

Chapter 1: Caught

The air in the warehouse tasted like rust and old motor oil, a thick, metallic coating on the back of my throat that I couldn't swallow away. I adjusted the collar of my leather jacket, trying to look casual, but the sweat prickling along my hairline betrayed me. At six-foot-one, I knew how to use my size. I’d spent years on the police force turning my broad shoulders and powerful thighs into weapons, learning how to occupy space so people stepped aside without thinking. But here, in the belly of the Black Vipers' territory, that size felt less like armor and more like a target.

I ran a hand through my short brown hair, a nervous tic I’d beaten out of myself years ago. My heart hammered a frantic rhythm against my ribs, loud enough that I was sure they could hear it over the distant thrum of hip-hop bass vibrating through the corrugated metal walls. I was deep undercover, completely exposed, relying on a wire taped to my chest that felt like a ticking bomb against my skin. The blue eyes that usually suspects found cold and intimidating were darting around the room, searching for exits, searching for threats, desperate to maintain the authoritative mask I’d perfected.

I was a cop. A damn good one. But standing there, surrounded by the hostile glares of men who would kill a badge just to watch it shine, I felt the first cold sliver of true fear slide down my spine. This wasn't a raid. This was a trap, and I had just walked right into it.

The heavy steel door groaned open, the sound echoing like a gunshot in the cavernous space. My breath hitched in my throat as a single figure filled the frame, the room suddenly feeling claustrophobically small. It was Tyrone "T-Bone" Walker, and even from across the room, the sheer magnitude of him was staggering. He stood at least six-six, a monolith carved from granite, his skin the color of midnight under the harsh fluorescent lights.

He wore a black tank top that did absolutely nothing to disguise the terrifying topography of his musculature. His shoulders were boulders, tapering down to arms that were wrapped in vascular cords, the veins in his biceps pulsing visibly with every casual movement of his hands. Heavy gold chains draped over his chest, catching the light and glinting against the deep darkness of his skin, shifting rhythmically with his deliberate, predatory gait.

He didn't walk so much as he owned the floor, his thighs massive tree trunks that strained against the fabric of his cargo pants. As he stepped closer, the heat radiating off his body hit me, a physical force carrying the scent of expensive cologne mixed with the sharp, metallic tang of gunpowder and sweat. I tried to maintain my stance, to use my own six-foot-one frame to assert dominance, but next to him, I felt like a boy playing dress-up. His dark brown eyes locked onto mine, flat and devoid of anything resembling mercy, and in that gaze, I saw exactly what I was to him: prey.

T-Bone didn't speak immediately. He just let the silence stretch, heavy and suffocating, while his men circled like sharks. There were five of them, shadows detaching themselves from the corners of the warehouse. I recognized Darius "D-Train" Jackson immediately - the enforcer. He was even bigger than T-Bone, a wall of muscle with a neck as thick as a tree stump, cracking his knuckles with a sound that made my flinch reflex twitch.

"Search him," T-Bone said, the command casual but final. "Can't be too careful these days."

D-Train stepped forward, his massive hands up. "Spread 'em, white boy. You know the drill."

My heart hammered against my ribs, but I forced myself to comply. I had been patted down before in undercover ops. I wore the wire taped flat against my ribs, high up under the armpit where a standard frisk for weapons usually missed. I widened my stance and lifted my arms, turning my head to the left.

D-Train's hands were rough, efficient. He started at the ankles, working his way up my legs. He found the knife in my boot and tossed it clattering onto a metal table. He found the backup gun in my waistband and pulled it, tossing it aside with a sneer.

"Clean so far," D-Train grunted, stepping behind me.

He ran his hands up my thighs, then over my hips. His palms were huge, hot through the leather of my jacket. He moved up my torso, checking the waistband of my jeans again. Then, his hands slid under my jacket, pushing it aside to check my ribcage.

His fingers brushed the hard, plastic bulk of the transmitter taped to my left side.

D-Train froze.

The air in the room seemed to vanish. I held my breath, praying he’d mistake it for a phone holster or a pack of cigarettes. But his fingers traced the rectangular shape, then followed the wire running up from it to the microphone taped higher up near my collar.

He stepped around to face me, a slow, predatory grin spreading across his face. He didn't say a word. He just reached into my jacket, grabbed the collar of my shirt, and yanked it down hard, exposing the flesh-colored tape and the blinking red light of the device stuck to my pale skin.

"Well, well," T-Bone rumbled, his voice a deep, seismic vibration that I felt in my chest. He stepped closer, peering at the device. "Look what we got heah. A lil' piggy playin' dress-up."

"Get the fuck off me!" I shouted, dropping the act and reaching for the wire to rip it out myself.

It was a mistake. I moved too fast. Before my fingers could touch the tape, D-Train drove a fist into my solar plexus. The air left my lungs in a whoosh, and I dropped to my knees, gasping, trying to remember how to breathe.

"Ain't so tough now, is you?" D-Train sneered, looming over me. He reached down and ripped the wire free, the adhesive pulling at my chest hair with a sharp, burning sting. He held it up like a trophy, the red recording light still blinking. "Look at this shit. He wired."

T-Bone stepped closer, his towering frame blocking out the light. "You thought you was slick, huh? Thought you could come up in here and play Batman?"

He reached out, a massive hand grasping my jaw with a grip that felt like a vice. He forced my head up, making me look him in the eye. The sheer power in his hand was terrifying; he could crush my skull with a simple squeeze.

"Strip him," T-Bone said, the command dropping like a gavel. "Let's see what the law is really packin' under all that polyester."

"No," I gasped, struggling to stand but only managing to kneel there, wheezing. "You don't have to do this. I'm an officer of the law - "

"Not in heah, you ain't," T-Bone cut me off, releasing my face only to shove me backward. I fell hard onto my ass, my boots skidding on the dirty floor. "In heah, you just a white boy who made a very big mistake."

They descended on me. Hands grabbed at my belt, my shirt, my pants. I kicked out, catching one of them - a younger kid with gold chains, Ronnie - in the shin. He cursed and retaliated with a backhand that snapped my head to the side, tasting copper instantly as the inside of my lip started to bleed.

They were efficient, practiced. They knew how to dismantle a man. My shirt was ripped away, exposing my pale, freckled chest to the cool air and their hungry eyes. My boots were yanked off, then my socks, leaving my feet bare against the grimy, oil-stained concrete. The sensation of the dirty floor against my skin was shocking, a tactile reminder of how quickly my status had evaporated.

"Look at this pretty boy," Jerome, one of the thugs who was walking around with a camera, laughed. He was circling me, the lens of his camera clicking rapidly. "All them muscles, and he still look soft as butter."

When they went for my pants, the true humiliation set in. I bucked and twisted, my police training screaming for me to find a weapon, an opening, anything. But there were too many of them. D-Train grabbed me by the throat, choking off my air just enough to make me dazed, while the others worked my belt and zipper. The fabric of my uniform pants slid down my legs, followed by my boxers.

The cool air hit my groin, and I instinctively curled my knees up, trying to cover myself. A memory flashed through my mind - high school locker rooms, the snickering jocks, the fear of being looked at. I was an adult now, a cop, I shouldn't feel this shame. But as I lay there, stripped to nothing but my skin on the cold floor of a enemy stronghold, the feeling was identical. I was exposed. I was vulnerable.

"Stand him up," T-Bone ordered.

I was hauled to my feet, my arms still pinned behind my back. I stood naked before them, my chest heaving, my skin flushing a deep, humiliating red that I knew they could see. My cock, soft from fear and the adrenaline dump, hung limp between my legs.

T-Bone walked a slow circle around me, his eyes raking over my body like he was inspecting livestock. He stopped in front of me, looking down at my flaccid dick.

"Not much to look at, is it?" he taunted, his voice dripping with mockery. "For a big bad cop, you packin' like a lil' bitch."

He reached out and flicked my penis with a thick finger, a casual, dismissive gesture that made me flinch harder than the punch had. The laughter of the gang echoed off the metal walls, a cacophony of degradation that washed over me.

"Please," I whispered, the word tasting like ash in my mouth. "Just... let me go."

T-Bone laughed, a deep, booming sound that made the fluorescent lights seem to flicker. "Oh, we lettin' you go, Officer. We lettin' go of that cop shit right now." He leaned in close, his face inches from mine. "By the time we done wit' you, you ain't never gonna want to put that badge back on."


Chapter 2: Caged

T-Bone stepped back, the heavy gold chains around his neck clinking softly in the sudden lull of the warehouse. He gestured toward the far end of the room, where a heavy steel door stood ajar, revealing a set of concrete steps descending into darkness.

"Take him downstairs," T-Bone said, his voice dropping an octave, turning from mockery to something far more sinister. "To the playroom. We gotta break this bitch down proper before we can build 'im back up."

