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We met online.  He seemed like the answer to my darkest fantasies.  A Black Master who would make me his feminized white sissy.  Sometimes I’d masturbate while we had one of our online chats, but that could prove difficult.  Hard to type and stroke my dick at the same time.  I’d copy our chats and save them to a document so I could read and masturbate while I switched back and forth from the words to porn images.  Hot pictures of white sissies being used by Black Masters with big cocks.

The information on his bio said he was local.  I doubted it and just thought of him as my fantasy Master.  I had been fooled in the past when the people you met online turned out to be either far away or even in foreign countries.  Sometimes people will give themselves away by seeming to have no clue about local sports teams or current local events.  But this Master really did seem to be local.  He knew the geography, highways, local information, etc.  Thinking he was local made me even hornier.  What if my fantasies became real?

I wanted to believe that they could be real.  We would chat almost every day.  He was finding out about me as we talked.  I did not tell him my location, but I did start telling him when and how my submissive sexual nature developed. 

I told him how much I wanted to kneel and serve a Black Master and be his white sissy.  To look up into his eyes while he saw me lick and suck on his big cock.  To have him cum in my mouth and use my face to wipe his cock clean.  To have him call me his bitch while I bent over in front of him and begged him to fuck me.  I’d read all of it while I stroked what he called my little white wiener.  He told me it was too small to be considered a real cock.  Of course, that just made me want to beat off more.

I was being drawn in. This could turn real.  When he proposed a real- life meeting, I immediately said yes or rather “Yes, Master.” There’s an edge to my fantasies.  There’s the thought of being taken and forced and controlled.  A Master making the decisions and using me as he wishes.  He forces me.  He uses me roughly and punishes me if don’t comply.  I don’t have a choice to comply since he makes me do what he wants.  There’s a sense of danger and fear here.  But that fear is also part of the attraction.  I’m not looking for a boyfriend who tops me.  I’m looking for a Master to use me.

He proposed a real- life meeting at a xxx store.  I had been there in the past.  There were videos on DVDs.  Sex toys on the walls.  There didn’t seem to be a whole lot there.  That’s not entirely the truth.  The time I had gone before I was horny but nervous.  Too nervous to investigate what was behind the curtain hanging in front of an entry way to another part of the store.  I wanted to meet some anonymous guy and suck his cock. I told myself that I would do that the next time I came in.  I was just scoping it out that first time.  That’s what I told myself.  What I really wanted was to browse the DVDs and have some guy approach me.  He would say, “Follow me, you cocksucking faggot.”  That’s how I wanted it to happen.  When it didn’t, I just left.

I had exchanged pictures with him, but it was the internet.  So, the pictures could obviously be faked.  My instructions were to wear my normal jeans and t-shirt.  I dream about being feminized but have never dressed on my own.  I ordered some panties once online to take some pictures for an online Master.  But that was about it.  I was supposed to find some pink yarn and tie it through a belt loop and let it hang down to “identify me as a sissy faggot.”  I didn’t think he would have trouble knowing I was there for him.  When I had gone, there had been only a few people there.

I thought that finding a piece of pink yarn or some sort of pink fabric that I could tie on a belt loop would be simple, but I did have to go to a big box store where I picked up a few items I needed and threw in the pink yarn, so it did not stand out.

I read and reread the chat conversations.  I was wearing out my “little white wienie” by beating off several times a day.  But I was finding a bigger difference between how I felt before and after the sexual release I experienced from reading out chats.  Fantasizing about him “gagging me with his big cock” made me feel hot and horny before I came.  After I came, gagging on anything did not seem fun at all.  It was gagging.  Before cumming, fucking me to make me his bitch was hot.  After sexual release, it was painful anal rape.  And that was just the tip of the iceberg.  All sorts of things might happen.  If he were truly in control, it could be very bad for me. 

A lot of writing to say that I basically chickened out.  I meant to write him to tell him the meeting was off, but I didn’t.  What was I going to say?  That I had gotten cold feet.  What could he say to make me feel safe?  Safety wasn’t what I wanted either.  Besides it would make no difference.  There were plenty of sissies and few Masters.  He could easily move on to the next one. 

I was okay for a couple of days after I had missed the meeting.  No use searching for a Master online if I was not going to follow through.  But then, I got horny and needy again.  Back to white sissy porn and beating off.

A couple of days after that I received a message and that he was very angry about my not showing up for the meeting.  He was trying to decide between writing me off completely or punishing me in person if we did meet.  He said that ignoring me was the more proper punishment, but he did have a craving to “pull me across his lap and give me a spanking I’d never forget.”

Of course, being horny, I begged for his forgiveness.  He made me confess to what had made me change my mind.  I told him about having cold feet and chickening out.  I expressed my regret, saying how sorry I was that I had disappointed my Master.  He dug deeper and I told him about all of the masturbation I had been doing.  He said that was the first thing that had to stop.  “Sissies should always be kept horny,” he told me.  “Makes them much more compliant.”
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My Master was right.  If I wanted to make my fantasies real, I would have to stop masturbating and I was only allowed to cum if he gave me permission.  I had to be honest if I failed in this task.  If I was not able to comply, I would have to get a chastity cage.

I promised that I would comply.  To be honest, having a Master in control of my orgasms excited and aroused me.  I wanted him to lock up my little white wienie.  And I wanted to be able to take it off so I could masturbate when I got too horny which in my case would have been five minutes after he put it on me.

It was difficult.  There was no way that I could get caught.  No one watching me.  It would have been so easy to cheat.  But he said that if I kept jerking off, I’d never be horny enough to follow through on my fantasies.  I’d get aroused and I’d touch myself and even give it a few light strokes.  Then, I’d think about what he had said, and I’d stop.

At the next chat, I started out by begging to be allowed to cum.  Maybe that’s how he’d know if I had been compliant.  If I’d been cuming on my own, I wouldn’t have been so desperate.  He allowed me to cum but made me imagine what might have happened if we had met at the store.  I was so aroused that I was wiping up my cum before I even got through the door.  The Kleenex was a mistake.  He wanted me to get used to the taste of cum and wanted me to lick it up when I did cum.  That first time, I had to tongue what I could from the tissue.

After a week, he said that I might be sufficiently compliant that he would risk another meeting.  Same place on a Saturday afternoon.  I was to wear the pink yarn tied to my belt loop again although he said that I’d be easy to spot.  “You’ll be the white sissy so horny, he’s trying to hump the racks.” 

It was a Wednesday when he told me “No more orgasms” until we met.  He didn’t allow me to cum that night and I had a hard time getting to sleep.  I’m sure I slept more than I thought.  But I laid on my stomach that night and ground my groin into the mattress as I kept my hands off. It seemed a safe way of giving into my urges because I didn’t think I could cum that way, and I didn’t.

The next night was a little easier.  Still horny but focused on Saturday.  He wasn’t kidding.  By Saturday, I would be trying to hump the racks.

