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Chapter One

I’m frustrated and sick and tired of my typical Saturday routine. Like always, I dressed to kill in a sexy little black dress, and what am I doing? Watching a movie, trolling the trans dating apps, looking for…. something different. It’s not that I don’t get offers. I meet plenty of guys on the apps, and tonight, I had a shit ton of offers, but nothing that met my standards.

All the conversations started with the typical shallow pickup lines like: “Hey,” “What’s up,” and….

Then, interrupting my movie, where the knight in shining armor is about to save the Princess. “You got a big cock?”

I respond. “No.”

And I don’t want the one I have. If I could blink and make it disappear, I would. Put a nice wet pussy down there instead. Either way, with a cock or pussy, I want to choke on one, a big, fat, thick pulsing cock attached to a…. Well, my knight in shining armor after he rescues me. Yeah, I know I have big dreams. A girl can dream. I need some…. Some what? Excitement? Romance? I need a knight in shining armor to save me and then take his reward. Me. My ass. My mouth and everything in between.

Before I go back to my movie, I update my profile. “I’m looking for a knight in shining armor to save his Princess. Then I’ll do every dirty, nasty thing my champion wants.”

Why shouldn’t I want a tall, muscular black knight in shining armor with a piece of meat dangling between his legs as thick as my wrists? With a bit of romance beforehand—not a lot. Just a hint before he rocks my world.

The guys tonight are incredibly annoying… and not what I want. I’m flattered and not a prude, but I want a… a… okay, a big thick cock. Yes, I’m a size queen. And I want one that lasts for more than the standard forty seconds. There, I said it. Well, there’s one more criterion: I’m into BBC. Okay, I’m picky.

Frustrated, I close the app, but I am oh, so fucking horny, so I stripped and loaded up one of my favorite porn videos, intending to jack off and crash. My video of choice: A white sissy crossdresser who gets nailed by two black guys.

I shove an eight-inch black—of course—dildo up my ass, fucking myself as the movie unfolds. Then, an idea hits me, something I hadn’t done before, something different. Why not go for a jog? A five-mile run would be different, challenging, and a little kinky. Show off my legs, my round plump ass, and…. It’d be an excellent chance to test my new foundation and primer. Is it as long-lasting as it claims? I bought it to defy the all-night, hot, sweaty sex I craved but never got.

Running might be kinky, too, pushing my barriers, something I never did before. And I could show off the new white booty shorts I paid an arm and a leg for. I ripped open the package and stared at the tight, high-waisted booty shorts for an eternity before sliding into them.

For the longest time, it satisfied me sitting at home, trying different looks and makeup techniques, sliding into a sexy dress, and hanging out. But I’ve been pushing my boundaries lately, stepping out dressed as a woman: shopping, dining out, and even going to a nightclub.

My trip to the nightclub was okay, I guess. If the reality of explaining my little sissy clitty hadn’t destroyed my evening. I loved the loud music, drunks, and the wild free spirits, especially all the horny men…. I went for sex, dressed for sex, and got the attention the dress I wore deserved. All the sweet, suggestive flirtations made me feel… well, like a woman and horny!

It felt like I could float away listening to all the studs fawn over me, telling me, “You’re gorgeous,” “Sexy,” and “I love your hair,” especially got to me. Since everyone at work and my friends made fun of my long blonde hair.

“You look like a girl. Maybe cut it.” My boss complained. I wanted to say “Thank you.” But I’m not ready to tell everyone who I was or thought I was.

Another one got to me, “Your skin is so soft.” Of course, that led to caresses that left me breathless. “Those legs.” I’m most proud of my long, smooth, and effeminate legs, and no one asked me how big my cock was, which seemed to be a standard question on the trans hookup apps I’m a regular on.

I ate the attention up, but in the end, if I accepted, I’d have to explain the little meat between my legs. How does one do that?

Lately, going en femme has become more the norm than the exception. I wanted to be Hazel full-time, but the shame and confusion prevented me from making that big step. I wanted to embrace my identity, especially my sexuality and the feminine side, but I feared what would happen if I did. Except for my trips to work, the neighbors see Hazel leaving more than Henry. I know they’re wondering and asking questions—the neighborhood had to be baking with hot gossip. “Who’s the slut leaving Henry’s house?” Or were they saying what a freak Henry has become?