"No," I choked out, panic clawing at my throat. I dug my heels in, my bare feet scrabbling uselessly against the oil-slicked concrete. "You can't do this. I have rights. You know who I am? I'm Erik Malone. I've put away guys like you for - "

D-Train’s hand clamped over my mouth, cutting off my desperate plea. He was a furnace of heat behind me, his massive chest pressing against my back. "Ain't no cops down there, pretty boy. Just us."

They dragged me. I fought, every muscle in my body straining, my police training kicking in with a surge of adrenaline. I threw my head back, aiming for D-Train’s nose, but he just anticipated it, jerking me forward so I only connected with his rock-hard shoulder. My struggles only made them laugh, a low, rumbling sound that seemed to vibrate through the floorboards and into my bones.

As we crossed the threshold into the corridor, the air changed. The smell of rust and motor oil was replaced by something older, mustier - the scent of damp concrete and stale fear. The fluorescent lights of the main warehouse gave way to the harsh, unforgiving glare of industrial fixtures bolted to black-painted walls.

We descended the stairs. Every step down felt like a step away from the world I knew, away from the law, away from Erik Malone. The concrete was cold and rough under my bare soles, sending shivers racing up my calves. I was acutely aware of my nakedness, my pale skin glowing ghost-like in the dim light, contrasting sharply with the dark, clothed figures surrounding me.

We reached the bottom. The room was expansive, a dungeon of shadows and metal. Hooks hung from the ceiling on heavy chains, and along the walls were shelves lined with implements I didn't want to identify - a horrifying array of leather, metal, and rubber. In the center of the room was a raised stage made of wooden crates, surrounded by chairs that looked like a twisted audience gallery.

"Bring 'im ovah heah," T-Bone commanded, moving to the center of the stage.

They hauled me up onto the pallets, the wood rough and splintered against my bare feet. I stood there, shivering, my arms still pinned behind my back by D-Train. The height of the stage put me on display, elevating my humiliation for everyone to see.

T-Bone turned to face me, his expression unreadable in the harsh light. He reached into his pocket and pulled out a cigar, clipping the end with precise, deliberate movements. He lit it, taking a long drag, the glowing ember illuminating the sharp angles of his face.

"You think you tough, Erik?" he asked, blowing a cloud of acrid smoke into my face. I coughed, my eyes watering, but I refused to look away. "You think 'cause you got a badge and a gun, you a man?"

"I am a man," I spat, my voice trembling despite my best efforts to steady it. "More than you'll ever be. You're just a thug. A criminal."

T-Bone smiled, a slow, predatory curve of his lips that didn't reach his eyes. "We gonna see about that."

He stepped closer, invading my personal space, the heat of his body overwhelming me. He reached out and trailed a thick finger down the center of my chest, over my sternum, down to my navel. It wasn't a sexual touch; it was an inspection, like a farmer checking a horse for defects.

"You got a nice body," he murmured, his voice a low rumble. "Strong. But it’s tight. Strung up with all that... masculine tension. You gotta let that shit go."

He turned to the gang members watching from the shadows. "J-Rock, bring the bag."

Jerome stepped forward, carrying a black duffel bag that looked heavy and full. He unzipped it, the sound loud in the quiet room, and dumped the contents onto a nearby metal table. The clatter of objects hitting the metal made me flinch.

I stared at the pile, my stomach turning over. Lacy fabrics in pink and black, shiny patent leather, tubes of lipstick, bottles of perfume. It was a kaleidoscope of femininity, stark and alien in this brutal, masculine environment.

"What... what is that?" I stammered, feeling the blood drain from my face.

T-Bone chuckled, a dark, rich sound. "That yo' new uniform, Officer. You ain't wearin' blue no more. From now on, you wearin' what we tell you to wear."

"You're out of your mind," I whispered, shaking my head frantically. "I'm not putting that on. You can't make me."

"I ain't gotta make you," T-Bone said smoothly. He gestured to D-Train. "Hold 'im."

D-Train forced me to my knees on the hard wood of the stage. The impact jarred my bones, but I barely registered the pain. My eyes were fixed on T-Bone as he reached into the pile.

He pulled out a pair of panties. They were tiny, a scrap of black lace with a pink bow on the front, so sheer they looked like they would disintegrate if touched. He held them up, letting them dangle from his massive fingers, the contrast between his dark, scarred skin and the delicate fabric obscene.

"Look at this," T-Bone said, his voice mocking. "This look like somethin' a real man wears? Or somethin' a sissy wears?"

"I'm not a sissy," I growled, the word tasting foreign and poisonous on my tongue. "I'm a cop. I'm a - "

D-Train’s grip on my shoulders tightened, cutting me off. "Shut the fuck up and listen."

T-Bone crouched down in front of me, bringing the panties level with my eyes. "You ain't a cop down here, Erik. Down here, you just a hole to be used. But first, we gotta make you look the part. We gotta make you pretty."

He tossed the panties onto the floor in front of me. "Put 'em on."

I stared at the lace lying there on the dirty wood. It was a line in the sand, a test. If I put them on, I was admitting defeat. I was admitting that I wasn't Erik Malone, Officer of the Law, anymore.

"No," I said, the word barely a whisper.

T-Bone sighed, as if he were disappointed in a slow student. He stood up and nodded to D-Train.

D-Train didn't hit me this time. Instead, he grabbed a handful of my hair and yanked my head back, exposing my throat. I gasped, my hands flying to his wrists, but it was like trying to move steel beams.

"Open," T-Bone commanded.

I clamped my jaw shut.

T-Bone reached out and pinched my nostrils shut.

I held my breath, my lungs burning, my eyes bulging. I tried to jerk my head away, but D-Train held me immobile. The need for air became a fire in my chest, a screaming demand that my body couldn't ignore.

Finally, just as black spots began to dance in my vision, I gasped for air.

Before I could draw a full breath, T-Bone shoved the balled-up lace of the panties into my mouth. The taste of synthetic fabric and stale dust filled my mouth, choking me. He forced it all the way in, packing my cheeks until I could barely close my lips.

"That's better," T-Bone said, stepping back to admire his handiwork. "Keeps the noise down. We got a lotta work to do, and I can't stand no whinin'."

He turned back to the table, sorting through the items. "Now, let's see. We gotta get you outta this... male mindset. Start with the basics."

He picked up a pink bottle. "Shave him."

My eyes widened. I tried to protest, to scream around the gag, but it came out as a muffled, pathetic grunt.

Ronnie stepped up, a straight razor in his hand and a towel thrown over his shoulder. He looked eager, his eyes bright with a sadistic glee.

"Hold him still," Ronnie said, grinning.

D-Train forced me flat onto my back, pinning my arms above my head with one hand and my legs down with his knee. I was exposed, my pale chest and armpits vulnerable, my legs spread slightly.

Ronnie knelt between my legs. He started with my chest, spraying warm foam over my pecs and abs. The razor scraped against my skin, a sharp, dangerous sound. I squeezed my eyes shut, tears leaking out the corners, terrified he would slip.

"Look at me," Ronnie commanded.

I opened my eyes. He was staring down at me, the razor hovering over my nipple. "You watch. You watch everythin' we do to you."

He scraped the foam away, taking my hair with it. My chest, once dusted with hair, was left smooth and bare, looking unnaturally pink and infantile. He moved to my armpits, the sensation of the razor there ticklish and violating. Then my legs.

By the time he got to my groin, I was trembling so hard the stage was vibrating. D-Train had to grip me tighter to keep me still.

"Don't worry, pretty boy," Ronnie whispered, lathering up my pubic hair. "I'm a professional. I ain't gonna nick the merchandise."

He scraped the razor over my most sensitive skin, the cold metal touching me in places no one but my lovers had ever touched. It was intimate, clinical, and utterly humiliating. When he was finished, I was bare. Completely smooth. I looked down at myself, my pale, hairless body looking alien, stripped of its adult masculinity. I looked like a plucked chicken. A boy.

T-Bone nodded, satisfied. "Good. Now he ready for the clothes."

He picked up a pair of sheer black stockings with lace tops. "Put these on 'im."

They pulled me up to a kneeling position again. D-Train grabbed my left ankle and forced it into the stocking. The nylon was cool and slippery against my shaved skin. They rolled it up my calf, over my knee, up my thigh. The elastic band snapped tight against my upper leg, biting into the flesh.

Then the right one. I knelt there, my legs encased in black nylon, looking down at the dark fabric against my pale skin. It was wrong. It was sick.

"Stand 'im up," T-Bone ordered.

They hauled me up. I swayed, my head spinning from the lack of oxygen and the sheer shock of what was happening.

T-Bone picked up the matching black lace bra. It was a push-up style, padded and underwired. He stepped behind me, his massive hands reaching around to fasten it around my chest. The band was tight, digging into my ribs, forcing my chest up and out. The cups were empty, but the wire underneath bit into my pecs, shaping the flesh into a grotesque parody of breasts.

