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Chapter One

I’m trapped in a role that society has carved out for me, and I can’t shake the sense of deception that comes with it. Though I’ve been with women, I still consider myself a virgin. Why, may you wonder? It’s not because I haven’t had sex. Oh no, I’ve had plenty of sex, and most people might even say I’m pretty experienced. Others have seen it as an enviable parade of women. I saw it as empty. I wanted something dirtier and nastier and wasn’t interested in love. Romance. I wanted kink. Down and dirty.

You see, the real me, the femboy slut inside me, has never been touched. Never been penetrated. Never been degraded and defiled. Not yet. Not in that way. But that is about to change. Tonight maybe. I hope. Tonight, I embrace the slutty femboy inside of me. Tonight I let her play.

So far, my life has felt like I’m playing a part in a grand play on the world’s stage. I get up and slip into one of my tailor-made suits, which I pay for as a high-earning stockbroker. I make lots of money. I don’t take shit, at least at work. But I’m acting. I’m playing a role. The guy. Until a couple of months ago, I surrounded myself with trappings of success. More suits. I took my female dates out on expensive dinners, but I’m not interested in them, at least not them, but their clothes, how they do their hair, and their nails. Men admire me. Little do they know what I think or crave. I buy more guy stuff to hide what’s been locked away since… well, forever, concealing my true self.

I don’t want it. The normal life. What I want is something so taboo. So dirty. So nasty. If I did it, I’d have to hide it. I grapple with that desire—that first experience with another man. Not just any experience. I want to be used like a toy. I think I’d like to be someone’s cumdump. Not just any dude. I wanted a special kind of man. I want a man that has a big black cock dangling between his legs. I want a man, an alpha from head to toe, to own me. Make me his. Paint my face, and destroy my sissy femboy ass whenever he wants. I want him to unchain me from the boring, mundane life I’ve been living and make me his. I yearn for the liberation of being owned, a toy to some thug, and to shed my inhibitions and embrace my authentic self—a femboy sissy slut. Yet, I’m torn by the thrill and fear of exploring a long-hidden side of me.

In the last few months, I have gone from hiding my femboy persona, at least from myself, and embraced my femboy identity each weekend. I love the dirty, nasty feeling of slutty clothes on my skin and my sexy pixie cut. Just a touch of eyeliner and mascara, and I’m ready. But ready for what?


Chapter Two

I signed up for a gay online hookup site for the first time tonight, Friday night, and posted a nasty picture of myself. One of hundreds I’d taken over the last months. Never sharing them. But wanting to, so bad. I dyed my pixie cut pink, slipped into my favorite ultra-short black and red plaid schoolgirl skirt, the skirt so short half my ass showed, split by my sexy black thong. The bralette came next. A little eyeshadow was all my femboy face needed. Taking one last look in the mirror, I imagined all the horny men, stroking their hard, throbbing cocks fantasizing about what they could do to my ass.

What would I let them do to me? Degrade me? Sure! Humiliate me? Why not? Make me their personal cumdump for the night. Hell yeah! I hope. I couldn’t wait to snap more fuck me photos and arouse the world of horny men.

Once my profile picture was live, I studied it, and damn was I proud of it. Black men should use my ass. I imagined how my creamy white, jiggly cheeks would look getting slapped by a big black hand as his cock split me wide. The super tight bralette, the black fabric clung to my femboy chest like a second skin, the words “cumslut” emblazoned across my chest in bold, white letters. I loved the way it looked, the way it made me feel dirty, slutty, and utterly shameless. The fishnet stockings, standard equipment for a slut.

Horny guys flooded my app with nude pics and horny, desperate messages. It was like nothing I’d ever experienced before. The response was immediate and overwhelming. Clearly there was a great need for femboy cum dumps. Their thirst for a slut was overwhelming. I could feel their ache to shove their cocks down my throat, begging for a mouth or ass to quench their need. I could almost feel their hunger. Like it or lump it dick pics, accompanied by aggressive texts that left me confused. Who do I pick? How do I answer them all?

“I want to cum on your ass.”

“You can cum anywhere you want,” I replied.

“Home alone, close by, hungry for whiteboi mouth.”

“I love big black cock.” I answered.

“Want to get gangbanged?”

I did. But I ignored that one for now.

More pics, more messages.

“That ass needs used.”

“It does. How big is it?” I replied with my standard question. I had my standards.

Many didn’t respond after that question arose. No matter. I wasn’t interested in little dicks or nervous guys. I wanted an alpha male. Dominant. A man who knew what he wanted. My mouth. My ass.

It was wild. I couldn’t answer them all. I sifted through them, deleting the white guys, nothing personal, but I was dead set on a BBC. When I ran across a black guy, I deleted those with cocks that didn’t meet my standards. Still, the avalanche of raunchy texts overwhelmed me, and the attention was sexually arousing.

“Up for anything?”

“Yes!” I replied. As long as your cock’s nice and thick and long, I thought.

“Can you deep throat?”

“Of course!” I said with no thought. I could deep throat a nine-inch plastic cock, but a real live throbbing piece of manflesh, I’m not sure. How different could it be?

