "l remember. Come on in, Jimmy."[image: Image] Jimmy stepped inside, his little cock twitching as he passed. Mr. Johnson's eyes dipped; saw the outline of his little dick and a wet spot.

	"Someone's excited," he said calmly, shutting the door behind them.

	Jimmy's cheeks turned pink.

	Mr. Johnson leaned in close, voice low and warm. "You goon to interracial porn every day, don't you, boy."

	Jimmy's breath caught.

	"Figured," Mr. Johnson said with a grin. "Boys like you don't just watch that shit. You study it. You need it." He walked to the kitchen and poured himself a drink. "Sit. Relax. I'm not gonna bite," he said, then paused. "Unless you ask nice."

	Jimmy sat on the edge of the couch, thighs together, heart pounding. Mr. Johnson looked him over again. "Let me guess. You came a little while ago, didn't you? I bet your little dick leaks like crazy when you edge to those videos."

	Jimmy nodded; ashamed, turned on, dripping again. Mr. Johnson chuckled. "Bet you've tasted your cum, too. Don't lie. A boy raised on BNWO porn always does eventually."[image: Image] Jimmy's face burned. He looked down. Didn't speak.

	Mr. Johnson stepped in front of him. Tall, powerful and calm. "Look at me, Jimmy." Jimmy did. "You don't have to pretend anymore. You came over because you want this. You just didn't know it would be this real."

	Mr. Johnson poured amber whiskey into a glass and handed it to Jimmy. "You ever had this before?"

	Jimmy hesitated. "Not really..."

	Mr. Johnson grinned. "Your parents won't mind, will they?"

	Jimmy shook his head. "No, sir."

	"You won't tell them, right?"

	"No, sir."

	"That's a good boy."

	The first sip burned Jimmy's throat, but he swallowed it down, feeling warm and lightheaded already. Mr. Johnson lit a joint next, took a long hit, and passed it. Jimmy looked at it, then took a nervous puff. Of course he smoked. Everyone did now.

	"Come sit next to me," Mr. Johnson said. Jimmy obeyed, sitting close on the couch. The room smelled like weed and cologne, and the man's body heat made Jimmy's skin tingle.

	A strong hand landed on his thigh; casual, possessive, firm. "You always that smooth, Jimmy? Or you shaved just for me?"

	Jimmy looked down, cheeks burning. "l... I like being smooth. I shave every other day."

	"l can tell," Mr. Johnson said, giving his leg a slow stroke. "You ever suck on a dildo?" Jimmy nodded, lips parted. "You ever fuck yourself with one?" Another nod. [image: Image][image: Image]"Course you have. Just like most little white boys today. Raised on Black cock videos. Raised to want this."[image: Image]

	Jimmy's breath trembled. "l... I do."

	"You what, Jimmy?"

	"l want it," he whispered. "l want to be used by a Black man."

	Mr. Johnson leaned back, spreading his legs. "That's what I thought."[image: Image] He pulled his cock out, thick and already half hard. Heavy, black and veined.

	Jimmy's eyes widened. "Oh... wow..."

	Mr. Johnson laughed low. "Ha, ha yes wow." He gave it a few slow strokes, then said. "Go ahead. You know what to do."

	Jimmy licked his lips, heart pounding. "Can l... please let me suck it."

	"Beg better than that."

	"Please... please let me suck your cock, sir. I want it. I've wanted this forever."

	"Be a good boy then," Mr. Johnson said, resting a hand on Jimmy's head. "Let's see what that mouth can do."[image: Image] Jimmy leaned in, lips trembling, and began to lick and suck the thick head. No throat, not yet, but he was eager, wet, noisy, slurping as if it were candy. Mr. Johnson let him work, hips lifting slowly as he got sucked for the first time by the cute whiteboy from next door.[image: Image]

	"That's it. Good little white sissy." As Mr. Johnson Held his head and pumped into his mouth. Wanting to push his cock down Jimmy's throat but holding back. Jimmy moaned around it, hands resting on Mr. Johnson's thighs, he was hot and trembling. His own little clitty throbbed, rock hard.

	After a few more minutes, Mr. Johnson grunted. "Open wide." Jimmy obeyed; and took his first full load of cum. It was hot, thick and creamy. Just like he imagined it would be. His mouth filled as Mr. Johnson held his head down and pumped his big load into it.

	When he pulled back, cum dripping down his chin, he gasped, "Thank you... thank you for giving me your cum Sir."

	Mr. Johnson chuckled, satisfied. "Stroke your little cockette. Let me see what you look like when you cum for Black cock." Jimmy started to jerk as he knelt there, fast, desperate, his hand a blur. "Catch it," he ordered. "Catch it and eat it. Like I know you do when no one's watching."

	Jimmy's mouth opened. He came fast like always, just a few pathetic spurts into his palm. He licked it all up, red-faced and trembling, eyes glassy with submission.

	Mr. Johnson zipped up slowly, watching every second. Then he stepped forward and slapped Jimmy across the face; firm and dismissive. "Such a good bitch," he said. "You don't even cum like a man. You cum like some brainwashed sissy slut who's been trained to cum at the sight of a Black cock."

	Jimmy whimpered, cheeks flushed and stinging. Mr. Johnson looked down at the floor, then back at Jimmy. "You missed some." Jimmy blinked, then saw it; two little drops of cum on the wood floor. "Lick it," Mr. Johnson said simply. "With your tongue. No hands."

	Jimmy crawled forward, obedient and humiliated, dragging his tongue across the cold floor to clean it. Mr. Johnson chuckled. "That's more like it. My good little cum hungry slut. "Now run home, Jimmy. And be here at the same time tomorrow if you want more of this Black cock."

	Jimmy stood slowly, wobbling a bit, cum still on his lips. At the door, Mr. Johnson called out casually, "Jimmy?"

	"Yes, sir?"

	"Would you wear a chastity cage for me?"

	Jimmy didn't even pause. "Yes, sir."

	"Good boy," Mr. Johnson smiled. "Because you're going to."[image: Image]

	 


CHAPTER THREE: THE CAGE

	Jimmy showed up early. He knocked and waited; nervous, flushed, and hard. His little cockette was already straining in his shorts, excited just from the thought of seeing Mr. Johnson again.[image: Image]

	The door opened. Mr. Johnson stood there shirtless, stretching casually. "Hard just thinking about my Black cock, huh?" Jimmy nodded, embarrassed. Mr. Johnson stepped aside. "That won't do." Inside, the room felt warmer than usual. Quieter. Charged. "l told you yesterday," Mr. Johnson said calmly, closing the door behind them. "I'm gonna lock up your pathetic little white clitty."

	Jimmy's mouth went dry. "Yes, sir."

	Mr. Johnson put a small chastity cage on the coffee table. A tiny glittery pink cage perfect for Jimmy’s little cock. Smooth plastic, rounded, and a built in lock ready to click shut. Jimmy's heart pounded.

	Mr. Johnson sat down, legs wide. "Strip."

	Jimmy obeyed, clothes puddling at his ankles. His little cock was standing straight up and twitching; eager. His small little hairless balls were tight, not full and hanging like a real man.[image: Image]

	Mr. Johnson tilted his head. "You're too hard, boy. You can't be locked like that."[image: Image] Jimmy whimpered softly. Mr. Johnson leaned in and tapped the underside of his balls; light at first, then harder. One smack. Two. Then a few more, a little sharper. Then a hard one that almost doubled Jimmy over.

	Jimmys hard little dick wilted and shrunk. "There we go," Mr. Johnson said. "See? Just needed a little help." He watched closely as Jimmy's cockette drooped; small, pink, vulnerable. "Now hold still." It took only a moment to slide the ring over the balls and the cage over the soft shaft. The click of the lock sounded final.

	"There," Mr. Johnson said. "That's better." Jimmy stared down at his little caged cock. "Touch it," Mr. Johnson said. His fingers slid along the plastic, it was cool and hard. Just a small hole to piss out of. He couldn't feel anything.

	"You don't get pleasure anymore from your clitty anymore. You are gonna get more needy and obedient every day. You'll be begging me to fuck you soon." Jimmy's eyes watered from the humiliation and the excitement. He was so emotional and thrilled by how real his fantasies had become.

	Mr. Johnson stood. "Bend over the couch." Jimmy obeyed. "You didn't do anything wrong," Mr. Johnson said, rolling up his sleeves. "'But you need to remember what you are."

	The spanking came hard.[image: Image] Jimmy was bent over the couch, arms braced against the cushion, his little pale ass fully exposed; round, hairless, and trembling. His little cage tight, snug and useless, already making him super aware of his submission.

	Mr. Johnson stood behind him, one hand resting firmly on the small of his back. Then came the first smack.

	CRACK.

	Jimmy gasped; his whole body jolting forward. It wasn't playful. It wasn't soft. Mr. Johnson's hand was wide, heavy, and practiced. It landed full across one cheek, leaving a deep red hand print almost instantly. Before Jimmy could fully process the sting, the second blow came, catching the other cheek just as hard.

	CRACK.

	CRACK.

	Jimmy whimpered, legs tightening, shoulders bunching up. "Don't run from it," Mr. Johnson said, his voice low and calm. "Take it like a good boy." Jimmy nodded quickly. He wanted to. He needed to. To prove himself. To show Mr. Johnson he could be good; obedient. But it hurt. It hurt more than anything he expected.