He spun me around to face the mirror propped against the black wall. I choked on a sob, the sound muffled by the lace packing my mouth. The reflection staring back was a stranger. A pale, hairless creature with the build of a cop and the lingerie of a cheap stripper. The black bra mashed my pecs together, creating a deep, unnatural cleavage that looked ridiculous on my broad frame. Below, the stockings accentuated the musculature of my thighs, turning my strength into a fetish object.

"Damn," T-Bone whistled, walking a circle around me. "Ain't he somethin'? All them muscles wrapped up like a present. Turn around, bitch. Bend over."

Hands shoved me forward. I stumbled, catching myself on the rough crate, my ass thrust high in the air. The cool air of the basement licked at my exposed hole, making me clench in shame.

"Spread 'em," D-Train growled, kicking my feet apart.

"Hold still now," Marv said. His voice was quiet, almost gentle, which terrified me more than the shouting. I felt the cold touch of a device encircling my cock and balls. It was heavy, intricate. He worked with a terrifying focus, sliding my flaccid dick into a small, curved tube made of pink plastic.

"Look at that," Marv murmured, mostly to himself. "Perfect fit."

Click.

The sound of a small padlock snapping shut echoed like a gunshot in the room. I looked down. A plastic cage now imprisoned my cock, the ring tight around the base of my balls, trapping them in a vulnerable, protruding mound. The pink plastic obscured my soft, pink flesh inside, helpless and confined. A small gold lock dangled from the top, mocking me.

"That's to protect what's ours now," T-Bone said, noticing my staring. "Can't have you playin' with yo'self when you supposed to be pleasin' us."

My breath hitched. It was heavy. It pulled at my skin. Every movement shifted the weight of the cage, a constant, physical reminder of my captivity.

"J-Rock, get the lights," T-Bone commanded. "Time for the beauty shot."

Jerome stepped forward, a massive flash unit mounted on his camera. The sudden brightness blinded me, leaving purple spots in my vision.

"Move him," T-Bone directed. "I want him lookin' like he beggin' for it."

D-Train grabbed me by the hair, forcing my head up, while Ronnie grabbed my hips, arching my back. I was arranged like a doll, posed in degrading tableau after degrading tableau. On my knees with my mouth open, tears streaming down my face. Bent over the crate, looking back at the camera with fear-wide eyes. Standing with my hands clasped behind my head, thrusting my caged chest out.

Flash. Flash. Flash.

Each click of the shutter felt like a bullet tearing through my soul. These weren't just photos; they were evidence. Evidence of my destruction. I remembered a suspect I’d arrested last year, a skinny kid caught with drugs. I’d laughed when they found his stash, mocking his "weak" body and pathetic attempts to hide. Now, I was the pathetic one. I was the joke.

"Look at the lens, bitch," Jerome sneered, zooming in close. "Smile for the department."

I reluctantly lifted my eyes to the camera. The lens was inches from my face, a glass eye judging me, recording my fall from grace.

"Alright, that's enough foreplay," T-Bone said, tossing his cigar onto the floor and crushing it out with his boot. "Time to put that mouth to work."

They dragged me to the center of the stage. D-Train sat down on a crate, spreading his legs wide. The bulge in his jeans was massive, a terrifying mound of denim and flesh.

"C'mon, Officer," T-Bone said, reaching behind my head to untie the gag. "Show us what you learned in the academy."

He pulled the soaking wet lace from my mouth. I gasped, my jaw aching, drool spilling down my chin. I worked my jaw, trying to get feeling back.

"Please," I rasped, my voice cracking. "Don't make me do this."

"The only pleadin' you gonna be doin' is for more," T-Bone said. He shoved me forward. "Get in there."

I fell to my knees between D-Train's legs. The smell of him hit me - musky sweat, old leather, and the sharp scent of arousal. It was overpowering. It was the scent of a man, a real man, and it made my head spin.

D-Train unzipped his fly and pulled out his cock. It was a heavy, dark slab of meat, thick enough that his fingers didn't quite meet when he gripped the base. The shaft was a map of angry, roped veins that pulsed with every heartbeat, the skin stretched tight. Even semi-hard, it hung low and menacing, an intimidating ten inches of curved, uncut flesh that looked less like anatomy and more like a weapon designed to wreck. The foreskin was pulled back slightly, revealing a slick, angry purple head that radiated a heat I could feel from inches away.

"Suck it," D-Train grunted.

I stared at it, paralyzed. This was the point of no return. If I did this, I wasn't just a prisoner. I was a participant.

"I said suck it," he repeated, grabbing a handful of my hair and pulling me closer.

The head of his cock brushed against my lips, hot and salty. I recoiled, but his grip was iron.

"Open up, pig," T-Bone said from behind me. "Or I let Marv cut that cage off. Without the key."

The threat of the knife, combined with the throbbing ache in my balls, broke me. I slowly parted my lips.

D-Train didn't wait. He thrust his hips forward, sliding his length into my mouth. I gagged instantly, my eyes watering as he hit the back of my throat. He tasted of salt and skin, an invasion of my most private space.

"Watch the teeth," he groaned, his head falling back. "Yeah, that's it. Use that tongue."

I had no choice. I closed my lips around him, my tongue moving instinctively to accommodate the intrusion. It was humiliating. I was servicing a criminal, a man I should have been handcuffing. Instead, I was on my knees in lingerie, worshipping his dick.

"Look at him go," Ronnie laughed. "Natural born cocksucker."

"He ain't bad," T-Bone observed, his voice cool. "But he needs more enthusiasm. Teach 'im, D-Train."

D-Train’s grip on my hair tightened. He began to move my head, forcing me to bob up and down on his shaft. I drooled uncontrollably, saliva mixing with the pre-cum leaking from him, dripping down my chin and onto the black lace of the bra.

"Take it deep," he grunted, pushing my head down until I couldn't breathe.

I choked, my throat convulsing around him. My lungs burned, desperate for air. The cage between my legs felt heavier, tighter. I was trapped, a vessel for his pleasure.

"Swallow," he commanded.

I tried, but he was too big. He pulled out just enough to let me gasp a breath, then slammed back in. My eyes were streaming, tears and saliva mixing as they ran down my face. I must have looked a wreck.

"That's how cops like it, huh?" D-Train sneered, looking down at me. "On their knees, takin' orders from the streets."

I wanted to deny it. I wanted to bite down. But the fear, the cage, the sheer overwhelming dominance of the situation held me in check. I was drowning in it.

He pulled out abruptly, leaving me gasping, strings of saliva connecting my lips to his cock.

"My turn," Ronnie said, stepping up and unbuckling his belt.

They passed me around like a party favor, the world reduced to the taste of flesh, the smell of musk, and the ache in my jaw. I learned the texture of Ronnie’s thinner, quicker thrusts and the bitter, salty taste of Marv’s shorter, thicker girth. I learned to breathe through my nose, to suppress my gag reflex, to just let it happen. My tongue moved instinctively now, swirling and lapping, trying to please them to make it end, my drool mixing with their pre-cum and dripping onto the black lace of my bra.

Through it all, T-Bone watched. He stood apart by the metal table, smoking another cigar, his dark eyes never leaving me. He didn't touch himself or join in; he was the conductor of this orchestra of degradation, directing every movement with a nod or a word. His gaze was heavier than their hands, stripping me down layer by layer until there was nothing left but the sissy they wanted me to be.

"Circle up," T-Bone commanded, his voice cutting through the wet, slurping noises. "Boys, let's paint this bitch."

They pulled away from me, leaving me gasping for air, my chest heaving. I slumped forward, but a kick to my ribs from D-Train forced me back upright. I knelt there, dazed, my hands trembling in my lap as they formed a tight semi-circle around me. The pink chastity cage dug into my groin, a constant, throbbing reminder of my helplessness.

"Chin up, slut," D-Train growled, stroking his slick erection fast and hard. "You don't wanna waste a drop."

I squeezed my eyes shut, unable to watch the wall of flesh looming over me. "Open your eyes," T-Bone ordered, his voice hard as iron. "Look at what's happening to you." I forced my eyes open, staring up at five angry, black cocks being pumped in rhythm.

D-Train was the first to go. He let out a guttural roar, and a thick, hot rope of cum erupted from his slit, splattering across my left cheek and nose. The heat was shocking, scalding my skin. "Aw, yeah," he groaned, milking himself for every drop as the heavy load coated my eyelashes.

Marv followed immediately, his load thick and heavy. It hit my forehead and ran down into my eyebrow, hot and sticky. I flinched, but there was nowhere to go. I was trapped in the center of the storm, a canvas for their release.

J-Rock aimed for my mouth. "Stick out that tongue," he gasped. I didn't want to, but I was paralyzed. He grunted and unleashed a torrent that coated my lips and tongue, the salty, bitter taste flooding my senses. Some of it splashed into my eye, making it sting and water.

Clay was next, his release precise and controlled, marking my other cheek and chin, ensuring my face was evenly covered. The smell was overpowering - musky, chlorine, and sex - filling my nose and making me dizzy.

They stepped back, admiring their work, but T-Bone remained. He walked forward, stopping just inches from my cum-soaked face. He hadn't touched himself once; he just watched me kneel there, dripping with their seed.