“I need a slutty little cock whore. When?”

“Send pic. I need big black cock.” I replied.

Fuck! All this dirty talk was making me horny. I needed cock, but who do I chose? I worried that I’d never find one that met my standards. Most of the nasty message had cocks smaller than eight inches. Big. But I was out for a real ride. The ride of my life.

“Sorry.” I said, “I need something bigger.”

“Bitch.” Many replied before blocking my profile.

No worries, the deluge continued after I posted more revealing images.

“I wanna cum on that pretty face.”

I imagine the sensation—the sticky, warmth of cum mingling with my mascara and creating a work of nasty abstract art. Thinking about it makes me smile, makes my cock throb, dribble precum. Every fiber of my being wants this—needs it. The thrill of it all—the forbidden. Oh, how I crave it. The thought flits in my mind until I’m dizzy with desire.

But when he sends me his cock pic. I know he’s not the one, and I move on. The messages and cock pics seemed endless. I could hardly keep up with them. But where are the studs? The alphas with meat that will break me, make me choke, split me open. The thought occurred to me that I might be too picky. Too many didn’t meet my standards. Was being a size queen going to deny me any pleasure? Would my night end with me making love to my life-size doll or one of my assortments of plastic toys?

I wanted a real, live throbbing, sizzling piece of flesh in my mouth tonight. I wonder if I should lower my standards?

No! I am going to catch a monster cock!


Chapter Three

Frustrated at the bullshit, the lies and stories about cock size I was just about to call it a night when a profile hit the nail on the head, fulfilling all my requirements for my first gay experience. His profile stood out not because he had a witty bio. There was no face pic, imagine that. What did I need with his face, anyway? I didn’t care whether he had blue eyes, had a beard, or enjoyed going for long walks in the park hand in hand. What the rest of his body looked like was of little consequence to me, as long he possessed a long, thick black cock. And he did. So, what did I care about the rest?

But when he sent me a picture of his naked body. All muscle. He was twice my slender femboy body weight or more. I wondered if he’d break me. He was a menacing presence, his ebony skin contrasted with the chaotic maze of gang tattoos scrawled across his chest and arms. This guy was not only a black man, but a thug. A black thug. I should be worried, but a certain arousal came from the danger. And most importantly, did I mention it? Between his legs dangled a monstrous cock, the length and girth were nothing short of formidable, a symbol dominance. The man of my dreams. The thug’s profile claimed he was a SissyMaker. His message was simple: “Need mouth. Need ass. Now.”

That was it. There was no pretense of what the night would be about, I would be me on my knees sucking a BBC cock. Or taking it up my ass. My heart raced. I was ready to get down and dirty, to let loose and have my face painted. My ass used. I knew that with this guy, I was in for the ride of my life.

We exchanged a few tantalizing messages, and at his request, I exposed every inch of my body. Each message and image I sent humiliated me further, reinforcing what my role would be if he came. If I agreed. The attention of exposing my body was intoxicating. But I wanted more. Much more. I needed to let loose, shed my pride, and abandon my inhibitions to immerse myself in a world of raw, unrestrained submission. A world of kink and taboo pleasures. A world so different from the mundane existence I portrayed to the public.

Then the moment of decision came, “Address.”

Phone in my hand, my heart pounding, my cock throbbing, I walked to my closet stared at my tailored suits. The ties. The skin of the other me. The one I needed to survive. The one that surrounded me during my weekdays and would destroy me if they ever found out about my femboy side.

I type in 3408. The number of my house. It was real. This was happening. I hesitate. I delete it. Type it again. Delete it. My finger hovers over my phone’s screen. I wanted this. This was my fantasy. To meet with a stranger and have him throat fuck me till I beg him to stop. Hell, I wanted him to use my body like a toy. But was I ready? Was I up for it? Was I willing to risk being outed? My neighbors would bring out the torches and pitchforks if they knew. I struggled to think of a reason a thug would come into my house. Could I face that?

Phone in hand, I run to my second-floor window, the one that has a full view of anything and everything that happens in our cul-de-sac. I pull back the drape and glance over the neighborhood—the collection of neat, cookie-cutter houses with neatly landscaped yards and the SUVs in the driveways—my middle-class world, the world I belonged to, the world I would risk losing if I went through with my plan and anyone found out. I could hear the gossip, people staring and pointing at my house.

“Jay sucks cock.”

“Black cock.”

“He sucked the cock of a criminal.”

“On his knees.”

“He not only sucks his cock he begs for it.”

I watch as everyone goes about their regular Friday night routine. I watch as the vanilla world goes about cooking, walking, and scrutinizing what happens in their nice, neat little world. Fuck, they’re all going to see a black man entering my home. A man six four, easy, and two hundred fifty pounds of muscle. Tatted up. What if they see me when I open the door, dressed in my skimpy skirt, and what if someone discovers my gay hookup site profile?

