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Chapter One

I sit on the edge of my bed, thinking about what my day will entail. My package arrives today. In the brown box will be a big step down the rabbit hole for me. A huge step, thinking about it, I get an erection. Strange that I find it so arousing.

I peek into the open closet door, a portal to my secret, taboo life—a life I only live on the weekend. I gaze at all my dresses, all revealing and alluring, bold, provocative ensembles that tucked away among my formal suits, a stark contrast between the duality of my life. Until last night, they remained hidden. They are calling to me, inviting me to embrace my feminine side, a more daring side of myself.

I fake it Monday through Friday. I act like Dad or Dad’s version of what a man should be. Monday through Friday, I put on a skin, an outer layer of masculinity that just doesn’t fit. I work with some of the toughest, most dangerous criminals on the planet at the federal penitentiary, so it’s necessary for my job to play that role. But Saturday and Sunday, I let my hair down, or put it on and let the true version of me out.

I suck in a breath, opened my closet filled with sexy, revealing clothes. I open the top drawer of the dresser hidden in the back corner of my walk-in closet, pull out a pair of panties, and consume the softness, the sensuality, wondering if this weekend will be when I get up the nerve to show the world my feminine side. Wanting to go out in public consumes, excites, and terrifies me. It feels like falling and flying at the same time. My heart races with uncertainty as my phone beeps, notifying me that my package has arrived. I’ve been dancing with the idea for weeks, maybe months. Every minute of my spare time consumed in a fantasy of what it would be like to be locked in chastity, owned, and controlled.

Other than going out in public, I’ve been probing into ways to look feminine on the outside and become more feminine on the inside. I love crossdressing, and I’ve got my look down, I’m passable, more than passable. When I post an image of myself online, I get hundreds of likes, but I wanted something that would help me feel more feminine, even when I wasn’t in full glam mode. That’s when I started reading about sissy chastity. I’ve pored over every forum on the subject, watched videos, and indulged myself watching other men embrace their submission, their sissy hunger and embrace who they are inside. Today, if I get the nerve, I’m locking myself up.

I glance at the text again: Your package has arrived. There’s a picture of a brown envelope sitting on my porch. Inside is my chastity cage. I head for the front door, but when I pass my office, I hesitate and wonder if I want to do this. Risk my career?

I run my hand along the frame of my diploma, the stack of books on criminal psychology, and all the trappings of Kevin Andrews, a Correctional Treatment Specialist. If I take this next step, I’m jeopardizing my high-paying job. What if I set off the metal detector going into work at the federal prison where I worked? But I’d researched extensively, finding the correct device to pass through the screening process. But what if they lied to sell more kinky devices? What if the reviews were fake?

The urge is too great, I have to try. So, I head downstairs to the front door, open it, and stare at the package, imagining what it feels like to be denied and caught in the frustrating web of being unable to reach an orgasm, as every red-blooded male takes for granted. I find myself torn between desperation and hope. Could I do it? The thoughts rush in, and my answer comes in a chorus of yes. Yes. Yes. Do it, Kevin. Embrace your femininity. It’s what I crave, more than anything else.

I look up and down my street, as if every one of my neighbors had X-ray vision and could tell what was in my package. I grab it and head back inside, race upstairs, and strip naked. My cock swells. Throbs. I picture my cock locked up in the chastity cage like I’ve done thousands of times. Pink, petite, and inescapable. But technically it wouldn’t be escapable, because I’d have the key. I rip the envelope open and hold the tiny device in the palm of my hand, calling to me like a siren, promising a more feminine mindset, release through restraint, freedom through imprisonment.

I close my eyes, as if it’s already there. Secure. Tight, making me feel more submissive and feminine because my sissy clitty was out of sight and out of mind, helping me divorce my male appetite from my desire to be more feminine. I wasn’t sure what to expect, but I was curious enough to try.

An hour and a half later, with a final click, I’m locked up in the little pink device.

“Thirty days,” I whisper, my voice shaky but determined. “No matter what.” The words settle inside me, driving the male part of me deeper inside and the female side further out.

By Monday morning, I’m three days into my thirty days of chastity, feeling more feminine, more submissive, and ready to stop hiding. Stop pretending. It only took three days in chastity for me to know I was a sissy. But I’m not. Not at work. I have to be strong as I slide the crisp white business shirt over my femboyish frame. But somehow even the skin of masculinity doesn’t hide the desperation I feel to serve, to drop the mask and kneel before a man. Like the slut I was meant to be. But I have to work, so I slide into the tailored slacks slipping on the skin of the man I’m supposed to be, the man society forced me into. I tie my red power tie, suspended in time, the key seemingly warning me: Take it off. What if you set off the metal detector? What if a guard gets a flash of pink when I take a leak? What then?

No more excuses, Kevin. No more limits. I’m going to be a sissy, someone’s bitch at least away from work. I grab my briefcase and head for the garage and my car, the chastity cage shifting with each step I take, reminding me of my femininity. I crank the engine, back out of my driveway, and pause as I shift into drive, letting what I’m becoming settle in, letting my femininity soak into my pores even though I’m outwardly a man. I hate the lie. I want to display the truth and show the world who I am. Let the secret be free, but I’m too terrified to set it free.

An hour later, the prison looms like a fortress of another life, inside the walls, machismo and testosterone fill the air. Panic looms as I stand in line for the metal detector. My heart thumps in my chest. I repeat the website’s claim over and over in my head: “airport security safe.”

When my turn arrives, I walk through unscathed but exposed, hyperaware of my choice—an intention to be something society doesn’t accept.

Despite my fear, I passed through the checkpoints, the heavy clang of security gates, and barriers, each a test of my will to be more feminine despite the danger of exposure. I straighten my tie a thousand times in my long journey to my office, nodding to colleagues, professionally the picture of manliness, but the constant reminder of what I had done, the pressure of the undeniable truth beneath my clothes of my choice to become more feminine and submissive. The contrast is a thrill I can’t ignore, and I find it even arousing as the pressure builds under the plastic. I keep walking, letting it taunt me, allowing it to push me more and more toward submissiveness and further and further away from manliness.

I reach my office door, take a breath, straighten my tie, square my shoulders in a manly act that I realize has always been a performance for the world, hiding what’s beneath it. The real me.

I step inside and remind myself I must be Kevin Andrews, Correctional Treatment Specialist, here in this office. I close the door behind me, shutting out the echoes of prison, reminding myself that no one knows what I wear underneath. But the pressure of the cage, the pressure of my double life, and my secret are horrifying and wonderful at the same time. I grab the keys in my pocket, double-check that I brought the chastity cage keys, and remind myself that escape is at hand if I want it. If I need it.

To the empty room, I say, “Thirty days. No matter what.”


Chapter Two

My office is a windowless box, and the walls are a bland beige. I sit behind my metal desk; I turn on my computer. It flickers to life. I open my first case for the day, trying to focus on my case notes and the physiological profile of Keeshawn ’Mad Dog’ Powers. I need to get my mind in the game, focus on my job, but all I can think about is how horny I am. The chastity cage and other… sissy stuff and who I am beneath the starched shirt and tie.

I manage a semblance of focus, but the femininity I’ve contained and buried during work hours just keeps bubbling to the surface. Keeshawn’s case is familiar, gang-related.

My boss left a note for me in ‘Mad Dog’s’ file. “This is a high-profile case that requires your expertise. You may be familiar with the individual in question. There is uncertainty surrounding the circumstances of his parole approval. I wish you the best of luck in your efforts. Please remain vigilant, as he is known to be manipulative.”

I scroll through the photos of Keeshawn. He’s a tall, muscular African American male in his early thirties. I pause on the image that captures him naked from the waist up. His rippling muscles are well-defined, showcasing the hard work he’s put into training, while the intricate gang tattoos that adorn his skin tell stories of his identity as a gangbanger. I’ve been doing this for years, and have seen photos of inmates displaying their gang tats, but never has it had this effect on me. Not at work, at least. When I jack off invariably I type in used by thugs in my porn search. But somehow that part of me, the kink part, the slut never rears her head at work. I’m professional and never have I gotten so horny behind the walls of prison. Damn does Keeshawn seem to exude a presence that commands attention, a presence I find alluring, sexually exciting. I drift into a fantasy. Keeshawn enters my office for his session, and I drop to my knees. “I’m here to serve you, master.”

I stand and pace the room. Saying to myself, pounding my head. “Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. Get your head in the game, Kevin.”

Had I taken chastity too far?

I pace back and forth, realizing maybe wearing the chastity cage to work might not have been a good idea. Perhaps I should take it off before I do something stupid. I sit at the desk, run through the images again, unable to shake the thought that I’d seen him before. Then I realized where I’d seen him. No, must have been someone else. I typed “thugs” into the search bar but quickly took it back, realizing that my computers monitored.