"Look at you," T-Bone said, his voice low and filled with dark satisfaction. He reached out, tracing the line of my jaw with the cold tip of his cigar, making me shudder. "You look like a proper whore now, Officer. Bet you never looked this pretty in your uniform."

"J-Rock, get the camera," T-Bone commanded, not looking away from me. "We need a keepsake. Somethin' for the family album." Jerome stepped up instantly, the heavy lens whirring as it focused. T-Bone kicked my knees apart, forcing me to arch my back and thrust out the caged pink plastic that imprisoned my manhood. "Chin up. Let 'em see the pride in those eyes."

I stared into the glass lens, feeling the sticky fluid cooling on my skin, a mask of my own degradation. "Smile for the department, slut," T-Bone sneered from the sidelines. I tried to resist, but my body obeyed him, my lips twitching into a broken, humiliated grimace just as the flash blinded me.

"Got it," Jerome laughed, checking the screen. "Pure art." T-Bone nodded, satisfied with the permanent record of my fall. He stepped back, exhaling a cloud of smoke that washed over my ruined face. "Not bad for a first day. But we barely scratched the surface. Now we break in the other side."


Chapter 3: Broken

The air in the warehouse had changed, thickening into something heavy and predatory. The smell of industrial solvent was still there, but it was fighting a losing battle against the musk of male arousal and the metallic tang of my own fear. I could feel them before I saw them - a shifting in the shadows, the low creak of leather, the collective intake of breath that signaled the hunt was on.

They surrounded me, a wall of muscle and malice. The cold concrete bit into my knees, but the chill radiating from their eyes was worse. My skin, still damp from the facial they’d just given me, felt tight and sensitive, every nerve ending screaming for escape. But there was nowhere to go. I was trapped in the center of the circle, a lamb waiting for the slaughter, dressed in scraps of black lace that mocked the strength of the body beneath.

T-Bone stood back, a silent giant watching from the darkness, while the others moved in. The memories of the police raids I used to lead flashed through my mind - kicking down doors, shouting commands, the rush of power as we took control. Now, the script was flipped. I was the one being cornered, the one about to be taken down.

"Look at 'im shiver," D-Train rumbled, his voice vibrating through my chest. He stepped closer, the heat of his body palpable. "White boy knows what's comin'. His body knows."

Rough hands grabbed me, pulling me up and bending me over a rough-hewn wooden crate. The position forced my ass into the air, leaving me utterly exposed. I squeezed my eyes shut, trying to summon the mental barriers they taught us at the academy. But this wasn't pain I could block out. This was a violation of the self.

"Nice and pale," Ronnie sneered, his hand kneading my ass cheek like dough. "Soft as a pillow."

I flinched at his touch, my muscles jumping involuntarily. "Don't," I gasped, my voice cracking. "Please, don't."

"That ain't the safe word, pig," Clay whispered in my ear, his breath hot against my neck. "And look at you - trembling like a leaf. You was made for this, not for the badge."

They weren't just touching me; they were possessing me. Fingers traced the lines of my stockings, thumbs pressed into the hollows of my hips, palms slid up the sensitive skin of my inner thighs. It was a sensory overload, a barrage of sensation that threatened to short-circuit my brain. I was a cop, a man, an officer of the law. But with every grope, every taunt, that identity was being stripped away, layer by layer, until all that was left was the sissy they saw.

"Open up, Officer," D-Train commanded, his voice dropping to a low growl. "Time to see if you can take what we dish out."

"Get 'im ready," D-Train grunted, and I felt the rough scrape of calloused palms prying my ass cheeks apart. The cool air hit the exposed, puckered skin of my hole, making it clench tight in a reflex of pure panic. I was spread open like a piece of meat at a butcher's counter, my most private, guarded place on display for a gang of Black men.

"Look at that little starfish," Ronnie laughed, the sound cruel and jagged. "All tight and nervous. Twitchin' like a scared rabbit."

I squeezed my eyes shut, humiliated tears leaking out, but that only made it worse. I couldn't see them coming, only feel them. A thick finger - Clay's, judging by the calculated pressure - circled the rim, smearing a cold, slick gel that felt like ice against my fevered skin. He didn't push in immediately; he just teased, tracing the tight ring of muscle, tapping it rhythmically.

"Relax, Officer," Clay murmured, his voice dripping with false sympathy. "You gotta loosen up if you wanna take the crew. We don't wanna break you... yet."

"Fuck you," I gasped, the words barely intelligible through the lump in my throat.

Clay chuckled darkly. "Nah, bitch. The only one gettin' fucked tonight is you." Without warning, he drove his finger forward, breaching the first ring of muscle.

I cried out, my back arching violently as the intrusion burned. It felt unnatural, wrong, a thick, foreign object forcing its way where it didn't belong. He twisted his finger, bending it inside me, stretching the tight channel. The sensation was overwhelming - fullness, pressure, and a stinging stretch that made my legs tremble.

"Tightest pussy I ever felt," Clay groaned, working a second finger alongside the first. "Grippin' me like a glove, bitch. You feel that? That's you gettin' owned."

He curled his fingers, searching, and suddenly brushed against a spot deep inside me that sent a jolt of electric fire racing up my spine. I gasped, my hips bucking involuntarily, the chastity cage swinging heavily between my legs.

"Oh, he like that," Marv rumbled, his voice a low rumble of thunder close to my ear. "Found the button."

"No," I whimpered, my mind reeling. It was a betrayal of my own body. I was being violated, yet my nerve endings were lighting up with a twisted pleasure that made me sick to my stomach.

"Prep him proper," D-Train ordered. "We goin' in deep tonight."

They worked me over, taking turns with their fingers, adding more lube, stretching me wider and wider. I could hear the wet, squelching sounds of their fingers pumping in and out of my hole, lewd echoes in the quiet warehouse. It was degrading, clinical, and utterly violating. I was reduced to a series of holes, a body to be prepared for their use.

Then, the fingers were gone, leaving me feeling empty and achingly exposed. Before I could even draw a breath of relief, I felt the heat of a body behind me. D-Train. His sheer mass was a wall of warmth at my back.

"Time for the real thing, Officer," he growled.

I felt the blunt, heavy head of his cock press against my loosened, slick entrance. He was massive, far bigger than the fingers. He rubbed the thick, angry head up and down my crack, coating himself in the lube and my own sweat. The friction was hot and demanding.

"Wait," I begged, my voice cracking. "It won't fit. Please, it's too big."

"Shut up and take it," he grunted, and he pushed forward.

The pressure was immense, a relentless force against my resisting muscle. I groaned, my fingers digging into the rough wood of the crate, splinters biting into my skin. He was too big. I was going to tear. But he didn't stop. He pushed harder, leaning his weight into it, and with a sickening pop, the head of his cock breached me.

I screamed, the sound torn from my throat. It felt like I was being split in two, a searing, burning pain that radiated outward from my core. He paused for a second, letting me adjust to the intrusion, his heavy balls resting against my ass cheeks.

"Damn," he hissed through gritted teeth. "Tightest grip I ever had."

"Look at him take it," T-Bone’s voice came from the shadows, calm and approving. "White boy was made to be bred."

D-Train didn't wait for me to recover. He gripped my hips with bruising force and began to thrust. Slowly at first, pulling out until just the head remained inside, then slamming back in, burying himself to the hilt. The warehouse filled with the wet slap of skin against skin, the creak of the crate, and my ragged, sobbing breaths.

"Open up, bitch," he grunted, picking up the pace. "Take all this black dick."

The pain began to morph into a dull, throbbing ache that seemed to vibrate through my entire body. My prostate was being battered with every thrust, sending shockwaves of confusing pleasure-pain that made my head spin. I was trapped, impaled on his massive cock, my body rocking forward with every impact, the pink cage jingling softly between my legs.

"Look at that little clit bounce," Ronnie laughed, pointing at the cage. "He loves it."

I squeezed my eyes shut, trying to disconnect, to go somewhere else in my mind. But the physical sensations were too intense. The heat of him, the smell of his sweat and musk filling my nose, the sound of his balls slapping against my ass - it was inescapable. I was being fucked, truly fucked, and there was nothing I could do but take it.

"Switch," T-Bone commanded. "Don't wear him out too fast."

D-Train pulled out with a wet pop, leaving my gaping hole feeling suddenly cold and empty. Before the muscles could contract, another body was there. Ronnie, thinner but more aggressive. He didn't ease in; he slammed home, making me cry out again.

"Yeah, cop pussy," Ronnie sneered, gripping my shoulders and jackhammering into me. "You gonna tell your buddies about this? How you got dicked down by the Vipers?"

He reached around, grabbing the cage and shaking it, sending jolts of painful pleasure through my trapped genitals. "Look at this useless little thing. You don't need no dick. You just need holes."