After stretching, I hesitated at the front door before hitting the street, thinking of my outlandish fantasy: being rescued by a black knight in shining armor before he took me back to his lair, forcing me to repay him for his kindness, which I gladly accepted.


Chapter Two

With courage, I turned left on the sidewalk, my smartphone wrapped around my slender arm, playing high-energy music. The calm September wind against my body was invigorating—my long, smooth legs moved in rhythm to the upbeat music. My high-waisted white booty shorts clung to my firm, round ass as guys drooled over my long, smooth legs, slender shoulders, arms, and effeminate body.

Whistles greeted me.

And catcalls.

I loved the attention, the thrill of being watched, hungered for. All the scrutiny sends shivers up my spine as the invisible fingers of my horny admirers caress my ass, lusting after it. I quickly glance at my crotch. There is no telling bulge, even though I can feel it pulsing.

Turning down another block, I realized no one knows I’m a guy. I’m at ease knowing I’m eye candy for every unsatisfied horny guy on the block. I’m fearless. I run on. I turned left when I saw a group of guys hanging out in the street. I turned right when I saw three guys moving the yard, enjoying the attention as I jogged. I stopped at another intersection, running in place, and turned right.

I passed four young college-aged guys playing basketball. All their heads turned toward me. I stopped, stretched, giving them a lovely bird’s-eye view of my ass. I bounced twice, touching my toes, as they hooted, hollered, and offered what they claimed was their exceptional talents in pleasuring a woman.

I’m on the verge of offering myself when reality hits me. Damn it! I’m not a woman. I’d be down for it, though, if I were.

I stood, waved, and headed down the road, hoping someone would stop and ask me if I was lost. “Oh yes, kind sir. I’m lost. Can you please help me?” I practiced my playful, inviting, yet innocent smile as I ran.

Reality bites my sexy ass. How will I tell them about my special package? Or what do I tell them about me?

I lost track of my worries and where I was, savoring the male attention, being out en femme, feeling free and energized. I passed a bail bondsman’s office, stopped, and returned to get a glimpse of myself, marveling at my image. Damn, I looked amazing. I turned, forgetting I was in a very public place, and checked out my ass. The gentle vibration in my crotch worried me, so I turned back around and double-checked the tuck. All good. This is who I am. With confidence, enthusiasm, and pride, I turn and run smack into two guys.


Chapter Three

The guys have a knowing smile. Both rake their eyes over my body. I try not to betray my excitement. The taller of the two, a muscular black guy dressed in loose, low-hanging jeans and a white muscle t-shirt, grinned, sipped his beer, and stepped close. Intimidatingly close, I could smell the alcohol and cigarettes on his breath. In a low, intimidating voice, he said. “You look lost there, snow bunny. How about letting me give you a ride?”

It sent shivers down my spine as I realized I was in danger. I looked into his eyes, and the setting sun created a halo around his massive head.

Where the hell was I? My eyes darted right, then left. I did not know. But the neighborhood was bad. Terrible. My eyes dropped. I shifted nervously under broken glass. Across the street, graffiti covered the walls, a giant penis with an even larger pair of lips wrapped around it. Hookers strutted up and down the road as cars stopped and left.

This was not the place for a woman to run in daylight, even worse at night, which was coming very, very soon. In running down streets to attract attention, I drifted into the worst part of town.

The shorter thug stepped to my right side, wrapped his arm around my waist, grabbed my ass, patted it several times, then squeezed. His fingers dug deep into my plump ass. Keeping a tight grip, he said, “That’s a nice juicy ass you got there, honey. Where are you headed? Maybe I’ll give you a ride, we’ll stop by my place on the way, and I show you real love.”

I tried to think of a way out of this for what felt like an eternity. My eyes darting. My heart was beating. “No… I think I’m okay.” But I wasn’t. I did not know where to go.

The taller thug inched close, wrapped his arm around me, pulled me close, and said, “If you don’t have any place to go….”