I must be wrong; someone like Keeshawn would never go for a sissy femboy, and neither would his crew.

I close the tab with the pictures and continue reading my boss’s email. “Prep him for reentry; he could be trouble if not managed properly.”

Our appointment is in an hour, so I spend the time skimming over his gang affiliations, behavioral assessment, and violent conduct. It read like many other men I’ve seen and prepared for their return to life on the outside. But no matter how hard I try, I can’t focus on developing a plan for his release from prison because all I can think about is how much I want to suck his cock. How I wish to be passed around, used by his crew like the sissy in my favorite amateur porn videos.

I wonder why I find Keeshawn so fucking hot? Has being in chastity unlocked my true sexual nature? My desire for men?

An hour later, Keeshawn enters my office, sits and lounges there like a king holding court, his legs spread like he owns me. I feel exposed, like he has X-ray vision and sees the pink cage crushing the erection that’s trying oh so hard to emerge.

I stand and offer my hand, “I’m Kevin Andrews. I’ll be preparing your release.”

His eyes travel up and down my body, pinning me in place with a gaze that feels like a command. A command to strip and worship his big black cock. Oh fuck! Fuck! Fucking hell, I can’t do this in chastity. No way! What was I thinking? I clear my throat, attempting to compose myself. Rub the unaccepted attempt at a handshake on my thighs nervously.

“Okay then, let’s get started,” My voice sounds softer than I intended—more effeminate than professional, more submissive than the authoritative tone I need to project while working with some of the most violent criminals on the planet.

Keeshawn tips his chair back, spreads his legs further, and grabs his crotch. “In the flesh.” He studies me with a streetwise gaze. “Expected some fat ass, cop.”

I sit, feeling vulnerable, submissive, and very girly. I stare into the screen with his background and think I’m removing this fucking cage as soon as I get the chance. I need this job. I try to sound like the professional version of me, but the effeminate part of me keeps wanting out, so my voice sounds even more effeminate. “I’ll be working with you on your release preparation, helping your transition.”

“You got a sexy voice. Helping my release? Huh? How you plan on doing that with your lips or ass?”

He grabs his crotch again and laughs.

Feeling the flush of arousal I shouldn’t be having, I ignore his last statement. “We start by setting goals,” sticking with my script. “What do you see yourself doing when you get out? Any plans for employment? Living arrangements?”

He shrugs. “Depends on what offers I get. You offering me a job, Kevin? A place to crash?”

My mind wandered into a fantasy of Keeshawn lying on my bed, legs spread while I sucked his cock dry. I wonder how many years prison life deprived him of sex? I wondered how he’d taken care of that. I flush, thinking about it, thinking that if I ever get convicted, I would be eager to please everyone. Restlessly, I shift in my seat; the cage pressing uncomfortably against my flesh, a constant reminder of my choice to become more effeminate. The wave of discomfort that I need to adjust but can’t, makes me wince, and he catches my eye, a knowing look passing between us, as if he understands the source of my unease.

“Everything okay there, Kev?”

I ignore him, sweat seeping from my brow. “Uh… No. But I have some resources we can pursue in these last two weeks.”

“Resources, huh? Guess I could use some of those.”

I swallow, trying to ignore the warmth of arousal spreading through my cheeks. I guess chastity was working because I’m feeling very feminine right now, more slutty maybe than feminine. “Do you have anyone outside who can help with your transition?”

“You volunteering? We could trade, maybe. I could help with yours,” he waggles his eyebrows suggestively.

What did he mean by that? Did he know? Keeshawn licks his lips, cataloging every detail of my effeminate body.

“No… I can assure you I’m secure in my sexuality.” Did I just say that? Oh fuck! If he tells other prisoners or the guards, I’m done for. “I mean, I’m here to provide professional guidance.”

“Professional? Huh.” He leans forward, elbows on my desk. “Oh, and I’m comfortable with my sexuality, too.”

All reason fled my mind, leaving only the madness of desire. Maybe more of a craving for food like I’d been starved. I was torn between my need to be professional, do my job, and make sure Keeshawn had everything he’d need to return to society and my need to submit my body to him and give him everything my lips and ass offered.

Keeshawn laughs. “By the way, I got a nose for people hiding something. And you’re hiding something.”

He leaned back again, watching my reaction with a street sense I knew I couldn’t hide from. “This is going to be fun, Kevin. I like the delicate ones. They are so tasty.”

“Okay…. Okay… I think we’re done for today.”

I stand, grateful for the security of the chastity device; it’s the only thing keeping my arousal in check. This newfound sense of femininity is both liberating and confusing, stirring feelings within me that challenge my understanding of my sexuality. The realization that it might not align with what I once thought was straightforward leaves me questioning and uncertain.

I pound on the door, “Guard.” Almost begging. I turned back and looked at Keeshawn lounging in the chair. Smiling. Knowing. I consider asking my boss to assign Keeshawn’s case to another, but I want to see him again.

After the guard opened the door and escorted Keeshawn back to his cell, I raced down the hall, the pressure building under my cage. An aching pleasure. I locked myself in a bathroom stall, dropped my pants, and fished my keys out of my pocket. The plastic digging into my aroused flesh with each jackhammering beat of my heart, a prison within a prison. I want out. My hand trembles as I fumble through the ring desperately searching for the chastity key. All I can think about is how much it turned me on how Keeshawn looked at me, like he owned me.

“Thirty days.” I remind myself and return the keys. I gasp, my head spinning, and yank and loosen my tie. My entire world narrows to the feeling between my thighs, to the desperate need for relief that’s just beyond my reach.

The bathroom door opens, two guards enter and I freeze, holding my breath like a man guilty of the greatest sin—sucking another man’s cock. Not just suck it I want to worship it. Not just any man, a thug, a gangbanger and a man that I’m professionally tied to.

I wait for the two guards to finish taking a leak. Water streams as one guard says, “Mad’s Dog’s getting out in two weeks.”

“Yeah, I heard.”

“Word in the yard, he’s already got another picked out.”

“On the outside? He’s got two or three in here, white bitches that do everything for him.”

What were they implying? That he’s got bitches in prison? The pressure of a denied erection returns in force. I want to be one of those bitches.

“They’re going to miss him. Don’t understand why men want to do stuff like that. In here, they get protection, but to do it willingly on the outside, I don’t understand it.”

The words struck me like a violent, unexpected blow, leaving a stinging burn that echoed throughout me.

“Dude, trust me, these guys in here like it. They like giving it up. They’d be sissy faggots like being sissy whiteboi’s on the outside. Bet some of them get arrested just to get fucked and used all day.”

They both laugh.

“I heard he had some white boy all in heels and everything before they locked him up.”

“Fucking sissy faggots, I heard he has them in some kind of chastity cage, locked down tight so they get so fucking horny they beg to serve him. Whole nine yards too, makeup, they look like girls too, would fool me.”

“Sick shit. What makes a guy want to do that stuff? He told me once he knows how to spot ’em. Sissies. Like he’s got a sixth sense. Said to me he enjoys turning sissy white boys into perfect little sluts.”

I press a hand into my mouth, stifling the moan that threatens to escape.

“Why he doesn’t just stick to pussy I’m not sure, have you ever seen one of his videos? He dolls up these whiteboi’s and all his crew line up and fuck the breed the faggot.”

“Yeah and the fucking sissies beg to get banged by a group of black cocks. ‘Mad Dog’ told me the greatest thrill of all is turning a white boy into his slut.”

My vision blurs, the cage denying me an erection. Now I know where I’ve seen him before. In the videos, there are videos of his nightclub. They have a contest of sorts and the winner earns the right to take on a group of big black cock. There are several where a sissy…. I feel the tension build under the plastic. As I replay the video in my head, an amateur porn video I’d watched and jacked off to hundreds of times and wonder why I find something so humiliating, so degrading, so arousing.

They leave laughing, leaving me in silence. I know what Keeshawn wants. I know what I want. What I don’t know is how I’m going to bring the two together.

Back in my office, it feels like I’ve stepped into a dream I can’t wake from. The guard’s conversation loops through my mind as I pull up a porn site. Then I typed in the keywords I hoped would find his videos. I found them and sure as shit there he is. I realize my mistake. If they check my computer, how will I explain it? I should stop, but I can’t. A feverish burst of pleasure and agony as the cage destroys my cock’s futile need for freedom. Helpless to do anything, I imagine it will burst with my willpower and surrender as I watch the video unfold, the guard’s conversation replays over and over in my mind as the mask of masculinity unravels, leaving me with the bare, shameful truth: I’m exactly what he’s looking for, and he knows it.

How am I going to do my job? How am I going to be in the same room with him without letting my sissy side free? Maybe I should give up on this chastity thing, just for now, just until they release Keeshawn. But I don’t want to unlock myself, I like it. Like the way it makes me feel submissive and the way it brings out the slut in me. There’s no escaping who I’m becoming. There’s only the long, torturous wait until I see him again, then I’ll find out how far I’ll go.