I was lost in a haze of sensation, my body a puppet for their lust. The lines between pain and pleasure, between rape and submission, were blurring. My mind was fracturing, unable to process the sheer intensity of the violation. I was just a vessel now, a warm, tight hole for them to dump their loads into.

"Flip him over," T-Bone’s voice cut through the haze, authoritative and bored. "I wanna see his face when he gets wrecked."

Rough hands grabbed me, rolling me off the crate. My back hit the cold concrete floor, sending a fresh shockwave of pain through my spine. The air was knocked out of me, leaving me gasping, my legs splayed awkwardly. Before I could scramble away, Marv was there. He grabbed my ankles and yanked them up, pushing my knees toward my chest. He stepped between them, his massive, tattooed thighs forcing mine open wide, folding me in half.

"Look at that flexibility," Marv grunted, his voice a low, rumbling purr. "Academy training payin' off."

He didn't give me a moment to prepare. He spat on his hand, slicked the head of his thick, blunt cock, and lined it up with my gaping, red hole. With a heavy thrust, he buried himself inside me.

"Ah! God!" I screamed, my hands scrabbling uselessly at the smooth concrete. The angle was different this time - deeper, more invasive. He was crushing me, his weight pinning me to the floor, forcing me to take every inch.

"Shut up and take it, sissy," Marv growled, leaning forward and pressing his forearm across my throat. The pressure cut off my air, turning my scream into a strangled wheeze.

He began to piston into me, hard and rhythmic. The sound of his hips slapping against my ass echoed in the cavernous warehouse, a wet, obscene clapping. 

Slap. Slap. Slap.

 Each thrust drove the breath out of me, my body jerking like a ragdoll beneath him. I could feel the heavy ring of the chastity cage digging into my lower abdomen, a cold, hard counterpoint to the heat invading my ass.

"Look at me," Marv commanded.

I forced my eyes open. His face was inches from mine, his expression blank, almost bored, as he used my body. The lack of emotion was terrifying. I wasn't a person to him; I was a fleshlight.

"Your little clit is twitchin'," he observed, glancing down between our bodies. "You like gettin' split open by a real man?"

"No," I whimpered, tears leaking from the corners of my eyes and pooling in my ears. "Please stop."

"Liar," he sneered. He shifted his hips, grinding into me, and suddenly his massive cock crushed against my prostate.

My back arched off the floor, a bolt of white-hot electricity shooting up my spine. "Ungh!" A moan tore itself from my throat, high and whorish.

"That's it," Marv grunted, picking up the pace, targeting that spot with ruthless precision. "Sing for me, bitch."

He used me like a pornstar, manipulating my body to force sounds out of me that I didn't know I could make. The friction inside me was building, a coil of heat tightening in my belly despite the horror of the situation. My trapped cock throbbed in its cage, desperate for stimulation it couldn't get, leaking pre-cum that pooled on my stomach.

"Switch!" T-Bone barked.

Marv pulled out abruptly, leaving me feeling hollowed out, my hole gaping and clenching around nothing. Before I could even draw a breath, Clay was there. He didn't go for my ass. He grabbed my hair, dragging my head toward the edge of the crate I’d been bent over earlier.

"Open up," Clay said, his voice calm and clinical. "We gonna see how multi-tasked you are."

D-Train stepped between my legs, lifting them onto his shoulders. "I got the back door."

I was sandwiched between them. Clay shoved his cock into my mouth, filling my throat just as D-Train slammed back into my ass. I was impaled at both ends, a human spit-roast. They established a rhythm, one pushing in as the other pulled out, rocking me back and forth between them.

My mind was short-circuiting. The sensory input was too much - the taste of Clay's salty pre-cum on my tongue, the smell of D-Train's musk in my nose, the feeling of being stretched and filled at both ends. I was drooling around Clay's shaft, my head spinning from lack of air and the overwhelming stimulation.

"Look at those eyes roll back," Ronnie laughed from the sidelines. "He goin' into sissy heaven."

D-Train reached down, grabbing the cage and shaking it violently. The plastic bit into my sensitive skin, sending sharp jolts of pain mixed with a sickening pleasure. "This little thing is useless, ain't it? Just a decoration for our pussy."

I wanted to die. I wanted to disappear. But my body was betraying me. With every thrust against my prostate, the pressure in my belly built. My toes curled. My breath hitched. I was actually enjoying this. The realization hit me like a bucket of ice water. I was a cop. I was straight. And I was getting off on being gang-raped by a group of criminals.

"Pull him up," T-Bone ordered. "Don't let him get lazy on the floor."

Rough hands grabbed me under the armpits, yanking me to my feet. My legs were shaking so badly they felt like cooked noodles, useless appendages that could barely hold my weight. I swayed, dizziness washing over me, but before I could crumble back to the concrete, D-Train was there.

He stepped in close, his massive chest pressing against mine, forcing me back until my spine hit the cold metal of a support pillar. He didn't speak; he just hooked his arms under my knees, lifting me effortlessly into the air.

"Gotcha," he grunted, the sound vibrating against my chest.

I was suspended, my legs forced wide apart, my ass hanging open and vulnerable. He shifted his grip, one arm hooking behind my back to hold me steady while the other guided his cock to my entrance. There was no buildup, no teasing. He simply dropped me onto his shaft.

I screamed, my head falling back against the metal pillar as he impaled me in one brutal stroke. Gravity did the work, forcing me down until he was buried to the hilt. I was pinned there, speared on his cock, my feet dangling uselessly in the air.

"Wrap 'em round me," he commanded.

I obeyed instinctively, locking my ankles behind his back. It was the only stability I had. He began to fuck me standing up, using his powerful thighs to drive into me, lifting my entire body with every thrust before slamming me back down. The impact drove the air out of my lungs in sharp, ragged grunts.

"Look at him," Clay laughed, circling us like a shark. "Swingin' like a ragdoll."

I was. I was completely at D-Train's mercy, a passenger on a ride of pure violation. My arms hung limp at my sides, until Ronnie grabbed one and Clay the other. They pulled them out, stretching me wide like a crucifix, exposing my heaving chest and the ridiculous lace bra to the cool air.

"Don't let him touch the ground," T-Bone called out from the shadows. "Pass him around."

D-Train carried me across the room, my body bouncing on his cock with every step. He stopped in front of Marv, who was waiting with a predatory grin. D-Train pulled me off his shaft, the sudden emptiness making me gasp, and literally handed me over.

Marv took my weight easily, his hands gripping my ass cheeks hard enough to bruise. He walked me backward until he pressed me against the chain-link fence. The cold metal links dug into my back, biting into my skin through the bra. He lined up and thrust home, filling me again.

"Open," he demanded.

I opened my mouth, and he spat in it. "That's for the badge," he sneered.

He fucked me against the fence, the rattling of the metal mixing with the slap of skin. I was being passed around like a party favor, a toy with no agency, no will. My mind was fracturing under the relentless stimulation. The friction against my prostate was constant, a dull, throbbing heat that was starting to feel terrifyingly good.

"Switch," T-Bone barked.

Marv pulled out and handed me to Clay. Clay didn't pin me to a wall; he chose to carry me while he fucked me. He held me under the thighs, walking around the warehouse floor, bouncing me on his cock as if checking the inventory. The disorientation was nauseating. The room spun, a blur of concrete and shadows, while the only constant was the thick cock splitting me open.

"Please," I whimpered, my head lolling against Clay's shoulder. "I can't... it's too much."

"Just you wait," Clay said calmly, his breath hot in my ear. "You just gettin' started."

The coil in my belly tightened to the breaking point. My vision blurred. The sounds of the warehouse - the grunts, the slapping skin, my own whimpers - faded into a white noise of static. I was close. I was terrifyingly close to something I didn't understand. My eyes rolled up as I started to feel a building heat inside me.

"Stop!" T-Bone’s voice cracked like a whip.

They froze instantly. Clay held me there, impaled and trembling, my chest heaving, my body on the edge of a precipice.

"Not yet," T-Bone said, stepping into the light. He walked around us, examining my sweat-slicked, trembling form. "We ain't done with the warm-up. Put him on the table."

Clay pulled out of me, the wet suction loud in the sudden quiet. They carried me to the metal table and threw me onto my back. My legs were pulled apart, exposing my red, swollen hole to the cool air.

They didn't give me a moment to recover. Rough hands grabbed my ankles, dragging me down the length of the cold metal table until my head hung off one edge and my ass was perched precariously on the other. I felt like a slab of meat being prepped for the grinder, exposed and helpless.

"Circle up," T-Bone commanded, his voice echoing off the high ceilings. "Time to seal the deal."

The metal table groaned under the weight of the first body. Ronnie. He didn't wait for permission. He stepped between my splayed legs, gripped my thighs, and slammed into me with a wet, heavy slap.

"Fuck!" I cried out, my back arching off the cold steel. The sensation was too much - too full, too deep, too fast.

"Look at that pussy swallow it," Ronnie grunted, sweat dripping from his nose onto my chest. He didn't hold back, jackhammering into me with the desperate energy of a rabid dog. The table rattled beneath us, a rhythmic clanking that underscored the violation.