The store door swung wide, and a tall, rugged black man confidently hurtled his hulking frame into the street. Was he my knight in shining armor? Instead of shining armor over his broad shoulders, he wore a charcoal gray suit jacket that looked tailored and fit him perfectly. Our eyes met. Then he glared at the two thugs harassing me.

“Beat it.” That was all he said.

“Fuck you, old man. This one’s not your type. You like a little meat between the legs, don’t you?” They acted tough, but I could tell they feared this man, my savior. There was no doubt he inspired fear and respect from these hoodlums. They backpedaled.


Chapter Four

My savior said, “Not a good place for a young, pretty lady like yourself to hang around. You better get in here.”

He held the door open, letting me enter like a lady. My cock… throbbed, then it hit me what the thugs had said… what was it? “She’s not your type, old man. I know you like ’em with a little meat between the legs.”

Was this it? A dream come true? What do I do now? He thinks I’m a lady? How do I tell him I’m not?

There’s a single desk in the corner, and he had an old rotary phone on the corner of the desk. Who has a rotary phone? Thick iron bars covered the windows and the backdoor. On a bulletin board, there were posters of wanted men.

“I’m Zane. I’m the owner of Rebel Bail Bonds. What the hell were you thinking, girl? Jogging in those shorts, looking like that in this neighborhood? I’ll give you a ride home…. but first, I must finish up for the night.”

“I’m….” What do I say? I’m Henry dressed as Hazel. That would tell him I’m a girl with a little extra, just what he seemed to be looking for. Zane closed the door. Sat and started rummaging through some paperwork.

“Well… you’re what mute? I already know you’re stupid, girl. Mute, too.”

“I’m…. So you are into crossdressers? Trans girls?”

Zane’s head snapped toward me, and his eyes popped out of the sockets. “Yeah, I do. I like sissies. I like them submissive and obedient.”

Zanes eyes raked me in. From the toes, up my legs, stopping momentarily at my crotch. He cocked his head and studied it before heading up to my face. Then back down and back up.

“So… you are?” Zane asked.

“I’m… Hazel and Henry. I’m a crossdresser. Well, I think I might be transgender. I never dared to, you know. I was bored. So I went for a run.”

Zane pressed his lips with determination as his enticing pitch-black eyes undressed me. In a low, determined tone, he said. “I know you, Hazel. I got that trans app yesterday. I’ve been looking for a new….” He paused momentarily and took a breath as if thinking carefully about the next word he chose. “Princess.”

As if challenging me to say no, he held my gaze as he reached out and tenderly traced my jawline, down my neck, skimming over my shoulder, soaking in the soft skin of my arm, and down to the waistband of my tight booty shorts.

Panting softly, I watched his lips approach mine. I opened my mouth to him, my knight in shining armor. His warm breath mingled with mine as his hand toyed with my waistband.

He whispered, “So…. I read your profile, your fantasy. The one you said would never come true, but it was…. How did you put it? ‘A girl can dream.’ I liked that fantasy. I like roleplay, too. Nod if you agree with what you want. You want a knight in shining armor to save you, and then….”

His hand pulled the waistband away from my body as he glanced down. “You want your knight to take what he is owed for saving a damsel in distress. Is that what you want out of your roleplay?”

I couldn’t believe this. This was it. Was I in bed dreaming? After jacking off. My eyes dropped submissively as his hand inched toward my sissy cock, now hard. My fingers ached to touch him, and my mouth hungered for my big black knight’s cock.

Zane got to my swollen sissy meat, grabbed it and said. “Did I not save you from danger? Do I not deserve to claim my prize? My Princess?”

I’m powerless to say no. My face flushed with heat as Zane squeezed my hard cock. I opened my mouth to say yes, but words failed me. The shame was overwhelming. Of getting lost. Of being here, with a stranger, and ready to submit my body to him. Instead, a soft gasp escaped.

Zane removed his hand from my booty shorts. His eyes filled with a raging beast’s lust, desire, and determination. No one ever looked at me like this; part of his eyes burned with love. He’d found a Princess to play with. The other half was an unquenchable desire, a primal craving, an all-consuming lust to consume me.

If I said yes, he’d take his bounty.

Nerves fluttered in my belly. What would he want me to do? My answer came quickly. But all that came out of my mouth was…. ”Uh… I—I—will….”