	CRACK.

	CRACK.

	CRACK.

	He sobbed openly now, tears falling down his flushed cheeks, dripping onto the couch cushion below. The sound of each slap filled the room; sharp, final, echoing. "Seven," Mr. Johnson said under his breath, almost amused.

	[image: Image]Jimmy moaned, his voice cracking. "P-please..."[image: Image]

	"Please what?"

	"Nothing... I mean; I can take it..."

	Mr. Johnson smiled. "I know you can."

	CRACK.

	CRACK.

	CRACK.

	CRACK.

	Ten on each side, just like he promised. The skin was crimson now, hot and stinging. Jimmy's knees had almost buckled once, and Mr. Johnson had gripped his hip to hold him steady. When it was done, Mr. Johnson stood still for a moment, looking down at the quivering little toy lying over his couch.[image: Image]

	Jimmy was crying like a little girl, his breath catching in hiccups, his face soaked with tears, his caged clitty twitching. And Mr. Johnson? He smiled down at his new little fucktoy. This is what he'd moved here for. Not just peace and quiet, but to find boys like Jimmy. The sweetness of taking something so soft, so weak, and reshaping it with firm hands and calm authority made his cock throb.

	He ran his palm gently over the burning cheeks, feeling the heat rise from the skin. "You're beautiful like this," he said. "Your red ass makes me wanna fuck you right now."

	Jimmy whimpered through his tears, but he nodded. "Thank you, sir..."[image: Image]

	"You're trying so hard to be good. I see that. And I'm proud of you." Mr. Johnson leaned closer, one hand slipping up between Jimmy's thighs to cup his caged clitty and little exposed balls.

	"Locked. Spanked. Sobbing. And still so eager to serve," he murmured. Jimmy shuddered. "This is only the beginning, boy." Mr. Johnson knelt behind him, massaging his red cheeks. "You're so sexy like this. Caged. Crying. Soft."

	He pulled Jimmy's nipples hard, moving them in circles. Jimmy moaned.

	"White boys make such cute little girls when they stop pretending," Mr. Johnson said.

	Jimmy nodded, voice trembling. "Yes, sir..."[image: Image]

	"You want to suck again?"[image: Image]

	"Yes... please..."

	Mr. Johnson took his time pulling it out. "Beg properly, Jimmy."[image: Image]

	Jimmy knelt. "Please let me suck you, sir. Please let me serve. I need your cock. I need to be your girl."

	Mr. Johnson chuckled, petting his hair. "You're learning." And with that, Jimmy opened wide; caged, sore ass, and exactly where he was meant to be. Mr. Johnson took his time easing into Jimmy's mouth, letting the tip glide over his lips; slow and teasing. His big heavy balls swaying as he moved forward.

	"Open wide for Daddy, baby." Jimmy obeyed. His jaw ached, but he didn't care. His lips stretched around the thick head, and his tongue moved automatically, like he'd been doing this for years.

	Mr. Johnson placed a hand on his head, fingers gentle but firm. "Good girl," he said softly, rocking his hips just a little. "That's it... that's Daddy's sweet little cocksucker."

	Jimmy whimpered around it, his eyes fluttering. His cage tight, just pressure, no friction, just a steady throb. His face was still damp from crying, and his sore ass still burned, but the cock in his mouth made it all feel right.

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]"You look so much prettier with a Black cock in your mouth," Mr. Johnson murmured. "Lips stretched. Eyes wet. That little pink cage on your clitty." Jimmy moaned around the shaft, sucking harder. "That's my good girl. You like nursing on Daddy's cock, don't you?" Jimmy nodded the best he could, his throat too tight to speak. "You need this. Not just the cage. Not just the spanking. You need my cock to feel safe."

	Jimmy pulled back just enough to whisper, "Yes, Daddy... I love your cock. I love being your good girl."

	Mr. Johnson grinned, stroking his cheek. "Mmm. That's the truth, isn't it? You were born for this." He pushed back in deeper. "And the more you suck, the more you forget what it was like to pretend to be a boy."

	Jimmy let out a muffled whine; half sob, half moan. His jaw ached, his whole body tingled, and his mind was gone. There was no ego left. Just service. Just sweetness. Just the heat of Daddy's cock against his tongue and the ache of the cage locked between his thighs.

	And when Mr. Johnson finally groaned and emptied his cum into Jimmy's mouth again, Jimmy didn't spill a drop. He held it. Savored it. Swallowed every bit like it was the most natural thing in the world.

	"Good girl," Mr. Johnson said, kissing his forehead. "That's my babygirl." He let the words hang for a moment, brushing Jimmy's damp hair back, looking him in the eye; not with cruelty, but with calm certainty. "You're not Jimmy anymore," he said, voice low and final. "That name doesn't belong to a soft little thing like you."[image: Image]

	Jimmy's lips parted, but he didn't speak.

	Mr. Johnson ran his thumb across his cheek. "You're Jenny now. A good little girl who knows her place."

	The name hit hard; and deep. Jimmy blinked. The tears that rose weren't from shame anymore. They were from surrender. "Yes, Daddy," he whispered. "I'm Jenny."[image: Image]

	"Say it right."

	"I'm Jenny. Your girl."[image: Image]

	"That's better."

	Jenny stayed kneeling on the floor, his cheek resting against Mr. Johnson's thigh. His tiny caged clit dripping, tight in its cage, and pulsing from the attention she'd been denied. He rubbed his face gently against his warm thigh, nuzzling like the obedient little thing he'd trained him to be.

	"Good girl," he said, hand stroking his hair slowly. "Soft. Quiet. Right where you belong."

	Jenny whimpered, cage twitching. He wanted to serve. Wanted to cum so bad. Wanted more; but he didn't deserve any of it.

	"You know you're not allowed to cum anymore, right?" Mr. Johnson said, tilting his face up to look at him. "That clitty is mine now. And it stays locked until I decide you've earned anything."

	She nodded, eyes wide. "Yes, Daddy."

	He smiled.

	"I'm going to make you wait until you're desperate. Until you can't take it anymore. You'll beg to be fucked. You'll cry for it. And

	I still might say no."

	Jenny's breath hitched. His cage throbbed again.

	Mr. Johnson leaned forward, letting him feel the weight of his cock press against his cheek.

	"Kiss it."

	She obeyed; gentle, reverent, lips soft on the thick Black cock.

	"That's my girl," he murmured.

	[image: Image]He handed him his phone, already opened to a shopping app.

	"Time to outfit you properly."

	Jenny looked up.

	"You're going to order what a girl like you needs," he said calmly. "Start with panties. Pick colors that make you blush."

	His fingers trembled as he scrolled; lace, bows, cotton candy pastels.

	"Now a training bra," he added. "Little girls like you need a training bra."[image: Image]

	Jenny swallowed hard, nodding.

	"And you're going to need a plug. Get the biggest one you think you can take. That pretty hole of yours needs training."

	Jenny hesitated. Mr. Johnson raised an eyebrow.

	"Unless you think you'll never be ready to take Daddy's cock?"

	She shook his head quickly and kept scrolling.

	"Good girl."

	"Last thing. Poppers. You'll need to relax and open up when I decide it's time to fuck you,"

	Jenny added the final item to the cart, hit checkout, and looked up at him with wide, needy eyes.

	Mr. Johnson leaned down again, cupping his face.

	"You're not Jimmy anymore," he said. "That boy's gone. You're Jenny now. My girl."

	Jenny nodded. "Yes, Daddy..."

	"Say it."

	"I'm Jenny. I'm your girl."

	 


CHAPTER FOUR: MOVING IN, BREAKING DOWN

	The cul-de-sac was quiet as the taxi pulled away, carrying Jenny's parents toward their six-month world cruise. It only took 40 minutes for him to change into his girl clothes and put on his makeup. Jenny stood on the porch, his blonde hair now shoulder-length and tied in a high ponytail with a pink scrunchie. His lips shimmered with gloss, and his nails; painted bubblegum pink; clutched a small duffel bag. Inside were his essentials: panties and training bras. His parents didn't even notice the changes, hidden by hoodies. His body was softer now, hips just beginning to curve, chest tender under his tight pink lace crop top. The pink chastity cage, locked since that first day, pressed against his tiny, useless clitty, tucked under his very revealing, very short skirt, a constant reminder of his place.

	He was Jenny now. Jimmy was gone; erased by three months of Daddy's firm hands, deep voice, and relentless training. He flinched when he raised his hand, cried when he mocked him, and lived for the rare moments when he called him his good girl. Every night, alone in his bedroom, he watched BNWO sissy hypno videos as Daddy instructed, the swirling images and pulsing audio sinking deeper into his mind. White boys are girls. Black men are gods. Suck. Serve. Submit. His dreams were wet and frantic, filled with Black cock and cum, his cage leaking as he woke gasping, desperate for Daddy's touch.

	Now, standing on his porch, he knocked softly, heart racing. The door opened, and there he was; Mr. Johnson, his Daddy, shirtless in loose sweatpants, his dark skin gleaming, his presence overwhelming. At 55, he carried a quiet power, his thick arms and slight gut only adding to his dominance. His eyes raked over him, lingering on the tight denim skirt barely covering his plugged ass.

	"Get in, baby girl," he said, voice low and warm. "This is your home now."