Chapter Three

Three days later, I have my second session with Keeshawn. I arrive early, trying to get myself under control before Keeshawn arrives. I skim through his file again, which contains pages of an extensive criminal history. Assault. Possession with intent to distribute. High-ranking gang affiliations. Then I think about the rumors, attraction to effeminate men, especially sissy white boys. Dominant tendencies.

My mind wanders to what it might be like to be one of those white boys. I snap out of it, reminding myself of why I’m here: engage Keeshawn in targeted strategies for rehabilitation beyond the prison wall’s and not to find a cock to worship. Build trust. What better way to build trust than to drop down on my knees and suck his cock. Did I just think that? Focus, Kevin, on my job. I’m here to discuss strategies for his release…

A thought slithers in, my job is to serve superior black cock. God, I want thugs to cum on my face, down my throat and then all over my ass.

“Kevin,” Keeshawn strolls in, snapping me out of an unraveling fantasy. I can’t take my eyes off him. He owns the room and looks at me like he owns me. I feel heat spread across my cheeks, lower and well everywhere, I can’t quite let it. The pressure in my groin reminds me of my commitment. Twenty more days to go.

“How’s your week been, Keeshawn?” I ask trying to sound professional and not like one of his sissy white boys as the cage squeezes the flesh between my legs.

“Counting the days.”

I flush again. Did he notice?

“You hot, Kevin?” Keeshawn licks his lips and ravages me with his eyes like he’s savoring the thought of eating a tasty meal. “I bet you are…”

There’s a double meaning there, I know. I can’t look him in the eye.

I shake off my growing attraction and the deep-seated need to serve this man in any way he desires. My heart races at the thought of him. I remind myself that he’s a criminal! A thug! This dangerous temptation only intensifies my desire; the thrill of the forbidden ignites a fire within me I can’t extinguish. I can’t look him in the eye, fearing I’ll tell him about my secret fetish, crossdressing and my secret taboo desire: being a sissy.

“Let’s talk about your release,” I say with an implication of double meaning. Does he catch it?

Keeshawn smiles, “I love release. Simply love it.”

My flesh strains against the plastic imprisoning me, the familiar ache when I’m denied an erection, as more submission, more femininity slips in. Today, just for Keeshawn, I’m wearing a skimpy thong and thigh highs. The strip of fabric parting my cheeks like I want Keeshawn’s cock to do.

Fuck! Fuck! Fuck this is so wrong, yet so right. Get it together, Kevin, do your job! A blow job?

“I’ve been reviewing your case, Keeshawn, and it seems like—” I hesitate, lick my lips, focus on how good wearing panties feels, how much I want Keeshawn in control. “You seem to be a man who loves control… Or I mean maintaining control when you have to.”

Keeshawn’s eyes greedily consume me and all I have to offer. Oh God, this is dangerous. So dangerous in so many ways, but that only increases my need for him.

“Depends on what you mean by control, Kevin.”

“I mean….” I clear my throat, my pulse quickening with a forbidden longing, “You’ve got a knack for uh… It will be important to control your impulses when outside, or you’ll land back in here. I imagine that’s hard, well, you know, without sexual gratification.”

Oh, fuck did I just ask that? Stupid. That crossed a line. I shift in my seat; the thong slips further into my crack, making me feel submissive and feminine.

Keeshawn gives me a knowing look. “What makes you think I don’t get any inside?”

The air between us is thick, tangible. It’s like a thing I could reach out and touch—or something that could touch me and already is. I shift my legs again beneath the desk, trying to focus on anything other than how exposed I feel. The desire to submit to Keeshawn as his eyes strip away the professional layers I’m trying so hard to maintain. His smirk widens as he watches me squirm. I know I have to say something before he strips me of what masculinity and control I have left.

“I mean… I mean.. I’m doing research about the dynamics in prison. I’ve heard about men who… well, become women, inside, I mean, and what makes them do it.”

Keeshawn leans back, putting his arms behind his head, “You mean who’s runnin’ the game and who’s gettin’ played?”

“Uh, yeah, I guess.”

“Ain’t so different from what goes on the outside. Some men like getting served, others serve. Some men never liked being the man. They like being a bitch, those are the best one’s. Some give up, others take, no different from the outside. Femboys are everywhere.”

Breathless now, we are way off topic here and are teetering on the edge of something too dangerous, yet so appealing. I can’t stop even though I should. “Femboy’s? Never heard that term before.”

“Oh, yeah?” Keeshawn’s smile widens, almost predatory. “How far you willing to go to do your research? You might enjoy your research.”

Every part of me trembles, the room spinning as I imagine the possibilities. I want to make my confession, tell all. “Listen, it applies to my work.”

The lie is as thin as paper; we both know it won’t hold. The cat’s out of the bag and no getting her back in.

Keeshawn shakes his head, amusement in his eyes, “You ain’t foolin’ nobody but yourself, sissy.” The statement’s like a punch in the gut.

“I—” The denial chokes me.

He studies me like he knows me better than I do. He grabs his chin, thinking. “Wearing panties? Might be kind of dangerous in here.” He pauses. “I bet you like that. Danger.”

“I—” I stiffen.

“I bet…” He studies me more. “I bet my left arm you wearing a cock cage, wanting to be more feminine. Bet.”

“I—”

Keeshawn studies me like he’s seen my dance of denial and arousal before and knows exactly where all this is leading. “I had this one sissy on the outside who’d do anything I told him to. Used to get all dressed up pretty, looking so sexy. When we went out, no one knew I had a guy, not much of a guy when you lock there cock up. Some of my boys ask me why I like white sissy’s I mean I get all the pussy I want, and I like it. But feminizing a white boy, turning him into my toy, and knowing they like serving a black man like me is such a turn-on.”

The cage crushes the erection, and a heavy dose of precum oozes out. I hold my breath, worried I’ll moan.

“You interested? Got a position open in a few days.”

“No!” The cage grows tighter. “I’m just uh curious…”

“For your research.”

“Yeah, like how do you maintain control? Training techniques.”

He nods. “Research, right?”

He leans in, enjoying the dance, “I met my last white sissy online. Before I got busted, made her practice her cock-sucking skills. Had her on her hands and knees for hours, all dolled up, and made her videotape it while my crew watched. Jacked off. Had her on her hands and knees for hours, until she begged to stop, her jaw had to have been aching. I tell you, Kevin, I have high expectations, because I let my crew use ’em too. So they have to be ready for that kind of intensity. Most don’t make it more than a few minutes, sucking a big thick black cock isn’t for anyone. But I push till they’re good for one thing and one thing only, making me feel good.”

“Wow! They like that? I mean, you don’t have to force them or anything.”

“You mean like put a gun to their heads? Protection? Hey, personally, I believe that even in here, you can’t force someone to do something they don’t want to do. Try to put me in a skirt and I’ll cut you.”

“Me too,” But I feel my nose growing like Pinocchio, the outright lie.

“Yeah,” Keeshawn smirks, like he knows. Knows what I want, what I need. Like he knows secretly I fantasize about being forced into being a sissy. That once I get that little push, the rest will come easily and be a natural change for me. That I want to be dominated, that there is nothing more I want than to lose my identity as a man and serve a superior man, a black man, that I want to be black owned.

“So, when I find a sissy, a white boy crossdresser I want. Kevin, I got a sixth sense for ’em.”

Keeshawn stands. Sniffs the air around me. I jerk back a little.

“Don’t worry, I won’t hurt you more than you want me to. Sissy’s have a scent about ’em. The femininity oozes from them; they try to hide it, but I know. They deny it. They fight it, but that’s all part of the game. Any kind of resistance is just part of the game.”

Fuck. I want him to do it. Make me into his sissy. Please pick me.

Keeshawn sits back down. “Chastity is key.”

I gulp. “Yeah.” My voice wavers, I’m cracking. I glance at the door; the guard is just outside. I can’t do it. No. Do I tell him?

I spit it out. “I’m in chastity…” Four minutes later, I had confessed my most intimate secrets, and our second session ended.

“Give me the key, sissy.”

I can’t believe this is happening. I stand, dig in my pocket for my key ring and hand over the key to my cock to a felon, a thug, a gangbanger before I can think about it.

Keeshawn looks down at the little silver key in his hand. “Got another one?”

I hung my head, guilt plastered on my face. “Yes.”

“Yes, master will do from now on. Hand it over.”

I did, just like that, loving that I had just lost my choice, loving the risk, the danger of the slippery slope I had just stepped on.

“Email and phone number. Write it down and hand it to me.”

I obeyed, relishing the mental leash that was now attached. “Yes, sir.”

