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   Chapter One
 
    
 
   Maurice sat in an unmarked van, watching the boys intently as they conducted their business.  He shook his head; using children as drug dealers was absolutely abhorrent, but even Maurice could see the logic.  They were young enough that if they were caught, they’d only spend a few months in a juvenile detention center, whereas their adult counterparts would face years in prison.  Getting caught, however, was more than a longshot.  The police rarely ventured into the ghetto, and when they did, it was just to accept a bribe from the local drug lords.  No – the law was powerless.  
 
   He looked around, spotting the kids’ muscle – two lumbering oafs that looked like they were far more interested in joking around with one another than in protecting the stash.  Typical.  They’d been on the job all day, after all, and it was tedious guarding against a threat that never came.  No one would mess with Jamal’s people; it was suicide.
 
   Glancing at his reflection in the rearview mirror, Maurice wondered, So, does that make me suicidal?  No, he thought.  Not suicidal.  Bold.  The reality was that Maurice simply didn’t care.  He’d long since come to grips with his own mortality; if they killed him, they killed him.  It was bound to happen no matter his actions.  He’d seen dozens of his friends gunned down for no reason except that they’d been in the wrong place at the wrong time; that was life.  And that life didn’t warrant caution.  That life didn’t reward the meek.  
 
   It was time.  Maurice started the old, rusted-out van, put it in gear, and drove around the corner.  Once the van was parked, he scrambled into the back, and took off his ratty trench coat, replacing it with a bullet-proof vest.  Grabbing his sawed-off shotgun, he took a deep breath.  His heart raced as he pushed open the van’s back doors, and stepped out.  
 
   A passerby took one look at Maurice, and turned the other way.  The stick-up boy smiled.  Such was his reputation; the ghetto’s residents feared the drug dealers, and the drug dealers were scared of Maurice.  They needn’t have feared Maurice, but that didn’t matter.  Self-preservation didn’t often make that distinction.
 
   Rounding the corner, Maurice’s gait lengthened, and his pace quickened.  Fast and hard, he thought.  Don’t let them think too much.   The thugs barely saw him coming.  Certainly they didn’t have time to react before he rammed the butt of his shotgun into the face of the first, breaking bones with a satisfying crunch.  The other acted quickly, pulling a shiny, nickel plated Colt .45 from his sagging waistband.  He squeezed the trigger, and the bullet grazed Maurice’s shoulder.  
 
   Maurice’s shotgun went off with a deafening blast, the resulting spread of pellets decimating the man’s unprotected chest.  He fell to the ground with a thud, dead before he hit the ground.  Maurice stood over the man he’d knocked out, aimed the shotgun at the fallen brute’s head, and pulled the trigger.  It exploded with a spray of brain, blood, and skull.  
 
   Turning to the kids, who were frozen in place, Maurice said, “You know what I want, right?” One of the boys nodded.  “Hand it over then.”
 
   The one nearest the stash didn’t hesitate, immediately crouching to retrieve a large, brown paper bag from beneath a nearby stoop.  He tossed it to Maurice, who caught it deftly.  
 
   “Thank you,” Maurice added, backing away.  When he got to the corner, he allowed himself a smile.  It had all gone according to plan.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter Two
 
    
 
   Jamal flipped the flimsy table over, scattering money across the dirty, concrete floor.  “I want that mother fucker dead!  He’s been stealing from me for almost a year now, and you’re tellin’ me that you can’t find this little bitch?”
 
   He stared at his lieutenants, one by one.  They were capable men, all, but the search for the stick-up boy had been fruitless.  For the first time, his men had failed him.  
 
   “They’re scared,” a hulking man said in a deep, gravelly voice.  “They’ve seen what he’s done, and they’re protecting him.  Nobody wants to cross him.”
 
   “Scared, huh?” Jamal said quietly.  “Used to be, they were scared of us.  Used to be, there was respect enough that if we wanted somebody, we had a dozen crackheads lining up to tell us exactly where that mother fucker was.”
 
   He turned, putting his hands behind his back, and paced back and forth across the room.  No one spoke.  They barely even breathed.  “Fifty grand to the person who brings him to me.  Fifty more if he’s alive.  No – a hundred more if he’s alive.  I want to make an example of this bitch.”
 
   “A hundred and fifty – that’s more than –“
 
   “We don’t need to spend that kind of money, Jamal –“
 
   “We could just kill a few –“
 
   A dozen complaints were voiced before Jamal turned, silencing them with a steely glare.  “Fifty grand dead.  A hundred and fifty alive.  Make it happen.”
 
   With that, he left the room.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter Three
 
    
 
   It took about a day for word to get out.  Another two passed before a group of thugs brought Maurice to Jamal’s door.  He’d been beaten badly, but he was still alive.  His dark face was swollen and cut, and he could barely support his own weight.  The men were given their money, and one of Jamal’s lieutenants dragged Maurice to the basement.
 
   They unceremoniously stripped him naked, and tied him to a chair.  Without a word, they climbed the stairs, and turned out the light, leaving the beaten stick-up boy in the dark.  As he sat there, Maurice couldn’t help but admonish himself; he’d been prepared to die, but the idea of capture (and inevitably, torture) had never occurred to him.  There were worse things than death, he knew.  And Jamal, no doubt, would make sure that Maurice became intimately aware of all of them.
 
   You can only thumb your nose at someone like Jamal so many times before he snaps.  Finally, he had.  A hundred and fifty grand?  Maurice had been tempted to turn himself in, with that kind of money on the line.  What it represented, a chance to get out of the ghetto, was enough to turn even the most loyal friend.  And Maurice had no friends – only acquaintances and fear-based relationships.  He didn’t blame them for ratting him out.  Nor did he blame the men who’d burst into the abandoned building where he was squatting; it was a simple case of survival.  
 
   Maurice pondered his fate for days; he lost track of time, but he knew that a significant amount passed before Jamal decided to show himself.  A lack of food coupled with dehydration to take its toll on Maurice, rendering him into a shell of his former self.
 
