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My name is Bailey. I'm a white guy, what you might call in touch with his feminine side. I’m petite. 5'5”, 130 pounds, long brown hair, and pale blue eyes, like a hypnotizing waterfall. Full, kissable lips, the kind that were just made to suck on things, the kind you fantasize getting wrapped around your hard cock, slick with saliva. 

Trust me. I’ve caught more than one dude checking them out before, sneaking a peek when they thought I wasn’t looking. They always tug their crotch after. Dead giveaway.

I’m in amazing shape for my age, mostly because I don’t party or smoke. I’ve got good genes, too. That helps. For sure. Even though I’m almost 26 most people tell me they think I’m 18 or 19.

I’m average in the cock department. Nothing to write home about, but not exactly tiny either. Just... average. I make up for it though, with my insanely round bubble butt. It’s been a gift and a curse my whole life. Having an ass like a chick means guys tease you about it all the time, making excuses to bring it up, but treat you like your own a first date when you’re alone with them later.

I learned early on not to get too close to other guys. At some point, they get weird around me, and then they start calling me names like fag and sissy and cuck. The names don’t really bother me. I’ve always had an active imagination and an overactive libido, and even though I’d never been with a guy, I still was attracted to them enough to know that I was bisexual.

My Uncle Fred and I had just moved into a new apartment in a neighborhood that wasn’t so nice. He’s a great guy, and all the family I have in the world, but he’s not exactly reliable. Between his gambling debts and his get-rich-quick schemes, he wasn’t around much.

I didn’t mind. I liked having the time to myself to play online. Since we moved so much, mostly to avoid paying the bills, I didn’t have many friends. I also didn’t have a job. So when my Uncle got arrested for money laundering and the IRS froze his bank accounts, I knew I was screwed. 

Not knowing what to do, I got drunk and watched television. I needed to come up with a plan to make rent and keep the lights on. The night wore on and I got drunker. I was pretty depressed.

Eventually the late-night cable fare turned to softcore erotica. There was a show on about hookers in Hawaii. I watched in amazement as a hot chick in high heels and underwear leaned into the window of a Cadillac and negotiated sex for money with a large black guy. 

I was so aroused I couldn’t see straight!

“Lucky bitch,” I scoffed, finishing off my beer. “Not only does she get to fuck a huge black cock she gets paid for it. I wish I could do that.”

I shut the television off and pouted. Then it hit me... I could do that! Why not? I even knew where the closest spot was – Packer street. It was a short distance from the new apartment. I could walk there. 

Packer street was a heavy crime area, way worse than my spot. People dealt openly during the day and pimped freely all night. Rumor was, cops were in on the action, getting a cut from the Lords of Packer Street, a notoriously violent criminal enterprise. The Lords controlled all vice in this part of the city. They were not to be fucked with. They did not forgive.

I’d heard rumors since we moved in, and been told to stay away at all costs, day or night. Some people said that white people who got lost on Packer street were robbed, killed, or worse, pimped. And they didn’t just take the girls, either. If the guy was feminine looking enough, like in my case, they supposedly forced him to dress up like a woman and sell his ass. 

The Packer Boyz were feared throughout the city. No one dared disrespect them. They took what they wanted, including people. If one of them liked and claimed me, I’d be his property for life. If they didn’t, they might kill me for being there. There was no third choice. Fuck or die. Feminize or funeral. 

I’d seen a couple Packer Boyz around town, always with their shirts off, showing off their overly ripped physiques. I’d be lying if I said I hadn’t beat off to that image a few times, particularly the one with the tattoos. These guys were built like professional athletes. They spent their spare time fucking like animals, staying lean and hungry.

“I could get them to accept me,” I said, pulling on my jacket. “I’d probably be the hottest slut they’d ever nabbed. I could fuck for a few weeks, earn enough to pay for the rest of the year, then sneak off.”

