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This book contains explicit sexual content, including themes of feminization, public risk, chastity, BBC, and psychological transformation. For mature audiences 18+ only.



Chapter 1: The Mask

Mark Thompson sat in his cubicle on the 14th floor, staring blankly at a spreadsheet. His tie felt like a noose. The cheap dress shirt scratched against skin that had been shaved smooth the night before. Underneath the boring gray slacks, a tiny pink chastity cage hugged his shrunken clit — a constant, throbbing reminder of who he really was.

Every few minutes his mind drifted back to 3:12 a.m. — the taste of thick Black cum still coating his throat, the ache in his well-fucked hole, the way his fake tits had bounced while he was railed against a car in the parking garage.

He was Mandy at night.
He was Mark during the day.
And the gap between them was growing unbearable.

At 5:30 p.m. the office finally emptied. Mark practically ran to his car, heart racing with anticipation and shame. The second his apartment door locked behind him, the transformation began.

He stripped naked in front of the full-length mirror. The boy staring back looked so wrong.

First came the shaving — every inch until his skin glowed. Then the makeup: heavy lashes, contoured cheeks, glossy cock-sucking pink lips. The long platinum blonde wig with soft curls. The realistic D-cup silicone breasts glued firmly to his chest. Pink chastity cage locked tighter than usual. Tiny white pleated micro-skirt, sheer white thigh-high stockings with satin bows, clear 7-inch platform heels, and a cropped baby-tee that read “Free Use BBC Slut.”

Mandy looked in the mirror and exhaled in pure relief.

“There you are,” she whispered. “I missed you so fucking much.”



Chapter 2: Nighttime Freedom – Escalating Risk

She hit the streets like a woman possessed.

First stop: the adult bookstore gloryhole. Mandy dropped to her knees and worshipped three anonymous Black cocks, swallowing every drop. Then the park restroom where a tall bull bent her over the sink and fucked her raw while people walked by outside.

By 1 a.m. she was in the back of a stranger’s SUV in a crowded parking garage near the clubs, riding reverse cowgirl while two other men filmed and jerked off onto her face. Cum dripped from her chin onto her fake tits as she came hands-free in her cage for the third time that night.

Every load, every “good girl,” every slap on her ass reminded her who she really was.

But the clock never stopped.



Chapter 3: The Nightly Ritual – 4:17 a.m.

Mandy stumbled back into her apartment, legs shaky, body sticky, makeup ruined in the most beautiful way.

She stood under the harsh bathroom lights and began the ritual she hated more than anything.

First, the wig. She lifted it gently, feeling the long blonde curls slip away. Short, boring male hair underneath.

Next, the breasts. She peeled the silicone away and placed the heavy, perfect tits on the counter — lifeless now.

Makeup removal took the longest. Layer after layer of slutty glamour disappeared down the drain. The pretty sissy face vanished. The ordinary boy stared back.

She folded the cum-stained skirt and top with trembling care. The stockings were hand-washed and hung to dry. Heels went back in their box.

Finally, the boy clothes: plain boxer briefs, baggy jeans, oversized hoodie.

Mandy — no, Mark — stared at the stranger in the mirror.

The same person who had begged for BBC in public just hours ago now looked like any other forgettable guy. The contrast was devastating.

Tears welled up.

“Why do I have to do this every single night?” she whispered, voice cracking. “Why can’t I just stay?”

She crawled into bed still tasting cum, clutching a pair of pink panties under her pillow, and cried herself to sleep.



Chapter 4: The Cracks Widen

The next three nights followed the same pattern, each one harder.

Tuesday night she got fucked in a downtown alley by two bulls who made her repeat “I’m just a white sissy cum rag” while they used her. The ritual at 4 a.m. nearly broke her.

Wednesday she sucked off four men at a house party and came home glowing, covered in semen. The detransition left her sitting on the bathroom floor for twenty minutes.

Thursday she almost got caught.

She had been so deep in sissy space that she almost walked into her building still wearing the wig and heels. She barely made it to the elevator before ripping everything off in panic. That night’s ritual was violent — she scrubbed her face until it was raw.

By Friday the hunger was unbearable.

During lunch she locked herself in the office bathroom stall, pulled out her phone, and watched BBC hypno while touching the cage. She almost came just from the denial.

That night she went harder than ever — three locations, seven loads, one risky creampie in a public park restroom while someone knocked on the door.

When she got home at 5:10 a.m., she couldn’t even start the ritual right away. She stood there in full sissy mode, cum still drying on her face, staring at the mirror.

“I don’t want to take you off,” she told her reflection. “I want to go to work like this.”

But she did it anyway.

The boy in the mirror looked more broken than ever.



Chapter 5: Breaking Point

Saturday night she stayed home and did something new.

She set up her phone and recorded herself — fully dolled up, caged, plugged, and leaking.

For almost an hour she confessed everything to the camera:

“How much I hate being Mark.
How every single night the ritual destroys me.
How I dream of burning all my boy clothes.
How I want to be a full-time sissy cum slut for Black Men.”

Then she edged herself for two hours without cumming, repeating mantras until she was a sobbing, desperate mess.

At 5 a.m. she performed the full ritual on camera — transforming from glowing sissy to broken boy while crying.

She watched it three times and came hands-free in her cage while sobbing.



Chapter 6: The Decision

Sunday morning Mark called in sick.

He spent the entire day as Mandy.

No ritual. No boy clothes. Just her — cooking, cleaning, dancing around the apartment, filming more content, riding her largest dildo while hypno played.

At 11 p.m. she stood in front of the mirror again.

This time she didn’t take anything off.

She looked herself in the eyes — full makeup, wig, fake tits, lingerie — and made a promise.

“Soon,” she whispered. “Soon I won’t have to change back. I’m going to find a way. I’m going to be Mandy all the time.”

She crawled into bed still fully dressed as her true self and fell asleep with a smile.

The boy clothes stayed in the closet.

For the first time in months… she didn’t detransition.
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