   “I’ve been thinking,” Jamal said as he descended the steps.  “These pasts few days, I mean.  Wondering about what to do with you, Maurice.”  He reached the bottom of the steps.  Maurice could barely raise his head to see his captor.  “I could just kill you, but that’s not really enough, is it?  You’re a smart man.  Or smart enough to successfully interrupt my business interests for nearly a year.” A vicious backhand sent Maurice to the floor.  “Not the best decision maker, though.  You could have applied your talents so much more efficiently.  But you chose to poke the bear.  What a waste.”
 
   He reached down, and pulled the chair upright.  “There’s always torture, you know.”  He dragged another chair in front of Maurice.  As he sat, he said, “But I’ve never really liked the idea of prying a man’s fingernails off.  It’s messy, and it’s really not all that effective.  I want you to be visible.  I want you to be a sign, a warning that fucking with my business isn’t worth it.”
 
   Jamal extended his hand, cradling the half-dead Maurice’s chin, tiling it back so that he had no choice but to stare into his captor’s eyes.  “I kept asking myself what I could to make you pay, to let everyone else know that my men, my business – they’re off-limits to ambitious men like you.”
 
   He let Maurice’s chin go, and the captured stick-up boy’s head fell.  He simply didn’t have the strength to keep it aloft.  “I don’t really like doing this, you know.  Getting my hands dirty.  I shouldn’t have to do this sort of thing anymore.  But sometimes, you have to let people see that you’re still – ah, but you know all about reputation, don’t you, Maurice?”
 
   “Just kill me,” Maurice managed to mutter.  His voice cracked from lack of moisture.
 
   “Kill you?” Jamal asked, genuinely surprised.  “Haven’t you been listening?  You’re in store for something so much worse.  It’s a brilliant idea, if I say so myself.  I got the idea just last night – just lying there as this fine bitch sucked my cock – I wondered – what if I could turn Maurice into a bitch?  What if I could parade you around, letting everyone know that fucking with me meant spending the rest of your life as a sissy bitch for real men?”
 
   He smiled.  “So I made a few calls.  New territory and all.  I wanted to find out exactly what’s possible these days.  I expected surgery.  Brainwashing.  That sort of thing.  But then I was referred to a man who specializes in this type of…ah…project – name of Dr. Omar Bell.  I looked him up, too.  He’s legit.  A real scientist.  A real doctor.  Nobel prizes.  All sorts of awards.  Anyway, when I contacted him, he said that he could do exactly what I wanted.  But it would cost dearly.”
 
   Jamal was silent for a moment before continuing.  “You know I’m almost a billionaire, now?  I know – a kid who grew up in the projects.  So what’s money, really?  It’s not about that, you know.  It’s power.  It’s respect.  I’ve held this city for over a decade now, and that kind of longevity has its rewards.  I could easily meet Bell’s demands.  He’s got something else planned; I don’t know what.  It doesn’t matter anyway.  All that really matters is that he agreed to sell us his services.”
 
   Jamal stood.  “So tomorrow, you’re going to be moved.  A different city.  A different country.  When you finally get back here, you’re going to have a very, very different view of the world.”
 
   With that, he mounted the basement’s stairs, and left Maurice alone with his muddled thoughts.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter Four
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Maurice awoke to a strange sensation – warm, soft blankets.  Through a thin haze of confusion, he could vaguely remember his one-sided conversation with Jamal, and the panicked night that followed.  He’d tried to escape; he had no interest in becoming some crazed doctor’s science experiment.  But his attempts were unsuccessful, and when two burly men descended the steps the next day, all he’d managed was to turn the chair over.  They laughed at him as they righted the chair, and untied him.
 
   He’d tried to yank himself away, but days of captivity without food or drink had sapped his strength.  He may as well have been a child trying to fend off a lion, for all the good it did.  No – there was no escape.  Eventually, he stopped struggling as the men dragged him up the stairs, and threw him into a waiting van.  Maurice didn’t even have the strength to move from where he landed.  Quickly, one of the men produced a hypodermic needle, and injected Maurice with what had to have been a sedative.  Within moments, he was out.
 
   For the next few hours – or what he assumed were hours – Maurice had drifted in and out of unconsciousness.  He knew he’d been transported via airplane, but beyond that, he was completely lost.  
 
   He opened his eyes, and was assaulted by a sea of pink.  His blankets were a pastel shade of the garish color, and they were a sharp contrast of his entirely naked, mocha colored skin.  He glanced around the room, to see that that he inhabited what appeared to be the bedroom of a teenaged girl.  The pink walls were covered with posters of muscular, shirtless rappers, and white furniture decorated the room.  
 
   Maurice swung his legs over the edge of the bed.  When he tried to stand, he nearly fell; the after-effects of the sedative, combined with his previous condition had robbed him of his balance.  He reached out to a stark white nightstand to steady himself.  Despite his disorientation, he felt better than he had before his transportation.  Maybe they’d given him some water or food.  His spirits rose.  If he got his strength back, he could escape.  And if he could escape, he could…what?  Go back to the city?  Jamal would surely find him again.  And then he’d be back in the same situation again.  
 
   He shook his head, deciding to worry about that when the time came.  He crossed the room to the door.  He tried it, but he was unsurprised to find it locked.  It couldn’t be that easy, could it?
 
   Not knowing what else to do, he went back to the bed, and lay down.  To escape, he needed strength.  He drifted off the sleep, feeling slightly better about his situation.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter Five
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    It could have been hours later.  It might have been mere minutes.  Maurice had no way of knowing either way, but he was awake the instant he heard the door’s knob turn.  
 
   The door swung open, and Maurice sprang into action.  Or at least he tried to.  As soon as his feet hit the ground, he regretted his decision.  Not only had he underestimated his weakness, but the man who walked into the room outweighed him by a good hundred-and-twenty pounds.  The hulking, dark-skinned man stood at an impressive six and half feet tall, and was pure, rock-hard muscle.  Maurice might as well have been a child with how easily the brute handled him.  
 
   “None of that now, sissy,” he said, his voice a deep baritone.  Maurice struggled in the man’s arms, but he couldn’t wiggle free.  The monster of a man picked him up easily, and carried the smaller man to the bed.  He sat down, dragging Maurice over his knee.  Maurice didn’t know what was going on until he felt a meaty hand connect with his exposed buttocks.  
 