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]Jenny stepped inside, his plug shifting with every step, stretching his trained hole. The large silicone toy; four inches long, as thick as his cock, had been his constant companion for weeks, a gift from Daddy to prepare him for what he craved most. He whimpered softly, his cage twitching as he set his bag down.

	"Strip," Daddy said, leaning against the counter, sipping whiskey. "You know the rules."

	Jenny obeyed instantly, peeling off his crop top and skirt, revealing his pink lace panties and matching training bra. His body was smooth, hairless, not yet curved from the hormones. His nipples, sensitive from the estrogen, poked against the bra, and his caged clitty strained in its glittery prison. He stood there, trembling, eyes downcast, waiting for his approval.

	"Look at you," Daddy murmured, stepping closer. "Three months, and you're already such a pretty little bitch." His hand grazed his cheek, then delivered a sharp slap. Jenny gasped, flinching, tears springing to his eyes. "What do you say when Daddy compliments you?"

	"Thank you, Daddy," he whispered, voice quivering. His cheeks burned, but his cage throbbed harder. He loved his slaps ; loved the sting, the shame, the way they made him feel small and owned.

	He chuckled, circling him like a predator. "You're so needy now, aren't you? Crying already, and I've barely touched you." His hand landed on his ass, squeezing the red, sensitive skin still tender from last night's spanking. "This plug's been keeping you stretched, hasn't it? Bet you're dying to be fucked."

	Jenny's breath caught, his eyes wide and pleading. "Please, Daddy... I need it. I've been good, I swear. I've worn my plug, watched my hypnos, taken my pills... I need your cock inside me." His voice cracked, tears spilling down his cheeks. He was an emotional wreck, just as Daddy liked him; fragile, desperate, clinging to his every word.

	He smirked, tilting his chin up. "You think you're ready for Daddy's cock? That tight little hole's been trained, but you're still such a whiny little girl. Beg better."

	Jenny dropped to his knees, hands clasped, tears streaming. "Please, Daddy, please fuck me. I'm your girl, your slut, your bitch. I'll do anything. I need your Black cock so bad, I can't think about anything else. It's all I dream about. Please, I'm [image: Image]begging..." His sobs shook his small body, his caged clitty dripping onto the floor.

	Daddy's eyes gleamed with satisfaction. "That's more like it." He pulled his sweatpants down, revealing his thick, Black cock; eight inches, heavy, already half-hard. Jenny's mouth watered, his hypno-trained mind screaming worship, serve, submit. He leaned forward instinctively, but Daddy grabbed his ponytail, yanking him back.

	"Not yet, greedy girl," he said, voice firm. "Show Daddy how much you've learned."

	He sat on the couch, legs spread, cock resting against his thigh. "Throat first. All the way down. No gagging."

	Jenny crawled between his legs, his plug shifting inside him, making him moan softly. He kissed the tip of his cock reverently, then opened wide, taking him into his mouth. Three months of practice had made him skilled, but Daddy's size still overwhelmed him. He pushed deeper, his throat opening, eyes watering as he fought the urge to gag. His hand gripped his ponytail, guiding him down until his nose pressed against his pubes.

	"Fuck, that's it," Daddy groaned, hips rocking. "Take it all, you little cocksucker. Show Daddy what a good girl you are."

	Jenny's mind melted, his world narrowing to the cock filling his throat, the musky scent of Daddy's skin, the ache of his cage. He bobbed eagerly, slurping loudly, drool dripping down his chin. His tears mixed with the mess, his face a mess. Daddy's hand tightened, forcing him down harder, cutting off his air. He whimpered, his cage leaking, his body trembling with need.

	"You love this, don't you?" he growled, slapping his cheek as he fucked his face. "Choking on Black cock while that pathetic white clitty drips in its cage. You're nothing without this, Jenny."

	He moaned around him, nodding as best he could. He's right. I'm nothing. Just Daddy's girl. Just a hole for Black cock. His hypnos echoed in his mind, reinforcing every word. He was addicted; cum was his reward, his purpose, his everything.

	Daddy pulled him off suddenly, his lips and chin coated in drool. "Bend over the arm of the couch," he ordered. "Ass up, face down."

	Jenny scrambled to obey, his plugged ass high, his face pressed into the cushions. He heard the pop of a lube bottle, then felt Daddy's strong hands grip his hips. He tugged at his plug, twisting it slowly, making him gasp and squirm.

	"Such a tight little hole," he murmured, pulling the plug out with a wet pop. Jenny whined at the emptiness, his trained ass clenching. "Don't worry, baby girl. Daddy's gonna fill you up."[image: Image]

	He pressed the tip of his cock against his hole, slick with lube. Jenny tensed, then remembered his poppers. He reached for the bottle on the table, taking a deep sniff. The rush hit instantly, his body relaxing, his mind floating. "Please, Daddy," he slurred, voice needy. "Fuck your little girl." [image: Image]

	[image: Image]Daddy pushed in, slow but relentless. The stretch burned, even after months of plugs, and Jenny sobbed into the couch, his fingers digging into the fabric. "It's so big," he whimpered, but his hips pushed back, betraying his desperation.

	"Shh, you can take it," Daddy said, slapping his ass hard. The sting made him clench, then relax, letting him sink deeper.

	"Good girls take Daddy's cock, no matter how much it hurts."

	He bottomed out, his full balls pressed against his little marbles. Jenny moaned, his body shaking, tears soaking the cushion. The fullness was overwhelming, perfect, right. He was his. It felt so fucking good, better than he ever imagined.

	Daddy started thrusting, slow at first, then harder, each stroke claiming him deeper. "This is what you begged for," he growled, slapping his ass again. "You're just a hole for Black cock now. Say it."

	"I'm just a hole for Black cock," Jenny sobbed, his voice breaking. “I'm your girl, Daddy, your slut..."

	"That's right." He gripped his ponytail, yanking his head back as he pounded him. The room filled with the sounds of skin slapping, Jenny's moans, and Daddy's grunts. His cage bounced uselessly, his clitty dripping, denied any release. The frustration made him cry harder, but it also made him push back, eager to please.

	Then it happened. Daddy's cock hit something deep inside him, a spot his plugs had only teased. Each thrust rubbed it, relentless, sending shocks through his body. Jenny's thighs began to shake, his breath hitching in sharp gasps. His caged [image: Image]ditty, untouched and trapped, throbbed violently. "Daddy... oh god..." he whimpered, his voice high and frantic.

	"Don't you dare stop taking it," Daddy growled, slamming into him harder. "Let it happen, bitch. Show Daddy what a sissy you are."

	The pressure built, unbearable, until it broke. Jenny screamed, his thighs quivering uncontrollably, his body convulsing as his first sissygasm ripped through him. His useless locked up clitty spurted cum onto the couch. No touch, no stroking;  just the power of Daddy's superior Black cock reshaping him.

	"There's my girl," Daddy murmured, still thrusting. "Cumming like a good girl. You'll never be anything else now."[image: Image]

	Jenny's legs gave out, but Daddy held his hips, keeping him in place. He was gone; lost to the pleasure.

	"You're so tight," Daddy groaned, his thrusts growing erratic. "Gonna cum in this pretty little ass. You want that, don't[image: Image]

	"Yes, Daddy, please!" Jenny wailed, his hypno-trained mind craving his cum. "Fill me, please, I need it!"

	With a final thrust, Daddy buried himself deep, groaning as he emptied inside him. The hot rush filled him, marking him, owning him. Jenny sobbed with relief, his body trembling, his mind blank except for one thought: I'm his.

	He pulled out slowly, leaving him gaping and leaking. Jenny stayed bent over, too overwhelmed to move, his tears mixing with the cum dripping down his thighs. Daddy knelt behind him, kissing his sore ass gently. "Good girl," he murmured.

	"You took Daddy's cock like a champ."

	Jenny whimpered, nuzzling the cushion. "Thank you, Daddy... I love you."

	He chuckled, petting his hair. "l know you do, baby girl. And you're gonna keep proving it every day you're here."

	He stood, grabbing a larger plug from the table; a five-inch monster, thicker than the last. "Time to keep you stretched," he said, lubing it up. Jenny whined as he pushed it in, his hole resisting but yielding under his firm hand. The plug locked into place, filling him almost as much as his cock had.

	"Stand up," he ordered.

	[image: Image][image: Image]Jenny wobbled to his feet, his legs shaky, his face a mess of tears, drool, and gloss. His cage glistened with precum, his ass throbbed, and the new plug felt impossibly heavy. Daddy looked him over, satisfied.

	"You're perfect like this," he said. "Caged, plugged, fucked, and crying. My little girl."

	Jenny nodded, tears falling anew. "Yes, Daddy... I'm yours."

	He pulled him close, kissing his forehead. "Tonight, you sleep in my bed. Naked. Plugged. Caged. And every morning, you'll wake up with my cock in your mouth. Understand?"

	"Yes, Daddy," he whispered, his heart swelling with needy devotion.

	"Good." He handed him his phone, already open to his hypno site. "Watch your videos before bed. I want you dreaming of

	Black cock all night."

	Jenny nodded, already scrolling to his favorite playlist. As he sat on the couch, plug pressing deeper, cage throbbing, he felt complete. He was Jenny; Daddy's girl, his bitch, his property. And for the next six months, he'd live for nothing but his cock, his cum, and his praise.