I didn’t care. The thought of submitting myself to this man tore at my insides. I just had to say it.

“It’s okay if you don’t want it. I understand. Roleplay isn’t for everyone. Nod, if you want to proceed with a bit of roleplay. Your knight expects a reward for saving his Princess from impending doom. Oh, and Hazel, I take what I want. Shake your head for no, and I’ll take you home. You’ll never….”

“No! I don’t want to go home. Yes…. Yes, take me, my knight. Claim your reward. Take my body. Use it as you desire.”


Chapter Five

Could this be real? I pinched my arm, trying to wake myself from the dream I had to be in.

Falling into the roleplay, I said, “Your reward for saving your Princess, my brave knight, is my body. Take it till morning.” A dream come true, my fantasy achieved.

Zane grinned and said, “It’s real, my Queen. And I’ll take you till you have paid my reward in full. However long that takes, my bravery at fending off the evil threatening my Princess was indeed great.”

My heart raced as my fantasy unfolded as I imagined it countless times: laying in bed, dressed in sexy outfits, sitting alone at home, wanting something more than the dull, anonymous hookups I’d grown used to. I looked at my outfit…. “I’m not dressed like a… Princess.”

Zane smiled. “Follow me to my lair, Princess. I might have something more suitable. Now go….” He bowed like a knight in medieval times might, lowered his head, and waved his arm in a big sweeping motion toward a backdoor.

“Huh…. outback?”

“I live upstairs.”

My heart pounded. Zane’s eyes were filled with pure demand and an appetite to claim his reward. He inched closer, bent, and slid a powerful arm under my ankles and another behind my neck. He lifted me.

The warmth of his breath and the searing heat of passion from his body seeped into mine. My cock swelled, straining the tuck tape. My fingers, aching to touch this man, raced under his suit jacket and fumbled with the buttons of his white dress shirt as my head fell into his broad, muscular shoulder. Two buttons snapped free. I slipped inside and squeezed his massive pectoral muscle—no doubt he worked diligently to sculpt his chest.

While gripping my legs, he opened the door. It was indeed a graceful move, and he kicked it open. “I’m going to ravish you till I’m done, Princess. I have been chaste too long.”

Oh my God, this was too good to be true. “My body is yours, my champion. Take it as if you own it.” A blistering flush of passion spread from my sissy clitty through my body as Zane trudged up the stairs.

When we got to what I assumed was the door to his apartment, he brushed my cheek and then gripped my chin tightly—claiming me. His touch sent shivers down my spine; I parted my lips, waiting for him to kiss me. Waiting for his next move, his warm breath seared my lips as he closed in.

Before our lips met, in a quivering voice, I said. “Oh god, take me, my knight. Claim your reward. Take my body. Use it. Abuse it. Take your payment for saving me. I’ll do….”

Zane smiled and said, “I know you will. Before I’m done with you, I will have claimed a king’s ransom from your body.” He laughed. “You won’t be running home. I can guarantee that.”

Zane nibbled at my lower lip as he opened the door. He stepped through the threshold; he drove his tongue deep into my mouth, exploring every inch. The kiss left only one conclusion for me to make: I was his to do as he pleased, and that the only option for me now—surrender.

He continued to ravage my mouth for what seemed like an eternity. He had to pry me away from his mouth when he set me down. I was panting for more. “Please.”

“Beg.” Zane peeled his suit coat off. He unbuttoned his shirt. “Beg.”

I nodded.

“Then beg.” The shirt fell off his shoulders, revealing a sculpted upper torso.

I fell to my knees, “Please, my brave knight, take me. Let me give you any reward you desire.”

“Look at me.”

I glanced back up. Zane unbuckled his dress pants, looking at me with an intensity that made me shudder. He unzipped, slid them down, and pointed. “You do the rest.” He stood in only a pair of white boxers. Already, I could see this would be the most enormous cock I’d ever had.

On my knees, I struggled toward my knight. Once there, I looked into his eyes and passed a warrior’s hard, muscled body. My warrior. My savior. I grabbed the waistband of his shorts, licked my lips, and pulled until out popped a cock…. A rock-hard cock. It bounced, then swayed. I’ve watched way too much porn, and this monster—Zane could be the world’s greatest porn star.