The smart thing to do would have been to stop looking at porn.  Of course, I didn’t do that.  If anything, I looked at more pictures of white sissies serving big black cock.  Before, I’d watch and after a while of stroking it would get to be too much and I’d cum.  But now, I watched and watched more.  I tried watching a movie on Netflix.  It was funny.  Thoughts of serving a Black Master, kneeling before him and taking his cock into my mouth.  It’s all I could think about while I tried to watch the movie. 

By Saturday, I was walking into the sex shop and thinking that when he touched me, I’d explode in an embarrassing and humiliating episode.  Humiliation being something that aroused me.  I had thoughts of his laughing and making fun of his white sissy boy.  A boy who was so horny that he had no self- control.

I was about fifteen minutes early.  I positioned myself to where I could flip through the DVDs while I kept an eye on the door.  I didn’t even get to look at porn that excited me.  That’s a little bit of a lie.  All porn excites me.  It’s just that some is more up my alley.  If I look at girls with big tits, it makes me think of what it would be like if I had tits.  I was horny and thinking of what it would be like to have him squeeze my tits.  My nipples were rock hard.

I could see a digital clock next to the checkout register.  The appointed time came and went.  I started moving down the aisle of DVDs looking at ones that were more in line with what I wanted.  Generally, I stayed in an area where I could quickly check out the door if it opened which it did a couple of times.  But these were white customers, and I did not worry about them.

This was not entirely true.  I was horny and I did notice them.  If one had approached me, would have sucked a white master’s cock?  Or just a fellow white pervert’s cock?  But I couldn’t do that when I was busy waiting to meet my Master.

Time crawled by and I went from thinking that he was late to thinking he would not be showing up at all.  When it got to be a half hour past time, I decided to leave.  I’d go home and check to see if there were any messages.  Besides, if he hadn’t come to the meeting, then I should be able to masturbate.

After I had gotten home and looked to see if there were any messages, I masturbated.  How could something I had wanted so much, take such a small amount of time.  I almost came with the first stroke.  I struggled to make it last, but I couldn’t help it.  I did lick my hand clean afterwards.

Later in the evening, I received a two- line message from him.  “How does it feel to be stood up?” for the first line.  The second line read “Or did you just chicken out again?”

I told him I had been there and stayed past time by a half hour.  He replied that I should have waited five more minutes.  Then the screen filled with LOL over and over.

It hurt.  It had been payback.  I thought that was it.  He had exacted his revenge and had a good laugh at my expense.  Once I got over my disappointment, I’d be back to searching for a Master.  Maybe this time, I would apply this lesson and be prepared for the next time if it came.

I was surprised when he sent me a final message.  “Now, if you are serious, don’t masturbate until you hear from me.  I will be available to talk tomorrow night.”
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The next night I told him that I had not “beat my little white wienie” since we had talked.  It might have been the way I phrased it because he asked me about the last time I had masturbated.  I confessed that I had masturbated after getting home from the sex shop. 

He told me this was a set back and the hornier I was kept, the better.  I would be getting a cage if I didn’t show more restraint.  I was grateful that he was continuing to be my online Master and agreed to his conditions.

Friday rolled around and he asked me to go to the sex shop again at 2pm the following day.  I was so horny to really meet him this time.  I was definitely going to get to meet him.  I thought I was making a joke when I typed “you’ll be there this time, right?”

I waited for several minutes before he replied, “Who knows?  I do what I want.  You are the sissy slave and do what you’re told.  Be there.”

I was horny but confused when I showed up at the sex shop the next day.  It was like not knowing the exact anticipatory feelings I should have.  Was he being noncommittal to throw me off so he could surprise me?  Was it just more revenge in an extended form?

My mind was confused but my body was not.  I was horny and hyper alert as I again positioned myself to see him when he came in.  But I was disappointed again.  This time, I waited for fifteen minutes before leaving.

This time I managed to keep my hands away from my dick when I got home.  I told him this when he came online.  His reply was “Good, you did what you were told.”

“Are we ever going to meet Sir?  I am so horny.”

“LOL” and “Good.  White sissies are meant to be kept horny” were his replies.

Then he gave me his orders.  No orgasms without permission. Show up at the same place every Saturday at the same time.  Look at all the sissy porn and Big Black Cock porn you want.  Stroke your little white wienie all you want.  Just no orgasms including accidental ones.”

I had plenty of time to think that week about what was happening.  Would he keep playing this out? Have me going every week and never showing up?  Maybe he was just playing, and I should move on. 

Not masturbating or rather not masturbating to a satisfying conclusion was keeping me at a high level of arousal.  When I opened the door of the sex shop, I think I already knew that he would not be there.  So, going did not increase my horniness any.  I was not surprised when he did not show up.  I waited the fifteen minutes just in case and then left.
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I let the door close behind me.  Maybe I’d go home and masturbate.  I might just rub myself so much I’d rub it raw. 

Having gotten used to being here I had parked close, but not directly in front.  I had to walk down to the end of the building.  I guess I thought that having it directly in front was some kind of risk because someone might recognize my car. Bad enough that it was where it was.

A black guy in an old, tattered Army coat came around the corner of the building.  I wanted to avoid this homeless guy, but he already had a hand out and was mumbling in a low tone.  I thought he had probably been back there taking a piss or worse, so I really didn’t want to touch him.

“You got bus fare?  I gotta catch the bus.  Help me out, please.”

Thinking it best to throw him a few dollars and move on, I reached back and pulled my wallet out.  I looked in and pulled out a couple of bills and handed it to him.

“You gonna suck it.  You gonna suck it.”

He was giggling and I thought he was drunk or having a mental episode.

Big black arms encircled me from behind and I was pulled from my feet.  A white van that had been sitting in the parking lot was speeding forward.  Someone had grabbed my legs and I was being carried toward the van.  The side door was slammed open. My body was half carried, and half thrown in while the men handling me jumped in.  I heard the door slamming and felt the sudden shifts in momentum as the van took off.

I was too shocked to make any noise except for the sounds of my useless struggle.  No screams or yells for help.  There were several bodies on top of me and I as struggling to even breathe.  The van did a rolling stop as we left the parking lot onto the street.  Bodies rolled off of me with that turn.  A large black hand covered my mouth and nose making it difficult to breathe.

The man covering my mouth leaned down and hissed, “Do what you’re told, white boy.”

I just stared at him. Another man holding my arms pulled them back painfully and I mumbled, “Please, I…”

The first man said, “Nod your head to tell me you understand.  Anything else and I’ll slap the shit out of you till your saying yes while you’re crying like a little white bitch.”

I managed to nod and then he pulled his open hand back like he was going to hit me anyway. 

He laughed when he saw my eyes widen as I tried to pull back.

“Scared little faggot.  Just what I like.”

The man holding my arms rolled me onto my stomach and then pulled me up by my arms until I was almost on my knees. 

The homeless black guy was lying back against a cushion with his legs spread and the Army jacket spread around him.

“You gonna suck it.  Right.  He wants to suck it, right?”