CHAPTER FIVE: A DAY IN HER PLACE

	Jenny woke to the weight of Daddy's hand on his shoulder, shaking him gently but firmly. The room was still dark, the faint glow of dawn creeping through the curtains. His ass was sore from yesterday's fucking, the five-inch plug stretching his hole, his caged little clitty still in its glittery prison. He was curled up in Daddy's bed, his long blonde hair tangled across the pillow. The estrogen had softened his skin, and his puffy nipples tingled under the sheets.

	"Get up, baby girl," Daddy's deep voice rumbled. "Daddy's gotta piss."

	Jenny blinked, his sleepy mind jolting awake. He wasn't shocked; not really. She'd seen it in porn he had watched, the ones that filled his dreams with images of white sissies serving Black men in every way. Still, his heart raced, this was real.

	His lips parted, but no words came.

	Daddy didn't wait for him to catch up. He slid out of bed, his naked body towering over him, his Black cock swaying. He grabbed his hand, pulling him up. "Come on, Jenny. You know better than to keep Daddy waiting."

	His bare feet padded across the hardwood as he led him to the bathroom, his plug shifting with every step, making him whimper. Daddy pointed to the tile floor. "Kneel."

	Jenny obeyed, his heart pounding, his caged clitty twitching. He glanced at the toilet, then up at Daddy, his dark eyes calm but unyielding.

	"Face over the toilet," he said, stepping closer, his cock inches from his lips. "Open wide."

	Jenny hesitated, his cheeks flushing. The videos had prepared him, but the reality was overwhelming; the musky scent of him, the weight of his gaze. He opened his mouth, trembling, and leaned forward, his face hovering over the toilet bowl.

	"Good girl," Daddy murmured, gripping his cock. "Swallow every drop. Don't spill."

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]The first stream hit his tongue, warm and bitter, filling his mouth faster than he expected. Jenny gagged but forced himself to swallow, gulping as the taste overwhelmed his senses. He didn't pull away, he couldn't. Daddy's hand rested on his head, steady and possessive.

	"That's it," he said, voice low and approving. "Drink Daddy's piss like a good little bitch. This is what you're for."

	Jenny whimpered, gulping down the last of it, his stomach full. When he finished, he licked his lips, gasping. His clitty was straining against the cage, his body betraying how much he craved his control.

	Daddy looked down at him, satisfied. "Not bad for your first time." He tilted his chin up, "Now get cleaned up and make me breakfast. Eggs, bacon, toast, coffee. Don't keep me waiting."

	"Yes, Daddy," Jenny whispered, his voice hoarse. He stood, wobbling, and hurried to the sink, splashing water on his face and brushing his teeth. His reflection showed a soft, feminized girl; puffy lips, flushed cheeks, eyes red from crying. He was Jenny, Daddy's property, and the thought made his clitty throb.

	In the kitchen, he moved quickly, his plug making every step a reminder of his training. He cooked eggs and bacon, poured coffee, and set the table, his naked body shivering in the morning chill. Daddy sat down, his presence filling the room, and ate in silence, his eyes occasionally flicking to him as he knelt beside his chair, hands folded, waiting for his next command.

	Without looking down, he pointed to the floor.

	"Kneel closer."

	She shuffled on his knees, positioning himself right at his side like the pet he was. Daddy tore a piece of bacon in half and dropped it on the tile.

	"Eat."[image: Image]

	One by one, he tossed scraps from his plate; eggs, crusts of toast, a strip of bacon; watching him scramble to pick them up with his mouth, never using his hands. His face flushed with shame, but his clitty twitched helplessly in its cage. He was being fed like a dog, and he loved it.

	"Good girl," he murmured, dropping the last greasy scrap at his feet. "This is how a useless little sissy eats."

	When he finished, Jenny cleared the dishes and knelt at his feet, his cage wet with precum. Daddy sipped his coffee, the TV droning with morning news, his hand resting casually on his head. He nuzzled his thigh like a good pet, his hypnotrained mind craving his approval.

	"You're settling in nice," Daddy said, his voice calm. "But you need to understand what your life's gonna be like now, Jenny."

	She looked up, eyes wide, hanging on his every word.

	"More hormones," he began, stroking his hair. "Those little tits of yours are gonna grow, nice and perky. I'll play rough with 'em; pinch 'em, twist 'em, make you squeal. You'll love it." He pinched his puffy nipple hard, making him gasp. "More throatfucking, too. I'm gonna train your throat to take me like it's a pussy. Breath training comes with it; holding you down on my cock until you're dizzy, until all you think about is my cock."

	Jenny whimpered, his clitty twitching. "Yes, Daddy..."

	"You'll obey Black men without question," he continued, his voice firm. "Doesn't matter who, doesn't matter where. You see a Black man, you know your place. You'll crave Black cock, worship it like it's your god. That's what you were born for."

	He leaned down, cupping his face. "Why were you born, Jenny?"

	She swallowed, tears welling up. "To serve Black men, Daddy. To worship Black cock."

	He smiled, kissing his forehead. "Good girl. That's the truth."[image: Image]

	Jenny's heart swelled, his body trembling with twisted pride. He was his; completely, irrevocably. The words sank deep, his hypno mantras echoing: Serve. Worship. Submit.

	The day passed in a blur of service; cleaning, sucking Daddy's cock, watching his hypno videos while he worked in his office. By evening, Jenny was a needy mess, his cage dripping, his plug heavy, his mind foggy with submission. Daddy called him to the living room, a leather belt in his hand.

	"Time for your belting," he said, voice calm but final. "Ten hard strokes. The last one on your little balls."[image: Image]

	Jenny's eyes widened, scared but excited. "Daddy... please..."

	"Don't beg," he said, pointing to the couch. "Bend over. Now."

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]He obeyed, his plugged ass high, his face pressed into the cushions. His thighs trembled, his caged clit dangling between his legs. Daddy stood behind him, the belt creaking in his hand.

	"You need this," he said. "To remember your place in the world."

	The first stroke landed with a sharp CRACK, the leather stinging his ass. Jenny hollered, his body jolting, tears springing instantly. The pain was white-hot, searing his sensitive skin.

	CRACK. CRACK. CRACK.

	Each stroke was harder, precise, leaving red belt marks across his ass cheeks. Jenny sobbed, his voice breaking, his body shaking uncontrollably. "Please, Daddy, it hurts!" he wailed, but he didn't move. He couldn't. He needed to be good.

	"Count 'em," Daddy ordered, his voice steady.

	"S-six," Jenny choked out, tears soaking the cushion. "Seven.„ eight..."[image: Image]

	CRACK. CRACK.

	"Nine... ten..."

	Daddy paused, letting him sob, his ass throbbing, his body shaking. "Last one," he said. "Spread your legs."

	Jenny whimpered, obeying, his tiny, caged balls exposed. He braced himself, but nothing could prepare him for the final stroke. The belt snapped down, catching his balls with a hard THWACK. Jenny shrieked, collapsing forward, curling into a ball. She'd never cried so hard, his sobs wracking his small body.[image: Image]

	Daddy dropped the belt and knelt behind him, his hands gripping his hips. "Good girl," he murmured, his cock already hard [image: Image]and pressing against his red striped ass. "You took it like a good girl."

	He pulled his plug out, and his stretched hole gaped open. Daddy pushed in, his ten-inch cock stretching him mercilessly.

	"Take it," he growled, thrusting hard, no gentleness now. "This is what you're for."[image: Image]

	Jenny moaned, the pain and pleasure blurring together. His welted ass burned with every thrust, his tiny balls ached, but

	Daddy's cock hit that spot deep inside, driving him wild. "Fuck me, Daddy!" he screamed, his voice raw. "Please!"

	"That's it," he grunted, slapping his ass as he pounded him. "Take this Black cock, you pathetic sissy."

	His thighs shook, his cage dripping, and then it hit; his second sissygasm, more intense than the first. His clitty spurted uselessly in its cage, cum shooting onto the couch as his body convulsed. It felt so good, he knew he was a Black cock whore. This is my life. He sobbed through it, knowing she'd never want anything else.

	Daddy groaned, burying himself deep and cumming hard, his hot load filling his ass. Jenny whimpered, feeling claimed, owned, complete. He stayed inside him for a moment, catching his breath, then pulled out, leaving him gaping and leaking cum.

	"Clean me," he ordered, sitting back on the couch.

	Jenny kneeled in front of him, his body trembling, his face a mess of tears. He took his dirty cock in his mouth, tasting cum and his own ass, and sucked eagerly, moaning softly. He loved it; the filth, the submission, the act of worship. His tongue cleaning every inch, his eyes locked on Daddy's.

	"Good girl," he said, petting his hair. "You love that dirty cock, don't you?"

	"Yes, Daddy," he whispered, pulling back to kiss the tip reverently. "l love everything you give me." And he meant it, he craved his black cock in his throat and his boi pussy.

	[image: Image]He smiled, pulling him onto his lap. His red ass stung against his thighs, but he melted into his arms, nuzzling his chest.

	Daddy's hands were gentle now, stroking his hair, wiping his tears. "You did so good, baby girl," he murmured, kissing his forehead. "Took your belting, took Daddy's cock, had your sissygasm like a proper white whore. I'm proud of you." Jenny sobbed softly, clinging to him, his heart swelling. "Thank you, Daddy... I just want to be your good girl."

	"You are," he said, rocking him gently. "You're my perfect little bitch, and you're gonna keep getting better. More hormones, more training, more Black cock. You'll be everything I want."