I froze in shock.

“Well? Reward me.”

There was a lightness in my chest like I’d never felt before as I reached for his beautiful piece of flesh. His mushroom head was gratifyingly rounded. I gripped the shaft, which my hand couldn’t completely wrap around. This was heaven, and my insides were vibrating. As I stroked his massive flesh for the first time, I had only one thought: him moving inside me.

I stroked his cock, kissed his head tenderly, and ran my tongue under his massive shaft like I was licking a lollipop. As I played, his cock grew harder, swelled even thicker, and grew another inch. I was eager to taste it, to take him in my mouth. Worship him. Let him take his reward. My lips inched toward the throbbing head. Zane grabbed me and lifted me.

“Have I displeased you? My champion.”

“No. Let’s get you dressed in something more suitable. Then I’m going to take what’s mine. Your sissy hole.”

Zane guided me to the bathroom. His hands roamed hungrily across my body. In the bathroom, he started the water and stripped me slowly, peeling away layer after layer. I felt ashamed when my cock popped free.

He wetted a washcloth, put soap on it, and washed my sweaty body. As I air-dried, he grabbed my sissy clitty and stroked it. I’m not sure how long he stroked my cock, but it couldn’t have been for more than half a minute. My balls tightened as I closed in on an orgasm. Zane grabbed my sissy clitty’s head right where the shaft met and squeezed.

“Not till I have claimed my reward.”

Slowly the need to cum subsided. He stroked more. He did the same thing when I was on the edge. I felt like clay in his hands. He molded and shaped every bit of flesh as though it belonged to him alone. His touch was tender yet demanding, a perfect balance.

He grabbed my hand, led me to his bedroom, and opened a closet door containing a closet full of sissy cosplay outfits. He pulled one off a hanger and handed it to me. “Tonight, you are my slave. Dress like one.”

It was barely a costume. It was a harem slave costume. I imagined myself leashed and collared on the road to ancient Egypt, where costumes like this might have been the norm.

Without hesitation, excited about what was coming next, I slipped the gold necklace around my neck and allowed the leash to fall. The matching bra came next, covering my flat chest. The matching gold thong with an attached sheer skirt made me feel like a woman from another era. Immediately my dripping cock stained the thong.

Zane grabbed the leash and pulled me toward the king-sized four-poster bed.


Chapter Six

I let go, allowing him to control me. He sat down on the edge of the bed, spread his legs, and tugged my leash until my lips hit his cock. “Now you give me my reward, slave.”

Every pore, vein, and twitch in his black cock was visible. I kissed the mushroom head, tender, soft flesh, hot with arousal. With the leash, he guided me down. As he did, my tongue glided along the underside of his cock, until it hit his balls. Zane grabbed his cock and stroked it as I suckled on his balls. Zane grabbed the back of my head and pulled me closer, smothering my face between his legs.

I slurped on his nuts for a time before Zane tugged on my leash, showing me it was time to swallow his impressive cock. I stared at it, seemingly wider than my head.

Zane yanked my leash. “Get at it. My reward awaits. This is merely the warm-up.”

I parted my lips and encouraged myself to take it all or as much as possible. This thing was big. I wanted to please my knight. Reward him for helping me, and most of all, I wanted to fulfill my craving—choke on a big black cock.

I took a deep breath; my sissy clitty dribbled precum as the tip of his searing meat passed my lips and entered my mouth. Zane pulled my head down with the leash running under his thigh, slowly yet forcefully, leaving no doubt that I’d have to swallow it or much of it to please him.

I choked. Zane let go. “Take it. Please me.”

I dove back in. My drool and spit and the precum from Zane’s cock spilled out of the side of my mouth. I took as much as I could. It was so big, thick, and long that it hit my throat only halfway down his shaft.

Zane stood. He grabbed me behind the head and thrust forward. Zane fucked my face. “Look at me while you’re sucking me off.”

I looked up, tears welling in my eyes. I swallowed it again as far as I could go.

“More spit. Moan. I want to hear you, hear your enjoyment as you reward your champion.”