One man laughed and said, “Just like we promised.”

I felt a hand on my ass and then it slipped my wallet out of my jeans.  “Not only that.  He’s going to pay for the privilege.”

A hard slap to my ass followed by “Ain’t that right, boy?”

I tried hard to suck in a big breath of air, but I couldn’t because I was so frightened.  I looked at him and answered with a soft, “yes.”

Another slap to my ass and “Yes what?”

“Yes Sir,” I managed.

The van rocked around a turn and the man crawled back to the homeless guy and handed him bills of cash which must have been what I had in my wallet.

“Be sure to tell all your friends.”

I was dragged forward until I fell face first on the homeless man’s crotch.

“Suck it white boy.  Like they said, suck it, white boy.”

His pants felt wet against my face.  I didn’t want to think about that wetness.  He brought a hand to the back of my head and stroked my hair.  There was a strong smell of piss, stale beer, and body odor.  I tried pulling my head up, but he was pressing down to the swelling erection in his pants.

“Feels good doesn’t it, sissy boy?”

I couldn’t pull my face up to speak clearly but tried to speak against the fabric of his cotton sweatpants, “Yes Sir.”

“Beg him for what you really want.”  My arms were pulled back lifting me up so I could look up into his face.

“Please Sir.  Let me suck your cock, please.”

“Suck it.  You gonna suck it good.  Faggot cocksucker good.”  Excitedly, he slipped his hands to his waist band and pulled down revealing his big partial erection.  He held it in one hand as his other hand went to the back of my head.  Pulling my head down, he guided his cock head toward my mouth.

The man holding my arms let my body descend until the cock entered my mouth and I began to suck.  I could feel his cock expanding in my mouth.  It tasted of piss and the long time since he had last used soap and water.

A voice behind me said, “What you were made for, bitch.”

My first experience with a big black cock.  I had imagined it many times but never sucking off some homeless guy in the back of a van.  I was raised and lowered over the man’s cock as it became wet with my saliva.  The last time, the man holding my arms let go so I could support myself.  Maybe he figured that a white sissy bitch like me was so captured by having a hard black cock in my mouth that he didn’t need to hold me anymore.

He was right.  Despite the smell or maybe because of them, I felt a completeness with that big cock sliding in and out of my mouth.  A part of the scent was a masculine smell that made me weak.  I took the man’s cock and licked and kissed the head while I looked up at him.  Without taking my eyes off his, I let him see my mouth suck down as far as I could. It filled my mouth.  I had my elbows on the floor and supported myself with one while I felt for his balls.

I had just gotten my hands on them when he shuddered. He pressed his hands on the back of my head as his hot semen squirted and filled my mouth.  The cum spilled out down the shaft of his cock.

I kept my mouth moving up and down his shaft a few times making my mouth softer around his cock while I cleaned his cock.  As his erection faded, I moved my hand from his balls to his cock and licked it clean.  I was licking my lips when I was rolled onto my side.

“Thank him for feeding you, slut.”

“Yes Sir,” and then looking at the man who was pulling up his sweatpants, “Thank you, Sir.”

He looked pleased with himself.  I thought why not.  He’d gotten a blowjob and had been paid to be sucked.

“Now, we’re going to drop you back off.  Good job and thanks for helping.  Make sure all your friends know about white sissy faggots like this one.”  The man turned back toward the front and the driver, “How close?”

“Couple of minutes and we’ll be back where we picked him up.”

“You want to go back where we got you, a shelter maybe.  Tell me.”

I heard the discussion, but I didn’t hear the end because a man was crouched over me ordering me to remove my clothes.
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“Everything off and I mean everything.  Otherwise, I’ll have fun doing it for you.  I’ll also give that guy your whole wallet to play with.  ID, credit cards. The whole thing.”

I told myself it was because of the wallet but the truth was that I was more scared of him having fun while he took off my clothes.

I took my shirt, jeans, boxers, socks, and shoes and tried to make a neat pile of it, but the man crawled to where I was sitting on the carpet next to the wall of the van.  I had my legs pulled up and my hands circling my knees.

He grinned and turned to the other black man.  “Don’t think we need to hold him anymore.  He escapes, he’ll have to do it buck naked.”

The other man replied while looking at me, “Better be careful.  No telling what some of these young black dudes in this area might do if they catch a naked white boy running down the street.”

They both laughed as if it was the best joke they had ever heard.  The driver joined in as well.  The homeless guy smiled but didn’t laugh.

The van slowed and one of the men looked at the homeless man.  “Your stop.”

“I could do him again.  Do what you want to him.”  He looked over at me.  “Think he needs more.  I give him more dick.  He a sissy faggot.  Likes dick.”

“You got that right,” the man said looking at me.  “He loves dick.  Especially big black ones.”

He turned to the homeless man.  “Maybe if he gives us any trouble, we’ll drop him off.  He can do you in the alley.  Maybe your friends to.”

The homeless man grinned showing several missing teeth.

“But for now,” the man said.  “He does have a thank you gift for the cum you gave him.”

He held out my bundle of clothes.  The guy grabbed them up in his arms.  The van stopped and the door slid open.  I gripped by knees even tighter in a futile gesture of modesty.

As the homeless man jumped out, he said, “Send him around.  I make sure he gets all the black dick he wants.”

The man turned to me and said, “Good self-control.  I know a white boy like you must have been tempted.”  His laugh was echoed by the other men in the van.

I hung my head down over my knees and stared at my feet.  I knew I couldn’t get away even if I did try.  I’d tear up my feet on the pavement and I didn’t think they’d have any trouble catching me.  And whatever they’d do was something I didn’t want to find out.  I tried to listen to their conversation to figure out what was next.  I felt pretty sure that this was my punishment from my online Master.  In fact, I hoped it was.  Otherwise, these black guys had jumped the first white guy out of the xxx store.  Maybe to rape and use and maybe worse.  I started to pray that my Master was behind all this.  But then, I started to think of another possibility.  My Master had told these guys about me and told them they could do whatever they wanted to me.

I was still tasting cum in my mouth.  Sucking a big black dick had been a fantasy.  But I was too scared to think about anything except what might happen to me.

The van turned this way and that.  It slowed and sped up.  Every now and then I would try to figure out where I was.  The van had no windows, but I could see out the windshield at times.  I was almost totally disoriented.  I had some idea that they had driven into a blacker, poorer part of the city.  An area I was not familiar with.

The man at the wheel turned to check traffic in a mirror and caught me looking through the windshield.  “Try to control yourself.  You might be tempted by guys you see on a street corner.”

Another man looked at me from across the van.  “Don’t worry.  They’ll still be out there.  We just need to get you ready first.”

“Make you pretty for them,” said another.

I could hear the turn signal when the van came to a rolling stop, and then he turned.  The van came to a careful stop, and I was to discover we were parked.
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A man pulled a handle and slid the door open.  There was a row of stores along one side of the parking lot.  Only one sign that I could see was lit.  I didn’t know if there were others from where I sat.

