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Disclaimer:
This is a work of fiction intended for adult audiences only. All characters depicted are 18 years of age or older. All acts described in this story are consensual, even when portrayed within the context of fantasy domination, BDSM, and roleplay scenarios.

This story contains explicit themes including feminization, humiliation, rough sex, power exchange, and BDSM dynamics. It also includes elements of verbal degradation, throat training, and submissive obedience. Reader discretion is strongly advised.

This content is entirely fictional and intended for entertainment purposes only.


Chapter One: Wrong Place, Wrong Time

Tyler sat in the back of the squad car, wrists cuffed behind him, the metal biting into his pale skin. He wasn’t crying—but he wanted to. Not because of the cuffs, or the arrest, or the fear of prison. No, what scared him most was how excited he was.

He shouldn’t be. Not after what just happened. His punk friend Jay had bolted out of the convenience store with a wad of stolen bills and a clerk screaming in the background. Tyler hadn’t even gotten out of the car. But that didn’t matter. “Accessory to robbery,” they said. “You’re coming too.”

And now here he was, cuffed, humiliated, and hard as a rock under his jeans—his little clitty pressing uselessly against his thigh, trapped and aching.

Tyler was small. Barely 5'2", thin wrists, soft hands, big brown eyes that always made him look younger than he was. A pretty boy. The kind of boy who looked like he belonged in a girl’s tank top and lip gloss. And maybe he did. He’d spent enough time jerking off to the idea.

He thought about what the cops would say if they knew what was on his phone. BNWO videos. Thumbnails of pale sissies drooling on Black cock. Folders of humiliating captions, like PussyFree and PermanentChastity. He didn’t even watch regular porn anymore. Just sissies being used. Controlled. Owned.

At home, under his bed, was a box. Inside? A pink dildo—long and  thick—and a leather collar he’d worn more times than he could count. He’d shoved that dildo so deep in his throat he’d nearly blacked out once. He even did ass to mouth with it. He wanted to be ruined. But only by someone real. A man. A Black man.

But he was too scared.

Too scared to meet anyone for real.

Too scared to admit he wanted to be locked, denied, and made to serve like the brainless sluts he jerked off to nightly.

So instead, he’d edge for hours. Watching sissy hypno while sucking his dildo. Dream about being in a chastity cage so small it was only a nub, smaller than he ever was naturally—pussy-free, like the captions said. No longer a man. Just a femboy.

And now?

Now he was being booked into jail, with eyes already following his slight frame and pouty lips. The officers stripped him down for processing, barking orders. “Clothes off. Hands up. Spread your cheeks.”

He was humiliated. But not surprised when one of the guards smirked at his soft, hairless body. “You’re gonna have a rough time, pretty boy.”

Tyler didn’t respond. Couldn’t. His heart pounded and his cheeks burned red as he stepped into the cold holding cell in just an orange jumpsuit. The eyes didn’t stop. One inmate called him princess. Another whistled. One licked his lips and smiled.

He didn’t sleep that night.

He didn’t cry either.

He just laid there, on the hard bed, he was afraid but his little clitty throbbed.

Maybe this is what I need, he thought.

Maybe this wasn’t the end.

Maybe this was the start of something real.


Chapter Two: First Night Inside

Tyler was assigned to Cell 12-B. The guard opened the steel door and shoved him inside.

That’s when he saw him.

Malik.

Tall. Built like a machine. Ink down his arms. Calm. Silent. Eyes that said more than any threat could. He didn’t speak when Tyler stepped in—he just looked him over, then turned and climbed up on the top bunk, looking down at him.

Tyler scurried to the lower one.

Don’t make a sound, he told himself. Just get through the night.

But when the lights went out and the cellblock fell into a low hum of whispers, farts, and snores, Tyler felt a shadow move in front of him. He opened his eyes.

Malik was standing right at the edge of the lower bunk.

Silent.

Solid.

And then he did it. Unbuckled. Let it hang. A hard, thick black cock eight inches long. No words—just a look.

And that’s when Malik finally spoke. Low. Calm.

“You know what to do, white boy.”

Tyler didn't speak. He just… moved. Slid from the bunk onto the cold floor, knees on the hard concrete. His little cock was already hard. And he was shaking.

He wrapped his lips around it. His first taste of Black cock or any cock ever. It was musky and a little salty, Malik didn’t moan. Didn’t groan. Just placed a hand on Tyler’s head, firm and forceful. His cock pulsed against Tyler’s tongue.