I glance at my headline and my sissy femboy picture. “Sissy Cumdump Looking for BBC.” I gaze at the image, a slutty schoolgirl. I love my look. It’s so revealing. I love it when men send me messages complimenting my femboy body. The adrenaline surges through my veins. What will SissyMaker want me to do? The possibilities whisper in my mind as I imagine him walking in my front door, “You’re mine now, whiteboi. On your knees and worship superior black cock.”

I imagine him bending me over, hands on the windowsill, my face staring into the neat, vanilla world I live in. Terror grips. As I realize once I take that first step to being a femboy cumslut I’ll never stop. It will be my life every weekend, reduced to serving BBC night and day all weekend long. I longed to break free of the vanilla world. But I didn’t. I wanted this. I needed this.

My hand hovered above the next letter in my address. I stared out the window at the orderly world of my neighborhood. I panicked. How could I go from fantasizing to doing, from the safety of envisioning to the recklessness of being? Could I take such a reckless step? Such a leap out of comfort into chaos?

“Address! Now! You want me to paste your face with my cum, slut!” Sissy Maker demands.

Oh, fuck did I ever. I wanted it. I needed it.

“?” His message pressed me for my address.

I type in “C,” The first letter of my street. I was so close to living my taboo fantasy in real life. But when it came right down to it, was I ready? What would people think? What would I think?

The panic rose in my throat, and my pulse was a hammer that blurred out all thoughts except one. It was the same impulse that had been chattering in my mind for years: my first gay experience.

I was almost there. I typed “E.”

I paced, the familiar ache to be used gripping me. No, it wasn’t just an ache anymore; it was a consuming need. It used to be I only felt it when I slipped into my femboy cosplay outfit, and loaded up on the mascara and my favorite slutty eyeshadow. But the need had intensified. I got hard at work thinking of getting used. Taking a leak, I violated the sanctity of the men’s room and fantasized about getting down on my knees, the line for my femboy mouth wrapped around the hall. Night and day, seven days a week, twenty-four hours a day my body craved to be a cumslut for a BBC. I ached to wrap my lips around a real cock instead of the lifeless plastic toys I’d been using.

I yearned 24/7 for a warm, throbbing cock attached to a body and the weight of a firm hand on the back of my head forbidding me to do anything but deepthroat, claiming my throat as his. My skin tingled with the thought of submitting, of surrendering completely to the desire that thrummed through my veins. My cock throbbed. My ass craved invasion.

That part of me that needed to die wouldn’t let go. I know what would. Sissy Maker’s monster cock. He could do it, fuck me into submission. Throat fuck me until I accepted who I was. A cumslut.

Why I chickened out, I’m not sure. But I bailed. Maybe I was terrified of surrendering to the depths of taboo and my first experience as a femboy cumslut.


Chapter Four

The thrill, the unquenchable need that itched beneath my skin, didn’t let me rest. Night and day, for fourteen agonizing days, my need to become a good slut for a BBC went unfulfilled, and that ache that consumed me so completely grew. I thought of it constantly. While at work, while at the gym, while surrounded by friends who would have spewed their beer out if they only knew what I was thinking. I was like the junkie forced into detox. I stroked my cock to the porn that made me crave my first gay experience even more. Femboys getting used, degraded, bred like the needy little cumsluts they were. My obsession spiraled into my every waking thought and my dreams at night. Sissy porn on my mind, sissy porn on my phone. I jerked off at work, hidden behind the stall door while I watched femboys getting nailed. I jerked off so much my cock ached.

When I went on the hookup site again, I was determined that I would not bail. I would not chicken out. But how was I going to accomplish that? The answer came in sissy hypnosis. I thought it would assure I became the cumslut I knew I could be. I devoured video after video to brainwash all doubt and hesitation away. I saturate my mind with BBC cocks using a whiteboi’s pretty mouth. Over and over. I got lost in femboy’s getting fucked. After hours of the voices, the voices whispered to me nonstop, “You want to be a sissy cumslut.” “Suck cock.” “Submit to superior big black cock.” “You will be a whiteboi cumslut.” “You have one purpose in life: cock.”

I pretended to work as I watched Sissy hypnosis videos, my headset hiding what I was hearing from my coworkers. I listened until every waking moment, the whisper in my mind egged me forward to do what I was born to do. My purpose in life, cumslut was now implanted in my mind, a constant loop, a constant push to be a big black cock slut without a care about what anyone thought. The videos reinforced my craving.


Chapter Five

Two weeks later, I was ready. It was a Friday night. I dressed the same as before in my slutty schoolgirl outfit and back on the hookup site. My heart hammered like crazy as my fingers shook while typing a message to SissyMaker. “Hey, do you need a mouth?”

I wait. Ignoring the flood of messages and offers. Twenty long minutes ticked by, I was certain I’d pissed him off by flaking on him. My heart thudded against my ribs; my cock stretched the panties I wore. I sat unmoving, my bottom lip tight between my teeth.

The seconds turned into minutes, and then suddenly SissyMaker answered. “At work. Sorry. Show me what you got.”

“?” I answered.

“I got some time. I want to get off. Show me something hot.”

What do I do?

“?” I answered.