I looked around at the men.  Maybe they were waiting to pick someone up.  Two of them stood waiting by the open door.  One stayed in the van, and he reached and grabbed one of my arms.

“Please, I can’t…please give me something to cover up.  Please.”

“Good to see your polite, but you seemed to have lost your clothes somewhere.”

I didn’t resist but I didn’t cooperate, so he pulled me forward.  I stepped to the edge of the van and another hand reached in and grabbed my other hand and pulled me to the pavement.

He laughed and said, “Don’t worry.   No one’s going to notice that little thing anyway.”

The pavement was cold and rough to my feet.  I was marched forward with a man on either side holding an arm.  As we approached the store with the lit sign, one man walked in front and held the door open.  I was forced through the door and saw four black women standing with their arms crossed.  Three of the women wore dark slacks and light purple crew necks with the name that was on the sign out front.

The fourth woman was a solid barrel of a woman.  She took a moment to look me over.  I felt her gaze as it moved over his body.  A slight smile came to her lips when she was halfway through looking at me as she noticed my little shrunken penis. 

“Cold out or are you just a white sissy boy?” she said as her smile broadened.

Her humiliating comment made my dick twitch and she laughed. 

The women beside her took a step back to allow me and the three men to walk into the salon and close the door behind them.

“Looks like she couldn’t wait to get started,” the woman said.  “Come on in Bobbi.  Looks like you’re getting some special treatment.  We’ve got it all set.  We arranged everything to get you ready.”

She turned to the men and said, “Cash or credit card.”

A man took my wallet, opened it and pulled out a credit card.  The woman typed on the pad of the register.  The man gave the woman the card and she tapped it on the touchless sensor.  She did it twice more until the register began cranking out a long receipt.

A hand in my back shoved me forward and the woman handed me a pen.  “Your receipt is going to be for Ms. Lena’s Salon.  I’ve entered a special code for your services which I’m calling White Boy Sissification.  You’ll find a list of services in case of questions.  And I want to thank you ahead of time for your generous tip.”  I signed the receipt.  “In fact, looks like you’ve been quite generous to all the ladies.” 

Ms. Lena took me by the arm and looked at the men.  “I don’t think she’ll be any trouble, do you?”

I looked down at my feet not wanting to meet anyone’s gaze.

Ms. Lena reached out and slapped me on the ass, “Isn’t that right, Miss Bobbi.”

“No ma’am,” I answered submissively.

“He gives you any trouble,” began one of the men.

“I got your number,” said Ms. Lena.  “But one little sissy against the four of us.  I think he’s going to be meek as a lamb.”

“How long,” one of the men said.

“A couple of hours probably, unless the ladies want to play with her.  Tell you what, give a call first.”

“And you know,” the man said.

“Yes, special instructions.  Do not be gentle.  She is being punished.  Talked it all over with her Master.  By the time we’re done, she’ll never think about standing her Master up again.”

As the men were leaving, Ms. Lena put a hand on my shoulder.  “Just follow Shonda and T.J. here.  So, we don’t have any big messes, they’re going to get you clean for your special evening.”

I relaxed just a little.  One of the women put a hand on my arm and led me behind the register to the back part of the salon.  I was feeling relieved.  I had spent what had seemed like hours in a state of high alert.  Now, I was going to be pampered starting with a nice hot shower.  I was still afraid of what was going to happen but maybe it wouldn’t be too bad.

The two women moved with impatience as they almost dragged me all the way through the back of the salon and then through another door and down a long hallway.  The carpet of the salon had run out and the hallway linoleum was cold to my feet. 

“Let’s get it over with.”

“No way I’d be doing this if I hadn’t seen the tip.”

One of them opened a door and the other one pushed, and I was in a small room with a bed.  There were no covers on the bed.  Just a bare light green mattress faded with time.  My eyes moved from the bed to gray metal poles at one end.  A clear bag full of fluid hung from one of the poles. A long plastic tube ran from the bag with the end hooked higher up on the pole.  I looked from the enema bag to the women.

“No, I don’t…”

I tried to pull back but they each had a hold on an arm, and they had been prepared.  They tightened their grip and dug in their heels.

“Please, I don’t, really, I …”

A hard slap across my face silenced me.

“Get on your back on the bed.  You know the drill.  They’re going to break you in, and they want your boy pussy clean.  Understand.  Easy or hard.  You pick.”

A single tear ran down my cheek.  “Shh.  It’s going to be okay.  Just lie down sissy.  It’ll be okay.”  She patted me on the arm, and I followed her to the bed.

I laid down on the bed.  The cold mattress dampened any sexual thoughts.  I tried to think of my fantasies and these two would have fit into my humiliation dreams about nurses.  But that clashes with the brutal reality as one told me to raise up as she inserted the tube.

She laughed.  “Relax.  I bet this is the smallest thing going up your ass tonight.

The fluid entered and filled me.  One of them said, “Through that door is the bathroom and everything you need.  Hope you can take care of that yourself.”

After I finished in the bathroom, I was broken.  I just sat back on the toilet and began to cry.  The larger of the two women pulled me up from the toilet.  “Okay, sissy boy.  This is just starting.  If you can’t go, we’ll just have to drag you.”

Completely meek and submissive, I put out a hand and she and the other girl guided me out into the hallway where we re-entered the regular part of the salon and then through another door to the next torture room.
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Waxing away my body hair was torture.  Afterwards, I laid on yet another bare mattress and curled into a ball and shook trying not to think about what had happened.  It seemed to take a while before I could stop shaking.

I remember lots of soothing words and then intense pain as they coated me with hot wax and then yanked out body hair.  I swear they must have enjoyed it.  That must have been why they had started with painful but easy parts like my shins before moving onto my sensitive underarms.  I knew I was in trouble when they used restraints before moving onto my groin.  It took all four of them pulling on my limbs when they flipped me and waxed my boy pussy. 

I clenched and unclenched on the bare mattress as I remember the searing pain and their laughter. 

I remember one of the women laughing and saying, “Being a girl ain’t for sissies.  Oh right, I guess it is.”

Ms. Lena said, “Normally we would have made it easier with trimming and shaving, but I was instructed to make it memorable.  Teach you a lesson, he said.”

As they applied soothing ointment, I still felt pain.  Maybe it was my imagination.  The touch of anything on my skin felt like the beginning of new pain.

When they applied cream to my groin, I got an erection, but I tried to will it down.  Thoughts of what they might do to it made me cringe at what other torture they might devise.

“Think he deserves one last hand job.”

“Sure, someone bring me my tweezers.”

Then Ms. Lena over me checking the gag they had put in my mouth.  She had a long black shiny glove holding the pink cock cage.  I did not know what it was.  “Just going to make sure that little thing doesn’t cause anyone any problems.”

Her hand disappeared and I felt it as it gripped my balls.  The grip was so cold it almost burned.  I tried to scream through the gag.  I yanked my arms and legs in the restraints.  In my mind, I knew that they were castrating me.  Cutting off my balls while I laid there. I writhed from side to side when the icy grip moved from my balls to my pitifully small member.  I looked down and saw pink, but I still felt intact.  The women put their hands on me.  They were holding me down as they undid the restraints.