I squeezed my eyes shut, trying to retreat into the dark corners of my mind, but my body betrayed me. My hole, loosened by the previous abuse, was gripping him, pulling him in. The friction against my prostate sent jolts of electricity shooting up my spine, making my trapped cock throb painfully against its plastic prison.

"Open your eyes, pig," Clay’s voice came from beside my head. He grabbed my jaw, forcing me to look. "Watch him destroy you."

I looked down the valley of my own body, past the heaving mounds of the push-up bra, past the ridiculous pink cage, to where Ronnie’s dark shaft was pistoning in and out of my stretched, red rim. It looked alien, a thick intruder violating my core.

"Please," I whimpered, the word barely a breath. "I can't..."

"Yeah you can," Ronnie groaned, his thrusts becoming erratic. "And you gonna take it all."

He slammed in deep, grinding his pelvis against my ass, and let out a guttural roar. I felt it - a hot, liquid explosion deep inside my gut. It was scorching, flooding my insides with a warmth that spread outward like a stain.

"Yeah," he hissed, milking himself into me. "Take that nut, bitch."

He pulled out abruptly, and a rush of hot fluid followed, trickling down my crack onto the metal table. The shame was burning, hotter than the cum. I was leaking their seed.

"Next," T-Bone said calmly.

Before the first load could even cool, D-Train was there. He flipped me over like a pancake, manhandling me onto my stomach. He pressed my face into the cold metal, muffling my sobs, and mounted me from behind.

"Gonna stretch this pussy out," he rumbled.

He entered me in one brutal thrust, using Ronnie’s cum as lube. The wet, squelching sounds were obscene, echoing in my ears. He was massive, filling me completely, the head of his cock battering my rectum - or whatever was left of my insides.

"Academy trainin' didn't prepare you for this, did it, Officer?" D-Train sneered in my ear, his breath hot and rancid. "You ain't the law here. You just a cum dump."

He pounded into me, the force of his thrusts pushing my entire body across the slick table. I had to grip the edges to keep from sliding off. My prostate was being abused, hammered relentlessly, and the pressure in my belly built again, terrifying and uncontrollable.

"Stop," I gasped, tears mixing with the sweat on my face. "It's too much... I'm gonna..."

"You ain't gonna do nothin' but take this load," he cut me off.

He gripped my shoulders, pulling me back onto him as he thrust forward, impaling me to the hilt. He roared, a sound of primal conquest, and I felt another thick load erupt inside me. It mixed with the first, filling me until I felt bloated and sick.

D-Train pulled out, smacking my ass cheek hard enough to leave a handprint. "Gaping wide open," he laughed. "Like a cave."

"Turn him back over," T-Bone ordered. "Let's see his face."

Rough hands rolled me onto my back again. My legs were limp, useless things that they had to arrange for me. Marv stepped up, his heavy-lidded eyes staring down at me with a mix of lust and contempt. He stroked his thick, dark cock, aiming it at my leaking hole.

"Look at me," he demanded.

I looked up at him, my vision swimming. I was broken. The cop was gone. There was only a pale body in lingerie, covered in sweat and cum, waiting to be used.

"Tell me what you want," Marv said, his voice low and dangerous.

I hesitated. The last shreds of my dignity clawed at my throat. But the look in his eyes told me there was no refusal.

"I... I want it," I whispered, the words tasting like ash.

"Louder," T-Bone barked from the sidelines.

"I want your cock," I cried out, my voice cracking. "Please, breed me."

Marv grunted in satisfaction and thrust in. He was thicker than the others, stretching the rim even more. I cried out, my hands flying to his hips, not to push him away, but to steady myself. He fucked me with slow, deep strokes, grinding into my prostate, forcing whorish moans from my throat.

"Who owns this pussy?" he growled.

"You do," I sobbed. "The Black Vipers own me."

"Damn right," he grunted, and unloaded deep inside me. I felt the pulse of his cock, the rhythmic spurts marking me as his territory.

He pulled out, and I lay there, panting, my body a vessel of their pleasure. But they weren't done.

Clay stepped up. He was clinical, precise. He lifted my legs onto his shoulders, folding me in half. He looked at my swollen, leaking hole with a detached curiosity.

"Physiology is fascinating," he murmured, almost to himself. "The way the body adapts to accommodate stressors."

He slid in easily now, my hole loose and sloppy with three loads. He fucked me efficiently, hitting all the right spots, forcing my body to respond despite my mind's revulsion. The pleasure was a drug, flooding my system, making me crave the degradation.

"Look at you," Clay whispered, his face inches from mine. "You're practically begging for it with your eyes."

"I am," I whimpered, lost in the haze. "Please... fill me up."

He smiled, a cold, thin smile, and added his load to the mix. Four loads. I could feel it sloshing inside me, a heavy, wet reminder of my surrender.

"One more," T-Bone said.

J-Rock stepped up, camera in one hand, cock in the other. He took a picture first - the flash blinding me - then lined up his erection.

"Smile for the camera, slut," he sneered.

He didn't waste time. He slammed in, his hips slapping against my ass with a wet, sucking sound. He was rough, chasing his own climax, using me like a piece of meat. I just lay there and took it, my body rocking with the force of his thrusts, my mind drifting in a sea of white noise.

"Here it comes," he gasped. "Gonna make you a Viper forever."

He thrust deep and held still, his cock twitching as it pumped me full of his seed. Five loads. I was overflowing.

J-Rock pulled out, and a river of cum gushed out of me, pooling on the metal table beneath my ass. The smell was overpowering - musky, salty, sex. I lay there, legs spread, chest heaving, covered in sweat and semen, utterly ruined.

"Look at that mess," D-Train laughed.

T-Bone walked forward, stopping at the end of the table between my legs. He looked down at my gaping, leaking hole, a satisfied smirk playing on his lips. He reached out, dipping a finger into the mess of cum and lube leaking from me. He brought it to my lips.

"Taste it," he commanded.

I opened my mouth, the obedience automatic now. I sucked his finger clean, tasting the salt and metal of my own destruction.

"Not bad for a start," T-Bone said, wiping his hand on my inner thigh. "But we ain't done with you yet. Not by a long shot."

He turned and walked away, leaving me lying on the table, a broken, used-up toy, while the gang laughed in the background. I closed my eyes, the image of the badge I once wore burning in my mind, replaced forever by the feeling of their cum inside me.


Chapter 4: Owned

My body was a ruin of sensation - my ass throbbing, my jaw aching, my skin feeling too tight over the sweat-slicked muscle beneath. I lay limp on the cold metal table, leaking the evidence of the gang's dominance onto the steel, my mind a fractured prism of shame and a terrifying, hollowed-out numbness.

"Clear the table," T-Bone’s voice cut through the haze, low and resonant with authority.

Rough hands grabbed me, pulling me off the slick surface. My legs buckled, weak from the pure destruction of my willpower, but D-Train was there to catch me. He didn't help me stand; he just held me up, a puppet with cut strings, while the rest of the guys dragged a heavy, reinforced chair into the center of the room. It wasn't a chair for sitting; it was a throne. Black metal, high-backed, with worn leather padding that looked slick with use.

T-Bone walked slowly to it, the sound of his heavy boots echoing in the sudden silence. He turned, his back to the chair, and looked at me. His dark skin glistened under the harsh fluorescent lights, the scars on his chest mapping a history of violence and survival that my privileged sheltered life couldn't comprehend. He was a mountain of a man, broad-shouldered and impossibly thick, his presence sucking the oxygen out of the room.

"Bring him here," T-Bone commanded.

D-Train shoved me forward. I stumbled, my bare feet slapping the grimy floor, until I stood at the foot of the throne. T-Bone sat down, spreading his legs wide. Even sitting, he was massive. His cock lay heavy against his thigh, thick, dark, and angry, a weapon of flesh that made my stomach turn over with a mixture of dread and a sick, twisting fascination.

"Look at you," T-Bone rumbled, his eyes crawling over my trembling, pale form. "All that pink skin, flushin' red like a little bitch. You look like a fuckin' lobster boilin' in the pot."

He reached out, his large hand engulfing my wrist. The contrast was stark - his fingers were long, calloused, and deeply black, wrapping around my pale, freckled arm like a cuff. He pulled me closer, forcing me to step between his spread legs.

"So soft," he sneered, running his other hand up my thigh, his fingers digging into the muscle. "White boys is always so soft. Like dough. Ain't got no hardness to you unless you hidin' behind a badge and a gun."

He let go of my wrist and gripped my waist, his hands spanning the entire breadth of my torso. He lifted me effortlessly, as if I weighed nothing. I gasped, my hands flying to his shoulders to steady myself, but he didn't want stability. He wanted submission. He positioned me over his lap, my knees resting on the leather cushion, my ass hovering directly over that intimidating spike of flesh.