Keeshawn stood and glanced down at me, smiling like he owned me, and he did. Keeshawn leaves, and I realize I’d passed the point of no return and have no regret.


Chapter Four

An hour later, I got my first email from Keeshawn. It was simple and to the point. “Show me that ass. Take a picture. Email it to me. I’m in the library. Do it now, ‘fore my time’s up.”

Fuck. What now? My inner voice screams to back out, but he’s got my chastity key—no room for defiance. Fuck! What have I done? It feels so good. So dirty. So dangerous and so fucking arousing.

I can’t disobey. I don’t want to disobey. I don’t want a choice. I want him to own me. To make me do all the dirty, nasty things I’ve been hungry to do since I had my first sexual thought. Taboo acts society won’t approve of, but I want to do. And in making me do things I want and not have a choice, I find myself even more attracted to Keeshawn. It’s arousing being deprived of choice. In a frenzy of raunchy arousal, I lock my office door, stepping out of my pants in a frenzy of submission in the corner of my office, having to catch myself on the wall before falling flat on my face. Safely hidden from prying eyes, a feminine lust, a lust of submission and sluttiness like I’ve never experienced before builds inside me, as my cock which I no longer own strains against the plastic prison. I align my phone with my ass, a tang of desire spiced with submission on my tongue, snap a picture of my ass split with the pink strip of the thong I’m wearing then several more in several positions: bent over holding my ankles, standing, on my knees and then with a shaky hand, I shoot it off to the email address Keeshawn provided, adding a message—ur slut.

I don’t want to put my pants back on, but what if I’m caught, but… What do I do? It’s only been an hour, and I already want Keehsawn’s orders. I want him to make me do wilder, kinkier, and even more taboo things. I get my answer in another message. “Get dressed. Go back to work.”

I have my answer, so I return to my desk and try to work. I have so much to do, but I can only think about Keeshawn. Half an hour later, I get another email.

“What a slut you are. My slut. How big is you cock? Not as big as mine, I bet. Check it out.”

There’s an attachment. I open it, gazing at the thickest, longest cock I have ever seen.

I return to the email. “Like looking at my cock? I’m going to slap your face with it. So are my crew. You’re a girl now. How about Honey as a name? Your name is Honey Desires, and Honey desires to serve superior men.” There’s an emoji of an eggplant. “I’ll invite you to my getting-out party at my nightclub if you earn it. See ya, Honey. Oh, make sure from now on you’re smooth. Hairless. When you get home, shower, shave, snap a picture of your naked body, include your face… Paint your face all up nice and sexy for me, like the slut you are and then sit on your bed, and wait for further instructions.”


Chapter Five

I spent the day in a restless haze, like a tight band of tension coiled in my lower abdomen spending hours getting nothing done, worrying through three sessions with other inmates, worrying if they’d seen the picture of my ass Keeshawn forced me to take. The flesh, now owned by another man, tingled with unfulfilled need; each brush of the silky panties Keeshawn required me to wear sent a reminder of my submission. The unyielding sentinel squeezed any hint of my arousal into submission.

Most of my thoughts were not on how best to ease my appointments best into transition, but there reaction to have seen my ass. How sexy it was. How much they’d like to bend me over my desk and use me.

With each successive session, my feelings ricocheted between arousal and humiliation, arousal like a starving beast feeding on humiliation, craving more humiliation. Each time I shift in my seat or I walked to the john sent a ripple of discomfort through me, a constant reminder I was now black owned.

By the end of the day, my muscles ached with the strain of being in a constant state of arousal and the mental effort of maintaining my professional composure when all I all I wanted to do was suck cock and have the inmates lined up in a conga line waiting to use my ass. At home, I stripped immediately, hopped in the shower, and shaved smooth, though there wasn’t much to take off of my femboyish frame. I dried off, did my makeup with a slutty edge to it and immediately felt better, more relaxed.

I sat on the edge of my bed, naked except for the pink cage between my legs, and sent Keeshawn a message. “Home and smooth. Naked. Looking…” Looking what sexy? Or slutty? Yeah, that’s better. “Slutty…” What next? It’s for him now. Not me. So I add, “…for you.” I considered what to say next, then added, “Sir.”

My hand gripped the phone as I waited for my next sissy task, anticipation of the unknown pumping sexual desire and need through my body my eyes glued to the screen, captivated by the unfolding drama of how he would respond. Questions raced through my mind: How could he possibly have a phone in a place like prison? Yet, deep down, I understood resourceful inmates like Keeshawn always found creative ways around the rules.

What was he going to make me do next? With kinky ideas swirling in my mind, the pressure built to an uncomfortable level under the pink device, crushing my impending erection. The pressure against the plastic seemed to beg me to release it and reminded me to obey Keeshawn so it could see the light of day again. As seconds turned into minutes, I wondered if he was sitting in his cell, surrounded by inmates laughing at my moment of weakness. Oh fuck! Was he showing my ass to the other inmates? But the lie only concealed a humiliating reality. If I'm honest with myself, I’m not worried, not afraid of the consequences of my indiscretion. My hand shakes, not from panic, I’m trembling with excitement, the risk of getting caught makes it better, and like a drug, I want more of it. There is some worry, but it’s not about getting caught its fear that his crew won’t find my ass sexy, effeminate and I’m worried they turn down the opportunity to use it, if my master desires to share me.

Oh fuck! What’s happening to me? I’m fantasizing about being used by thugs. Passed around like a toy. I’m sitting here naked, my face painted to look like a cheap slut and yet, the throbbing between my thighs and under my plastic prison has become agonizing.

The message comes fifteen minutes later. It’s simple. “Set up your dildo on the wall and your phone in a good position to record. You going to be live-streaming for my crew, who’s giving me my getting out party. They will vote on you. You pass. We break you in whiteboi. Real good.”

I don’t question how he knew I had a dildo collection. I guess all sissy femboy crossdressers do. It’s almost a required piece of equipment, like how girls have one black dress or how men have a razor, or how gangsters have a gun, or how thugs have big fucking cocks for sissies to worship. Comes with the territory. After receiving the link to the livestreaming event, I stick the dildo on the wall about mouth height and get down on all fours, like sluts do, like the slut I want to be. Reminding me about what I’m about to do, my chastity cage seems tighter somehow, but I know it hasn’t shrunk, I’m aroused.

A deep voice, not Keeshawn’s, says, “You got panties, whiteboi.”

What do I say?

Keeshawn says, “Answer him slut.”

“Yes. I do.”

“Put ’em on. Then start the show.”

I rummage through my secret drawer and slip into a sexy, silky pair I’ve saved for a special occasion. Can’t be much special than this?

I get on my knees.

“Get that ass in the air. Arch your back slut.” A different voice says.

I obey.

A third voice says, “You like being told what to do, slut? Like being a big black cock slut whiteboi?”

The answer spills out in a frenzy of sexual craving. “Yes, sir.”

“Good gurl,” Keeshawn says.

All four guys say, “What you waiting for slut. Show us what you got.”

I stare at the big, thick veiny fake black cock, my heart pounding against my ribs. I’ve swallowed it before, but never with an audience. I inch toward what would become my purpose in life. I couldn’t believe I was about to do this. Not that I hadn’t sucked on a dildo before, but this was a whole new level of kink that I couldn’t resist. The temptation of showing off my well-practiced skills to great.

I press the toy against my lips, wishing the rubbery smoothness was a warm, throbbing piece of meat, hungering for nothing more than for me to flick out my tongue. I run my tongue up and down mimicking the videos I’d watched, wishing I were that girl.

“Damn, Mad Dog. That whiteboi wants some big black cock.”

“Yeah.” Another says.

I flick my tongue around the head imagining the dildo was Keeshawn’s cock, and I was worshipping it. My tongue explores the length of the dildo up and down my lips, trailing the length, kissing it, nibbling on it, worshipping it. Then comes the main show, my mouth opens to receive the massive cock, I push forward until it chokes me, then I pull back.

“Fuck! Mad dog that whiteboi been practicing.”

The rubber taste fills my mouth as I take it in. I take half of it and choke.

“Damn. Look at her go to town on that dick.”

“Deeper. Don’t embarrass me slut.” Keeshawn demands. The arousal beast gobbles up the humiliation, expanding into a monster I can’t control.

I force myself to take it another inch. I bob up and down, taking more and more with each attempt. Drool running down my cheeks. I can feel the burn in my eye as the mascara runs.

“Damn, she’s going for it.”

Keeshawn says, “Is that the best you can do? If you can’t do it right, I’ll find another whiteboi to do it for us. Suck it.”

“She’s a pretty little thing.”

“Yeah.”

I hear the jingle of a belt buckle and the smooth slides of zippers coming down. A symphony of the taboo begins. The wet, sloppy slurping of my steady rhythm going to town on the black cock combines with the rhythmic sounds of heavy breathing and flesh slapping against flesh. Each man has his intensity and unique stroking cadence.