Ms. Lena took off my gag.

“You survived, you poor little bitch.”

“Sissy bitch,” one of the women correct her.

Ms. Lena frowned, “Sissy bitch, right.  Now, we’ve been working hard and we’re going to take a break.  You can just lie here and rest.  Don’t be getting up and trying to run off or anything.”

I curled into a protective ball while I heard the women laughing and telling jokes.  Cans were opened.  I wasn’t sure if they were drinking beer or soft drinks.  I examined the cage and saw my shriveled little dick locked in a spiral of pink bars.  I felt my balls and they hurt but at least they were intact.  I had fleeting thoughts of escape but those were fantasy.  I was too weak and broken to even get up from the table, much less outrun them.  If I thought harder on it, what would escape from here mean.  A hairless naked white boy running down the broken sidewalk. 

I let out a little laugh when I thought about it.  The women looked over at me and they must have figured that I’d lost what little mind I had started with.  Then they turned back toward the food they had on the small table they were sitting at.

I thought more of my situation than them, but their occasional comments made it through.  “I’m jealous of all the dick he’s going to be getting.” “More than he can handle I bet.” “That little dick is more of a clit if anything.”  “If I’d brought my toys, we could have broken her in.”  “I bet she’s got her own dildo anyway.”  “Probably sleeps with it in his mouth.”  They all got up from the table and walked over to me with big smiles on their faces.

“Time to beauty you up for your dates, honey,” Ms. Lena announced.  “This part is going to be much easier.  That is.  If you cooperate.”  As she said that, she reached down and gripped my exposed balls in her hand.  “You’re not going to be any trouble, are you?” she asked with a gentle but firm squeeze of her hand.

“No ma’am.”

She patted my balls with enough force to let me know I would not like what might happen if I disobeyed her.

Ms. Lena commanded me to get up and follow her. “First thing is we need to get you clean.

I was through the door at the back of the salon.  I felt more relaxed.  I had been through the worst of it I thought.  Then I saw the women donning plastic aprons. 

There was a grated drain in the center of the room.  They had me straddle the drain.  Ms. Lena turned a faucet and pulled a hose from the wall.  The water was lukewarm at best.  The other three had brushes.  I had hoped for a nice hot shower, but this was what I got.  Rough soapy brushes as they scrubbed me from head to toe and one seemed to relish cleaning my ass and between my legs.  I was shivering when they finished and began to dry me off.  It was too cold at first for me to absorb the fragrance of the perfumed soap they had used.  The fragrance was definitely feminine and seemed to have thoroughly left its smell in my skin.

“Get him, I mean her in the chair and let’s see what we can do with her hair.  Got a favorite color, sweetheart.”

“Color, you mean, you’re…”

“But of course.  Now asking what color you like is merely rhetorical.  All of this has already been decided.”

I was walked backwards to a chair that reclined toward a sink.  Ms. Lena handed a page to one of the women.  I only saw what bled through the back of the paper.  On the front was a color photo.

The woman looking at me and laughed.  “Sissy.  They’re going to know you prefer dick from satellite photos by the time we’re done.”

Another woman laughed at her joke.  I smelled strong chemical smells that made me want to breathe through my mouth.  Strong firm hands and chemical smells as I sat helpless.  It wasn’t as simple as I thought.  They rubbed a solution into my hair.  They put a cap on my head and then they used what looked like knitting needles to pull hair up through openings in the cap. More solution was rubbed into the exposed hair.

I closed my eyes.  Tears ran down my cheeks.  I’m not sure why, but this seemed worse than anything.  Everything else could be disguised but this.  This would be an advertisement for all to see.  That I was a sissy.

I was not disappointed.  If that’s the right word to use when all your fears are confirmed.  All four of the black women surrounding me had the slightest of forced smiles when they asked what I thought.  The smiles only looked forced because they were trying to hold in their laughter at me.  I was given a hand mirror and spun in the chair so I could see the whole thing from various angles.  My hair was cut short on the sides and platinum blonde.  The top and back stuck straight out several inches from my scalp and were half platinum blonde.  The very top was a neon blue.

Ms. Lena said, “This going to be part of your new look, white boy.  It screams at every black man that wants to make a white boy submit to his dick that you’ll do it and thank him when he’s done.  Rednecks will look at you and either want to make you submit or beat you up and spit on you.”

Another one put her hand on my shoulder.  “I do believe that your Master will be pleased with our work.”

“Of course, be sure and wear something slutty when you come in for touch up.”

One woman leaned in and said, “Our white sissy shampoo will help get the cum out of your hair too.”

“Now, don’t be like that.  He’ll want to use that for mousse.”

They all laughed at that one and then they all brought out their phones and took photos. 

Finally, they did something that felt good.  I closed my eyes and enjoyed the manicure and pedicure.  There was nothing for me to do but feel their pampering.  I felt my dick enlarging with blood.  Enlarging to the point where it filled the cage which made me squirm.

“Looks likes she likes this,” said Ms. Lena.

I opened my eyes to see her uncapping a bottle of polish.  She began painting the nail of my index finger a bright red.

“This is hooker red,” she said.  “It’s funny.  Your Master ordered it and specified the color.  He used the words ‘hooker red.’  Most men wouldn’t know we call it that.  Wouldn’t call it that around ladies.  What do you think, girls?”

“Sounds like he wants something special for your coming out party.”

“Maybe a cumming on and cumming in party.”

“A cumming all over you party.”

“Just make sure you get the money upfront.”

They finished with my hands and feet and then blew on the wet nail paint to get it to dry faster.

“Sissy.  Let’s get you over to the makeup table.  Now, be careful and don’t touch anything.  Your nails aren’t dry, but we’re on a schedule.”

Dutifully, I got up and followed Ms. Lena.  She held my wrist as she sat me down at a long table where a woman sat opposite me.

Ms. Lena handed her phone to the woman.  “How close to this do you think you can come?  I expect the men who brought her here should be here any minute.  Her Master and I used an app to feminize her appearance.”  She turned to me and continued, “he loved the pics I’ve sent so far.”

She looked at me as if she were waiting for a reply.  I didn’t know what to say and then settled on what I thought was a safe answer.

“Thank you, Ms. Lena.”

Her big smile let me know that I had chosen wisely.

The woman in front of me stared at my face and then back to the image on the phone.  Ms. Lena had placed the phone on a small stand so the woman could look at it.  She looked like she had made up her mind and starting selecting the cosmetics she needed. 

She chose a cream and began working it onto my face.  Looking at me intently, she selected another.  There was no conversation just orders for me to do this or that with my face.  She had me close my eyes as she applied something different over my eyes.

“Next time you come in, I’ll contour your brows.  There almost feminine now but you can do better.  It’s kind of a rush job today.”