The idea of it all thrilled me. Never mind that I’d only fantasized about being with a guy before, that the furthest I’d ever gone to being fucked was with a black dildo I hide in my underwear drawer, and that the only hot cum I’d ever tasted came spurting out of the head of my own cock. Like I said, I was loaded, cocky, and out to prove a point. 

Besides, they were just rumors. There was no way the cops knew a notorious gang of thugs were running a crime syndicate in their backyard and they were just looking the other way. Seemed more like a bad crime drama than reality. That didn’t mean it wasn’t a dangerous area. I was definitely taking a risk. I was also horny as hell, dreaming of tasting my first dick.

“Maybe I’ll get robbed,” I said, joking around. “Since I don’t have shit, I will have to suck my way out of it. And swallow every drop. Mmmmm.”

I shaved my body hair, slipped on some gender-neutral clothes, and headed out. Ten minutes later I was entering the notorious street. I was nervous as hell, and with good reason. I’d already been offered crack several times. Other than random dealers, I hadn’t seen a single Lord.

The guy who’d just offered me crystal meth from a car antenna turned and shook his head.

“Don’t go on down there now, ya hear? Ain’t nothing but trouble that way. Deeper you go, longer you stay, if you stay, you won’t be you anymore. You’ll be what they want you to be.”

I smiled. It sounded like what I was looking for. 

I turned and walked confidently in dangers direction. There was a single girl outside, dressed in black satin panties, high heels, fishnet stockings, and an expensive bra. She was smoking. I glanced around. Not a man in sight. 

“You lost, cutie,” she called to me as I came closer.

“I guess so,” I laughed. 

I decided to head back to the apartment and jerk off to porn. I’d seen enough to at least come up with a decent fantasy. Just as I was getting ready to bail, she called out to me.

“You are in the bad part of town,” she giggled, looking me up and down. “You know how dangerous that is? You high?”

She took a drag off her cigarette, and exhaled, looking at me for an answer. I was speechless.

This is why you came here, I reminded myself.

“No,” I managed at last.

“What then?” she asked.

“I’m looking for something else,” I said. 

I was trembling all over. A look of recognition shone in her eyes. 

“I know just what you need,” she assured me with a smile and a wink. “Right this way, dear. Follow me.”

She turned and walked into an open door to the right. I looked around before following her in.
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I was barely inside when someone shut the door, leaving me in partial darkness. Before I could scream, I felt a set of strong hands with iron grip clamp down on both of my wrists tight. I tried to yell out, but a big hand came down over my mouth before I could get a peep out.

I was totally fucked! The rumors were true. I was about to be taken by a group of big, rough black guys.

I felt a pair of hands yank my pants off. The guy holding my wrists shoved me violently to the floor. I was in a total state of shock, unable to believe what was happening to me! I was scared to death but at the same time, I was more aroused than I had ever been in my life. My cock throbbed painfully at the thought of what was coming next. 

I didn’t have to wait long for it either. In an instant the guy who shoved me over got on top of my back. I felt his hot, hard cock press in between my big, bubbled cheeks. Precum drooled freely from it, wetting my whole crack. He slid his lead pipe hard black cock along the slick groove, breathing heavily and mumbling. 

I felt the head of his enormous cock line up with my pucker. Fear coursed through me. I was about to take a huge black cock for my very first time!

Good thing I’m drunk, I thought. And horny as hell. Why does being taken like this turn me on so fucking much? Damn!

I didn’t have time to wonder further. He began pushing in, letting out a deep moan as he split my ass in two with his monster cock. 

“Shit,” he yelled. “This bitch is tight as fuck. This shit is virgin tight.”

I could feel him pulling back to avoid cumming early, and I was grateful. My ass hurt, but it wasn’t as bad as I had expected. In fact, it felt real nice when he was moving, his huge dick prying me wide open and hitting something deep in me that made me cry out like a bitch.

That was all he needed to hear. He pounded my ass hard for a few minutes, until I was out of breath. My face flushed and my hard cock slapped against my soft belly as he crammed his massive black rod deep into me, turning me into his bitch. 
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