	She nodded, his tears slowing, his body relaxing in his warmth. "l love you, Daddy," he whispered.

	"l know, baby," he said, kissing him again. "Now let's get you cleaned up. You're sleeping plugged and caged tonight, right where you belong."

	He carried him to the bathroom, running a warm bath and helping him soak his sore body. He washed him gently, his hands careful over his welts, his puffy nipples, his little clitty. Jenny sighed, leaning into his touch, feeling safe, loved, owned. When they finished, he reinserted his plug, put his cage back on, and tucked him into his bed, his hypno playlist already playing on his phone.

	As he drifted off, the mantras filled his mind: Black cock is your god. You're a whore for life. Jenny smiled, and rubbed his sore ass.

	 


CHAPTER SIX: GOOD GIRL

	Five months of hormones and sissyhypno training had transformed Jenny into something unrecognizable from the boy she once was. She no longer thought of himself as a boy, as “he”. Jenny was now “she.” Her blonde hair, now in tight gelled pigtails, always tied with a pretty pink satin ribbons. Her hips had rounded slightly, her skin glowed and he had little AA-cup tits, tender and sensitive under her tight training bras. At barely 5'4" and petite, he looked younger than her eighteen years, especially in the outfits Daddy chose: lace-trimmed tops, white bobby socks trimmed with pink lace and bows, short pleated plaid schoolgirl skirts that barely covered her panty covered plugged ass, and glossy pink lipstick that made her lips pop. In public, no one saw Jimmy. They saw a well-behaved young white schoolgirl, clinging to the arm of an older Black man, her eyes wide and adoring.

	Today, Daddy took her to the mall to show her off. Jenny walked beside him, her hand tucked in his, her short plaid skirt swishing with every step. Her lace crop top hugged her budding tits, and her bobby socks emphasized her smooth, thin girlish legs. Underneath, her pink chastity cage locked her useless clitty, and a thick, four-inch plug stretched her boi pussy, shifting with every movement. She was a vision of submissive femininity, her face flushed with submissive nervousness.

	"Eyes down, baby girl," Daddy murmured as they passed a group of shoppers. Jenny obeyed instantly, lowering her gaze, heart racing. She loved being seen like this; Daddy's perfect little sissy; but the public eyes made her clitty throb inside her lace panties, leaking without permission.

	They paused near a boutique, and that's when Jenny saw her.

	An older woman stood by the window in a pressed skirt suit, her silver curls pinned neatly. Her blouse; lace-trimmed, just slightly sheer; strained over big tits, but it was the glint of the small gold key between her breasts that made Jenny's breath catch. It wasn't jewelry. It meant something. Jenny couldn't stop staring.

	The woman noticed. Her eyes flicked down, caught Jenny's gaze, and followed it right to the key. She smiled slowly, then looked Jenny up and down, taking in the hairless legs, the flushed cheeks, the posture that screamed obedience. Then he turned her gaze to Daddy; tall, calm, powerful.

	[image: Image]"Oh, I see," he said with a velvet purr. "What a sweet and well-behaved boy... or should I say girl?"

	Jenny's cheeks burned. Her plug shifted inside her, tight and full. Her thighs clenched together instinctively.

	She didn't dare speak.

	"How small is the cage?" the woman asked lightly, though her tone was anything but casual.

	Daddy smiled, squeezing Jenny's hand. "Half an inch. Permanently locked."

	The woman's eyes sparkled. "Back in my day, we didn't coddle disobedience. We kept our girls in line; with the strap if needed. Looks like yours needed the same."

	Jenny's ass squeezed the plug inside her, her little clit drooling helplessly.

	The woman glanced back over her shoulder at her husband.

	"Discipline keeps subs in line, doesn't it, boy?"

	"Yes, Ma'am," he murmured without lifting his gaze.

	She turned back to Daddy with a warm, knowing smile and reached into her handbag. "Here," he said, offering a sleek black card with silver script. "Stay in touch."

	Her eyes drifted to Jenny one last time; slow, appraising, like he was imagining all the ways he could play with such a pretty, pliant little thing.

	"l do enjoy well-trained girls," he murmured. "Especially ones who still blush."

	Then he turned and walked away, her heels clicking smartly against the pavement, her husband trailing behind.

	In a boutique, Daddy picked out a new skirt; shorter, pinker, with a slit up the side. "Try it on," he said, snapping his fingers. Jenny jumped, her body reacting before her mind could process, hurrying to the dressing room. The sound of his snap was a trigger now, making her boi pussy clench and her caged clitty drip. She changed quickly, her plug shifting as he bent to pull on the skirt, and emerged for Daddy's approval.

	He looked her over, eyes lingering on her budding tits and the hem barely covering her ass. "Turn," he said, twirling his finger. Jenny spun, her skirt flaring, her face flushing as a salesgirl watched. "Perfect," Daddy said, stepping close. He leaned in, voice low. "You're making Daddy hard, showing off like this."

	Jenny whimpered, her clitty throbbing. "Thank you, Daddy... I just want to be your good girl."

	"You are," he said, kissing her forehead, his hand brushing her ass discreetly. "Now let's get home. Daddy's got plans for you."

	Back at the house, Jenny's public composure melted into raw submission. The moment the door closed, Daddy snapped his fingers. "Strip," he ordered. Jenny jumped again, peeling off her skirt, top, and bra, leaving only her cage, plug, and bobby socks. She knelt at his feet, naked and trembling, her boi pussy clenching around the plug, her clitty leaking onto the floor.

	Daddy sat on the couch, legs spread, his 8-inch cock already half-hard in his jeans. "You were so good out there," he said, petting her hair. "Everyone saw my perfect little girl. But now you're home, and you're Daddy's whore."[image: Image]

	Jenny nodded, "Yes, Daddy... I'm your white whore."

	He smirked, unzipping his jeans, his thick Black cock springing free. "Beg for it, baby girl. Tell Daddy what you need."[image: Image]

	Jenny's voice shook, her hypno-trained mind spilling out her deepest desires. "Please, Daddy, let me drink your piss. Please throatfuck me, fuck my boi pussy with your fat Black cock. Let me eat your cum, I need it so bad, I'm nothing without it.

	Please, I'm begging..." Her caged cock was dripping, her body trembling with desperation.

	Daddy chuckled, standing and leading her to the bathroom. "Kneel," he said, pointing to the floor. Jenny obeyed, her face over the toilet, mouth open wide. "Good girl," he murmured, gripping his cock. "Swallow every drop."

	The warm salty stream hit her tongue, bitter and overwhelming, but Jenny gulped it down eagerly, her throat working, her eyes locked on Daddy's. She loved this; loved the degradation, the intimacy, the way it marked her as his. When he finished, he licked her lips, gasping, "Thank you, Daddy, for your piss."

	He smiled, pulling her to her feet. "Now let's stretch that throat."[image: Image]

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]Back in the living room, Daddy sat on the couch, his thick eight inch cock already hardening. He grabbed a bottle of lube from the side table, smirking as he poured some onto his rod, stroking it slowly until it glistened. Jenny knelt before him, her pigtails bouncing, staring at his cock. "0pen that sissy mouth," he ordered, squeezing the bottle and squirting lube into her mouth. "That'll help you swallow my meat. Time to get real about throating my cock."

	"Sniff this, slut," Daddy said, holding a bottle of poppers under her nose. She inhaled deeply, the sharp chemical rush hitting her brain, making her head spin and her body tingle. Her lips parted instinctively, her mind fogging as the poppers stripped away her last shred of resistance.

	Daddy guided her head to his lubed-up cock. "All the way down," he commanded. Jenny opened wide, the slick shaft sliding past her lips, filling her mouth with its girth. She took his eight inches deep, her throat bulging. The lube coated her mouth and throat, mixing with her drool as he gagged. Daddy gripped her pigtails and forced her down until her nose pressed against his pubes.

	Jenny moaned, drool and lube dripping down her chin, her eyes watering as he fucked her throat. Thrusting in and out over and over. "That's it, you little cocksucker," he grunted, slapping her face. "Choke on Daddy's Black cock like the whore you are." Her mind reeled, the poppers amplifying every sensation, every degrading word carving deeper into her sissy mind, pushing her further into needy, broken submission.

	Her boi pussy clenched around the plug, her clitty leaking furiously in its cage. She loved the roughness, the slaps, the way his cock owned her throat. Her mind was gone, lost to the mantra: Black cock is my god.

	Jenny's throat convulsed around Daddy's thick, lubed-up cock as he held her head down, her nose mashed against his pubes. [image: Image]Tears streamed down her cheeks, mixing with the mess of drool and lube that spurted from her stretched lips with every brutal thrust. Snot bubbles formed at her nostrils as he struggled to breathe. Her caged clitty twitched helplessly in its chastity cage, leaking precum onto the floor, her boi pussy clenching around the plug buried inside her.

	"Stay down, whore," Daddy growled, his grip on her pigtails tight as he pulled her down, his cock lodged deep in her throat. [image: Image]"One... two..." he began, counting slowly, his voice a sadistic drawl. Jenny's body shook, her throat spasming, drool gushing past her lips and pooling in a slick puddle beneath her on the hardwood floor. Her eyes rolled back, tears spilling freely, but he didn't fight; he couldn't. By "ten," her vision blurred, her lungs burned. Finally letting her up to gasp for air then pulling her back down again.