   “Good,” SPANK! “Sissies,” SPANK! “Don’t,” SPANK! “Fight!” SPANK!  The spanking went on for what felt like an eternity until Maurice’s eyes filled with tears.  
 
   It wasn’t the pain, though it did hurt.  No – he could deal with that.  It was the humiliation of it all.  When he was done, the man threw a naked Maurice onto the bed.  The smaller man glared at him through the tears, and tried to curl up into as small of a ball as possible.
 
   “I brought your food,” the hulk of a man said.  “Don’t move.”  
 
   He disappeared out the door only to return a moment later, carrying a small tray of vegetables and a glass of water.  “I’m sure you have questions, sissy.  You will not ask them.  You will have to satisfy your curiosity with the following statement from your master.”  He produced a piece of paper from a side pocket, and began to read, “The administration of Dr. Bell’s treatment was a success.  I won’t go into details about what will happen to you from here on out, but suffice it to say that within a few months, your punishment will begin in full.  I expect you to put forth your best effort in your training.  If you give less than that, I will be displeased.  And If I’m displeased, Devon,” the man looked up.  “That’s me.”  He looked back down, and continued reading.  “And if I’m displeased, Devon will administer a punishment that will escalate in severity with each infraction.”  Devon looked up again, saying ,”It’s signed, Jamal.”
 
   “Eat,” the big man said as he exited the room.  “I will be back in half an hour to collect the tray and the glass.”  He turned, looking at Maurice, “If you should need to use the facilities, press this button.” He tapped the button next to the door frame.  “And someone will escort you to the restroom.”  He stepped through the door, and it clanged shut behind him.
 
   Maurice was famished; while he’d no doubt had some sort of sustenance during his period of unconsciousness, it hadn’t been nearly enough to banish his hunger.  He tore into the tray of vegetables, gulping them down with the fervor that only a hungry man could muster.  It was barely enough for a child, however, and did little to mitigate his hunger.  
 
   A half hour later, Devon returned for the dishes, and Maurice tried to escape again.  It ended worse than before, and he was spanked even more harshly.  
 
   A beating would have been kinder.  A punch.  A kick.  Anything would have been better than being treated like an errant child.  Anything at all.
 
   A couple of hours later, Maurice couldn’t hold it in any longer.  He crossed the room, and pushed the button.  When the man opened the door, Maurice didn’t try to attack.  He’d learned his lesson.  As he was led down the hall, Maurice noticed the décor; it seemed like an expensive home.  After a few seconds, Devon stopped, gesturing to a door.  “In there,” he said.
 
   Maurice quickly opened the door, and went in.  Its furnishings matched the hall’s, and looked like a well-appointed private bathroom.  He began to close the door behind him, but was met with resistance.  He looked back to see that Devon had stopped it.
 
   “The door stays open,” he said, his big hand on the door.  “And sissies don’t stand.  They sit.”
 
   Maurice had no interest in another spanking, so he sat to pee.  When he was finished, the man handed him a wad of toilet paper, saying, “Don’t forget to wipe.”  Once again, Maurice obeyed.  
 
   The return to his room was uneventful, but as he walked into its pink confines, he felt a gentle pat on his ass.  “Good sissy,” the big guard said, smiling.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter Six
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   The next few weeks went by without incident, following the same pattern.  Maurice never saw anyone, save his guard, Devon, and even then, only at meal times, at shower time, or when he needed to use the facilities.  It was maddening, the solitude, and it gave him little to do, aside from ponder his fate.  
 
   The first hint of his future came when, on the fourth day, he noticed that his body hair had thinned considerably.  The thick, dark, and curly hair that had once decorated his legs, chest, and pubic region had been replaced by something much thinner, much finer.  By the end of the second week, it was gone entirely, save a small patch above his penis.
 
   As the second week turned into the third, he couldn’t help but notice that his penis had gotten smaller.  It had been close to nine inches, erect (six flaccid), but had shrunk by about two inches.  In addition, he could have sworn that his nipples were becoming bigger and more sensitive.  
 
   Maurice wasn’t stupid.  He knew what was happening.  Jamal had spelled it out clearly enough. 
 
   By the end of his first month, his penis had shrunk even more (by nearly four inches), and his dark nipples had definitely grown.  His areolas were a little over an inch and a half across, and his nipples jutted from his chest for nearly a quarter of an inch.  It was horrifying to watch his body change before his very eyes.  It was even scarier, contemplating how much more it could transform.
 
   He got his answer a week later when he stood, staring into a full-length mirror in his room.  His body mass had decreased by quite a bit; he judged that he’d lost nearly thirty pounds.  What muscle he had was quickly fading with each passing day.  As for his lower body, it was changing too.  He couldn’t help but notice that his ass was getting bigger, rounder.  Either his hips were widening, or his waist was shrinking – or both.  
 
   Two months in, and Maurice began to understand the scope of Jamal’s plan.  And with that understanding came unmitigated fear.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter Seven
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Twelve weeks in, and Maurice barely recognized himself.  He’d seen it all happen, of course. He’d watched the changes with morbid interest.  But still, he had difficulty believing it.
 
   His face was still his, though it had rounded.  His broad nose had narrowed slightly, but beyond that, his features remained the same.  They were softer, but still undeniably his.  Anyone who saw him would no doubt recognize him.  
 
   His body, however, had changed so radically that he could barely even think of himself as a man anymore.  Not only had his once-wiry body had become smooth, supple, and curvaceous, but he’d even lost a few inches in height.  His nipples were puffy, and more often than not, erect.  They stuck out nearly half an inch, and were extremely noticeable.  His muscle tone had all but disappeared, and his waist had indeed shrunk.  In addition, his hips had widened to the point where he had a classic hourglass figure.  His ass was round, pert, and he had to admit, quite sexy (if it were on a woman).  His stomach had become slightly rounded as well.
 
   His once proud penis was a shadow of its former self at only two flaccid inches.  His testicles had shrunken to the size of marbles.  Even his skin had lightened a shade.  Plainly, he was still black, but one could easily imagine that he’d had one white parent.
 