“Yo, slut. Get that dildo ready. You want this dick? Show me how you’ll handle it, and beg for it, like the little whore you are!”

He sent me his video chat address, and then I spent fifteen minutes adjusting my phone, carefully angling it on the tripod to ensure the camera caught everything. I checked the lighting and tested the sound to confirm every moan from my lips would be audible. Finally, satisfied that he’d get the whole show, I started slow, taking my time, savoring the exquisite fantasy that burned through me, the thought of SissyMaker watching, phone in one hand, cock in the other, his desire mounting as I made my porn star debut.

I teased the rubber cock with my lips, imagining it was his, and I was his plaything. My heart pounded with need as I sucked, softly moaning, bobbing faster and faster.

I was sure he could see how I craved him; how desperate and needy I was to submit. I teased him more, letting the plastic cock pop out of my mouth, trailing it over my lips, imagining him getting closer to cumming as he stared at his phone. I wonder if he’s hard. Was I slutty enough? Worry sets in. Why hasn’t he said anything? Was he still watching? Was I making him hard? Would he groan when he blew his load? Oh fuck, what if someone else was watching? That thought only makes me hornier. More enthused to put on a good show. I imagine ten thugs watching me. Behind bars. Cocks out. Stroking.

Oh, fuck the thought of ten thugs stroking their cocks. As I sucked, kissed and licked the fake black cock, the idea of ten hardened criminals shooting their loads while watching me made me shiver with euphoria. Fantasizing about my femboy lips around their cocks. I was wild with the need to serve, driven beyond restraint, my body lost to the desire.

SissyMaker speaks, “Ride it slut.”

I obeyed and rode the dildo. I lost myself, mind and body unraveling as my cock flopped and jiggled wildly. Frenzied, my breaths came quick as I bounced like the good cumslut I ached to be. Out of control, crazy with the urge that pounded through my veins, I couldn’t stop myself. Didn’t want to stop. I went wild. I’d never ridden my dildo so passionately. Up and down. Driving my hips down and back up in a frenzy motivated by the need to serve, driven to be his slut.

“Please!” I shouted, my voice shaky as I begged for the honor of servicing Sissy Maker’s BBC. I dropped my hips, taking every inch of the plastic cock as I had done on so many lonely nights proving I could take it all, take anything he wanted to give me.

“Please, I’m begging you! I’m nothing without your gorgeous black cock in me, filling me, using me. I’m yours to use, however you want. I need it more than anything. Please, make me your slut.”

I was so far gone I couldn’t think, a crazed desperation shot through me, imagining his face watching me from the screen. I left nothing to his imagination, my skirt hiked to my waist, my panties long gone as I rode what I wished was his enormous cock. My mascara dripped from my eyes as the sweat of my frenzy, of the dildo plunging in and out of my hungry femboy ass.

Was I good enough? Was I as hot as he wanted? Out of my mind, I showed him all of me, my precum spattering my belly as my cock flopped up and down. I showed my need. My craving.

I couldn’t control myself anymore, desperate for that huge black cock. I screamed, desperation filling my voice, “I need you to fuck me now, Sissy Maker. To take me and use me like the slut I am.”

I got no answer. The silence stretched out between us, yet I felt his presence. My fingers inched toward my erection as I begged. “I’m thinking about how you would do it, how rough you’d be. I need that.”

I went back to riding the cock. Was I doing it right? “Good girl, I’m proud of you.”

My heart raced. I continued to ride the dildo like my life depended on it. “Yo, grab that cock and bust one out for me, right now.”

His demand sent shivers down my spine. I wrapped my fingers around my aching shaft, stroking faster and faster until I felt the familiar pressure building in my balls. I yanked my hand away, as my hips bucked as I approached orgasm. The sensation was overwhelming—knowing that he was watching me cum, that he was responsible for this intense pleasure coursing through my body...it was more than I could take.

“Please,” I begged between gasps for air, “fuck me... I’m ready...”

“What are you ho?”

I screamed. “Cumdump. I’ll be your cumslut. Every weekend. All weekend long.”

I hoped he would see how desperate I was. I couldn’t stop, wouldn’t stop. “Please... please...”

My cock was about to explode. My ass welcomed every inch, and I couldn’t hold back. Couldn’t slow down. Couldn’t stop. My body shook, wet and frenzied and dizzy with how much I wanted it. A moan rose from my throat, and I couldn’t focus on anything except the aching need to be used. I grabbed my cock again and three strokes later, my body jerked, spasmed and convulsed every muscle tight as I shot my load all over the floor. I waited for a response. And waited. After an hour, I realized he had vanished.

I settled into a movie, midway through, a message from SissyMaker caught my attention: “Yo slut, drop that address now, no more chances. Next Friday, 8 PM sharp. Leave that door unlocked, be on your knees, mouth open, ready to serve this superior black cock, whiteboi.”

The sissy hypnosis took over and reminded me of who I was, of who I desperately needed to be. The images and the voices had drained me of hesitation: I sent my address.