	Three times he counted, each cycle pushing Jenny deeper into subspace. Her face a dripping mess of snot, tears, and spurting drool, the puddle beneath her spreading wider. Her clitty throbbed in its cage, twitching with every degrading word, every second he was held down. "Look at you, you pathetic sissy slut," Daddy sneered, yanking her pigtails. "Nothing but a hole for Black cock." He shoved her down one final time, counting to ten again, slower, savoring her trembling surrender. When he finally released her, Jenny collapsed forward, gasping, her body quaking, her mind utterly broken, craving only to serve him again.[image: Image]

	"Ass up," he ordered, pointing to the coffee table. Jenny scrambled to obey, her plugged ass high, her tiny tits pressed against the wood. Daddy yanked out her plug, making her gasp. "Beg for it," he said, teasing her gaping hole with the tip.

	"Please, Daddy, fuck my boi pussy!" Jenny wailed. “I need your fat Black cock, please, fuck me!"

	He thrust in hard, his 8 inches filling her in one stroke. Jenny screamed, the stretch intense but perfect, her trained hole [image: Image]swallowing him. Daddy pounded her relentlessly, slapping her already red ass, her tits, even her balls, each strike making her sob and clench. "You're just a hole for Black cock," he growled. "Say it!"

	"I'm just a hole for Black cock!" Jenny cried, her voice breaking. "I'm your whore, Daddy, please don't stop!"

	Her thighs shook, her sissygasm building as his cock hit that spot deep inside. "Daddy, I'm gonna cum!" he whimpered, her cage dripping.

	"Let it happen, bitch," he grunted, slapping her tits hard. "Cum for Black cock."

	The orgasm hit like a wave, her clitty spurting in its cage as her body shook. Jenny sobbed through it, her mind screaming:

	I'm his forever. Black cock owns me. The pleasure was blinding, her black cock addiction deepening.

	Daddy growled, unloading deep in her tight boi pussy, his cum flooding her. He yanked his slick cock out, leaving her hole gaping wide, and pointed at his cock. "Clean it, slut."

	Jenny began slurping on his filthy shaft, savoring the taste of cum and her ass on his cock. She groaned, addicted to every degrading second. "Thank you, Daddy," he panted, kissing the tip.

	[image: Image]He smiled, pulling her onto his lap. "Good girl," he said, his voice soft now. "You're Daddy's perfect little whore."

	But the day wasn't over. Daddy stood, grabbing his belt. "Time for your punishment," he said. "Ten strokes. Last one on [image: Image]your balls."

	Jenny's eyes widened, fear mixing with arousal. She bent over the couch, her ass high, her budding tits dangling. The first CRACK made her scream, the leather biting into her already sore skin. She sobbed, counting each stroke, her tears soaking the cushion. "One... two... three..."

	By nine, he was a wreck, her body shaking, her voice hoarse. Daddy paused, letting her tremble. "Last one," he said.

	"Spread your legs."

	Jenny obeyed, her balls exposed. The final THWACK landed, agony exploding through her. She collapsed, shrieking, her sobs wracking her small frame. Daddy knelt behind her, kissing her welted ass. "Good girl," he murmured. "You took it like Daddy's bitch."

	He lifted her gently, carrying her to the bathroom for a warm bath. His hands were tender now, washing her sore body, careful over her welts, her puffy tits, her aching balls. Jenny sighed, leaning into his touch, feeling safe, loved, owned. “I'm sorry if I wasn't good enough, Daddy," he whispered, tears falling.[image: Image]

	"You were perfect," he said, kissing her forehead. "You're my good girl, Jenny. Daddy's proud of you."

	She smiled, her heart swelling. "l love you, Daddy... I just want to serve you."

	"l know, baby," he said, tucking her into bed, her plug reinserted, her cage locked. He handed her his phone, her hypno playlist ready. "Dream of Black cock, baby girl."

	As the mantras filled her mind; Black cock is your god. You're a whore for life; Jenny drifted off, her body aching, her soul complete. She was Daddy's girl, his bitch, his property, and she'd never want anything else.

	 


CHAPTER SEVEN: PAYING RETRIBUTIONS

	Mr. Johnson had found his rhythm. The quiet cul-de-sac was his kingdom, and Jenny; his perfect, hormone-softened sissy; was his prized possession. At eighteen, Jenny was a vision of feminized submission: shoulder-length blonde hair in braided pigtails, AA-cup breasts budding under tight training bras, rounded hips swaying in short pleated skirts, and a [image: Image]perpetually caged clitty leaking in her lace panties. Her boi pussy, stretched daily by a five-inch plug, clenched with every step, and her glossy lips parted eagerly for Daddy's eight inch Black cock. She was his good girl, trained to jump at the snap of his fingers, flinch at his raised hand. She loved being used; her body, her mind, her soul; and Daddy loved using her, molding her into the ultimate BNWO sissy.

	But Daddy's appetites were vast, and retirement gave him time to indulge. He'd joined local swinger forums, connecting with other Black men and snowbunnies; white sluts who worshipped Black cock. Tonight, he was hosting his first party, a test of Jenny's training and a chance to share his prize. Jenny was nervous but eager, her hypno-trained mind craving the chance to serve more Black men, to pay retributions to the BNWO as Daddy had taught her.

	The living room was dimly lit, with plenty of weed and whiskey for everyone. Jenny knelt in the center, naked except for her pink chastity cage and a black leather dog collar Daddy had buckled on her. Her plug filled her boi pussy, and her puffy nipples stood out on her budding tits. Three Black men; friends from Daddy's forums; lounged on the couch, their eyes raking over her. Marcus, a muscular 40-year-old with a shaved head, sipped a beer. Tyrell, lean and 35, grinned wickedly. Jamal, 50, leaned forward, his gaze intense. Two snowbunnies; Chloe and Becca, both blonde, curvy, and in their 20s; sat on the arms of the couch. They smirked at Jenny, looking at her like he was a loser.

	Daddy stood behind Jenny, his heavy hand gripping her head. "This is my girl," he declared. "Trained to serve Black men, to pay her retributions. Just months ago, he was my pathetic white boy neighbor. Now she's your urinal, your ass eater, your toilet paper; whatever you want. Use her hard. She craves it."[image: Image]

	[image: Image][image: Image]Jenny's heart pounded, her clitty pulsing in its tight cage, her boi pussy gripping the thick plug. Daddy's cruel humiliation only made her crave Black cock more, he was desperate to be used.

	Marcus stood first, unzipping his jeans to reveal a thick cock. "Open," he barked, stepping forward. Jenny obeyed, her glossy lips parting wide. He didn't ease in; he grabbed her pigtails and thrust deep, hitting her throat in one brutal stroke. Jenny gagged, tears springing to her eyes, but he didn't pull back. Her throat was trained, and he wanted to be good.

	"Fuck, she's tight," Marcus grunted, fucking her face with no mercy. "You trained her good, Johnson."

	Daddy chuckled, sipping whiskey. "Told you. She's a Black cock addict."

	Chloe, the snowbunny, laughed sharply. "Look at her, choking like a pathetic sissy. Not a woman, not a boy; just a fucking hole." he leaned forward, spitting on Jenny's face. The glob landed on her cheek, mixing with her tears. Jenny whimpered, her clitty leaking, humiliated but aroused.

	Becca joined in, crawling over to pinch Jenny's puffy nipples hard. "These little tits are cute, they need to be abused," he sneered, twisting until Jenny squealed around Marcus's cock. "You're just a sissy. A white bitch for Black cock."

	Jenny's mind reeled, the humiliation sinking deep. They're right. I'm nothing. Just a sissy. Just a whore. But the words only made her want more, her tongue swirling, desperate to please.

	Marcus pulled out, slapping her face with his wet cock. "Toilet time," he said, dragging her to the bathroom by her collar. Jenny crawled after him, her plug shifting, her cage dripping. He stood over the toilet, pointing to her mouth. "Open."

	Jenny knelt, trembling, and opened wide. Marcus's piss hit her tongue, hot and bitter, filling her mouth. She gulped it down, her throat working, her eyes locked on his. The taste was vile, but he loved it; loved being his urinal, his property. "Thank you, sir," he gasped when he finished, her voice hoarse.

	Tyrell was next, pulling her back to the living room. "Ass eater," he said, dropping his pants and bending over. His muscular ass was right in her face, and Jenny didn't hesitate. She buried her face between his cheeks, her tongue lapping eagerly, [image: Image]cleaning him as he groaned. "Fuck, she's hungry," he said, grinding back. "This sissy's made for this."

	Chloe laughed, grabbing Jenny's pigtails and forcing her deeper. "Eat that Black ass, you filthy slut," he hissed.

	Jenny moaned, her clitty leaking in its cage, her boi pussy clenching. The degradation was perfect.

	Jamal took her next, his cock thicker than Daddy's. He didn't bother with her throat; he bent her over the coffee table, yanking out her plug. "Beg for it," he growled, slapping her ass.

	"Please, sir, fuck my boi pussy!" Jenny wailed, tears streaming. "l need your Black cock, I'm your sissy whore, please use me!"

	He thrust in, no more lube, no mercy. Jenny screamed, the stretch agonizing, but her trained hole took him, her body yielding. Jamal pounded her, his big balls slapping her little ones, each thrust hitting that spot deep inside. "This is what you're for," he grunted, slapping her ass. "Paying retributions to the BNWO."