   On the morning of his eight-third day of captivity, Devon entered the room with a bag.  He set it on the floor, saying, “Put those on, sissy.”  He left without another word.
 
   Maurice bent down, and picked the bag up.  Turning it over, he spilled the contents onto the bed.  His heart dropped as he recognized a g-string bikini, a bustier, a garget belt, and some stockings.  He shoved the garments to the floor, and curled up on his pink bed, crying.  He’d rather go naked.  
 
   An hour later, having refused to wear his new underwear, Maurice received his most brutal spanking yet. Having been reminded of the consequences, Maurice had no choice but to clumsily dress himself in the lingerie.  He felt silly, but even he had to admit that when he stood still, he looked quite sexy.  Before he could force the thought from his mind, a note of pride invaded his misery.  He squashed it before it could bloom.  The feminine illusion was shattered, however, when he moved.  He couldn’t help his masculine mannerisms – that comforted him, somehow.  It was as if that last remnant of his masculinity refused submission.
 
   The next day, he received another bag – this time, it was a pale yellow nighty with a matching thong.  He couldn’t muster the strength to resist, and immediately dressed.  On a positive note, he hadn’t changed anymore (not that he could tell, anyway) overnight.
 
   That night, he had a strange dream.  He couldn’t remember all of it, but what he could recall made him blush.  In the dream Devon had walked into his room, shirtless, and Maurice couldn’t keep his hands off of the muscular man.  What’s more, he couldn’t keep his mouth off Devon’s thick, veiny cock.  The dream ended with a good, hard fucking.
 
   Maurice awoke in a cold sweat, though he felt a wetness in his anus that he’d never felt before.  
 
   By the next day, his voice had changed.  He’d never had a particularly deep voice, but from that day on, his voice was positively high-pitched.  Having lost his last real shred of masculinity, Maurice cried for most of the day.  
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter Eight
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Maurice was afraid – not of what might be done to him.  He’d endured so much that he considered himself largely invulnerable to pain – physical or emotional.  No – what scared him was being around his guard, Devon.  For nearly two weeks, his nights were filled with dreams of the muscular guard, and each time, the dream ended with an epic fucking – rough and wild.  He couldn’t even look at the man anymore without conjuring images (and feelings) he wasn’t quite ready to deal with.
 
   His feelings made it difficult to concentrate as Devon led him through the hall.  He couldn’t even concentrate on the fact that the routine had suddenly changed.  He hadn’t left his little room in months (save to use the restroom); what had changed?  Maurice followed his jailer meekly, silently until he was finally led to what looked like a ballet studio.
 
   Mirrors lined the walls, while a waist-high bar stretched the length of the longest wall.  
 
   “Strip,” Devon instructed.  
 
   Maurice knew better than to resist, and so, he obeyed without hesitation, handing his lingerie (a pale blue set this time) to his guard.  He blushed when they locked eyes.
 
   Thankfully, the awkward moment was interrupted by the entrance of a severe-looking white woman in a black leotard.  It was the first person (other than Devon) Maurice had seen in months.  However, his relief was short-lived.  It was something in her eyes – they were cold and cruel – that elicited a distinct preference for isolation in Maurice’s mind.  
 
   She was tall for a woman, and quite thin.  At only a few inches under six feet, she towered over the now-petite Maurice.   She looked the small figure up and down before turning to Devon.  “You may go.  I can handle him,” she said.  The big man nodded, and left the room, shutting the door behind him.
 
   The woman stared down her nose at Maurice as she’d smelled something foul.  Finally, she said, “You are a sissy.”  She said it as if it were a fact beyond argument.  “And you must learn to comport yourself as such.  As it stands, you move like a heavy-footed mouth-breather.  I am here to make you light, to make you graceful.  You will comply, or you will be punished.”
 
   “W-what do I call you?” Maurice managed.
 
   “Mistress Ingrid,” was her answer.  “Let us begin.”
 
   And so they did, with Mistress Ingrid correcting Maurice’s posture until he stood with back slightly arched. She made him hold his forearm perpendicular to his body, his wrist limp.  That was his default stance.  When he displeased her, or when he failed to stand properly, she swatted him with a cane.  Every single day, for hours at a time, she pushed him to discover his inner femininity – and he responded.  The consequences of displeasing the stern woman were too dire.
 
   For two months, they practiced until it was second nature for Maurice.  And then, when Mistress Ingrid was finally satisfied that he’d mastered his posture and mannerisms, they moved onto ballet.
 
   Maurice learned grace, and was genuinely pleased with himself when he mastered each move.  
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter Nine
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Maurice sat on the edge of his bed, wondering what might happen next.  That very day, he’d finally achieved what Mistress Ingrid considered an acceptable pirouette.  Recently, she’d had less to grumble about (not that it stopped her from pointing out his every single mistake), but the fact that he was showing marked improvement made him wonder what the point was. 
 
   He leaned back, letting himself fall onto the pink bed, and stared at the ceiling.  He didn’t even feel awkward in his white boyshorts and tight, matching camisole.  No – he’d grown used to wearing feminine clothing, just as he’d become accustomed to his increasingly feminine posture and mannerisms.
 
   Without warning, the door opened, and Maurice bolted upright.  Standing in the doorway was the most beautiful woman he’d ever seen.  Her tits were perky C-Cups, and her body was like something out of Sports Illustrated’s Swimsuit Issue.  And she was absolute devoid of any clothing.
 
   Without preamble, she quickly cross the room, her hips swaying and her breasts jiggling slightly.  Maurice was mesmerized as she plopped down on the bed next to him, and lay back.  Turning, she said, “Fuck me,” as she spread her legs.
 
   Maurice didn’t need any more of an invitation, as he practically ripped his panties off.  He climbed between her legs, positioning himself properly.  There was only one, huge problem – his small dick wouldn’t get hard.
 
   Noticing the feminized boy’s difficulty, the woman looked down, and said, “What’s wrong, baby?  Don’t you like girls?”
 
   Frustrated, Maurice pulled on his small cock, but to no avail.  It remained stubbornly flaccid.  He started to tear up in frustration.
 