Chapter Six

The week drags on and on and on and on. Seven agonizing days pass as I’m torn between the need to be used and the fear of going through with it, the fear of forever being a cumdump. I busied myself with work, trying to shut out the doubts that nagged at my mind. Was I a cumslut? What had I done? Oh fuck, what have I done?

Panic. I tried to pretend otherwise, but it gripped me so hard I ached. I don’t even know this guy.

Arousal. But the anonymity of it thrills me.

Humiliation. What if one of my nosy, goody two-shoe neighbors walks by, sees my door open, and, worried, walks up to my door, and I’m on my knees? Mouth open, dressed like a slut. My sissy hypnosis videos provide with my answer: suck your neighbor’s cock.

The panic, the anticipation, the craving was a drug that wouldn’t let go. It consumed me, devoured everything. I jerked off how many times I couldn’t tell you, thinking about getting used. Part of me relished the dread, the way it made me shiver beneath my tailored suits, knowing that if I went through with it, my life would change forever. Did I want my life to change forever? Did I want to be a sissy cumslut? Yes, I did. I watched another 100 videos, jacked off another 100 times.

It’s Friday. My cock is hard. My resolve is hard. I will not bail. I’ve got this. 7:30 PM. I’m a sissy cumdump. I will be a slut tonight; my heart pounded wildly in a strange mixture of panic and desire as I readied.

In my sexy schoolgirl skirt, my bralette that proclaimed my purpose in life as a cumslut on. I sat on the edge of my bed, slipping into my thigh stockings, wondering what he was going to do to me. The question churned as the fishnet stockings slid up my legs. I didn’t need to answer the question; I already knew. Care of the hundreds of hours of sissy hypnosis the answer repeats like a mantra: whatever he wants, slut.

I pace, waiting for the moment. Eight comes. No message. Eight thirty comes, and still nothing. Did he pimp me? I pace more, then the message comes. “ETA ten minutes. Assume the position.”

I sprint to the front door, fumbling with the lock. My cocks so fucking hard right now I can’t believe it. I open the door, my heart pounding and my palms sweaty. I sink to my knees ready to be a good cumslut. The sounds of the neighborhood surround me. The chatter of people walking and talking fills the air. People I know. A lawnmower drones on in a nearby yard as I wait for a car to pull into my driveway.

I’m straining to keep my mouth open waiting for SissyMaker’s cock to christen me into a new world. Time crept. I wondered. Doubt. Did he change his mind? Did he...?

And then I hear the deep rumble of an engine as a car pulls into the drive. A car door creaks open, slams shut, and the longest minutes of my life as I wait for his cock. My stomach flips, my cock jerks. It’s happening.

I closed my eyes as he instructed. He opens my door with purpose. Doesn’t close it. I don’t care. The delicious thrill makes my cock throb in my panties. He’s here! 

My lips tremble with my need to be his slut. I can feel him close, staring down at me. I remained kneeling, my eyes squeezed shut, feeling his presence loom over me. The anticipation was almost too much to bear as I waited for him to speak. “What are you?” he repeated, his voice deepening with desire.

My heart raced as I knew what I had to say. “A cumslut, sir,” I whispered. “I’m here to take every inch of your cock and prove that I’m the perfect little slut for you.”

I felt him approach, and my panties became damp with excitement. He gripped my pixie cut like he owned me; my eyes opened briefly, and a shiver of pleasure rippled through me. “Did I tell you to open ’em?”

I shut them tight, before I did, I took one long look at him. God, he was big. Gripping my hair, he pulled me to my feet, turned me around, and positioned me against the wall. I moaned as he ran his hands down my body, cupping my ass and pulling me even closer against him.

After he had studied every inch of my body with his meaty hands, then with one swift movement, he ripped my panties off and smacked my ass. Again. Then again. And again until it stung.

“That’s for flaking on me.” I heard the sucking sound of him lubing his finger with spit, then a massive finger found my hole. “So tight, just the way I like ’em. But tonight we break in the mouth,” he whispered in my ear as his hard, rough strokes of his finger stretched my hole. “You, my ho? Whiteboi.”

“Oh, fuck yeah. Please take it.”

As he pumped my ass with his finger, he reached around and cupped my cock. “My homey’s need mouth too.”

My cock twitched with arousal.

Sensing the arousal in my cock, he pulled his hand off my cock and said, “That’s the reaction I want.”
 

Shockwaves of pleasure ran through my body as he took control of my mind and body completely. “Please... more,” I begged between gasps for air, wanting him to push me further than ever before.

“Earn it, whiteboi. On your knees.”

I drop. I’m alone with him. He’s so big. So scary. So hot. So, exactly what I need, I want to open my eyes and gaze at him, but he said not to.

He repeats, “What are you?”

“I’m a femboy cumslut, Sir,” my voice trembles as it comes out, filled with desperation. I expect to feel humiliated, but I’m not.

“Yo, whiteboi, now we see just how much of a freak you really are.”

He moves forward. He unbuckles his pants. Unzips them. A moment of worry hits me. And not that the door is still open, or I think it is. Or that I don’t even know this man’s name. Or that he could rob me if he wishes. But I worry that the picture he sent me wasn’t him and the cock about to part my lips won’t be….

