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Chapter 1: The Struggle

Mark sat at his desk, tie choking him, trying to focus on spreadsheets while his mind replayed the previous night’s depravity. Under his slacks, the pink cage tugged with every shift. The scent of dried cum and lube still lingered faintly on his skin no matter how hard he scrubbed.

The nightly ritual was getting harder. Each morning he peeled away Mandy — the wig, the makeup, the fake tits, the pretty clothes — and forced the boring boy back on. Every time he looked in the mirror, the plain face staring back felt more like a prison.

He was losing the fight.

Every tall Black man he saw made his hole clench and his mouth water. The craving was becoming constant.



Chapter 2: The Breaking Point

That afternoon at the downtown gym, the air was thick with the smell of sweat, metal, and testosterone. Mark had gone there “to work out,” but really he was hunting.

He wore a tiny pink skirt under his sweats. The second he saw the three muscular Black bulls lifting weights — sweat glistening on their dark skin, muscles flexing — his brain short-circuited.

Jamal, the tallest with a thick gold chain, caught him staring. He smirked and walked straight over, towel slung over one massive shoulder.

Mandy’s control snapped.

Right there in the middle of the crowded gym, she hooked her thumbs into her waistband and slid her soaked panties down her legs. They dropped to her ankles. A couple of girls gasped. Phones came out.

Mandy dropped to her knees, spread her legs wide, ass up, and begged shamelessly.

“Please Sir… I can’t help it. Every time I see Black cock I lose control. Fuck me. Use my sissy cunt before another slut steals it. I need you to own me right here where everyone can see.”

The scent of the gym — sweat, rubber mats, and raw masculine musk — mixed with her own desperate arousal and made her dizzy.



Chapter 3: Public Use (Expanded)

Jamal laughed, deep and rich, then pulled the front of his shorts down. His heavy, thick BBC flopped out, already thickening. The musky, manly scent of his crotch hit Mandy like a drug.

The second she saw it, she dropped lower, spread her cheeks, and presented her smooth pink hole like a bitch in heat.

Jamal didn’t hesitate. He lined up and pushed in raw — long, slow, relentless — stretching her open until every thick inch was buried. The burn mixed with intense pleasure as he hit her prostate.

Mandy moaned loud and shameless, eyes watering. “Thank you, Daddy… stretch your sissy cunt…”

He fucked her hard and deep right there on the gym floor. Every thrust made her little caged clit bounce and leak. The wet slapping sounds echoed. People filmed. People cheered. The smell of sex — sweat, precum, and her own desperate arousal — filled the air around them.

The other two bulls stepped up, stroking their own massive cocks. They took turns using her mouth while Jamal railed her pussy. Mandy gagged happily, throat bulging, mascara running in black rivers down her cheeks.

When Jamal was close, he pulled out, flipped her onto her back on the bench, and straddled her chest with the other two. All three stroked over her pretty, desperate face.

“Beg for it, sissy.”

“Please Daddies! Paint your worthless white cum rag! Cover me in hot Black cum! I want to wear it all day so everyone knows what a pathetic BBC addict I am!”

They groaned and unloaded.

Thick rope after thick rope of warm, sticky cum blasted across her face, lips, tongue, eyelashes, and hair. Mandy kept her mouth wide open, catching as much as she could, moaning gratefully with every spurt. The salty, musky scent of their loads filled her nose and coated her tongue.

When they finally stepped back, her face was a glazed, dripping mess. She looked up at them with pure cock-drunk adoration.

Jamal patted her head. “Good girl. That’s exactly how a desperate little sissy should look.”



Chapter 4: The Painful Return

Hours later, still leaking cum down her thighs and face, Mandy drove home in silence.

The nightly ritual destroyed her.

She stood in her bathroom under harsh light, slowly peeling away her true self. The wig came off first. Then the heavy fake tits. Layer after layer of cum-stained makeup was scrubbed away until the pretty sissy disappeared and the plain boy stared back.

She folded the ruined outfit with trembling hands and hid it away.

Back into baggy jeans and a hoodie.

Mark stared at the stranger in the mirror, tears running down his clean face. The contrast between the shameless public whore she had been just hours earlier and the hidden, ashamed boy she was forced to be was soul-crushing.

“I don’t want to do this anymore,” she whispered, voice cracking. “I want to stay Mandy forever.”

The hunger only grew stronger.
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Desperate for BBC

Sissy Mandy’s Public Cravings

Mandy tried so hard to keep it together.

By day she still wore the boring male mask — suit, tie, fake smile at the office. But every time she glimpsed a tall, strong Black man, her body betrayed her completely.

Her panties would soak instantly. Her cage would strain. Her mouth would water with desperate need.

One afternoon in a crowded downtown gym, the urge finally snapped.

When a muscular Black bull caught her staring, Mandy lost all control. Right there in public, she dropped her soaked panties to the floor, fell to her knees, spread her legs, and begged shamelessly for his cock.

What followed was pure public humiliation and bliss.

Fucked hard on the gym floor while strangers watched and filmed. Used by three powerful Black bulls. Face, tits, and tongue painted with thick ropes of warm cum while she moaned like a whore and came hands-free in her cage.

Now the hunger is uncontrollable.

Every night she transforms into the shameless sissy slut she was born to be. And every single night she must perform the painful ritual — removing the wig, scrubbing off the makeup, hiding the lingerie, and becoming “Mark” again.

The contrast is destroying her.

But the more she fights it, the more desperately she craves BBC.

This is the moment Mandy’s public breaking point happens — and there’s no going back.

A raw, intense story of desperate public sissy submission, BBC addiction, group use, and the emotional pain of the nightly return to boy mode.

Perfect for fans of public humiliation, BBC craving, hands-free sissy orgasms, and irreversible transformation.
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