   “Don’t cry, baby,” the beautiful woman said.  “We don’t need that little thing to have a good time, do we?” She gently pushed Maurice off of her, and rose.  Kneeling between his legs, she said, “Let me show you.”  She bent down, putting both his limp penis and tiny testicles in her mouth.  Within a few seconds, Maurice felt a finger at the rim of his asshole, and then, a moment later, it slipped in.  
 
   Maurice let out a low moan.  “Oh god!” he breathed.  Certainly, he hadn’t been prepared for the depth of sensation a simple finger could produce.  Slowly, she pushed it inside of him, and Maurice bucked his hips.  She let his genitals slip from her mouth, and asked “You like that, baby?”
 
   “Oh, God yes!” Maurice said breathlessly.  He leaned back as the girl continued to finger him, his penis forgotten.  Occasionally, he moaned girlishly until it all built to a crescendo, and he came, squirting watery cum onto his smooth belly.  
 
   Breathing hard, he barely noticed as the girl wordlessly departed.
 
   That night, he dreamed of Devon fucking him while the beautiful girl watched, cheering him on.  
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter Ten
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   The next morning, Maurice awoke to notice a big, black dildo on his nightstand.  He tried to ignore it, but his mind kept wandering back to its thick shaft – and (more importantly) how it might feel in his sensitive ass.  
 
   That day also marked a change in his curriculum.  Just like always, he was escorted to the ballet studio by Devon, and when he arrived, was ordered to strip.  He couldn’t help but wonder if Devon liked what he saw.  
 
   Mistress Ingrid, however, never showed up.  Instead, the beautiful girl took her place, striding into the room, naked and confident.  “You can go, Devon,” she said.   When Devon departed, she said, “My name is Becky, and I’m going to be taking over your lessons.”
 
   “What happened to Mistress Ingrid,” Maurice asked dumbly.
 
   “Don’t you prefer me?” she asked, cocking her hip to the side.  Maurice nodded eagerly.  “Good.  There are going to be a couple of changes here.  No more of that stuffy ballet; we’re going to be doing something a little different.  I hope you’re going to give it your all!”
 
   She was so bubbly, Maurice found it difficult to remember that she was, in effect, his captor.   As she led him through a series of moves, Maurice recognized exactly what they were.  He’d been to enough strip clubs in his life that he knew exactly what Becky was teaching him.  Still, it was a lot more fun than ballet (which might have been on account of his new instructor), so he allowed himself to enjoy it.  
 
   When the session was finished, Becky said, “You’re picking this up really well, babe!” Maurice smiled as he caught his breath.  Her approval suddenly meant a great deal to him.
 
   That night, the dildo taunted him.  He knew what he wanted to do with it; it only had one purpose, after all.  But some remnant of his masculine pride wouldn’t let him admit that he wanted it.  Instead, he tried to ignore it as he drifted off to a fitful sleep (during which, he inevitably dreamed of being fucked by the big, strong guard).
 
   For his second session with Becky, he was joined by two other beautiful (and very naked) women.  However, even though he was surrounded by sexy, nude women dancing like strippers, he didn’t become aroused in the least bit.  What’s more, that fact didn’t seem at all strange to him.  
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter Eleven
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   He stared at it, absently licking his lips.  He could feel the moisture building in his anus.  What would it feel like?  If a finger had been enough to make him cum, then what would a big, thick dildo do?  It was tantalizing and exciting, but shame kept intruding into his thoughts.  What was happening to him? He wasn’t a faggot – or was he?  If he wasn’t, his dreams certainly hadn’t gotten the memo.  
 
   He grabbed it from the nightstand, feeling the veins running along the length of its shaft.  It was so heavy and realistic.  What would the real thing feel like? Would it be as heavy?  Immediately, his mind drifted to his dreams – in them, Devon’s cock was bigger, and certainly wasn’t cold and lifeless.  No!  I am not gay!  But using a piece of rubber isn’t gay, he thought. Finally, after arguing with his own mind, he gave in.  
 
   Maurice lay back, spreading his legs wide (thank you, stretching before dance!).  Dildo in one dainty hand, he reached down to his anus with the other.  Tentatively, he probed it with a finger.  It was already wet.  I’m ready, I guess, he thought.
 
   Breathing heavily in his excitement, Maurice moved the dildo to the entrance of rectum, and pushed it in.  He gasped, crying out in pain as he shoved it into his eager asshole.  It was so big!  But he dared not stop; mingled with the pain was a fair amount of pleasure.  He tried to relax as he pushed it further in.  Finally, it was all the way inside of him; he’d taken its entire length.  
 
   And then he started to retract it, feeling every inch as it caressed his asshole.  And then back in.  And out again.  By the time it had completed the circuit four times, he was completely acclimated to its size, and could lose himself in the pleasure of it.  
 
   Faster and faster, Maurice worked the dildo in and out of his asshole.  His other hand found his erect nipple, and he moaned as he squeezed it between his thumb and forefinger.  Breathing hard, he couldn’t keep from letting out little squeals of pleasure.  And those squeals soon became screams as his entire body shook.  
 
   He came harder than he’d ever come before, echoing throughout his body for whole minutes.  It took nearly as long to recover as he basked in the afterglow of his first real orgasm.  And then he went at it again.  
 
   That night, he fucked himself ragged, cumming dozens of times.  By the time morning dawned, he was a completely different person.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter Twelve
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Maurice stared at the television, wondering what it meant.  It had simply appeared, just like the dildo.  Someone had obviously delivered it during the night, but Maurice couldn’t quite understand why.  Was it a reward or just another part of his training?  Quickly, he found the remote, and hit the power button.
 
   It flickered on, revealing very muscular black man gyrating his hips.  His huge cock flopped around, mesmerizing the stunned Maurice.  Instantly, Maurice’s tiny penis hardened.  It was his first erection in months.
 
   Scared, he tried changing the channel, but each station was playing the exact same thing.  Panicking, Maurice hit the power button again, but it did nothing.  The television wouldn’t turn off.  He sprang from the bed, and inspected the television for a power source.  There was nothing – no cable, no place for batteries – nothing.  
 