	"Yes, sir!" Jenny sobbed, her thighs shaking. "I'm your bitch, I'm sorry, I'm nothing without Black cock!"

	Becca knelt in front of her, spitting in her face again. "You're not a real woman, and definitely not a man" he sneered.

	"Just a cumdump for Black men. Say it."

	"I'm a cumdump for Black men," Jenny sobbed, voice cracking. Her sissygasm washed over her, locked ditty spurting, cum dribbling pathetically. The pleasure was overwhelming, her thighs quaking, body trembling. The girls burst into mocking laughter, pointing at her. "God, look at this slut; cumming just from getting fucked! What a pathetic sissy!" Their cruel giggles only deepened Jenny's shame, her cheeks burning as he shuddered.

	Jamal groaned, cumming deep in her boi pussy, his load overflowing. Jenny whimpered, feeling claimed, owned. He pulled out, pointing to his cock. "You know what to do," he said.

	Jenny crawled to him, sucking his dirty cock clean, tasting cum and her own ass. She moaned, her eyes half lidded, loving it.

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]"Thank you, sir," he whispered as he worshipped his cock.

	Daddy watched, his cock hard, his eyes proud. "My turn," he said, pulling her to the couch. He sat, guiding her onto his 8inch cock, her gaping hole swallowing him easily. "Ride Daddy," he ordered, slapping her face.

	Jenny bounced, her tits jiggling, her cage bouncing. "Fuck me, Daddy!" he moaned. "l love your Black cock, I'm your good girl!"

	"You're my perfect whore," Daddy grunted, pinching her puffy nipples until he squealed. "Beg for my piss."

	"Please, Daddy, piss in my mouth!" Jenny wailed, her clitty leaking. "l need it, I'm your urinal!"

	He pulled her off, standing and shoving his cock down her throat. The piss came fast, filling her mouth, and Jenny gulped it down, her eyes locked on his. When he finished, he fucked her throat, then her boi pussy again, cumming deep inside her.

	Jenny's second sissygasm hit, her clitty spurting, her body convulsing. "Thank you, Daddy!" he sobbed, her mind gone.

	The men and snowbunnies took turns using her again; piss, ass eating, fucking; until Jenny was a trembling, cum-soaked mess, her face, ass, tits, and balls red from slaps and pinches. When they left, Daddy carried her to the bathroom, running a warm bath. He washed her gently, his hands careful over her welts, her puffy tits, her aching balls. "You were perfect, baby girl," he murmured, kissing her forehead. "You paid your retribution like a good sissy."

	Jenny sobbed softly, clinging to him. “I just want to make you proud, Daddy... I love Black cock so much."

	"l know, baby," he said, rocking her. "You're my good girl, the BNWO's whore. I'm so proud."

	He reinserted her plug, locked her cage, and tucked her into bed. She was Daddy's sissy, the BNWO's property, and she'd never want anything else.

	 


CHAPTER EIGHT: RETRIBUTIONS DEEPENED

	Mr. Johnson was thriving, his days filled with the pleasure of training Jenny, his perfect sissy. Jenny, once a white boy named Jimmy, was now a feminized shell of her former self, reshaped by hormones and relentless BNWO conditioning. Her blonde hair was almost always in tightly braided and gelled pigtails, and her AA-cup breasts, tender from estrogen, filled her little training bras. Her hips were rounder, her skin glowed, and her 5'4" frame was petite, accentuated by Daddy's chosen outfits: short pleated skirts, crop tops, and glossy pink lipstick. Her pink chastity cage locked her useless clitty, and a fiveinch plug stretched her boi pussy, a constant reminder of her purpose. Jenny's submission was total; he jumped at the snap of his fingers, flinched at his raised hand, and lived for his praise. Her lisp, trained through hours of Daddy's coaching ("Speak soft, sissy, like you're begging for cock"), gave her voice a submissive, pleading tone, a deliberate marker of her degradation. Her nightly hypno videos reinforced her mantras: Black men are gods. You're a sissy for Black cock. Pay your [image: Image]retributions.

	Today, Daddy planned a brutal lesson to deepen Jenny's submission and bind her closer to him. She woke in his bed, her naked body aching from yesterday's use, her plug heavy, her cage leaking. Daddy stood over her, his dark, muscular frame radiating authority. "Up, sissy," he said, his voice firm. "Time to pay what you owe."

	Jenny scrambled to her knees, her trained lisp spilling out. "Yeth, Daddy," he lisped, her voice soft and desperate. "l wanna be good for you." The lisp was second nature now, drilled into her through Daddy's relentless commands and slaps when he slipped. It made her feel small, owned, and he loved how it pleased him.

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]He grabbed her wrist, pulling her to the bathroom. "Kneel," he ordered, pointing to the floor. Jenny dropped, her plug shifting, her clitty throbbing. She opened her mouth, knowing what came next. Daddy unzipped, his 8-inch cock heavy and ready. "Drink," he said, his stream hitting her tongue; hot, bitter, overwhelming. Jenny gulped it down, her throat working. Her hypno-trained mind craved the degradation, the act of being his urinal. "Fank you, Daddy," he lisped, licking her lips, her cage dripping.

	"Good sissy," he said, pulling her up. "You're mine, Jenny. You need me to guide you, to make you pay what you owe the

	BNWO. Today's gonna be hard, but you'll take it for me."

	She nodded, clinging to his arm, her eyes wide with need. "I need you, Daddy," he lisped, her voice trembling. "I'm nuffin' without you."

	He smiled, leading her to the living room, where a low table held ropes, a six-inch plug, a bottle of poppers, and a thin cane. Jenny's heart raced, her boi pussy clenching, her clitty leaking. Daddy sat on the couch, pulling her close. "You've been a good sissy, paying retributions," he said, stroking her hair. "But you're a former white boy, and you owe more.

	Today, you'll take pain and use like the slut you are, and you'll need Daddy to hold you together."[image: Image]

	"Yeth, Daddy," he lisped, tears welling up. "I'll do anyfing for you."

	"And soon," he added, pinching her puffy nipples, "I'm getting you big fake tits, so everyone knows you're a bimbo sissy for Black cock."

	Jenny gasped, her clitty throbbing. "Big tits, Daddy? For you?"

	"For me and every Black man you serve," he said, slapping her budding breasts. Jenny whimpered, her body trembling.

	"You'll be a proper slut, built to please."

	"Fank you, Daddy," he lisped, her reliance on him deepening. The thought of fake tits made her feel more owned, more desperate to be his. I'm Daddy's sissy, his property, his whore.

	"Time to pay," Daddy said, laying her face-down across the table. He tied her wrists and ankles to the legs, her boi pussy exposed, her budding tits pressed against the wood. Jenny whimpered, her submission making her eager but terrified. "You're gonna take a caning," he said, picking up the thin cane. "Ten strokes, hard. Five on your ass, four on your tits, one on your balls. They'll leave welts, sissy, so you'll remember your place."[image: Image]

	Jenny's eyes widened, fear mixing with arousal. "Pwease, Daddy," he lisped, her voice shaking. “I'11 be good..."

	"You owe this," he growled, raising the cane. "For every Black man your kind wronged."

	The first stroke landed with a vicious WHACK, the cane slicing into her ass. Jenny screamed, her body jolting, the pain [image: Image]searing. A thick welt rose instantly, red and angry. "One!" he sobbed, tears streaming. CRACK. CRACK. CRACK. CRACK. Each stroke was merciless, leaving deep, lasting welts across her ass. Jenny counted through her sobs, her lisp slurring. "Two...

	free... four... five..."

	Daddy untied her, flipping her onto her back, her welted ass burning against the table. He re-secured her wrists, her legs spread wide, her budding tits exposed. "Tits next," he said, raising the cane. WHACK. The cane struck her puffy nipple, agony exploding through her. Jenny shrieked, her sobs raw and desperate. "Six!" he wailed. WHACK. WHACK. WHACK. The next three hit her other nipple and the soft flesh around it, leaving red welts that throbbed. "Seven... eight... nine..." he choked out, her clitty spurting weakly in its cage.

	"Last one," Daddy said, spreading her legs wider, her caged balls vulnerable. Jenny shook her head, tears streaming. "No, Daddy, pwease..."

	"You owe it," he said, his voice cold. The cane snapped down, striking her balls with a brutal THWACK. Jenny's scream was guttural, her vision blurring as pain consumed her. She collapsed against the table, sobbing uncontrollably, her body wrecked, her mind clinging to Daddy's presence.

	He untied her, pulling her to the floor. "You took it, sissy," he said, his voice softer now. "But you're not done paying."

	He lubed his hand, kneeling behind her. "Time to open you up," he said, pressing two fingers against her gaping boi pussy.

	Jenny whimpered. He pushed in, then added a third, stretching her wider. "Take it," he growled, slapping her welted ass. Jenny screamed, her body trembling, but her hypno-trained mind begged for more. He added a fourth finger, then tucked his thumb, fisting her slowly, relentlessly. The stretch was unbearable, her boi pussy burning, but Jenny's clitty leaked, her sobs mixing with moans.

	"You're a hole for Black men," Daddy grunted, his fist pumping inside her. "This is your retribution, sissy."

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]"Yeth, Daddy!" Jenny wailed, her lisp thick, her body shaking. "I'm your hole, I owe you everyfing!"