“You gonna be a slut?”

“Slut, Sir. I’m gonna be a slut,” In a voice I hardly recognize, I assure him I am a good slut.

He slides a blindfold over my eyes, and when his soft flesh touches my lips for the first time, I know I have nothing to worry about. He’s so big. So, fucking big and he’s not even hard. I wonder how I can take it, and he’s not even in my mouth yet when he tells me.

“I’m gonna choke you whiteboi till you beg me to stop.”

I’m surprised at my enthusiasm. “Yes! Please! Yes!”

His rubs his cock around my lips like he’s applying lipstick. It’s warm, soft, and hard, beating with veins and life, not like my dildos. I’m in heaven.

“Now whiteboi. Get that tongue working we gonna see just how much of a freak you are.”

I do. His cock swells as my tongue explores every inch of the growing flesh. After a minute of exploration, the massive cock is impossible to hold in one hand.

“Now my balls. Lick ’em.”

I turn my head and engorge myself in his balls. A wet slurping sound fills the room as my mouth engulfs his massive, low-hanging balls. He moans and grunts pleased with how I lick and suck his sack. I stroke his cock as I do.

“You’re nothing but a straight-up slut, whiteboi. You’re mine and anyone I want to share you with, and don’t you dare forget it!”

After what felt like an eternity, he said, “Open that mouth, ho. Ready for some superior black cock?”

His hand finds the back of my neck, a powerful, unyielding force. “Open up, whiteboi.”

I do. He’s not gentle. Not that I want him to be. He rams it into my mouth. My jaw cracks. I gag. It’s so fucking huge. I can’t see, but my hands tell me I have a long way to go. He stops. Let’s me get used to it, and then, holding my head firm, he jams it in. The smell of him plows into my brain as my mouth fills with a femboy’s wet dream. I fight the gag reflex. He pulls out. A string of slobber and precum leaks from my mouth.

“What are you?”

“I’m a slut.”

He slaps his cock on my cheeks. “No. You’re my cumslut, whiteboi. Say it.”

I can barely form words. “I’m your cumslut, sir.”

He thrusts in again. I feel my cock throb. I will not jerk off yet. Not until I have permission, but I want to. My hand fidgets on my thigh. I’m not. I’m going to wait.

“That right. Keep that hand away from that cock. It’s mine now, along with the rest of that sissy body. I’ll tell you when to cum.”

Then he starts again. I open wide. He thrusts, shallow at first. I fight the urge to cough. He grabs the back of my head, and I gag, sputter, and drool as he pushes deeper, deeper still. I’ve felt nothing so thick, so warm, so overwhelming. It’s not a dildo, and the size may be more than I can take, but there’s no turning back now. I cough, I drool, I gag as he fucks my mouth to the limit of what I can take. I’m not sure I’ll give him the satisfaction of choking, but I want to. God, I want to.

He lifts my blindfold and pulls out the cock that was choking me and said, “You going to take it all. Or we go all night. Those the rules.”

Up close his cock is massive.

“Yes! Yes! I can take it!”

He wastes no time, puts the blindfold back on, and goes back to humiliating my mouth.

With each thrust, I battle against my limits, eager to leave a lasting impression on him. My heart races, hoping he’ll want to come back for more, again and again. I push myself to prove I’m everything I claim to be. The blindfold wrapped snugly around my eyes heightens every sensation, transforming the experience into something far more intense. The darkness amplifies my anticipation, making every touch feel electrifying. His presence filling my mouth is overwhelming and stimulating, like a powerful force taking over my body. The roughness of his thrusts makes me feel alive, completely used, but in a way that brings me intense pleasure and satisfaction. It’s a rush unlike anything I’ve ever experienced, and I crave more of it, unable to resist the pull of this mind-blowing experience.

He grunts. Drives deep. His balls dangle under my chin. He’s deep in my throat.

“That it. You took it all slut. Damn girl. I like that.”

I feel his flesh twitch. He’s close. Sweat streamed down my face, my cheeks. How long is he going to hold it there? He grunts again, and I know what’s coming. Was I ready for it? Can I take it? God, do I want it. I’m desperate for it. I’ve waited for this moment to become an official cumslut. A good cumdump. So, fucking long. The anticipation is more than I can bear. My cock throbs in my panties and he grunts, again. I’m ready.

Then...

He yanks his cock out of my mouth. He peels off the mask and starts jacking off. My cock leaks, throbs in agony and need, but he wants me to beg for it. I realize. I smile. So, fucking hot. I want it so bad. Am I going to whore myself? Of course. I lick him again, plead with my tongue. I drool, his juices run down my chin, my neck.

“Please,” I grovel, my voice breaking, my cock dripping.

He shoves his cock back in a punishing thrust, and I choke. Gag. I’m out of breath as I brace myself to accept what I’ve craved my whole life. I sputter. My head gets light. My senses shut down. My cock about to explode rips me over the edge into oblivion. Weeks of frantic desire drain from me, and I surrender mentally, dizzy and gasping. I’ve never felt so empty. So, used. So, filled. I am a sissy cumslut and I love it. I can barely think. I can scarcely breathe. All I can do is take his thrusts, hoping soon he’ll blow his load.