“Stroke your little dick, bitch,” Malik said. “I want you to cum while you suck your first Black cock.”

Tyler’s hand moved fast. Desperate. Every stroke made the shame worse. Made the pleasure more real.

He whimpered around Malik’s cock, trembling, tongue pressed flat beneath the shaft, lips wrapped tight. It didnt take long, and when Tyler came, he came hard, white cum spurting onto the floor under him.

“Yeah,” Malik murmured, voice dark. “That’s it. That’s how a white boy learns.”

A few more slow thrusts. Malik didn’t fuck his throat—yet. Just his mouth. Tyler slurped and sucked as Malik’s cock swelled. He would never have admited to anyone but this was a dream come true for him. Maliks cock was so hard and big in his mouth. He was shaking from the excitement.

“You better swallow every drop.” Malikk growled as he held Tylers head in his two big hands and pumped his cock in and out. Tapping Tyoles throat opening making him gag over and over. Drool was dripping down Tylers chin and running down his chest.

He didn’t even think about it. He drank it like it was sacred. Like it was his now. He stayed there, kneeling, mouth open, tongue still out, eyes up.

Malik looked down at him. “You’re mine now. I’ll protect you.”

He leaned down, his hand lifting Tyler’s chin.

“Be a good girl, and I’ll take care of you. That’s what you want, isn’t it? That’s what all you little white sissies want. This big Black cock. Say it.”

Tyler shivered. His lips were wet, his chin slick, the taste of cum still thick on his tongue.

“Yes we do…”

Malik raised an eyebrow.

“Say it again. Call me Daddy.”

Tyler’s voice cracked. But he said it. Quiet. Honest. Needy.

“Yes we do, Daddy.”


Chapter Three: On Display

Tyler didn’t want to shower. Not around them. Not like this. But Malik had told him, “Go clean up, girl. You smell like shit.”

So he obeyed.

The prison showers were open. No stalls and no privacy. Tyler walked in, arms crossed, trying to look tougher than he was. He peeled off his orange prison  jumpsuit slowly, avoiding eye contact, heart pounding as he stepped under the spray.

He kept his back turned, but it didn’t matter. He knew the others had come in—could hear the deep voices, the laughter, the slap of water against skin.

He turned.

A group of Black men stood just across from him, casually washing—but watching. Their cocks… thick, heavy, black… Tyler’s throat dried instantly. He couldn’t stop himself from looking. And he lingered.

One of them smirked. “See something you like, princess?”

Tyler froze.

He tried to look away, but it was too late. They knew.

Another one stepped closer. Bigger. Rougher. His cock already swelling. “Don’t be shy now. You’ve been staring. You want this Black cock?”

Tyler’s clitty was already hard and twitching. He couldn’t even speak.

The man stepped in close—hand outstretched, reaching for Tyler’s arm—when a voice shouted out.

“Back off.”

It was Malik.

Calm. Direct. Standing tall, arms folded. Eyes locked on the man in front of Tyler.

“This little white bitch belongs to me.”

The tension shifted instantly. The others backed off, out of fear, and respect. Malik had weight here. Presence. Power.

Tyler’s heart was racing, but he wasn’t scared anymore. He felt something else entirely.

Wanted. Owned.

Malik didn’t touch him. He didn’t have to. Tyler was shaking, turned on, and humiliated in the deepest, most addicting way.

As they walked out of the shower block, whispers followed them. Looks. Smirks. The little white boy had been claimed.

And Tyler?

He’d never felt more exposed… or more owned.


Chapter Four: Daddy’s Rules Begin

By now, the name Tyler was nothing more than a ghost.

She didn’t use it. Didn’t even think it.

Malik had given her a new name, one that felt slutty and perfect—Kandy. “With a K,” he’d said. “Like a stripper ho. That’s all you are now, bitch. Kandy, a slut for big Black cock.”

The rules had started immediately.

Shave everything.

Perfumed lotion, twice a day. “You’ll stay soft, smooth, and smell good at all times.”

Panties only—Malik had smuggled them in, along with a plug as wide as Maliks 8 inch cock, and a tiny bottle of poppers that smelled like chemicals.

“And this plug,” Malik said, pressing it into her hand, “doesn’t leave your hole unless I say so.”

She obeyed. Of course she did. What else was a little white cocksucker like her supposed to do?

She wasn’t allowed to talk anymore either unless she was spoken to first. “You don’t speak unless I speak to you first. And when you do, it’s sir to other Black men and Daddy to me. Got it?”

Kandy nodded.

“Say it.”