Her final touch was the lipstick.  I could see it before she put it on me.  It was the same bright red that was on my nails.

“What do you think?” the woman asked Ms. Lena. 

Leaning in for a closer look, Ms. Lena said, “That’s very good.  Given what you had to work with.  I can see what you said about the brows.  I’m sure the sissy will keep coming back to make herself even prettier for the men.”  She laughed.

She took her phone from the table and then looked toward the front.  I could hear jingling bells as the door opened and I heard one of the women say, “You’re just in time.  Sissy is just getting done with her makeover.”

Ms. Lena held the phone and took a pic.  She looked up as the men were led back to where I was.  They all smiled, and one laughed.

“Just a moment,” Ms. Lena said, “I’m sending a pic to her Master.”

One man grinned and said, “Well sissy faggot, looks like one of your dreams has come true.  We’re going to help with some of your other dreams.”

The men flanking him gripped their crotches and smiled at me.  My mouth opened with surprise as I saw how big their packages were.”

Mistaking my open mouth for something else, one of the women giggled.  “Look at how anxious she is to get started.”

“We had to lock up her little thing because she kept thinking about her date,” a woman said.

“Be sure and get the key before you leave,” Ms. Lena said.

“Don’t worry.  Her Master can always pick it up later.  It’ll be a while before she gets unlocked, if ever,” the man said.

I gulped when I heard, ‘if ever.’

One of the women quipped, “Would Mr. So-and-so, please come to the front desk and pick up the keys to his white boy.”

The men smiled and the women laughed.

Then, he looked at me.  “Ready for your tune-up.”

“Yes Sir,” I answered at once.

“Nice to see that she’s taking to her new role.  I’d say her makeover is a success.”

He took a plastic grocery bag and threw it down at my feet.

“Something you can put on until your Master can do better.  This’ll do for now.”

I pulled out a faded blue men’s shirt and a pair of old gray sneakers.  The shirt was large, and the sneakers were too. 

A woman wearing a man’s shirt with nothing underneath would have been sexy to me, but I couldn’t think of myself that way.  The shirt in front hid my cage if I stood still.  It did the same in the back for my ass.  The shoes were loose on my feet no matter how tightly I pulled on the shoestrings.  I had to walk carefully to avoid stepping out of them.  But I did appreciate having shoes after having walked on my bare feet for so long.

Ms. Lena looked at me and commanded me to stand up straight and pull my shoulders back.  That slight change in posture brought my cage into view with my balls hanging underneath.  She held her phone and turned it sideways to get a fuller picture.

“I think your new Master is going to be very happy with how things turned out.  And if I might add,” she looked around the room at the black men and women, “I wish more white boys would look like you.”

The man who seemed to be the leader said, “You’ll get no argument from me.”

“I’ve got one last thing for the sissy here, if you don’t mind.”

Ms. Lena held out a small pink zippered bag.  It had a loop at one end I could place over my wrist.

“It’s got a few things for a touch-up.  Lipstick, powder, polish.  It has enough room.  Might help out as a little purse until you get something better.  It’s a little gift to help out until you can get to your Master, and he can take you shopping to get some things more fitting for a little white boy-girl like you.”

One of the women behind her mouthed the words, “you paid for it.”

“Thank you, Ms. Lena.  I appreciate it.”

The man commanded me, “Turn around, put your hands behind your back wrists together.”

I could feel leather being placed around my wrists.  He pulled them tight and then took me by the arm with my hands tied behind my back.

One man held the door and he marched me through the door but paused when one of the women called out.

“Have a good time, white boy.”

He leaned down and whispered in my ear, and I looked back at the women.

“I’m a sissy girl now.”

The women looked amused as he turned me around and marched me to the outside.
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I thought I was being taken to the van, but I didn’t see it in the parking lot. I was marched to the sidewalk next to the street.  We crossed over a side street to the next block.  There wasn’t much wind, and it had grown dark. Even the slightest breeze was enough to make my shirt bottom flap open revealing my cage and naked balls.  They even seemed to go out of their way to maneuver me to where I was more directly facing headlights coming our way.  There was not a lot of traffic although a couple of passing cars honked.

“Give them a show sissy.  Maybe they need a good laugh.”

“I think she’s trying to show off.”

“Maybe she’s looking for customers.”

They made comments as we walked.  We crossed two side streets.  The evening was getting chilly.  I was hoping we would get to where we were going.  Many places were boarded up and dark.  There was light shining through the top of a door at the end of the block.  We stopped in front of the door.  The sign read, “Paradise Club for Black Gentleman.”  Beneath this in smaller letters.  Private.  Knock for entry.

One of the men knocked.  The door opened only far enough so that it could be seen that it was still on the chain.

A black man appeared at the crack with the low lights of the surrounding him in a halo hiding his features.

Addressing the man who had knocked he asked, “What’s the password?”

“Sissy white boys have little wieners.  Not dicks.”

He looked at the man holding my other arm.  “What’s the password?”

“Sissy white boys only look short cause they spend so much time on their knees.”

Looking at the man behind me, he asked, “What’s the password?”

“Sissy white boys beg for big black dicks to fuck them like bitches.”

He now looked directly at me.  “What’s the password?”

I looked from one black face to the next trying to pick up a clue as to what to say.

“I’m sorry.  I don’t know what to say, Sir.”

“Well, suck my dick then.”

There was a pause and then I said, “Yes Sir.”

He laughed and pushed the door closed so he could take the chain off.  “That is the correct password for any time a black man tells you to do something.”

I was pressed through the narrow door by one of the men who stepped behind me and grabbed both of my arms.  He followed me into the bar with the other men close behind.

The light inside the bar was dim despite its bright appearance against the dark backdrop of the street.  There was a small stage at one end of the room with a single pole in the center.  There were a handful of tables and a few chairs pulled up to the stage.  A black man had pulled his chair close to a young woman next to the stage.  I figured she was probably a dancer.  Two men sat at one table sharing a pitcher of beer between them.

The man who had answered the door walked behind the bar that extended along the wall.

The men sat at the bar and ordered drinks.  I started to sit but my hands which were still bound were jerked up to keep me from sitting down on one of the bar chairs. 

The bartender brought the men’s drinks and then the man looked at the bartender and then they both looked at me.  I wasn’t sure what to do.  I couldn’t order a drink unless someone else paid for it.

“Jerry.  You still got your white boy special.”

Jerry smiled.  That’s right.  Special.  White boys drink for free.”

I was relieved.  I looked at Jerry and said, “I’ll just have…”

“You’ll have a white boy special,” the man on my right said.

The bartender shouted to the men sitting at the table drinking the pitcher.  “Charlie.  Need a white boy special and I’m all out.  Can you or Ed help me out.”

“On tap or in a glass?” Charlie asked.

Jerry looked at me for the answer.  On tap or in a glass?  Such an odd question.  I was going to go for on tap, but the way they smiled when they asked made me think that a glass seemed a better choice.

“Glass,” I called.

Charlie got up and walked up to the bar. 