Keeshawn says, out of breath, panting, “You are a dirty cumwhore. Say it.”

I stop showing off my cock sucking skills, I’ve learned in secret. “I am a dirty cumwhore.”

Keeshawn says, “You’re the dirtiest, filthiest cumwhore.”

I stop again, “I am the dirtiest, filthiest cumwhore.”

The thought of thugs, the danger of being outed as a sissy, a slut, a cumwhore, my lipstick smeared, cock dripping beneath the lace panties I’m wearing sends a desire to show them my best. It seems they’re stroking themselves in the same frantic rhythm I’m sucking.

I imagine myself in the parking lot or the bathroom of Keeshawn’s club, a crowd freely watching. Some joining in fighting over who gets to use my lips and ass. The thugs surrounding me let out moans of approval, lusty eyes feast on my feminine body as I get degraded and used.

I bob up and down, wondering how long this will go on. How long has it been? Then it happens, I feel the sensation of the dildo pressing against my throat, and my lips pressing against the base of the plastic balls. I struggle to keep the dildo where it’s at, but I fight back the urge as I sense the thugs are all about to pop.

“Holy fuck. She took it all.” A voice filled with pleasure and ecstasy says. A final gasp, followed by a deep sigh. Out of breath, buckling his pants, he says, “Give her a ticket.”

Another guttural moan, the sound amplifies as he releases. “I second it.”

“I want to see her ride it.”

I waste no time. I yank it off the wall, shining with lipstick and spit, and stick it on the floor. I slide the panties off and lower my hips.

“Oh, yeah!”

“Take it, whiteboi. Show me how you ride a superior black man’s cock.”

The plastic spear hits my hole. I let it split me, as I stare into the camera and say, “I want all of you in me. Bring them all. I want to be a big black cock slut.” The taboo craving of a group of thugs, watching my femboy, effeminate body ride a cock fills me. I’m not sure how much time passed before the last of them had wrung their pleasure out.

Keeshawn says as I continue to ride the dildo, feeling like I just might pop myself. “You want me to tell everyone that you’re a sissy?”

I’m not sure how to answer. Frankly, it wouldn’t bother me. But I say the correct answer, the answer that will continue our game. “No. Please don’t. I beg you. I’ll do anything. I’ll suck all your friends cocks. Anything.”

“Good, you now black owned. Do as I say, or I show everyone this video.”

“Yes, sir.”

“I’ll see you at our next interview in prison.”


Chapter Six

After a long, torturous weekend in chastity, in which Keeshawn had me live-streaming for his crew daily, taking compromising pictures of myself and posting them on social media accounts he had me join where I was to post messages of my willingness to be a black cock whore. By Monday when I went back to work all I could think about was big black cock.

I stare at the clock, ten more minutes before Keeshawn ’Mad Dog’ Powers strides through the door. I’m wearing panties, thigh highs, and a bra as he demanded. I’m committed to trying to control this session and maintain my professionalism. But the desk becomes not a symbol of my job, but where Keeshawn can bend me over and fuck me, or spank me. Holy shit, what will he make me do it? I glance at the single window in my office door. What if a guard or the warden looks inside to see me bent over the desk, an inmate, a thug, a convicted felon, hands on my hips, pulling me in as he humiliates me?

I adjust my tie, which has always been a symbol of power, control, and masculinity, but my imagination makes it something different, a blindfold. Behind me, I hear the shuffle of footsteps and chatter of alpha men waiting to use me. My heart pounds, my chastity cage denies me another erection. The stickiness increases.

There’s a tap on my door. “Come in.”

A guard sticks his massive head inside, “Keeshawn Powers to see you.”

My body locks up. I don’t want to do my job, which is to ensure that Keeshawn transitions smoothly from prison life. Heat rushes to my face as the reality of what I did on video and over the weekend crashes into me.

I stand and offer Keeshawn a seat, but I really want to get down on my knees and offer my mouth to him. “I’m…” What do I say?

The guard closes the door. Keeshawn sits. I remain standing, fidgeting with my pants and pinching the thigh-highs underneath my clothes, which I’m wearing for Keeshawn.

Keeshawn sits and leans back in his chair, “I posted your videos on a porn site, you’re quite popular with the guys we’ll make another of you. Might get so popular you get your own channel.”

“I….”

“Turn around. Put your hands on the wall.”

My instincts scream. Call the guard. I glance at the door, my mouth opens, ready to preserve the last ounce of dignity I have left. But I don’t want dignity, do I? I want to be humiliated, degraded, and used.

“Listen. I’m not doing that.” But it’s a smoke screen, a fake fight. I want him to blackmail me, force me to do it.

“Maybe I release the video, tell everyone what a sissy you are.”

That’s what I wanted to hear. I play along. “Please don’t.”

I can see that he enjoys seeing me trapped, vulnerable, my control splintering like a dried twig. Does he know how much I like it?

“Now!”

I turn and put my hands on the wall as I spin in panic and arousal. What’s he going to do? Oh, fuck what if the guard checks in? But that thought only heightens my arousal, as the pressure builds between my thighs.

He stands behind me, inches from my ear, breathing heavily. He whispers in my ear, “The way your shakin’ right now is the way I like my sissy whitebois.”

I’m coming apart at the seams. The longer this goes on, the more likely we will get caught. He grabs my hips and pulls me into him. The heat from his body blends with the heat of my shame at giving in to this thug.

“Bet you been waitin’ for this cock.”

He grinds his erection into my ass.

“Tell me how bad you want this dick.”

The only thing that comes out is a whimper.

“Tell me now!”

“I want your cock. I want it bad. I’ll do anything for you.” I fumble with my belt, trying to unbuckle it.

“Did I say to get undressed? Put your hand back on the wall.”

I obey.

“Please. Fuck me. Use me.” My voice says in a gripping and almost painful intensity, my hands clutching and grasping at the wall in a futile attempt to wrap around his cock that is now grinding between my cheeks.

What was I doing? What if he takes me up on the offer? What then? I don’t care I need his cock in my ass. I need it bad. My legs are shaking. My cock is no longer dribbling precum but rivers of it are coming out.

Keeshawn steps back. Returns to his seat.

No! I want it. Then I realize where I am and my senses return to me. I sit, not believing the power this man has over me.

“Friday night. My release party at my club, Club Obsidian.”

He leans back and drops a gold card on the desk. “If you win the contest, the special event happens in the back parking lot. But I might make a special event just for you in the men’s bathroom. Not sure yet what your fate will be. Get cold feet, and the videos go out. You’ll need that invitation and a tramp stamp to get in. Have BBC slut tattooed on you someplace or no entry.”

I grab the card with the glittering gold letters, Club Obsidian. I know what he means; it feels dangerous, wild, sexual, and impossibly right.

“Come and get what you’ve been fantasizing about. I’m not sure if I’m going to give on you the honor of making my special whiteboi slut club.”

I’m drowning in sluttiness right now.

“You don’t come. I tell everyone in the joint who’s on video. You’ll be a very popular man to see.”

I don’t answer. I can’t. Of course, I’ll be there. But the game of blackmail we’re playing only makes it more intense, more sensual, more dangerous, and it feels like I’m on the cusp of an orgasm.

“I….”

Keeshawn stands. Walks toward the door, turns, and says, “See you soon.”

The door closes, and I sit staring at the glossy black card with bold gold lettering on the front: Club Obsidian. I flip it over and read the statement written in Keeshawn’s handwriting. Admit one cumwhore.

Another week passes. I’m denied, humiliated and trained as a big black cock slut leaving me riding the fence between arousal and submission. A week of being edged and teased. Pushed to the limits of masculinity and yet wanting more of this humiliating torment.

I’ve heard of Club Obsidian before, but curiosity gets the better of me, so I search the internet for it. I read through the background of who attends, gang members, femboys and girls that want a shot at some big black cock. There’s a video of what happens in the parking lot, and I can’t believe what I see. Guys standing around drinking beer, smoking, as a single woman in a sexy black club dress braces herself on the hood of a car, lifts her skirt, shimmies out of her panties, and waits. The lense zooms in on her tramp stamp, BBC Slut with the Ace of Spades above it.

This should scare me into some sense, make me tuck my tail, run, and tear up the card. I make it to the trash can, but my hand won’t release it. I could ask for the key back or go to the emergency room and have my chastity device removed, but instead, a bolt of want, of craving fills me. He’s what I want. Being a locked up submissive sissy desperate to serve a black cock is all I want.


Chapter Seven

I got up on the day of the big event and called the warden. “John…” I fake a cough. “Not feeling too good today. Think I’ll sit this one out.” More fake coughs, and I blow into a tissue.

“Oh, hey Kevin. That’s no problem. I’ll reschedule your appointments. I hope you feel better.”