“Yes, Daddy…”

He smiled. “Good girl.”

That night, he took her again—but this time, there was no patience. No slow rhythm. Malik was training her throat now.

He lubed up his thick shaft, then squirted a stream of lube into Kandy’s mouth too. “Swallow it,” he ordered. “Gotta lube the inside of that throat too, bitch.”

She did. Eyes wide. Lips slick. Knees already shaking.

Then Malik slid his thick cock into her mouth and said, “Open up, slut. I’m using your throat like a pussy tonight.”

And he did.

He held her by the hair, rocking deep into her throat, making her drool, gag, and sob—then pulled back just enough to let her breathe before plunging in again. Her face was a mess. Her eyeliner—now mandatory—ran down her cheeks as Malik pounded into her throat like she was nothing more than a sex toy.

She loved it even as he used her.

Her tiny clitty was already in her hand, jerking fast, desperate.

And then Daddy’s voice growled through clenched teeth: “Don’t you fucking swallow my cum till I say.”

He pumped harder. His cock swelled. Then it happened.

Thick creamy cum. Filling her mouth. So much of it. She nearly choked.

“Hold it. Open up slut I wanna see it.”

Kandy whimpered and opened wide, gasping for air, a puddle of cum in her mouth, tears streaming as Malik’s hand stayed tight in her hair.

“Now swallow, bitch.”

She did. And when she finally gasped for air, Malik looked down and saw her little cock twitching over a puddle of her own cum on the concrete.

“Oh, you made a mess, huh?”

Kandy looked up, ashamed and breathless.

“You don’t waste no cum, girl. I like to see you eat it.”

Kandy stayed there, on her knees, throat raw. Her lips were still parted.

She didn’t speak.

She just lowered herself, trembling, and leaned forward until her face hovered over the floor, where drool and her own pathetic sissy cum had pooled while her throat was being used.

And then she licked.

Long, slow strokes of her tongue, dragging across the cold concrete. She sucked it up—every sticky drop. Gagged once. Swallowed it anyway.

Because Daddy said so.

And she wanted to be good.

Malik patted her head, slow and firm.

“Good girl.”


Chapter Five: First Use

It had been weeks.

Weeks of being gagged on Malik’s cock, edged, plugged, and throat-used. Weeks of being Malik’s toy. His cocksleeve. His little cum dump.

But she hadn’t been fucked yet. Not properly. Not bred.

And she was aching for it.

Kandy was laying on the bunk, plug in, desperate. Her clitty twitched under her panties. She was starting to cry, quietly. The kind of cry that only a denied slut knows. Frustrated. Needy. Desperate.

Malik stood over her.

“You want it, don’t you?”

She nodded.

“Say it.”

“I want it, Daddy…”

“What do you want?”

“I want your cock, Daddy.”

Malik leaned down, close. “You’ve had my cock in your mouth for weeks, bitch. That ain’t what you mean.”

Kandy whimpered.

“Say what you really want.”

She swallowed hard. Her voice cracked.

“I want you to fuck me, Daddy…”

He raised an eyebrow. “That all?”

She shook her head. Her cheeks were burning.

“I want you to own me. Use me. Make me your bitch…”

“Keep going. I want you to tell me all your dirty secrets. Tell me or I’ll amke you wait another week.”

Kandy’s voice dropped to a whisper. “I’ve been addicted to BNWO for years, Daddy. I used to jerk off to white girls and white sissies being destroyed by big Black cocks. I watched them get used like whores and I’d edge for hours. I wanted to be them.”

Malik smiled.

“You are them now, slut. Worse. You begged for it.”

He reached down, pulled the plug out slow—slick, wet, and gaping.

Kandy gasped.

Malik lubed up, his thick black shaft glistening in the dim cell light. He lined up.

“Beg.”

“Please, Daddy. Please fuck me. I need it. I need to be ruined. I need to be your bitch.”

“Louder.”

“Please Daddy! I want to be used! I want to be yours! I don’t want to be a man—I want to be your pussyfree, Black-owned slut forever!”

That was enough.

Malik pressed in.

Hard.

Kandy screamed.

Her eyes rolled back as Malik’s cock stretched her, filled her, broke her. It burned. It throbbed. It was everything she had feared… and everything she had fantasized about.

Malik didn’t stop. Didn’t go easy. He grabbed her hips and fucked. Sroking his thick eight inch cock deep into her over and over.

“I’m gonna breed you, bitch.”

Kandy was sobbing, jerking her clitty fast.