How long has it been? I’m not sure. Ten minutes? Twenty? My throat’s sore. Drool streams down my neck. My neck hurts. But I’m hard. Aroused like never.

Then in one swift motion, he withdraws, his breath heavy and ragged. His hand takes over, stroking his cock three times. I brace myself for what’s coming, and soon the warmth of his release spews across my face, marking me as his.

I don’t move. His seed coats my face like a sticky mask, thick and syrupy, drying into a crusty second skin. My heart pounds, wondering what comes next. My cock pulses with need, the air reeks of sweat and sex. He stared down at me, admiring his handiwork.

“Good slut.”

Then he picks up my torn panties, wipes his cock off, zips back up and shoves the panties in my mouth.

“Next week. Same time. Same position. You mine now, whiteboi.”

He turns and leaves. I know what I’m doing next Friday night.


Epilogue

When…

Hell, I didn’t even know his name. He left. He left me on the floor. On my knees. Left. No goodbye. No thanks. Just a demand. “Next week. Same time. Same position. You mine now, whiteboi.”

Did it bother me? Hell no. My erection seems harder. My desire to see him again was more intense than if he’d hugged me. Kissed me goodnight. Held my hand.

I reach up and feel the sticky substance on my face. His seed. I rise, take my ripped panties out of my mouth, and head to the bathroom, turning on the faucet and splashing water onto my skin to wash away the remnants of the encounter. I wash away his seed, almost wanting to let it dry all night. But I scrub it off, as I can’t help but feel a sense of satisfaction and pride wash over me.

Wow! What a night!

And there were more to come. I took a chance and stepped out of my comfort zone to try something new. Even though things got a bit messy…. But what a pleasant mess, it was totally worth it.

With a final rinse, I turn off the water and reach for a towel, drying off my face and neck. I take one last look in the mirror, a small smile playing at the corners of my lips. I will never forget this night. The night I became a cumslut. What a thrilling and taboo experience.

I set the towel down and take a deep breath, feeling satisfied and excited. I thought I would enjoy it. Getting used like a slut. But never in my wildest dreams would I have thought it would be so intense and pleasurable, but here I am, feeling more alive and fulfilled than ever. I run my fingers through my pink hair, savoring the feeling of a night I will forget this night. I turn off the light and walk out of the bathroom, ready to suck some more cock.




THE END
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Sissy Used by Thugs 2: Femboy Gay MM

A white femboy, Kevin, works as a Correctional Treatment Specialist at a federal prison. He provides therapeutic services to inmates, focusing on gang members and helping them prepare for re-entry into society. At home, Kevin explores his feminine side by dressing as a girl and indulging in fantasies of being used by multiple men. He becomes fascinated with the idea of sissy chastity, believing it could help him feel more feminine and submissive. One weekend, he orders a pink chastity cage, and after some hesitation, locks himself in, committing to remain locked for thirty days, even while at work. The constant awareness of the cage makes him feel more delicate and reinforces his desire to embrace his sissy side.

Feminized By My Wicked Stepmom

Jaxon clenched his fists as he stepped out of the police car and into the cold, harsh light of the station. Another fight, another arrest. His stepmother's voice echoed in his head, preaching about how girls don't fight and are easier to raise. Navy, his wicked stepmom, had agreed to an anger management program suggested by Jaxon's attorney to get the assault charges dropped. Reluctantly, Jaxon entered the program, not knowing what to expect.

As he entered the program, Jaxon was met with a heavy emphasis on feminization—from the pink walls and flowery decor to the gentle, soothing voices of the brainwashing. It was like being dropped into a completely foreign and uncomfortable world where his masculinity was constantly under attack. But as he progressed further into the program, he found he liked being a sissy.

Sissy Used By A Thug: Femboy Gay MM 

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.

Boys Craving To Be Girls: Reluctant Feminized, Crossdressers and Sissies Bundle

All these guys in these eight short Transgender Erotic Stories crave to be girls. Some make the transition to sissyhood on their own. Others need a push to get into panties, pantyhose, and lingerie. One thing is for sure: they love their new identities and the sexual perks that come with being feminized.
Forbidden Feminization
Sissy Used By Thugs
Don't Cross(Dress) The Gangster
Crossdresser Craves BBC
A Crossdresser Wild Workout
My Girlfriend's Secret Agenda
Feminized Into A Porn Star
Feminized To Pay The Rent
Enjoy!

he Panty Thief: A Forced Feminization Story (Femdom Feminization)

Jace fantasizes about being forced into feminization constantly. He has urges and sexual desires he can’t control, which leads him to steal women’s panties from the cheerleader’s locker room at the stadium, where he’s a security guard.

Everyone knows there’s a panty thief on the loose. Mary Jane, an especially determined cheerleader, takes action. She tapes Jace wearing her clothes while on the field, cheering the home team on to victory.

With advice from the Human Sexuality professor at college, she decides to feminize Jace and make him pay in a very unusual, sexually humiliating way for the ten pairs of panties he has stolen.