“One mug or two?” Jerry asked.

“Not sure,” Charlie answered.  “Probably one’ll do but give me a couple just in case.”

Jerry put down two empty beer steins on the bar.  Charlie walked up and my mouth dropped open as I watched him unzip his pants and pull out his big soft dick.  He took a mug from the bar and then placed the end of his dick into it and began to piss.  He peed down the side of the glass to minimize the splash.  I watched as the piss filled the glass.  It stopped about an inch from the top while Charlie shook off the last drops of piss into the glass.

“There you go, hon.” He put the glass full of piss on the bar in front of me.  “Enjoy.”

“But I can’t drink this,” I said.

Jerry frowned and the man to my left put his hand on my shoulder.

“You refusing to drink something that comes out of a black man’s dick,” Jerry said.

He turned away from me and reached for a large wooden paddle hanging near the end of the bar.  The man to my right turned me around and untied my hands.

“I’m sorry.  I didn’t mean.  But I just can’t…”  I tried to answer right.  Surely, they didn’t expect me to drink this man’s piss.

The men beside me had their hands on my shoulders. 

Jerry came around the bar holding the paddle and patting it against his open hand.

“Got a white boy refusing to drink a black man’s piss here,” he announced.  “Line up.”

I saw everyone getting up. 

“Turn around.  Put your hands on the bar,” came the order from the man on my right.

“Please, no disrespect, I…”

“Hands on the bar,” he repeated.  His hand slid down forcing my hand to the bar.  I put my other hand on the bar.  He placed his foot in front of mine forcing me back to where I was leaning onto the bar.  He pulled the back of my shirt up over my back fully exposing my ass.

I felt a hand on my ass.  It was removed a second before the paddle landed hard with a whack.

I yelled and my knees almost buckled.

“Good one,” said a man.

I looked to my right and saw that the people had lined up with the pretty girl at the end of the line.

“Been a long time since we had a white boy around here stupid enough to refuse a black man anything,” a voice said.

Another whack that made me yelp.  It hurt but it was not as bad as the first.

“She’s gotta learn.”

Whack.  I whined and felt a tear roll down my face.

“Here’s my specialty, sissy.”

I howled as the blow landed in the middle of both cheeks of my ass and also connected with my balls.  I felt the pain on my ass and deep inside me.

“Please, I’ve learned my lesson,” I begged.

Another whack and I bawled.  Tears streaming down my face.

My head was hanging, and my tears were falling onto the bar when the line ended with the pretty girl.

I braced for another whack when I felt a bit of wetness as the girl kissed my ass.

All the men laughed.

“Sissy girl, you’re supposed to spank her.  You must want a spanking of your own.”

“You know I do, Earl, Sir.”

All the men laughed.

“Hard to punish a girl who likes it.”

I looked up at the beer glass almost full of piss.  I heard music, and in the mirror, I could see the white girl, or rather the white sissy I now realized, mount the stage with the help of the black man beside her.

“Come on sissy, what’s her name anyway?” Jerry asked.

“Bobbi, Sir.”

Jerry reached down and put a small waste basket down on the bar next to my glass.

“First sips the hardest they tell me, but if you just can’t keep it down, don’t make a mess of my bar.”

The black man behind me reached under my arm and over my chest and felt for my nipple before pinching it between his fingers, “She’ll be drinking straight from the tap in no time.”

I took the glass.  My arm trembled as I brought it to my lips.  The smell was almost overwhelming.  I closed my eyes and took a sip.  Putting the glass down quickly I swallowed.  I sat for a minute in case I needed to gag.  I was surprised I was able to hold it down despite that awful taste.

The man to my left said, “It’s better straight from the tap.”  He laughed.  “You’re just lucky there wasn’t a full crowd in here.  Imagine all of the guys lining up to spank that ass.”

“Carl, stop giving Bobbi a hard time,” Jerry said as he looked at the nearly empty glass in front of him.  “Of course, that’s probably what a sissy like Bobbi wants.  You need a refill?”

“Yeah, bring me another.  By the time she finishes that one, she’ll be needing more.”  Carl winked at me while Jerry brought over another drink.

The taste in my mouth was awful and the smell of it filled my nostrils.  I took a big gulp of piss figuring that it wasn’t going to get any better.  At first, I thought it was a mistake because my stomach seemed about to do more that object.  But I stayed perfectly still until the feeling passed.

I took another sip as music began to play.  In the mirror behind the bar, I saw the pretty sissy mount the stage with an assist from the man who had been sitting with her.  I turned to watch along with the other men in the bar.

She threw the man a kiss and put out her hand to lean against the pole.  Her short skirt flared as she twisted her body around the pole.  She put her hand around as much of the pole as she could.  She began pumping her hand up and down on it like she was jacking an enormous cock.  Bringing her hand to her mouth, she sucked on her fingers and winked at the man who had continued standing at the edge of the stage.

He pulled his wallet from his pants, opened it, and produced a bill.  She bent over and exposed her ass.  I thought her ass was bare, but she was actually wearing a thong.  In time with the music, she backed up to him while shaking her ass.  He took the bill he had folded horizontally and slipped it through the waist band of the thong.  She turned her head to smile at him and he slapped her ass.  The sissy continued her dance and began unbuttoning her top.

Carl said, “Hope you can dance, Bobbi.”

“I’m a terrible dancer Sir.”

“For now.  You’ll have plenty of time to practice.  A sissy faggot like you shaking your white ass to make black men hard.  I bet you’re going to be a natural,” he laughed.

“Even better when she gets her titties,” another man said.

“Mike.  We weren’t going to tell her that on her first day,” Carl said while the big grin on his face belied his comment.

The other black man turned his chair toward me and put his hands on my shoulders.  He unbuttoned my shirt and pushed it aside to expose my chest and the rest of me as it was all I had on.

“Turn around,” he ordered.

He turned me so that I faced Mike and Carl.  Putting his hands under my shirt, he brought them up and cupped my breasts and squeezed them into a more feminine shape.

“Looks like she’s already got a set of small ones now.”

Mike and Carl laughed, and the man’s fingers moved up so he could hold each nipple between his thumb and index finger.  I yelped when he pulled my nipples away from my chest.

“She’ll have some nice sissy nipples once enough men have sucked on them.”

I moaned involuntarily.

“See,” he said, “it’s already making her little clitty hard.”

It was true, but the cage wouldn’t let me get an erection.  I brought my hands down to hide my now very uncomfortable cage.

They all laughed, and I think I even turned red.  I’m not sure why with everything I had been through.

Jerry had been watching the little show.  “Now, Tyrone.  You know the best way to grow titties on a white girl like this, keep up soaked in black cum.  Keep her covered in it.  She’ll have a pair of double D’s in no time.”

Tyrone grinned.  “Jerry, you still got that old tub in the back.  We could lay her out in that and invite all the guys in the neighborhood to come on over and water them.”

Jerry pointed at the stage.  “That’s how Sarah got hers.”