“Stroke that little dick. I want you to cum while my cock’s in you. Let it break you.”

And she did. She stroked her little white dick as Malik used her. Slapping her ass as he stretched her boi pussy.

Her body convulsed. Her clitty exploded, spurting a pathetic little load. At the same time, Malik grunted, holding her down, pumping her full of his big creamy load.

They both collapsed, panting. Kandy’s hole twitched, leaking Daddy’s cum.

Malik leaned down, whispering into her ear.

“You ain’t never going back, bitch. You came with my big Black dick inside you. You ain’t no man.”

Something broke in her that night.

And she didn’t want it back.


Chapter Six: The Black Brotherhood

Two weeks.

That’s how long Kandy had been denied. Plugged. Used. Fucked. But never allowed to touch herself.

Every time she reached down to stroke her clitty, Malik slapped her hand away.

“You don’t get to play with that thing. That ain’t no dick. It’s a cockette. A clitty. A worthless little nub.”

She whimpered. Nodded. Repeated it like it was gospel.

“My… clitty, Daddy…”

And he’d smile. “Good girl.”

But tonight was different.

Malik came in, tossed a silk blindfold onto the bunk, and simply said, “Put it on.”

She obeyed.

“Hands and knees, take that plug out and open your mouth slut.”

Kandy trembled, but she obeyed. She was on all fours, the blindfold was on, her hole was already twitching, needy. Her lips parted.

She could hear the cell door squeek open. Footsteps. Laughter.

Then voices. Deep.

“Damn, you weren’t lying. This little bitch is ready.”

“She stays plugged and begging all day,” Malik said. “And she’s been aching for this.”

The first one entered her.

Kandy gasped—thick, rough, no warning.

She was being used. Really used. Fucked like a toy while another cock was shoved into her mouth.

She had no idea whose cocks were in her holes—only that they were Black, they were big, and they were owning her.

A merry-go-round of ass to mouth, she barely hesitated the first time. Then she bagan moaning as she sucked their dirty cocks clean over and over. Her head was spinning. Her body was overwhelmed.

And then… it happened.

She came hard. It started building in her core and then she beagan shaking all over. Her hips bucking on the cock buried inside her. She heard them laugh at her, but she didn’t care. It felt so good. They slapped her ass hard as she had her first anal orgasm.

Her clitty twitched, untouched. Her whole body convulsed. Her first sissygasm. Hands free and pathetic.

“Look at her go,” one of them laughed. “Didn’t even need to touch it. Just needed some dick.”

“Black dick,” Malik corrected.

“Damn right.”

When they were finished—when her face and hole were leaking, when her knees shook and she could barely breathe—Malik pulled the blindfold off.

She blinked, eyes red, makeup smeared.

Three men stood in front of her.

Malik.

And two others.

Kandy looked down in shame. Cum in her ass and mouth and puddles of cum and drool under her.

One of them laughed. “Yeah, I think she’s addicted to Black cock.”

And Malik just smiled.

“She’s exactly where she was born to be.”


Chapter Seven: Addicted

Kandy couldn’t sleep unless she had been used.

She needed it. Needed the stretch, the ache, the slow leak of Daddy’s cum from her hole. If the plug wasn’t in, if her throat wasn’t sore, she tossed and turned like a junkie needing a fix.

It had been two weeks since she’d last been allowed to cum. Two weeks of edging, of whimpering, of grinding her hard little clit into the sheets like a bitch in heat. Every time Malik used her, he slapped her hand away.

“You don’t touch that thing,” he growled. “That’s not a cock. That’s a clitty. A cockette. Say it.”

“M-my clitty, Daddy…”

“Good girl.”

She hated how hard her clitty got every time she was degraded.

Now even her dreams were dripping with Black cock—faceless, nameless men breeding her, choking her, whispering filthy things into her ears while she begged for more. She’d wake up gasping, clitty twitching.

Malik noticed of course.

“You gettin’ needier every night, slut. You addicted yet?”

She nodded fast. “Yes, Daddy…”

“You need this?” Grabbing his big cock throught his jumpsuit.

“More than anything…”

So he gave her more.

That night, he brought two more men into the cell. No names. No introductions. Just Malik’s voice, calm and proud.
“She’s ready boys. Time to teach Kandy to be a urinal.”
She was shocked to hear it but her clitty got as hard as ever.
Kandy was blindfolded and made to kneel. Her mouth open and head tilted back.

Then a swollen cockhead was pushed up to her trembling lips.
Malik’s voice, low and commanding.