   After a few minutes, he gave up, resolving to ignore it – and he did, for the most part.  However, every few minutes, he’d find himself staring at it while massaging his nipples.  That night, Maurice couldn’t help it; he stared at the television while fucking himself with the dildo while imagining that it was the nameless man’s thick, black cock.  
 
   After that, his days blurred together as his lessons continued.  His days were spent dancing while his nights were filled by his sessions with the big, black dildo.  It could have been days, weeks or months, but to Maurice, it was all the same.  And after a fashion, he was happy.
 
   Sure, he was a prisoner, but no one was outright cruel.  In fact, Becky and the other girls were quite pleasant – as far as it went.  There were times when he could almost convince himself that he wasn’t being held against his will.  Almost…
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter Thirteen
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Maurice stared at the television, licking his lips while imagining what sex with such a big, strong man might feel like.  He was on the verge of grabbing his dildo when the door opened, admitting Devon.  Maurice looked up.  
 
   Maurice was about to ask what was going on when the man said, “Come here, sissy.”
 
   He knew better than to disobey.  He rose gracefully, crossing the room in a couple of strides.  His hips swayed seductively with each step.  When he found himself in front of the big man, he looked up.  
 
   “Get on your knees,” was Devon’s instruction.  Again, Maurice obeyed, dropping to his knees.  The big man responded by closing the door behind him.  
 
   “Unzip my fly,” Devon said.  Maurice’s dainty hands quickly found the Devon’s zipper, and dragged it open.  He unbuttoned them, and pulled the man’s pants down, freeing a cock that rivaled the one belonging to the man on the television.  
 
   “Grab it,” he said.  
 
   With trembling hands, Maurice wrapped his small hands around the thick member, feeling its warmth.  He felt it pulse with each of Devon’s heartbeats.  Absently, he realized that his mouth had fallen open.
 
   “Now suck it, bitch,” Devon said.  
 
   Maurice hesitated for only a moment before he guided the monster into his mouth.  It was so big that Maurice had trouble getting past the head; he bobbed his head up and down as he tasted Devon, getting deeper each time until he was almost deep-throating the thick cock.  
 
   Embarrassment clouded Maurice’s mind as he realized that his own tiny cock was rock hard, and dripping with pre-cum.  He didn’t dare stop, though.  Not because he feared Devon’s reaction – or not entirely, at least.  No – he’d been dreaming about that moment for months; he could hardly imagine stopping.
 
   There was little technique; Maurice was eager, though.  So after a few minutes, the big man’s cock swelled, and he came, spraying his load down Maurice’s throat.
 
   He pulled away as Maurice swallowed what little semen hadn’t already made its way down his throat.  Maurice couldn’t help but look up.
 
   “Thank me,” the man said.
 
   “Thank you, sir,” Maurice intoned, meaning every syllable.  
 
   And then he was gone, leaving the taste of cum heavy on Maurice’s tongue.
 
   After that, it was a nightly occurrence.  Maurice’s technique improved, and soon, he was sucking cock like a porn star.  And there was a part of him that was proud of that fact.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter Fourteen
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Maurice stared at the ceiling, knowing that he was losing himself.  He’d already changed so much – physically and mentally – that he barely knew who he was.  How long had it been since he’d been a feared stick-up boy?  How long since he’d worn male clothes?  He could barely remember what sex as a man felt like.  
 
   When was the last time he contemplated escape?  Had he given up?  No, he thought.  Not given up.  Come to reality.  There was no escape.  And even if he could, what good would it do?  He wasn’t the man he’d been.  Nor was he a woman.  No – he was a sissy, just like Devon always said.  And sissies did what they were told.  
 
   Maurice turned at the sound of the door opening, and was pleased to see Becky enter.  Aside from a dildo strapped to her crotch, she was completely nude.  He sat up, smiling.  
 
   “I brought you a present, baby,” she said.  “Get on all fours.”  
 
   Maurice eagerly obeyed, getting on his hands and knees.  He buried his face in the pink blankets, and pushed his ass high into the air.  Soon, he felt Becky climb onto the bed behind him.  Then, she rubbed his round ass.  Giving it a playful slap, she said, “I just love your ass, baby.  The dance has really given it a good shape.”  In response, Maurice pushed it higher into the air.  
 
   Her fingers found his miniscule genitals, and she said, “And your little dicky is so cute.  How big is it now?  An inch?  An inch and a half?” Maurice didn’t answer.  “I bet you couldn’t get it into a pussy, even if you could get it hard.  It’s more like a clit than anything, isn’t it?” Again, Maurice remained silent.
 
   “Fine,” she said.  “Don’t talk.  I know what you really want, anyway.”
 
   She didn’t take it slow.  She wasn’t gentle.  No – she rammed the dildo deep into Maurice’s ass, and he moaned girlishly.  “You like that, don’t you?  You like it when I’m rough, huh?”
 
   She pushed it in faster.  Maurice had fucked himself with the dildo dozens of times, but when someone else is on the other end, it’s very, very different.  She was in control; Maurice was merely along for the ride.  She worked it in and out a few times, and Maurice screamed, “Oh God, yes!  Fuck me harder!”
 
   “Call me daddy, slut,” Becky said.  When Maurice didn’t respond, she screamed, “Call me daddy!” while slapping his ass hard.
 
   “Oh yeah!  Fuck me, Daddy!” Maurice screamed in response.  “Fuck me harder, Daddy!”
 
   Becky rammed the dildo into him over and over again like a jackhammer for almost an hour, demanding all the while that Maurice call her “daddy.”  Maurice came three times.
 
   And then she was gone, leaving Maurice exhausted and confused.
 
   She would come back every other day after that, and each time, she wanted to be called, “daddy.”  Maurice didn’t mind so long as she kept fucking him.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter Fifteen
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   “You’ve really got nice hair, you know,” said the woman.  She’d been talking for what seemed like hours as she went through the long process of straightening Maurice’s hair.  She’d just finished, leaving it silky, smooth, and straight.  It felt strange, but Maurice knew better than to complain.  The makeup was worse, but at least it didn’t take nearly as long.  When Maurice said as much, the woman laughed.  “You’ll get used to it, honey.”
 