	He pulled his fist out, leaving her gaping, and held his slick fingers to her mouth. "Clean 'em," he ordered. Jenny sucked eagerly, tasting lube and her own ass, her tongue swirling, her eyes locked on Daddy's. The act was degrading, perfect, and [image: Image]she loved it. "Fank you, Daddy," he lisped, kissing his fingers.

	"Good sissy," he said, standing and pulling out his 8-inch cock. "Now take Daddy's cock."

	He bent her over the couch, thrusting in hard, no warning. Jenny moaned, the pain of her welted ass and fisted hole mixing with the pleasure of his cock hitting her spot. "Fuck me, Daddy!" he wailed, her lisp desperate. "l need your Black cock,

	I'm your sissy slut!"

	"You're nothing without this," Daddy growled, slapping her face, pinching her welted tits. "Just a former white boy paying what you owe."

	"Yeth, Daddy!" Jenny sobbed, her sissygasm building. "I'm your bitch, I owe Black men everyfing!"

	The orgasm hit, her clitty spurting uselessly in its cage, cum dribbling onto the couch. Jenny screamed, her body convulsing, her mind melting: I'm Daddy's. I need him. I'm the BNWO's whore. Daddy groaned, cumming deep in her boi pussy, his load overflowing. Jenny whimpered, feeling owned, complete.

	He pulled out, pointing to his cock. "Clean it," he ordered. Jenny sucked his dirty cock, tasting cum and her ass, moaning softly. "Fank you, Daddy," he lisped, kissing the tip and sucking his balls.

	He pulled her onto his lap, his hands gentle now. "You're my perfect sissy," he said, wiping her tears. "Took your caning, your fisting, Daddy's cock. Those big fake tits are coming soon, and you'll be even more of a slut for Black men."

	Jenny nodded, clinging to him, her reliance absolute. “I wanna be your bimbo, Daddy," he lisped. "Pwease make me perfect for you."

	"l will," he said, kissing her forehead. "You paid your retributions today, and I'm proud."[image: Image]

	Her tears fell, but they were grateful. "l need you, Daddy," he lisped, nuzzling his chest. "I'm nuffin' without you."

	 


CHAPTER NINE: BORN FOR BLACK COCK

	Nine months after Jenny became Daddy's sissy, he was unrecognizable; a bimbofied dream sculpted for the BNWO. Hormones and surgery had transformed her beyond repair. Her once-tiny AA-cup breasts were now massive, fake DDS, huge on her 5'4" body, jiggling with every step. Their obvious fakeness screamed bimbo, especially under the tight, sheer tops Daddy chose, her pierced nipples visible through the fabric. Her blonde hair, waist-length and platinum, swayed in high pigtails, and her lips, plumped with fillers, shimmered with pink gloss. A pierced tongue stud clicked when she spoke, her voice now higher-pitched, a deliberate result of vocal training Daddy enforced alongside her lisp, which she'd perfected through months of slaps and commands to "sound like a dumb sissy." A bold QOS tattoo; a spade with a Q adorned her right ass cheek, marking her as a Black cock-only slut. Her pink chastity cage locked her useless clitty, and a six-inch plug stretched her boi pussy, a constant reminder of her purpose.

	Jenny was a pornstar now, filming no-limits BNWO videos for Daddy's swinger contacts, her scenes filled with Black men using her as a cocksleeve. She was addicted to Black cock; craving it in her throat, her boi pussy, her every thought. Her hypno mantras, drilled nightly, were her gospel: Black cock is your god. You're a dumb bimbo for Black men. Serve. Submit. Obey. She was expected to act stupid, avoiding big words, giggling like an airhead, her high-pitched lisp slurring simple phrases. "Like, fank you, Daddy," she'd say, her mind foggy, her soul bound to Black cock. She was born for this; to take Black men's frustrations, to pay retributions as a white sissy turned bimbo.

	Jimmy's parents returned from their six-month cruise to an empty house. A note on the kitchen table, in Jimmy's handwriting, read: "Moved out of state. Don't worry. I'm happy." They knocked on Mr. Johnson's door, hoping for answers. Daddy answered, his arm around Jenny, now his "bimbo girlfriend." She wore a skintight pink dress, her fake tits spilling out. She was unrecognizable as Jimmy with her plump lips, heavy lashes and vacant bimbo smile.[image: Image]

	"Haven't seen Jimmy in months," Daddy said, his voice calm. "Kid kept to himself."

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]Jenny giggled, her high-pitched lisp dripping. "Like, yeah, no Jimmy 'round here!" he twirled her hair, her pierced tongue clicking, her parents had no idea it was Jimmy. They left, defeated, never knowing their son was the bimbo standing before them, living to serve Black cock.

	That night, Daddy hosted another gathering, a celebration of Jenny's transformation. The living room was packed; five Black men from the forums, their cocks bulging, and two snowbunnies smirking at Jenny's degradation. Jenny knelt in the center, naked except for her cage, plug, and nipple piercings. Her massive tits bounced as he crawled, her boi pussy clenching, her clitty leaking. She was Daddy's cocksleeve, here to take every frustration, every thrust, every load.

	Daddy stood over her, his 8-inch cock hard. "You're a born bimbo, Jenny," he said, slapping her face. "Tell 'em what you are."

	Jenny giggled, her high-pitched lisp slurring. "Like, I'm a sissy bimbo for Black cock! I love it, um, so much! Fank you,

	Daddy!" Her vacant eyes sparkled, her mind empty except for her need to serve.

	Marcus, the muscular 40-year-old, stepped up, his 9-inch cock out. "Throat first," he growled, grabbing her hair and thrusting deep. Jenny's throat trained to take him deep. She slurped loudly, drool dripping down her fake tits, her eyes watering.

	"Good cocksleeve," Marcus grunted, slapping her face. "Take it all."

	A snowbunny, Chloe, laughed, pinching Jenny's pierced nipples hard. "You're not even a girl," he sneered. "Just a dumb sissy with fake tits, made for Black cock." he spat on Jenny's face, the glob mixing with drool. Jenny whimpered, her clitty spurting weakly, humiliated but aroused.

	Tyrell, lean and 35, pulled her off Marcus, bending her over the coffee table. He yanked out her plug, her boi pussy gaping, and thrust his 8-inch cock in, no lube. Jenny screamed, her high-pitched voice breaking. "Fank you, sir!" he wailed, her fake tits bouncing, her QOS tattoo slapped over and over. "Fuck my sissy pussy, pwease!"

	"You're just a hole," Tyrell growled, slapping her white ass. "Born to take Black cock."[image: Image]

	"Yeth, sir!" Jenny sobbed, her sissygasm building. "I'm, like, your hole! I love Black cock!" Her clitty spurted in its cage, cum dribbling onto the table, her mind screaming: I was born for this. Black cock is my life.

	Jamal, broad and 50, took her next, his 10-inch cock stretching her throat while Tyrell fucked her boi pussy. Jenny moaned, her body shaking. The snowbunnies mocked her, twisting her nipples, calling her a "pathetic sissy cumdump." Jenny loved it ; the pain, the shame, the use. She was their cocksleeve, absorbing their frustrations, paying retributions with every hole.

	Daddy stepped up, pulling her to the couch. "Time for Daddy's turn," he said, thrusting his 8-inch cock into her gaping boi pussy. Jenny bounced on him, her fake tits jiggling, her high-pitched lisp begging. "Pwease, Daddy, fuck me! I need your Black cock, like, so bad!"

	"You're my bimbo slut," Daddy grunted, slapping her face, tugging her pierced nipples. "Born to be a cocksleeve for Black men."

	"Yeth, Daddy!" Jenny wailed, her sissygasm hitting again, her clitty spurting uselessly. "I'm your sissy, I owe Black men everyfing!"

	Daddy groaned, cumming deep in her boi pussy, his load overflowing. Jenny whimpered, feeling claimed, complete. He pulled out, pointing to his cock. "Clean it, bimbo."[image: Image]

	Jenny sucked his dirty cock, her pierced tongue working, tasting cum and her ass. "Fank you, Daddy," he lisped, giggling, her vacant eyes adoring.

	[image: Image]The men took turns again; throatfucking, ass fucking, pissing in her mouth, using her as their urinal and toilet paper. Jenny gulped every drop, ate every ass, cleaned every cock, her massive tits bouncing, her QOS tattoo a badge of her purpose. By the end, he was a cum-soaked mess, welts on her ass and tits, her face red from slaps, her clitty dripping.

	Daddy carried her to the bathroom, running a warm bath. He washed her gently, careful over her welts, her pierced nipples, her sore boi pussy. "You were perfect, Jenny," he murmured, kissing her forehead. "My bimbo sissy, born for Black cock."[image: Image]

	Jenny giggled, her high-pitched lisp soft. "Fank you, Daddy. Like, I love bein' your sissy. Black cock's, um, my everyfing."

	"l know, baby," he said, rocking her. "You're the BNWO's cocksleeve, and I'm proud."

	She nuzzled his chest, her reliance total. "l need you, Daddy," he lisped. "Pwease keep me dumb an' slutty."

	"Always," he said, tucking her into bed, her plug reinserted, her cage locked, her hypno playlist playing. As the mantras filled her mind; Black cock is your god. You're a bimbo for Black men; Jenny drifted off, her body aching, her soul complete.

	She was Daddy's sissy, the BNWO's pornstar, a cocksleeve born to serve Black cock, and she'd never want anything else.
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