“Beg for it, Kandy. Beg for your first taste of piss. Let them hear what you are.”

A whimper escaped her throat. Shame, need, and surrender wrapped into a single breath.

“Please, Black Masters… let me taste it. Let me drink your yummy piss.”

Her lips parted fully, sealing around the head. The warm salty stream filled her mouth and she began to swallow. Her first taste. Her first real drink. And as she gulped it down, Kandy knew—this was who she was now.

She gasped. Choked. Shook. Rough hands held her head still. Voices mocked her.

“Damn, she really wanted this.”

“She’s already hard. What a filthy little piss slut.”

“Look at that clitty twitch.”

Malik just watched.

“She’s a natural. Just needed to be broken in.”

And she was.

They all took turns pissing in her mouth. Telling her to gulp it down. The pissed all over her face and hair while making her rest her face on the toilet.

By the time they were done, Kandy was a mess.

Malik leaned in close.

"From now on," he said with a cruel smile, "you're a urinal for me and my boys."

She blinked, lips trembling.

"Anytime we gotta piss, you're putting your face right there—over the toilet," he continued, tapping the stainless steel for emphasis. "And as a bonus?"

He chuckled darkly.

"You get to lick the toilet clean, too."

His boys burst into laughter behind him, the sound echoing in the cell.

Malik shoved Kandy’s head down, to the toilet like the worthless little slut she was. The rim was streaked with dried piss. Her nose wrinkled at the smell, but she didn’t hesitate.

She stuck out her tongue and dragged it slowly across the lid, tasting the bitter tang of dried piss. Her cheeks burned, her eyes watered, but she kept going—long, slow licks, letting her tongue curl around the edges, humiliated beyond words.

Malik chuckled, noticing the obvious, her pathetic little clitty throbbing, twitching with need.

“Well look at that,” he said, slapping her little balls. “You’re hard from licking the toilet? Damn, you really are a fuckin’ pig.”

Kandy whimpered, her tongue still out, licking the rim clean.

"You love this, don’t you?" he sneered. “Nasty little white bitch getting off on piss and filth. Nothin’ but a dirty slut.”

The guys laughed harder, one of them spitting on her face as she knelt there.

Malik turned, dropped his pants halfway, and pointed to his big, sweaty ass.

“You like licking nasty shit? Get that tongue in here then.”

Kandy blinked, stunned, but already leaning forward. Her nose was filled with his musk—deep, raw, masculine. She stuck out her tongue and pressed it between his cheeks, tasting sweat, salt, and musky. Her moans were muffled, desperate, shameful.

“That’s right,” Malik groaned, grabbing the back of her head. “You’re a fuckin’ toilet and a rimjob queen now. Better get used to it, 'cause it’s your new job”

Kandy moaned like a bitch in heat, her tongue working Malik’s filthy hole like it was the sweetest thing she’d ever tasted. She licked with worshipful hunger, nose buried in the crack of his ass, drool running down her chin. It was disgusting, degrading—and she loved every second of it.

Another man stepped up behind her, grabbing a fistful of her hair and pushing her face deeper into Malik’s ass.

“Get in there, sissy,” he growled. “Tongue it like it’s your last meal.”

Kandy whimpered into Malik’s crack, her clitty twitching like crazy. Then she felt it—the thick head of another cock pressing at her tight, used hole. She gasped, but didn’t resist.

With one brutal shove, the man slammed into her. Kandy moaned into Malik’s ass, her body jerking from the force. The rhythm was rough, fast, merciless—just the way a sissy like her deserved.

She couldn’t believe what was happening. She was licking ass, getting fucked, and so humiliated she couldn’t even think straight. And then it happened.

Her clitty exploded.

She came hands-free, squealing like a filthy little slut as her pathetic sissy load shot onto the floor. Her whole body trembled, her mouth still locked on Malik’s hole while the man behind her pounded her harder, chasing his own climax.

“Look at this nasty bitch cummin’ from this,” Malik laughed. “Didn’t even touch that lil’ clitty. Fuckin’ broken.”

Minutes later, the man inside her groaned and slammed deep, filling her ass with his load.

Kandy moaned again, a dazed, mindless sound of pure submission.

“Don’t think you’re done,” Malik said coldly. “Clean it up.”

She obeyed without hesitation, licking her own mess off the floor like the used-up sissy toilet she was.


Chapter 8: The Training Collar

The collar wasn’t some cute pink toy—it was thick, black, and meant for a real dog. Malik buckled it tight around her neck. He gave it a hard tug, forcing her head back.