I slurped more. Spit more. Moaned. His commands caused my sissy clitty to swell, dribble more. The edging he’d done before had me on the edge of a hands-free orgasm. I was so aroused.

Zane pulled out. Held his cock in front of my lips, teasing me. “Tell me, did you like that cock in your mouth? Tell me. I want to hear it. Beg me for it or….”

I tried swallowing it again, but Zane’s grip on the leash kept me back. “Tell me. Tell me how much you liked it in your mouth. Tell me I’m a slut. I’m a Princess and a slut, and I beg you—”

“I’m a slut. I need it. I want it in my mouth. Please-”

Zane rammed it back in. He pushed and pressed until I choked, nearly vomiting. The sound of my choking turned him on because his cock swelled in my mouth. I could feel the warmth of my spit, my drool, and Zane’s precum running down my neck and onto my chest. I felt dirty, nasty, like a tramp. My sissy clitty twitched and dribbled more.

Then Zane pulled out and pointed to the bed. “Put your hands on the edge. Bend over. I take you like the slut you are.”

I bent over. I took a deep breath. This was it. “I want your cum.”

Zane kicked my legs apart. Being treated like his toy turned me on to no end. Zane grabbed the little thong and inched it down my legs. I stepped out of it. He parted the airy fabric of my slave roleplay outfit.

His hand connected with my ass. “That’s a nice plump ass.”

Zane smacked it several times, lighting a warm fire into both cheeks. “That’s nice and rosy now. Ready for it?”

“I want your dick in my ass. I have wanted nothing more.”

Zane slathered some lube between my cheeks. “It’s loose, already?”

“Before I ran, I played with a dildo…. Please, I need it.”

Zane lined his cock up and shimmied his hips, slowly pushing, letting it slip in. “How hard do you want to get pounded, slut?”

I shivered, feeling his thickness inching in. “Hard.”

Zane inched in further. Deeper and deeper, he pushed. Each moment felt like an eternity, so intense.

Zane stopped, allowing my ass to stretch. “I love to teach size queen’s lessons.”

I gripped the bedspread and pulled it into a tangled mess. I rose on my toes, an instinct.

Zane swatted my ass. “Get back here. How bad do you want it, slut?”

“Bad….” My muscles relaxed, and Zane slipped in. When his cock made it balls deep, it was like an explosion inside me. My insides seemed to quiver. Not with pain but pleasure. Zane slowly pulled out. Then, slowly back in. Slowly, at first, but each penetration went deeper, faster, and harder.

Then, the ride began. Zane’s cock seared into my sissy hole, ravishing me, branding me as his.

“Oh, my god…. You are so fucking big.”

Zane pounded away, asserting his claim on my ass, my sissy hole. This went on for…. I don’t know how long. Not forty seconds, that’s for sure. I lost track of time as he rammed his cock deep into my ass, brutal and greedy.

“Touch yourself. I’m close.” Zane gripped my hips as he became more relentless, ramming into me with a frenzy, his hips slapping against my ass.

I grabbed my cock, so hard, wet, and ready. Stroked, ready to explode. Zane pulled hard on my hips for one final thrust. He howled and burst into me with the power of a hurricane.

That was my queue. I tensed, my heart thumping wildly, and shot my load.

Zane stepped back, fell onto the bed, and grabbed me, pulling me into him. His cock straight up in the air, still twitching. I snuggled into my knight, finding pleasure in his arms.


Chapter Seven

Zane used me three more times that night. He was right about one thing: I wasn’t running home. In the morning, he was the perfect gentleman. A true knight. He made me breakfast and bathed me as if I were his queen. Honestly, I didn’t want to leave. Instead, I wanted to stay with my knight, serve him sexually, and let him serve me breakfast in the morning.

Zane took me home after spending the day fucking. He dropped me off at my house. I opted to keep my slave outfit on and walked passed my nosy neighbors, walking just like I had been fucked raw all night…. and all day. Which I had. I was proud. It was the most pleasurable discomfort I’d ever experienced.

We planned to allow my legs and ass to recover enough so that next Saturday, I could go for another long run to Rebel Bail Bonds so my knight in shining armor could rescue me again. 

The End
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