The shame of what I’d done burns red hot. I never call in sick. If anyone finds out why I called in sick. How do I explain that? But they won’t. Once I leave home today for Keeshawn’s party, no one will recognize me as Kevin Andrews. When I step out of my front door tonight and slide into the backseat of the limo Keeshawn was sending for me, I’ll be Honey, Honey Desires.

I spend most of the day pacing, unsure of what dress I want to wear. Pink? Black? I have a backless dress that would show off my tramp stamp. In fear, worry that I’m doing something I don’t want to do, I pick up the phone and dial Keeshawn’s number. But every time before I hit the last number, I end the call; I want this.

But do I?

I watch the videos from Keeshawn’s amateur porn collection. Hot videos that turn me on to no end. Videos of femboys mostly, but some girls with pussy make their way in. But all are being passed around like disposable toys. I’m going to be one of those gurls by the end of the night. I let that thought settle in. If I don’t back out strangers, men I’ve never met, thugs, gangbangers, criminals, ex-cons men I work with daily standing in line waiting for their turn. When they are done with me, each will have filled me with their seed and thousands of horny men, or wanna be sissy sluts will watch and masturbate to me getting bent over and fucked. I want to back out; my mind is a storm of competing desires and worry. What’s funny? I’m not worried about the shameful deed of letting strangers use my body, but that when I bend over the sink will anyone want my ass? Will no one want me? What if I stand there bent over, waiting for cock and…

I have to look good.

I watch the videos this time pausing and comparing the pictures of me slutted up and the sluts on the videos. Face. Ass. Legs. I make note of the way they move. The way they scream. Moan and beg. I commit to making my mark. I’m going to have the most watched sissy video Obsidian Productions has.

Hours later and my cock aching with the strain of the control Keeshawn maintained on my cock, I stand before my mirror clean, smooth and ready. Beads of sweat trickled down my brow as I relish the change chastity and sissy training had had on me. My heart pounds with anticipation that scares me. I shouldn’t be excited. Ashamed. Yes! Humiliated. Yes! That I’d put myself in a position where I could be blackmailed to attend something so raunchy, so degrading, so… Fucking hot. I shouldn’t want this, but I do. What kind of idiot gets horny, or enjoys being blackmailed into doing degrading and nasty things? Me.

My smartphone rings. It’s Keeshawn. I answer. “Yes, sir.”

“I’ve shown your videos and pictures to my crew, I think the turnout to use your ass will be large.” The tone laced with an unspoken threat, a reminder of his control over me—a puppet-master pulling the strings of his sissy marionette. Being blackmailed into giving Keeshawn control should put fear into my bones, but it doesn’t. I’ve never been so aroused by the game we’ve been playing for two weeks now—the game I so fancy. A game I don’t want to stop.

I find myself wholly, mind, body, and soul, gripped by the game, so much so that I choose to play along with the taboo. “Please don’t tell the inmates who I am,” I plead, but there’s a trace of craving for him to expose me for the sissy I am becoming. To reveal my secret to the entire prison population. I pause for a moment as a fantasy rushes through my mind. Inmates lined up outside my prison office waiting, cocks hard for a shot at me.

“I’ll do anything to keep my identity a secret.” I hope, though…. No, not hope. There’s a frantic hunger laced into my words, a taboo desire that he might seize this opportunity, pushing me to truly test the limits of what anything is. The tension hangs in the air, and I can almost feel the weight of possibility settling over us, the stakes rising as I brace myself for whatever he might decide.

Pausing our game momentarily, he says, “I will honor your limits, though.”

The limits we discussed in many emails. “Thank you, sir. I can’t wait to compete. I hope—”

“I have changed things. You will be the only contestant. Wear something that shows who you are.”

Fuck! It’s here and I am more than excited. The edging and denial of the last two weeks has left my sissy clitty in a constant state of discharge. My hand drifts to the tip of the sticky pink chastity cage, a symbol of my submission to Keeshawn. Thinking about it, I feel the familiar strain against the strict plastic. Over the past two weeks, Keeshawn has tested the limits of what my ass and mouth could endure with hours upon hours of intense anal and oral training. So, I’m ready. I can take it.

“I’m preparing you for your new role.” He’d say when I begged him to let me have a break. “Or shall I tell all about your secret desire to be a BBC cock slut, whiteboi?”

“No!” But the words were hollow, a bold-faced lie. I wanted everyone to know.

I noticed over the last two weeks that my cock; my whole way of thinking of sex, of what I wanted from sex had shifted into something opposite of what a normal red-blooded male desires. A different arousal. A taboo need bubbled to the surface. It was no longer a typical male desire, the part of me that makes me male, my cock no longer seemed to crave attention anymore. But my ass, my nipples and simply pleasing another filled my mind. This thrilling roleplay of being forced to do something outwardly I don’t want has awakened something undeniable with in me-a need for big black cock.

I turn so that I can see my lower back were my tramp stamp now dwelled, right above my ass symbolizing my new life as a BBC slut. I studied it feeling aroused and proud to be granted the honor of serving a big black cock realising that though that thought should have mortified me; it didn’t.

I sit on the edge of my bed, carefully tugging the black thigh-high mesh hose over my knees. The delicate mesh shimmers softly under the light, its texture sending a gentle shiver across my skin. With every tug, I feel a subtle transformation, as if the fabric is drawing me further away from Kevin and into a different version of myself, one that embraces my new identity as Keeshawn’s sissy.

Next, I slide my thong over my hips, then my bra, and two breast inserts. Now for the makeup. This is the part I love the most about my transformation. My face takes shape. Slowly, one brush stroke at a time I go from the androgynous blank canvas, from the faux male femboy to the slut. Eye shadow. Liner. Mascara. Loads of mascara, I want my rightful place as the slut of the night. Deep red lips. Lipstick that will be on a cock soon enough. Each brush stroke wipes away more of my masculinity, each layer of mascara makes me less of a man and more of what I genuinely want to be a sissy. A sissy whiteboi. Black owned.

I’m done. Carefully, I slip into the elegant, but slutty backless dress, that cost me an arm and a leg. The back is low enough and loose enough for the world to glimpse my tattoo, suggesting there’s an ass for all black cocks. The final touches come together: a slutty blonde wig, six-inch stiletto heels that seal my fate as a slut, a slut for all. Standing before the mirror, I take a moment to admire the transformation. I take a deep breath. I’m ready for the night ahead.

Two hours later, I’m standing before Club Obsidian, my heart choking me, heavy with indecision and anticipation. There’s a line of people snaking down the block, waiting. Hot people. Tough-looking thugs.

“Go right to the front of the line,” Keeshawn had said. “You got a golden ticket.”

The smell of perfume, sex, testosterone, and alcohol mingled in the air as I sashayed past the long line of sex-starved snow bunnies and alphas. From the whispers in the crowd all know I’m a sissy and why I’m there. My arousal only grows as the consensus is that a whiteboi could look so sexually appealing. As the words filled the air surrounding me, I swayed my hips even more, showing off, drawing more attention. I found the bouncing of my fake tits arousing. I’ve never been out in public dressed like this. A skirt this short, the back so low cut I can feel the eyes exploring my ass, knowing full well there looking at my ass and right above it my place in life: BBC slut.

I hand my pass to the beefy guard, a convict who was in my office in prison just six months ago. Was this the end of my career? The ruin of my good name? Did I want it? I realize I want to be Honey Desires more than I want to be Kevin.

I enter the club; the bass is loud and thumping, and each beat shakes more of Kevin out of me. Bodies grind on the dance floor, and in the corners, the grinding is more explicit. I take a deep breath, hoping I’m passable, feminine. But the eyes exploring my body tell me I have nothing to fear.

A hand grabs my ass, feeling it, cupping it. “Nice ass. I hear your entertainment tonight, whiteboi.”

I turn, not protesting the hand on my ass. My ass becomes alive with a frantic energy, pulsing and throbbing with a craving I’d never felt before. I need him in me. Every nerve ending ignites with surrender, a surrender of my manhood; it’s a potent mixture of desire and desperation, aching to be violated, used and branded as a slut, a sissy whiteboi slut.

The tattooed thug licks his lips, his eyes devouring me like a meal. “Not sure what Keeshawn’s got planned for you. But better check in with your owner.”

I gasp.

“You black owned now slut.”

The thug points across the room, and I follow his finger and catch sight of Keeshawn. I slip through the crowd like a needle, finding a vein, weaving in and out through the dance floor as hot bodies press against me. My heart races, as the crush of people only makes me more aware of my secret. I see Keeshawn smiling, it’s a sadistic smile, like I’m about to have my limits pushed. I feel it in the air; I’m about to be humiliated, and I hope soon everyone will know what and who I am. I feel right here. Good. But I don’t get there. I’m in the middle of the dance floor when a voice booms from the speaker. “Ladies, we all know the type of gurls Keeshawn likes.”