"Look at the difference," T-Bone said, his voice dropping to a growl that vibrated through my chest. He grabbed my ass cheek, pulling it aside to expose my hole, already red and swollen from the gangbang. "You pink and soft inside. Like raw meat."

He pressed the head of his cock against my entrance. The heat was scorching. I flinched, trying to pull away, but his grip was iron.

"Please," I whimpered, my voice cracking. "I can't. It's too big."

"Too big?" T-Bone laughed, a deep, mocking sound. "Nah, it ain't too big. You just too small. You white boys is built wrong - all tight and clenched up. That’s why you always so angry. You need a real man to stretch you out, give you some room to breathe."

He pulled me down, just an inch. The head breached me, forcing a cry from my throat. It felt like I was being torn apart, the stretch burning and intense.

"Look at this," T-Bone grunted, looking down at where our bodies met. "Black dick splitting white ass. That’s the way the world supposed to be. Nature, right? You the prey, I’m the predator. You supposed to run, but deep down, you wanna get caught."

He dragged a finger down my spine, making me shiver. "You so pale, Erik. Like a vampire. You need some color in you. You need this black ink inside you to give you some life."

He didn't wait for me to adjust. He gripped my hips and slammed me down.

I screamed, my head falling back as he impaled me. It was a searing, blinding intrusion, filling me completely, stretching me to my absolute limit. I felt like I was being split in two, my body forced to accommodate a size it was never meant to take.

"Ride," T-Bone commanded, his hands leaving my hips to rest on the armrests. "I ain't doin' all the work. You want this dick? You work for it."

"I... I can't move," I gasped, my thighs trembling uncontrollably. The angle was brutal, gravity working against me, forcing me deeper onto his shaft.

"Then you stay there and rot," T-Bone said, his voice hard. "But if you wanna cum - if you wanna feel that little sissy release - you gonna bounce."

He leaned forward, his face inches from mine. His breath smelled of tobacco and dominance. "I know you feel it. That little spot inside you? That’s your weak point. White boys got that button just beggin' to be pushed. You ride me right, and I’ll push it for you. But you gotta earn it."

He leaned back, crossing his arms over his massive chest, waiting. The message was clear: I was an object, a toy, and if I wanted any pleasure - hell, if I wanted this to end - I had to participate in my own degradation.

I looked down at our joining. The visual was a punch to the gut. My pale thighs straining against his dark ones, my pink, trapped cock twitching against his hard, muscled stomach. I looked weak. I looked inferior. And the worst part was, as I stared at the contrast, a dark, shameful heat began to bloom in my belly.

"Move," T-Bone barked.

I lifted myself up, my legs screaming in protest, and dropped back down. The friction was electric, sending a jolt of pleasure straight to my core. I did it again. And again. I was riding him, fucking myself on his massive black cock, my pale body bouncing on his lap, surrendering to the superior force of him.

"That’s it," T-Bone groaned, his eyes closing for a brief second before snapping open to lock onto mine. "Show me how a white sissy takes big black dick."

I was lost. The physical sensation was overwhelming, but the psychological blow was worse. I was accepting it. I was participating. And as I looked down at his dark skin pressing against mine, I knew there was no going back. The cop was dead. The sissy was just getting started.

Time lost its meaning, dissolving into a haze of sweat, heat, and the relentless slap of skin against skin. My thighs burned with a fire that felt like acid, the muscles quivering so violently I thought they might tear, but I didn't dare stop. T-Bone sat like a statue beneath me, his arms crossed over his massive chest, a smirk playing on his lips as he forced me to do the work.

"Up and down," he commanded, his voice a low rumble that vibrated through my bones. "I ain't fuckin' you. You fuckin' yourself on this dick. Show me how much you need it."

I grit my teeth, my hands braced against his hard, pectoral muscles for leverage, and lifted myself. The sensation of him sliding out of me felt like a hollowing out, a terrible emptiness that made my breath hitch. Then gravity took over, and I dropped. The impact knocked a grunt out of me - ungh! - as his thickness filled me again, stretching the rim wide, forcing my insides to make room.

"That’s it," T-Bone drawled, his eyes locked on the junction of our bodies. "Look at that contrast. My black dick disappearing into that white ass. It’s like magic. Like the darkness is swallowin' you whole."

I did it again. And again. 

Slap. Slap. Slap. 

The sound was wet and obscene, echoing in the warehouse. My pale skin was flushing a deep, angry red everywhere it touched him - my thighs, my ass, my chest - painting a picture of submission in living color. I looked down and saw the stark difference: his skin was like polished ebony, impenetrable and dominant, while mine was soft, pink, and pathetically yielding.

"You leakin' like a faucet," he observed, nodding toward my caged cock.

He was right. A steady stream of clear fluid was dripping from the plastic prison, coating his stomach in a slick sheen. My trapped cock was twitching violently, the metal biting into the swollen flesh, desperate for a touch it wasn't getting. The denial was agonizing, yet somehow it fed the heat building in my belly.

"Please," I whimpered, my voice cracking. "It’s so deep. I can't..."

"No, you will," he corrected, his tone hardening. "White boys is always lookin' for the easy way out. But there ain't no easy way outta this pussy. You gotta earn it."

I squeezed my eyes shut, trying to block out the sight of the gang watching me, but I couldn't block out the sensation. Every time I bottomed out, the head of his cock mashed against a spot inside me that made sparks dance behind my eyelids. It was a pressure, a building storm that felt terrifyingly close to a climax but centered entirely in my ass.

"Look at me," T-Bone demanded.

I opened my eyes. His gaze was predatory, unblinking.

"Look at us," he said. "This is the natural order. You the weak one. I'm the strong one. You the prey. I'm the predator. And deep down, you know this is where you belong. Impaled. Owned."

His words hit me harder than his fists ever could. They wormed into my brain, rewriting the narrative of who I was. I wasn't a cop anymore. I wasn't a man. I was just a vessel for his pleasure, a soft, pale thing to be used.

I started bouncing faster, chasing that pressure, desperate for the release even as I dreaded it. The friction was electric, sending jolts of pleasure straight up my spine. My head fell forward, my hair sticking to my forehead, sweat dripping from my nose onto his chest.

"You gettin' close, ain't you?" T-Bone taunted, his voice dropping to a whisper. "That little sissy button gettin' swollen? Beggin' to be popped?"

"Yes," I sobbed, the admission tearing out of my throat. "Oh god, yes."

"Don't stop then," he ordered. "Ride it. Break yourself on it."

I slammed down hard, taking him to the hilt. The impact jarred my teeth. My body seized up, every muscle locking tight. The pressure in my gut detonated, a supernova of pleasure that didn't involve my cock at all. It radiated from my core, outward, turning my limbs to jelly.

My ass spasmed violently around his thickness, clenching and unclenching in rhythmic waves, milking him instinctively. My eyes rolled back in my head, and my mouth opened in a silent scream. My caged cock jerked, untouched, and a thin, watery stream of cum spurted out, dripping down his shaft.

I shattered. I didn't just cum; I was rewired. The pleasure was so intense it bordered on pain, a full-body convulsion that left me gasping for air, my vision swimming in black and white static. I was nothing but nerve endings and sensation, completely undone by the black cock buried inside me.

T-Bone let out a dark, satisfied chuckle as I collapsed against his chest, trembling like a leaf in a storm.

"There it is," he rumbled, his hand resting on the back of my neck, possessive and heavy. "That’s a sissygasm. Welcome to your new life, Kiki."

The aftershocks of the orgasm were still rippling through my guts, my body twitching and limp as a ragdoll, but T-Bone wasn't having it. Before I could even catch my breath, his hand clamped onto the back of my neck like a vice, jerking my head up.

"Oh no you don't," he growled, shaking me slightly. "You don't get to tap out just 'cause you got yours. You think this dick is a toy you play with and put away? Nah."

"I... I can't," I slurred, my vision blurry. "I'm empty. I can't feel my legs."

"You feel it," he corrected, his voice dropping to a terrifyingly calm register. "You feel every inch. And you gonna keep ridin' until I fill that ass up. That’s the price of admission. You don't leave until the nut leaves."

He slapped my ass, hard, the sound cracking like a gunshot through the warehouse. The shockwave jolted me, forcing a weak cry from my throat. "Move them hips, sissy. Work for that milk."

Tears of exhaustion mingled with the sweat on my face. I tried to lift myself, but my thighs were dead weight. I managed a pathetic, shallow grind, my ass clenching weakly around his still-hard shaft. It felt like impaling myself on a telephone pole, the sensitivity in my rectum so raw that every movement sent a sharp jolt of overstimulation through my nervous system.

"Is that the best you got?" T-Bone sneered, his lip curling in disgust. "I thought you was a cop. I thought you had stamina. You weak, girl. Just a weak little white girl tryin' to please a real man."

The insult stung, cutting through the haze of my exhaustion. Weak. The word echoed in my skull. I wasn't weak. I was... I was...

"I'm not weak," I whimpered, more of a plea than a statement.