   Maurice was skeptical, but over the next few weeks, the woman’s prediction came true.  Before long, he was doing his hair, and applying makeup liked he’d been doing it all his life.  All in all, Maurice’s days were full of sucking, fucking, dancing, and learning to make himself pretty, and time went by pretty quickly.  
 
   By the time clothes were introduced into the equation, he was actually eager to take it to the next step.  Perhaps it was because Becky always complimented him when he looked particularly nice, or maybe he subconsciously associated femininity with pleasure (of which he experience a lot).  Either way, when Devon threw a half dozen bags on his bed, Maurice tore into them with an eagerness that he couldn’t have expected.
 
   He examined them with gusto.  Everything from short, sparkly club dresses to tight bodysuits to a few bikinis, short shorts, jeans, and various revealing tops were in there.  And in spite of that tiniest remnant of masculine pride nestled in the back of his mind, he couldn’t wait to try them on.  
 
   He had a blast trying on his new clothes, and he knew that he looked sexy in all of them.  Instead of just lingerie, he had a full wardrobe of pretty, sexy things to wear, and he couldn’t have been happier.
 
   A few days after the acquisition of his new wardrobe, another woman showed up to pierce his ears, naval, and nipples.  She gave him some large hoop earrings, and he was instructed to wear them at all times.  He readily agreed.  They were just his style.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter Sixteen
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   A few weeks later, a new wrinkle was introduced to Maurice’s dance classes – high heels.  They started him off with relatively short ones (about two inches), but day by day, the heels grew until he was dancing in five inch stiletto heels.  And after only a month or so, he had mastered them.  
 
   Over time, they also added a few stations to his television, though more often than not, he left it on the station with the naked man.  Still, there were a few that he enjoyed – like the ones with the music videos (rap, of course…he imagined he was one of the scantily clad women) and the beauty tutorials.  He was given a few magazines to read, and eventually, was given free reign of the house.  
 
   Even with his increased freedom, Maurice rarely left his room, aside from his scheduled activities.  He’d lived there for so long that there was a part of him that was afraid to leave.  Still – it was nice not to have to push a button to go to the restroom.
 
   And then, without warning, he went to sleep in his familiar pink bed, and the next morning (or at least it seemed like the next morning), he awoke somewhere else.  It was dark, and looked only vaguely familiar.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter Seventeen
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   “They really did it,” Maurice heard a voice say.  “I was skeptical, but they did it.  That crazy bastard was good on his word.”
 
   “W-where am I?” Maurice stammered, rising from a dirty mattress in what seemed like a basement.  His high pitched voice sounded even more girlish in the dark.
 
   “Don’t you recognize it?” the voice asked.  Maurice found the voice’s owner  - a shadowy figure in the corner.  “You were sitting in the middle of this room when I told you what you were going to become.  Don’t you remember, Maurice?”
 
   Maurice was shocked to realize that he was completely naked.  And even though he’d been naked for most of his captivity, he still felt extremely vulnerable in his nudity.  He tried to cover himself up, putting an arm across his chest while a hand covered his groin.  The man laughed, stepping into the light.  
 
   Maurice gasped – not because he recognized him from his stick-up boy days.  No, he was surprised at the instant recognition.  Jamal was the man from the television.  Why hadn’t he seen it before?  In truth, it wasn’t surprising.  Maurice had only seen the man once before, and that was in a dark room with both of his eyes nearly swollen shut.  That he hadn’t recognized him on the television shouldn’t have surprised him.  
 
   But the fact that he’d been fantasizing about his captor all that time threatened to make him sick.  Or was that nervousness at finally meeting the object of his fantasy?  He was so confused.
 
   “Stand up, sissy,” Jamal said.  “Let me get a good look at you.”
 
   With obedience bred from months in captivity, Maurice stood without hesitation.  Jamal slowly circled him, clucking his tongue.  Maurice felt a rough hand cup his ass, and then Jamal gave it a playful slap.  
 
   “W-what are y-you going to do to me?” Maurice asked as Jamal completed his circuit.   He stood in front of his captive, and unzipped his pants.  They fell to gather around his ankles.  Maurice knew what was expected of him, and was afraid of not doing.  He dropped to his knees, staring at Jamal’s hardening member.  
 
   He started with Jamal’s balls, licking them lovingly.  Planting little kisses up and down the shaft, he teased the man’s cock for close to five minutes before he started to lick around the head.  After a couple more minutes, he took the head into his mouth, tonguing it for a few seconds each time before popped it out.  Maurice tasted pre-cum on the tip.  
 
   And then, at long last, he started sucking it in earnest, deep-throating the big cock until Jamal shot a huge load into his mouth.  He swallowed it without instruction.  Without thinking, he said, “Thank you.”  He remained on his knees, licking the big man’s balls as Jamal sat there stroking his straightened hair.  
 
   A few minutes pass, and Jamal was hard again.  “I want you to ride me.”
 
   Maurice turned around, and started to position himself to sit on Jamal’s cock, but a vice-like grip on his thin arm stopped him.  “No.  I want to watch you as you do it.  Face me.”  
 
   Maurice straddled him, and then, reaching back, guided Jamal’s cock into his ass.  
 
   The feminized boy let out a high-pitched moan, and soon, he was screaming, “Yes! God, yes!  Fuck me, daddy!” as he bounced up and down on Jamal’s huge cock, his girlish ass jiggling.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter Eighteen
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   A few hours – and a whole lot of fucking – later, Jamal emerged from the basement, towing a leashed Maurice.  The sissy wore only a black thong, garter belt, and stockings.  His high heels clicked on the tile floor as Jamal said, “I’m going for a walk.”  His lieutenants laughed.
 
   Whispers followed the pair as Jamal led the boy through the ghetto.  
 
   “Is that Maurice?” one would ask
 
   Another would say, “Look at that sissy Maurice!”
 
   “That’s what happens when you fuck with Jamal!” still another would sagely intone.  The whispers varied, but they all had the same gist – to mess with Jamal meant to forfeit your manhood.  Maurice, once the most feared stick-up boy in the city, was proof of that.  
 
   When they got back to the house, Jamal told Maurice to undress.  He, of course, complied, removing his panties.  The surrounding men pointed and laughed at his tiny equipment.
 