The crowd yells, “Sissy whiteboi’s.”

Laughter fills the club when a spotlight finds me.


Chapter Eight

“Meet Honey Desires.”

My breath catches. The entire club is watching me. Keeshawn grins. I can feel eyes undressing what little I wear. The tramp stamp, as little as it is, seems more like a neon sign. The crowd steps back, leaving me alone on the dance floor. I shouldn’t like this, but I do.

“Ladies and gentlemen, behold our entertainment for the night.”

It’s a private party, so there are only forty people here more women than men. I scan the crowd and know sense there are quite a few jealous femboy’s that I will be the entertainment and not them. The eyes of the world are on me. Phones point toward me, recording my emasculation for posterity.

“Well, slut. Dance.”

The air fills with catcalls and whistles. I begin, making moves, slowly, sexually suggestive, displaying the slut in me that I’ve kept locked away in a fantasy. Until now that slut never saw the light of day. I turn to face Keeshawn with his crew of thugs. I walk toward Keeshawn, prancing to the beat. By the time I get to him, I’m shaking, not out of fear but excitement. Need. Desire. My ass needs cock. Not the cold plastic flesh I’ve been training with, but hot, warm, throbbing man meat.

I turn and lower my hips on Keeshawn’s crotch. Though I’ve never performed a lap dance before, it comes naturally. The music returns, and the dance floor fills again with partygoers celebrating Keeshawn’s release.

“Look what we got here, a real live sissy whiteboi. Shall we break this bitch in?”

The crew of six howls, laughs, and hoots. I should run for the exit, humiliated by the experience, but I know I’m right where I belong with all my heart.

Keeshawn stands, grabs my hand, and spins me around. “She tagged herself so everyone knows what she is. What have you got to say for yourself?”

“I am your slut, sir. Your sissy whiteboi slut and I want you to share me with your crew.”

Keeshawn guides me to one of his crew members, a thickheaded guy. He grabs my hand and pulls me into his lap. The rest of the crew cheers me on as I grind on his crotch. I feel every pulse of his cock underneath me as it grows.

I got passed around from lap to lap, fondled, slapped, and played with as my degradation increased minute by minute. I’m dizzy, drunk with the thrill of being their toy. But I want more. I need more. I need their cocks inside me. I couldn’t take it anymore. I sank to my knees before all six of Keeshawn’s inner circle. The place I belong.

Keeshawn says, “Look at the pretty whiteboi on his knees before superior black cock. What you want, whiteboi?”

I’m lost for a moment, spinning out of control. “I want you all to use my holes.”

“Go to the men’s restroom.” He handed me a black marker. “Stand in front of the mirror. Write above your image, free use slut. Lower your panties, raise your skirt, and wait.”

I made my way through the club, each step feeling like a mile. People staring. Below the stained wooden plaque that said MEN’S ROOM, was another sign handwritten in black marker. “Free use till midnight. Use the sissy whiteboi’s ass.”

A neon clock stated it was now only 9:05, I wondered how many could fuck me in three hours. I push the door open, feeling like a cum-dizzy whore about to be fucked and humiliated like I’ve always wanted.


Chapter Nine

On the sink was an iPad live streaming my every move. I wrote Free Use Whore on the mirror. My fingers wrapped around the waistband of my thong, and slowly I slipped them down to my knees and then stepped out of them. I lift my skirt exposing my ass, the anticipation dizzying, electric and humiliating. I bent over, placed my plans on the sink with a need to be used so deep, so urgent I thought I might have a sissygasm even before I got my first cock in my ass.

The door swung open, and I couldn’t look. Head down. Panting. My sissy clitty pulsing, my ass praying that he’s here to fuck me and not do other business. I hear him breathing behind me, enjoying the sight of my sissy cunt. Seconds passed. His breathing was heavy. I can’t look. I can’t speak. I want to scream, “Fuck me! Use me.” But the sign on the door and my note on the mirror say it's all for me.

The stranger slapped my ass hard before grabbing my hips and pulling my ass into the tip of his cock. It was like a hot, pulsing iron.

“Oh, fuck.” I say. “Oh fuck. Take me. Breed me. Fill me with your seed.”

He grabs my hips. “Oh we intend to, slut.”

My whole body tensed. The door swings open, and I hear maybe two or three guys entering. The live feed on the iPad switches to a closeup of my ass and a fucking gorgeous, fucking huge thick piece of meat splitting my cheeks. My first impression, he’s too big, that thing will never fit inside me, and if it does… Oh fuck I think. I’m going to be sore in the morning.

Chants from two, maybe three guys, send a shiver of arousal down my spine. “Fuck her dude. Fuck her! Break that whiteboi’s ass in.”

The stranger behind me pulls my hips back as he drives his forward. His size stretched my ass and devoured what little of a man I had left. Watching it happen and feeling it happen is pure bliss as I watch the live feed of his cock stretching me open. After a few slow, easy strokes loosening me up, he rode me with the passion of a beast, thrusting harder and deeper, filling me up as pain lanced through me, replacing the momentary pleasure.

My scream echoes through the bathroom, “Oh fuck!”

Time lost all meaning. After depositing a load of cum in my ass he slapped it, and another took his place the same hard, rough strokes making me feel cheap and dominated. I had no control over who was in my ass, when one shot his load inside me, or when another took his place. I did not know who these strangers were, nor did I care.

How long I’d been bent over I’m not sure, but they were riding me hard enjoying the sound of my clitty smacking helplessly against the hard surface of the marble sink. I had my first sissygasm after the third thug speared me with his cock, the momentary tightness didn’t stop or hinder the invaders from getting their fill. The first hour ticked away. I lost myself in the slap of thighs against my ass, as one stranger left his seed in me and another took his place. They offered me a break with a catch; they put me down on my knees and used my mouth.

“Whiteboi’s eager for black dick.”

I burn with shame, a pleasurable, addictive shame as three cocks surround me, taking turns with my mouth, as my cum filled ass spurts cum. When my break ends, my throat’s sore as I strain to swallow the cum.

After returning to my position on the sink, I’m passed around like a joint. Each signed his name on my ass, branding me as a slut. This is what Keeshawn wanted—this is what I wanted to be broken in as a slut. Not just any kind of slut, but a BBC slut.

The line outside and inside the restroom seems endless as the word is passed of the sissy whiteboi giving it up. They shout in the hallway.

“Sissy.”

“Pretty ass.”

“Gangbang.”

“Whiteboi talking some black cock tonight ain’t he?”

“Damn how many so far?”

I heard a number: ten. I glanced at the time on the iPad, which was live streaming and recording the event, half an hour to go.

Every time a new stranger's cock invades my ass, I surrender further, a deep sense of humiliation washing over me, that only fires up the arousal I’m feeling. The sensation of being so fucking used, used with no thought of my own needs overwhelms me marking the depths of my degradation as the evidence of their degradation overflows from my sissy hole. I should hate this by all rights, but I can’t stop. I want to go longer than midnight.

I lose track of time, of reality, of the very concept of self as the cum streams down my thighs.


Chapter Ten

Nothing more than a vessel for their pleasure, my desires and needs fading away into insignificance. The surrounding room is a blur of sensation and sweat, the air thick with the musky scent of sex. I am vaguely aware of the sounds of their grunts and moans, the feeling of their hands on my body, the weight of them pressing down on me. But it is the sensation of their cocks filling me, over and over again, that consumes me.

The hour stretches on, and still they come, one after another, using me for their satisfaction. I am a slave to their desires, my body betraying me with every shiver of pleasure that courses through me. I can feel myself growing weaker, my limbs trembling with the effort of holding myself up, but I cannot stop. I do not want to stop.

As the clock strikes midnight, I know I will never forget this feeling, this overwhelming sense of degradation and humiliation, of being used and discarded. It is a feeling that I will crave again and again, a feeling that I will chase for the rest of my days. I will always be theirs, ready and willing to serve their every desire, no matter how degrading or humiliating.

I know I am now a BBC Slut and I know that my night getting used by thugs will be the best night of my life.

On Monday morning when I return to work, I haven’t heard from Keeshawn, but he posted my video. It was trending on several porn sights and had thousands of likes. I pull up my first case, still locked in chastity, wondering if I’ll ever get out. Will I see Keeshawn again? What happens if he doesn’t want to see me again? Oh, shit how the hell am I going to get out of chastity?

I sit through two sessions trying to be professional. But it’s a challenge. My third appointment is from a member of a notorious biker gang. I scroll the images of him in his leather jacket adorned with patches and insignias. I drift into a fantasy of me holding him, sitting on the back of his bike as the vibration of his Harley edges me to another sissygasm.

He enters, sits and smiles. “Hi Honey.” he reaches into the pocket of his prison jumpsuit and dangles my chastity key in front of my face.