Femdom Dominance Rules: Femdom Feminization 

To survive and thrive as a dealer, Axel slides into the skin of a gangster. He plays the part well. No one suspects that buried beneath the alpha male swagger lies a secret fetish that could ruin everything he’s worked for.

Kai clawed her way out of the ghetto to get into college. To pay her bills, she aids fellow females with male issues. She loves taking the alpha males she deals with down a notch or two. But what Kai hopes for most is not just to take a guy down a notch or two but to humiliate him, strip away every ounce of his masculinity, and then feminize him and make him her plaything. But where does she find a man like that?

When one of Kai’s clients has an issue with Axel, she breaks into his home to ‘solve’ the problem. Kai uncovers Axels’ secret life and hangs it over his head.

Axel is all too willing to let her.

Femdom Dominance Rules is a look into the world of Femdom, Forced Feminization, and BDSM. If you like alpha men who surrender their masculinity and their alpha roles and submit to their Femdom Mistress, then you’re going to love Femdom Dominance Rules. It is a stand-alone short story in Phoebe Pearl’s series: Femdom Forced Feminization.

Feminized: By My Best Friends Mom 

Never in my life would I have imagined that I’d be in a position to fulfill some of my most secret desires. Never would I have imagined that the catalyst for fulfilling my kinkiest fantasy would be my best friend's Mom, Mrs. Bourbon, the richest woman in America.

Luke, My roommate had a particularly strange problem. He refused to masturbate. Six months into our four years at the strict all-male university, he’s failing every class, and struggling on the football field. He needs sexual release.

I’d offer to help, but he’d never allow another guy to take care of his needs. The strangest thing happens, Mrs. Bourbon finds my journal and devises a plan to help her son clear his mind. It’s crazy. It requires pulling off the con of a lifetime and requires me to not only pass as a sophisticated female but perform sexually like a slut.

Mrs. Bourbon sets out to feminize me.

The Story Of A Sissy

John's secret sissy crossdresser life is just that secret! He dresses at home secretly, watches porn and masturbates. What he wants, what he craves, is to have fun with a group of horny guys. John loves being Nympha. He loves being girly, but he's never done anything sexual dressed as Nympha. So, from other crossdressers, he heard that a hotel called The Long Shaft is a great place to pursue his kinky and nasty fantasies. So, that's what he does, he rents a room and dresses, but it takes him ten Saturday nights to step out of his hotel room.
When Nympha garners the courage to go out in public for the first time, she gets more than she bargains for. She meets a man, they have a drink, and on the way back to his room, things get wild. Things get even wilder when three football players catch the two finishing their act of public sex.
The night doesn't end there when Nympha is passed around by four football players and the Daddy type she'd met previously.

Sissy Violation: First Time Crossdresser, Reluctant Feminization, Sissy Crossdresser

Because of his secret desire to crossdress, Jaden steals women's intimates from a store and ends up on probation.
Mr. Ventura, his Probation officer, secretly desires to be with a sissy crossdresser.
Penny, Jaden's best friend, has an idea to get Jaden off probation, change him into a woman, to feminize him.
Jaden agrees to be femininized but reluctantly.
In the end, Mr. Ventura gets his wish, and so does Jaden.


Sinful Sissy Maid: Tricked Into Crossdressing

"Passion ignites into a taboo dagger of submission, cutting through all barriers to exact justice."

Tom is a junior struggling to balance journalism school, rent, and his inner demons. One day, while working as a janitor at his Pulitzer Prize-winning idol's office, Ms. Sanchez offers Tom a chance to use his writing skills and go undercover for a big story. The catch? He must completely shed his masculinity and enter Miss Gigi's sissy training center. Undergoing intense training at Miss Gigi's Sissy Training Center, Mistress Gigi and her sissies transform Tom into Ivy Li. Tom's masculinity fights the MTF transformation, but his reluctance fades as the sissy training progresses.

Once trained in the art of being a sissy French maid, Ivy sets out to take down a corrupt politician and his dangerous criminal network. But as the lines between truth and desire blur, will Ivy be able to stay focused on her mission? Or will her newfound sissy desires consume her? As she navigates this dangerous game of pleasure, submission, and danger, one thing is sure: like her idol, Ms. Sanchez, Ivy Li will stop at nothing to get the scoop and expose the truth, even if it means sacrificing her masculinity.
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I am a passionate writer and love writing erotica. I’m incredibly passionate about creating stories dealing with transgender women, sissyfication, sissy maids, sissy cuckold husbands, femboys and the dominant men and women who love them for who they are.

My stories start from my own experiences and desires. Then I tweak, twist, and amplify those desires and real-life experiences, add a little spice and some of my active, wild, and kinky imagination, and you have a story.
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I sincerely appreciate you taking the time to read my book, and I hope you enjoyed it! If you did, please consider adding and reviewing it. Those little gold stars help me out.

Follow me on:

Bluesky

Tumblr 

PhoebePearlErotica

Amazon Author Page

Thank you again and look for more!
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