   “That’s not a dick,” one said, laughing.  “That’s a big clit.”
 
   “You boys deserve a treat,” Jamal said.  “He’s all yours for the next couple of hours.”
 
   Soon, Maurice was surrounded by big, black cocks, and despite the humiliation of being paraded through the neighborhood, he couldn’t have been happier as he became the centerpiece of his very first gangbang.
 
   When it was all finished, and the men were spent, Maurice lay on the floor covered in cum with a vacant smile on his face.  His garter belt had been ripped, his stockings were in ruins, and his expertly applied makeup had been smeared.  
 
   As the men dressed, Jamal cleared his throat.  They all looked up.
 
   “He was a reward for all your hard work,” Jamal said.  “But he’s also a warning.  You all knew Maurice, right?  If not personally, then at least by reputation.  He stole from me, sure, but this wasn’t personal.  It was business.  I had to make an example.  You all understand that, right?”
 
   A few murmured, “Yeah, boss,” while others nodded.
 
   “Good,” Jamal said.  “Then you surely know that if one of you were to ever betray me…well, that would be very, very personal.  And if I do this to someone over business,” he pointed to Maurice.  “Think about what I’d do over something personal.”  The men grew silent as the boss strode through the room, toward the door.  He looked back, “Food for thought.”
 
   And then he was gone.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter Nineteen
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   The days marched on to weeks, and the weeks soon turned into months, and Maurice fully embraced his role as a sissy bitch for Jamal’s crew. More often than not, in their headquarters (an apartment building near the projects), he was naked. He acted just like a sissy slut should, flirting with the big men, sitting in their laps, and generally being eye candy.
 
   He didn’t get on well with the other women (mostly black) who had attached themselves to the gang. Maurice considered it jealousy (he had a better body than they did), but they constantly made fun of his little penis. Some would even play with it, saying things like, “Isn’t that little thing just soooo cute?!” 
 
   Or they might say, “He’s such a little sissy bitch. He can’t even get hard!” to which someone would inevitably respond, “No, he gets hard, but just for men.”
 
   He took it in stride. The men put him up in what amounted to a harem with the other girls, but he rarely slept there. He was too busy doing his duty as a sissy.
 
   One day, Jamal approached him, saying, “Get dressed. Something sexy. I have a job for you.”
 
   Maurice quickly strode to his room (his ass wiggling seductively). He knew he ran like a girl now. He dressed in a tight mini skirt, a halter top, and some heels. When he emerged from his room, Jamal said, “That will do. Come on.”
 
   They got into Jamal’s Mercedes Benz SUV, and Maurice immediately bent over to give Jamal a blowjob. Jamal pushed him away, saying, “Not now.” Maurice pouted for the rest of the ride.
 
   Soon, they were parked in an abandoned park. A few moments later, an unmarked police car pulled up, and Jamal instructed Maurice to exit the vehicle.
 
   Maurice trailed behind Jamal, and stood obediently while the two men exchanged pleasantries. The cop was white, but he was just as big as Jamal.
 
   “Well, I guess we’ll get on with it, then,” Jamal said. “Maurice. Get over here.” Maurice obeyed, and came to stand beside Jamal. “This is Officer Wilson. You remember him, don’t you? You killed his partner.”
 
   Maurice lowered his eyes, unable to look at the policeman. “Well, he wants to pay you back. So show him a good time.”
 
   Maurice stripped down, and then got on his knees. He reached out, and unzipped the policeman’s pants, and started to lick and tease the man’s cock. “No. Suck it, bitch,” Officer Wilson said, forcing Maurice to deep-throat the big dick. Officer Wilson face-fucked the sissy for a few minutes before pulling him up by his throat.
 
   A second later, the officer brutally bent Maurice over the hood of his car, and entered his ass. It didn’t last very long. Maurice suspected white boys rarely did. But he did get one orgasm out of it. When the policeman was done, he threw Maurice onto the ground where the sissy stayed.
 
   “Okay. The plan is to raid your stash house next Tuesday,” the officer said, and the white man got into his car, and drove away.
 
   Jamal reached down, helping Maurice to his feet, and telling him to put his clothes on.  When they had gotten into the car, he started to explain. “You know, Officer Wilson there would never take a bribe. It didn’t matter how much we offered. But this time, he came to me. Can you believe that? Mr. Honesty came to me, offering information just to see little old you. He wanted to kill you at first, but I wouldn’t let him. So he settled for a good fucking. What do you think, sissy?”
 
   Maurice thought for a moment, then said, “I’m glad I could be of use to you, sir.”
 
   “Good answer,” Jamal said. After a minute, he said, “You can give me that blow job now.” 
 
   Maurice eagerly reached for the big man’s cock.  He so rarely got the chance to please Jamal, after all.  
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter Twenty
 
    
 
    
 
   Life went on, and Maurice’s life was more of the same. Eventually (after a year or two), he was given more freedom to go where he wished. Jamal even paid for him to get breast implants so that he could work in one of Jamal’s strip clubs.
 
   After a few months of freedom, Jamal’s gang lost interest in the sissy, and he was allowed to move into his own apartment. As for Maurice, he had to admit that his life had actually gotten a little better. Life as a stickup boy was one of constant fear. That fear had been necessary to keep him sharp, to keep him alert. He had lived on the run, moving from vacant building to vacant building. Sure, he had respect, but that was the only real perk. No, he had it much better now. He had nothing to fear. He got all the sex he could handle, and he still got some respect (if of a different sort). Men respected his ass. Men respected his new tits. And they respected what he could do with a cock in his hands, mouth, or ass.
 
   Life was better now


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   Epilogue
 
    
 
    
 
   Dr. Omar Bell reviewed the records of Maurice’s transformation, making notes. He would have to adjust the pheromone response a bit. He didn’t want them to be that cock-crazy. He had even begun to isolate the compound whose removal would make black men immune.
 
   But there was still a lot of work to do, and a quite a few more tests to run. He contemplated giving them breasts. His original plan had been to do so, but the more he thought about it, the more he began to realize that the lack of breasts made them more vulnerable. They knew what they were. They weren’t women. They would be sissies.
 
   And so, Dr. Bell got to work.
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