“My brothers are throwing me a getting out party in a couple weeks.”

A grin spreads across my face as the denied erection battles the unyielding confines of the chastity cage.

THE END
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Taylor's delicate features and soft mannerisms make him stand out among the crowd, but his wife Harper relishes in his femininity. She discovers Taylor's hidden desire for cross-dressing and sees it as an opportunity to spice up their monotonous sex life. With a cruel glint in her eye, Harper demands that Taylor become her sissy, dressing him in frilly lingerie and locking his manhood away in a cock cage. As she delves into the world of Femdom, Harper plans an exotic vacation where she can fully explore her newfound power over Taylor. Despite his reservations, Taylor allows himself to be dressed in women's clothing and taken out for a night on the town by Harper. Their encounters with three strangers lead to a wild, debaucherous night filled with kinky exploits that transform their once dull relationship into something fit for a X-rated film.
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John, a dedicated nurse, has been secretly harboring a desire to be a sissy maid. When his wife Samantha goes away on a business trip, John indulges in his fantasy by dressing up in a frilly maid outfit. However, Samantha returns home early and catches him in the act, leading to an honest discussion about John’s submissive, feminine desires.

After weeks of trying to wrap her mind around this new twist in their marriage, Sam meets Charles Thompson, an older gentleman. The couple agrees to meet Charles, and they are drawn in by his sophistication and understanding of nature. Charles proposes an arrangement where he will act as a mentor, guiding the couple in exploring John’s sissy cuckold desires.

During their first visit to Charles’ apartment, John transforms into his maid persona as Charles eloquently explains the benefits of a sissy cuckold relationship. He suggests that by embracing John’s desires, Samantha can explore her dominant side, leading to a more fulfilling dynamic for them all.

As the arrangement continues, Charles introduces the concept of chastity to further John’s submission. While Charles and Samantha openly flirt and dance, John watches from the sidelines, experiencing a mix of arousal and jealousy.

As the ‘arrangement’ unfolds, it pushes the boundaries of their relationship. Their marriage undergoes a significant transformation. John fully embraces his submissive side, and Samantha discovers a newfound enjoyment in her dominant role, exploring sexual relationships with other men.

This Femdom short story follows John’s journey of self-discovery and the evolution of his relationship with Samantha as they navigate the complex dynamics of a sissy cuckold arrangement under the guidance of Charles. The story explores themes of submission, dominance, trust, and the power of open communication in exploring taboo kinks such as feminization, chastity, spanking, edging, and pegging.
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Eli has a very perverted habit. He strips naked and watches his neighbor, Ms. Stratford, as she stretches for her morning run. He does a little more than watch; he takes photos of her in compromising positions and masturbates each morning. Ms. Stratford is the ultimate Milf.

Eli has another secret. He is obsessed with women's underwear, wearing them, and being feminized. But he can't fulfill his desires. He lives with three macho brothers, his mother, and his father. He's too scared to order panties online or purchase them in a store, fearing his secret desire to crossdress gets out.

One day, Ms. Stratford asks Eli to feed her cat and water her plants while she's gone for the weekend. Eli agrees. This is his chance to wear women's clothes and Ms. Stratford's panties.

Ms. Stratford catches him cross-dressing and forces him to perform sexually on a public site. Things get hotter when one of her friends comes over. Eli preforms well earning not only accolades from the viewers, but several hundred dollars in tips.
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Owen Jones is the most capable financial investor in the country—as long as he’s wearing Dasha Cavendish’s panties, his boss’s wife. When Quincy Cavendish catches Owen in a compromising position with his wife. Not only is he screwing her, but he’s wearing lingerie.
Owen gets fired. His life spirals out of control. He’s broke. Nowhere to turn he receives a Tantalizing Proposition. One he can’t refuse. An offer that will allow him to unleash his potential as a financial investor but unveil his true inner nature as a sissy.
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Howie is on the verge of marrying Abbey, the girl of his dreams. But, he’s got some concerns about her past. Abbey’s hiding something, but neither the family attorney, Josh, nor Howie knows how big the surprise is. Abbey refuses to have sex with Howie until there married. So, Howie waited, thinking it was virtuous.
Howie waited patiently because he loved Abbey and enjoyed her friendship. It was a long wait, but that wait was finally over. Now, in a secluded beachfront cottage, Howie gets down to business.

On their first night alone, Howie discovers the one thing Abbey forgot to mention, and Abbey has a big honeymoon surprise for him. It’s something other girls don’t have—and it’s much bigger than the one Howie has between his legs.

He can’t divorce her: Divorce would require the family attorney to cease paying his trust fund stipend and after Abbey raises more money than Howie for his run for mayor and his non-profit. Abbey demands sex, and in ways Howie never imagined. Howie submits to her kinky desires because he does love her, and other than the surprise between her legs, she is the perfect wife,

Sissy Used By A Thug: BBC For Crossdresser

Angel is a cop. Angel crossdresses in secret. Angel only dresses privately, at home, and in slutty, revealing clothes. Pretending to be a slut relieves the stress of the streets. Saturday night is Angel the sluts night, when Jessica, his girlfriend, goes out for a girl’s night out. He has never gone out publicly until he hears a rumor about Jessica.

Angel decides to do some undercover work. He dresses as slutty as possible because his destination is a nightclub known to cater to sluts, whores, loose women, thugs, and gangsters. He knows vice has raided the club numerous times for reports of public sex in the backrooms, bathrooms, hallways, and alleys.

The slut who takes over when Angel crossdresses is happy, ready to strut her stuff. Angel just wants to find his girlfriend. The slut in Angel takes over and can’t resist a trip to the backroom with a thug.

Sissy Used BY Thug is a First Time Crossdressing Story that includes: Straight to gay crossdressers, Crossdresser Public Sex, BBC For Crossdresser, Thug For Crossdresser, and Sissy Used By Thug.

A Sissy's Special Punishment: Forced Crossdressing, Femdom, First Time Feminization

Jake Barlowe has just won a high-profile case for the wealthiest man in the world. He should be happy, but he isn’t. He hates his client, Sebastian Oliver. He hates how he destroyed Oliver’s accuser’s reputation again. But his job as an attorney is to defend his clients, even scum like Oliver. After a night of drinking with Oliver, Barlowe leaves the party drunk and drives home. With two DUIs under his belt, he can ill afford another one, which would be a felony and possibly send him to prison.

On his way home, he’s pulled over by Sheriff Avery, the sister of the woman Oliver harassed and the woman he embarrassed on the witness stand. Sheriff Avery has a special punishment lined up for Barlowe, or he can accept the more traditional and legal penalty for driving drunk, a year in jail.

For starters, Sheriff Avery dresses Barlowe up as a naughty schoolgirl and forces her to perform community service on two of the prisoners in her jail. But his special sissy punishment isn’t over. It’s just beginning. Follow Barlowe’s new life as Kandy, as Monica Avery and her sister Sheriff Avery teach Barlowe how to be a good sissy and serve their kinky desires.
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Charlie Wilde was born male, or so everyone thought.
When her equipment started growing, it was evident that he was a she.
And yet her equipment down under was bigger than most women ever imagined.
Charlie hid her package and avoided sex until one night.
Her girlfriends get the surprise of a lifetime.
In the morning, everyone leaves happy.
This title includes Shemale lesbian, Shemale on female, oral sex, and group sex.

A Crossdresser's Wild Workout: BBC For Crossdresser 

Henry wants to be Hazel full time, his cross-dressing other half. Hazel wants to break free from her monotonous routine: dressing up to kill on Saturday night, trolling the trans pickup apps, and being disappointed.

The guys this Saturday night are driving her insane with shallow, monotonous questions. She wants, no needs sexual satisfaction, but she knows she’s not getting it from any of these guys.

One guy asks what are you looking for? She responds: A knight in shining armor. Frustrated and thinking it might be a good joke, she updated her profile. She runs in her new white booty shorts to test her new primer, foundation, and setting spray.

Will it hold out as advertised? Hazel gets more than she expects when she gets lost, and her knight in shining armor rescues her, but there is a price to pay.

Sissy Cuckold Harem: Femdom Harem

Oscar Yarrow is a timid and unassuming man who harbors a secret desire to embrace his feminine side. He yearns for the touch of a dominant woman, one who will take him under her wing and guide him on his journey towards sissification. When he meets a sophisticated and alluring woman, he can't resist joining her exclusive club known as the Sissy Cuckold Harem. The training he undergoes is intense and demanding, but Oscar is determined to prove himself worthy of being the perfect Sissy Cuckold for his Mistress. With each passing day, he begins to shed his old identity and fully embrace his new role as her devoted servant. But can he truly become the ultimate Sissy Cuckold that she desires? Only time will tell as Oscar continues on his path of transformation and submission.
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