“There,” Malik said, loud enough for the whole cell block to hear. “My sissy. My bitch.”

Laughter echoed down the row of cells. The Black inmates all turned to look, some shaking their heads, others licking their lips. Everyone knew what that collar meant. Kandy was Owned.

And she didn’t fight it. She looked up at Malik like a puppy desperate for approval, eyes wide, lips parted, cheeks flushed with shame.

Her clitty hard and throbbing.

The first slap came from Malik. Loud. Open-handed. Right across her face. Her head snapped to the side. She gasped—eyes filling instantly with tears—but she didn’t move.

“You gonna cry for me, bitch?” he asked, raising his hand again.

SMACK.

Another slap. Then another. Her lip quivered. Tears began to slide down her flushed cheeks as the boys gathered around, watching Malik train his little prison toy.

SMACK.

“Look at that pretty little sissy face,” one of them laughed. “She loves it.”

SMACK.

Kandy whimpered, tears flowing now. Her cheeks stung, her body trembling—but her clitty was rock hard. She didn’t try to hide it. She couldn’t.

“You're not scared anymore, are you?” Malik said, grabbing her face. “Nah. You crave this now. All of it.”

He pushed her toward the next man in line without a second thought.

“She don’t complain anymore,” he said over his shoulder. “She begs.”

Kandy got on all fours, her cheek brushing against the man’s thigh as she reached for his cock. Another slap hit her before she could even open her mouth—this one from the man she was about to serve.

“Move slower, bitch,” he growled. “Let me enjoy that pathetic little face.”

SMACK.

She whimpered again, the taste of fresh tears on her tongue as she started sucking.

Another inmate moved behind her, spreading her cheeks without a word.

The slap of skin on skin filled the cell as he started fucking her. She cried out—but not from pain.

Her cries were soaked in need. In surrender.

Her clitty twitched and pulsed, leaking all over the floor as she was slapped, used, degraded—and she came without a touch, just from being passed around and owned.

A true prison bitch.


Chapter 9: Release… and What Comes Next

The day before Kandy’s release, Malik pulled her close on the bunk. The cellblock was quiet for once, just the sound of distant shouts and steel doors clanging. He leaned down, his voice low, rough, and intimate—just for her.

“You know what’s waiting for you out there, right?” he whispered against her ear. “Real feminization. Hormones. Tits. A whole new life, bitch. My boys outside—they're ready for you. They want you.”

Kandy trembled. Her lip quivered. Her eyes filled with tears.

“I… I don’t wanna leave,” she whispered. “Not without you, Daddy.”

Malik chuckled softly, brushing his fingers under her chin and lifting her eyes to meet his.

“It’s okay, girl. You belong to the brotherhood now. My boys out there? They know what to do. They’ll finish what I started.”

Kandy choked on a sob, nuzzling into his chest. She wasn’t a boy anymore. Not inside. Malik had destroyed that. Every slap, every fuck, every filthy command had broken her down and rebuilt her into something new—something perfect.

That night, Malik didn’t hold back.

He used her in every way.

He started by pulling her onto his lap and making her ride his cock, slow and deep, forcing her to moan and bounce while he squeezed her hips. Her clit flopped around, dripping at the tip with sissy juice.

“Say it,” he growled, gripping her throat.

“I’m your little bitch,” Kandy sobbed, riding harder. “Your cumslut. Your property.”

Malik flipped her over and shoved back in, pounding her from behind while slapping her ass until it was red. He spat on her hole, fucked her raw, then pulled out and shoved his cock in her mouth without warning.

She gagged, sobbed, and moaned—her face a mess of spit and tears.

He pulled out again and slapped her across the face, making her cry harder.

“You want this?” he demanded.

Kandy nodded furiously, clinging to his legs. “Yes, Daddy! Please.”

Malik shoved her down on her back, hanging her head over the edge of the bunk, and fed her every inch of his cock. A straight shot down her throat fucking it like a pussy. Buried deep in her throat and holding it as Kandy took it. He painted her face with his cum, then scooped it up and pushed his fingers in her mouth, making her taste it all while she moaned around them.

By the time the guards came the next morning, Kandy was sore but cleaned up.

“You came in here, a scared little white boy,” he whispered. “You’re leaving as my trained sissy slut. My boys will make sure to finish the job.”

Kandy looked up through her tears, a broken smile on her face.

“I’ll be good for them. I promise.”

And with that, she was escorted out—Time served.

But her real life was just beginning.
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