"Prove it," T-Bone challenged, leaning back and locking eyes with me. "Make me cum. If you got any of that cop pride left, use it. Ride that dick like you tryin' to get a promotion."

Something inside me snapped - a desperate need to prove him wrong, to prove I could do it, even if the task was degrading. I dug my nails into his shoulders, gritting my teeth against the burning friction, and forced myself to rise.

"Ungh!" The sound was guttural, torn from my chest. I slid up until just the head remained inside me, my thighs screaming in agony, and then dropped.

Slap.

"Good," T-Bone grunted, his eyes flickering with approval. "Again."

I found a rhythm, though it was ragged and desperate. Up and down. 

Slap. Slap. Slap.

The wet, sucking sound of my hole gripping him filled the room, louder than the jeers of the gang members watching from the shadows. I was dimly aware of them - D-Train laughing, J-Rock holding up his phone - but they felt distant, like ghosts. My world had narrowed down to the pole of flesh inside me and the man attached to it.

"Look at you go," T-Bone taunted, his hands resting on my waist now, not helping, just grounding me. "Look at that ass swallow me. You gettin' deep, Kiki. I'm touchin' parts of you that you didn't know existed."

My cock was still trapped, limp and leaking, but the pleasure was changing. It wasn't the sharp spike of the sissygasm anymore; it was a deep, aching fullness. A sense of completeness that terrified me. I felt like a sheath specifically designed for this sword, a lock made for this key.

"Who owns this pussy?" T-Bone demanded, his voice rising.

"You do," I gasped, the words slipping out without thought. "The Black Vipers own it. T-Bone owns it."

"Damn right," he growled. "And who are you?"

"I'm... I'm Kiki," I sobbed, the name feeling less like an insult and more like a destiny as I said it. "I'm Kiki."

"Then make Daddy proud, Kiki. Milk that black dick."

I slammed down harder, taking him to the root, grinding my hips in circles the way I’d seen the women in the videos do. I wanted it. I needed it. I needed to feel him explode inside me, needed to feel his heat marking me as his territory. The thought of his cum filling me up, of carrying his load, became the only thing that mattered. It was a twisted, pathetic hunger, but it drove me past the burning in my muscles.

T-Bone’s breathing was getting heavier, his massive chest heaving under my hands. His grip on my waist tightened, his fingers digging into my flesh hard enough to bruise. He was close. I was actually doing it.

"Yeah," he hissed, his head falling back against the chair. "Just like that. Don't stop. Don't you fuckin' stop."

"I won't," I babbled, sweat dripping from my nose onto his heaving chest. "I won't stop. Please, cum for me. Please..."

I rode him with everything I had left, a blur of pale flesh and desperate motion. I was chasing his release like a drug, my body singing with the realization that I was nothing but a tool for his pleasure, and that was exactly where I belonged.

With a roar that shook the walls, T-Bone bucked his hips up once - breaking his own rule of stillness just for the final second - and buried himself balls-deep inside me.

"Take it!" he bellowed.

I felt it. A thick, scalding heat erupted deep in my gut, coating my insides, marking me. His cock pulsed and throbbed, spurt after spurt of his seed filling me up. The sensation was overwhelming, a liquid warmth that spread through my core, soothing the ache and replacing it with a profound sense of fullness.

I collapsed forward onto his chest, my body spent, my ass still clenching rhythmically around him, milking out every last drop. I lay there, my ear pressed against his heart, listening to the frantic thumping slow down.

T-Bone’s hand came up to stroke my hair, no longer pulling, but almost gentle. "Good girl," he murmured, his voice thick with satisfaction. "Good girl, Kiki. You took it all."

I lay there, leaking his cum, my mind blank and peaceful for the first time in hours. I had done it. I had pleased him. And as the shame tried to creep back in, I pushed it away. I didn't want to think. I just wanted to be full. I just wanted to be Kiki.

The silence that followed was heavy, broken only by the ragged sound of my breathing and the distant drip of water somewhere in the warehouse. For a long moment, I just lay there, draped over T-Bone like a blanket, listening to the steady thrum of his heart. It was a grounding sound, a bass line to the chaotic symphony my life had become.

But the moment couldn't last. T-Bone shifted beneath me, the movement sending a jolt of overstimulated panic through my raw nerves. He didn't push me off, but he didn't hold me either. He just sat there, waiting.

"Get up," he said, his voice devoid of the gentleness from a moment before. It was an order, cold and final.

My legs were jelly. I had to use his shoulders to push myself away, the motion causing a wet, obscene squelch as his softening cock finally slid out of me. I stood there for a second, swaying, my thighs trembling so hard I thought they’d buckle. I could feel it - the thick, warm trickle of his cum running down my leg, marking me.

"Look at that," T-Bone said, gesturing to the mess on my inner thigh and the puddle on the chair. "Leakin' like a busted pipe. You really took a load, didn't you?"

I looked down, seeing the contrast of his white seed against my pale, flushed skin. The evidence was undeniable. I was no longer just Erik the cop. I was Kiki, the cum-dumpster for the Black Vipers.

"Clean it up," he commanded, pointing to his shaft.

I didn't hesitate. I didn't think. I just dropped to my knees on the hard concrete, wincing as my bruised skin hit the floor, and leaned forward. The smell was overpowering - musk, sex, and the metallic tang of the warehouse. I stuck out my tongue and lapped at the mixture of our fluids, cleaning him with reverent, submissive strokes. It tasted salty and bitter, a flavor that belonged to my new reality.

T-Bone watched me, his expression unreadable. When he was satisfied, he pushed my head away.

"Enough," he grunted, tucking himself back into his jeans and standing up. He loomed over me, an obsidian colossus. The gang members, who had been watching in a hushed silence, started to move again, the spell broken.

"Listen up," T-Bone announced, his voice booming through the room. "Erik Malone is dead. You understand me? He died in this chair tonight."

He looked down at me, where I knelt at his feet, naked and trembling.

"What’s your name, girl?" he demanded.

I looked up at him, my blue eyes wide and wet. The old Erik would have spat in his face. The old Erik would have died before saying the word. But the old Erik was gone, shattered by a sissygasm and a load of cum.

"Kiki," I whispered, the name tasting strange on my tongue, yet feeling more natural than 'Erik' had in years.

"Louder!" T-Bone barked.

"Kiki!" I cried out, my voice cracking.

"Kiki," the gang repeated, a chant that started with D-Train and spread until it filled the warehouse.

Kiki. Kiki. Kiki.

It beat against my eardrums, replacing the beat of my own heart, rewriting my identity one syllable at a time.

"Get him - get her - out of here," T-Bone said to D-Train, turning his back on me. "Get her cleaned up. We got other shit  to do."

D-Train hauled me up by my arm. My legs were useless dead weight, dragging behind me like heavy meat. I didn't fight. I couldn't. I was a ragdoll, hollowed out and leaking.

We moved through the warehouse corridors, past the rest of the gang. They didn't even jeer anymore. They just watched me with bored eyes, checking their phones or lighting cigarettes. I was old news. I was used goods. The silence of their indifference was louder than the chanting had been.

The metal back door groaned open, and the night air hit me like a physical slap - cold, damp, smelling of exhaust and wet asphalt. The temperature shock made my skin tighten, the drying fluids on my chest and thighs turning into a cold, sticky second skin.

D-Train didn't set me down on the sidewalk. He shoved me out into the alleyway. I hit the pavement hard, skinning my knees and palms on the rough grit.

"Oops," D-Train sneered, looming over me for a second. "Forgot your uniform, Officer."

The metal door slammed shut with a final, echoing clang that sounded like a coffin lid sealing.

I lay there in the dirt for a long time, shivering uncontrollably. My body was a map of pain - my ass throbbing, my thighs burning, my jaw aching - but the cold was the worst thing. It seeped into my bones, settling in the empty space where my pride used to be.

I pushed myself up to a sitting position, looking around. I was in a dark alley behind the warehouse, lit only by the flickering orange glow of a distant streetlamp. I looked down at myself.

Pale. Naked except some lingerie. Covered in cum.

Instinct took over, a ghost of my former life. My hands patted my hips, my chest, reaching for a vest, a belt, a radio. Where is my gun? Where is my badge? I need to call this in. I need to report...

My hands touched only soft, pale skin. There was no badge. There was no gun. There was no Erik.

I looked at the warehouse door. No one was coming out. No one was chasing me. I was free.

I sat there, naked and shivering in the filth, and realized the terrifying, shattering truth: I didn't know who Erik Malone was anymore. The man who would have fought back had dissolved in that chair, washed away by a sissygasm and a load of cum. The cop was just a costume I had worn, and it had been stripped away.

I wrapped my arms around my chest, not to hide my nakedness, but to hold myself together. A small, broken sound escaped my throat - a laugh, or a sob, I couldn't tell the difference.

I didn't run to the main street. I didn't try to flag down a car. I just sat there in the dark, feeling the phantom stretch of him inside me, and waited for the next command.

I was Kiki. And for the first time, I didn't want to be saved.
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