They turned toward the stage where the sissy had pulled off her top and her skirt and was now gyrating around the stage wearing just her thong.  She did have small but feminine breasts.  If not for the cage showing through her thong, I would have thought she was a small breasted girl.  She had small breasts, but she was definitely not flat chested.

Carl caught me looking at the stage with my mouth hanging open.  “Looking at your future.”  He laughed and said, “But for now, just finish your glass.  I gotta pee.”

He slapped my ass and pointed at my drink.  I obeyed and finished the last of the piss. 

I whimpered and tried to tell him I couldn’t take any more.  He grabbed the now empty glass and my wrist and pulled me along behind him.

Carl nodded at Jerry who walked with us to a side door.  I was pulled through the door into the alley.  I heard Jerry say, “Try not to drown her,” as I stumbled past.

I shivered in the evening air.

“Get on your knees, sissy.  I’ve got something to warm you up.”

I sank to my knees carefully, but the rough pavement tore at my skin.

Carl let the mug hang from his thumb while he pulled down his zipper.  I watched out of the corner of my eye as I saw the lights of a few cars that passed by.  My focus was on his zipper.  His hand went through his undone zipper, and he pulled out a long thick snake of his soft cock. 

My mouth opened.  I licked my lips.  Looking up at him with my begging him silently to put it into my mouth.

“Yes, you may, faggot.”

Roughly, he grabbed the back of my head and guided his cockhead into my open mouth.

“Good sissy.  Good sissy toilet.”

Hot piss suddenly filled my mouth.  Then he stopped and pulled his dick from my mouth.  Placing it into the empty glass, he continued to pee.  After filling it half full, he pulled out and finished pissing against the wall.  His hot piss burned as it passed down my throat into my stomach.

Carl held his big cock out to me.  “Lick me clean, Bobbi.  Next time, it’ll all go down your throat.  But you haven’t been trained properly yet and I don’t want you puking all over me in the alley.  Completely destroys the illusion.  Right now, I want to think of you and your holes as something I’m going to tear up with my cock.”

Feeling grateful, I licked and cleaned the piss from his cock. 

When my cleaning was done, he helped me to my feet by gripping me by the hair and pulling upwards.  He took my wrist and led me back to the door.  Jerry held it open and smiled as Carl led me back to the bar.

I stood by Carl as he placed the beer glass half full of his piss on the bar in front of me.

Sarah had come down off the stage and was walking along the bar.  The men pinched and slapped at her ass.  She seemed to enjoy it.  Her top from one shoulder and her skirt from the other.  They both covered her breasts at least some of the time. 

She must have caught me staring because she said, “Soaking it all in.”

“I’m just… I mean…”

Sarah stopped me and laughed as she pointed at the glass half full of piss on the bar.  She reached around me and pushed her hand underneath my shirt tail and kissed me full on the mouth.  Her tongue pushed between my lips and my tongue slid over hers.  At first, I had wanted to stop her as I knew how horrible my mouth must taste.  I forgot that as we kissed passionately.  She ended it by palming my ass.  Her mouth glided past my cheek as she whispered in my ear.

“Secret is to forget about the taste and think of the wonderful cock that produced it.”

Mike slipped his hand around Sara’s waist.  “Bobbi, pay attention.  Your sister here can be a real role model for you.”

“Only way to get by with perverts like this around.”  She kissed Mike on the cheek.  Looking at Mike and then at me, she added, “I take it your name is Bobbi.”  A real gentleman would have made introductions.”

Carl said, “You two should get to know one another.”

Sarah laughed.  “By that he means that we should perform for them.  A lot of them get off on seeing two sissies play with each other.  Like some men get off on watching women do lesbian stuff.  They like watching two girls like us play with each other.”

I found myself getting aroused and Carl noticed.

“I think Bobbi is up for it.  Or he would be if not for that little pink cage she’s wearing.”

I brought my hands down in front of my cage.

“I know I’d enjoy it,” Sarah said.  “If we did it for real, but I think all they want now is a little show.”

“But, I…”  I stammered.  I was not a dancer.  I’m not sure why.  Already standing there in an open man’s shirt with nothing underneath it.  Should I wait for a command? 

When he saw my hesitation, Carl barked out, “Get up there and give us a show.  One song.”

The thought that I was being asked to stand on a stage nearly naked in front of black men who wanted to put me on my knees or fuck me was overwhelming.  I just stood there.
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Then Sarah took my hand and led me to the stage.  Instead of going around to the steps, she turned a chair sideways and put her foot on it and pushed herself onto the stage.  I put my foot onto the chair, and she pulled me up on stage with her.

I looked out and saw everyone waiting for their entertainment.  Jerry leaned down and pushed something under the bar and music started playing.  All of the men laughed when they heard the traditional “Stripper” song. 

Sarah saw me trying to move awkwardly with the music and trying to shake in rhythm to the music.  She put one hand on the pole and slid her other hand to my upper arm.  Turning me to face her, she bent from the waist bringing her mouth close to my cage.  Then she stood up quickly making her long blonde hair fly back over her shoulders. 

Placing a hand on each shoulder she pushed me down until I was on my knees.  She advanced a step toward me and then she thrust her cage at my face.  Hers was pink and looked to be just like mine.  She pulled her hips back and thrust them forward again.  She began timing her thrusts with the music making it look like she was fucking my mouth.

Sarah turned and pulled off the clothing that she had hanging over her breasts and swung them at the audience as she danced to the music.  I tried to imitate her by taking off my shirt.  Holding it in front of me, I started raising and lowering it.  Exposing my little cage and then covering it. 

Sarah straightened and took my hand, but she twisted so her back was to me.  Taking my other hand, she pulled me up to her with my cage touching her ass.  She bent over and pressed into me.  I put my hands onto her hips and began thrusting against her ass while she put her hands down on the stage to support herself.

I scanned the room as I thrusted and saw all the men smiling.  Mike was rubbing between his legs.  They seemed to like our play.  Were they happy smiles or smiles of derision as they looked at how white boys played with each other?

My hands moved up her slim torso until they found her breasts.  I cupped them and they felt firm. I can’t lie, they felt wonderful.  I ran fingers over her erect nipples and found that my own were erect.  I supported her as she stood up and pressed into me.  Using her hands, she moved my hands up to her mouth and started sucking on one of my fingers.

The music finished and I was still pressed into her.  She turned her head and whispered, “Next time, for real.  Let’s talk our Masters into it.”  Reluctantly I broke off the embrace and she turned and kissed me on the lips.  This time there was no tongue. 

I had been too focused on her to see all of the men who were now standing at the edge of the stage.  They each were holding out their hands with folded dollar bills and letting them fall on the stage.  Sarah lowered herself and gathered them up.

Everyone turned to walk back except Carl who stood there with his hands on his hips.

“Are you just a tease, piss breath, or you want some real cock?”

I opened my mouth to answer unsure of what to say, but he stopped me.  “Don’t matter what you say, sissy, you’re going to get some.”

I took Carl’s extended hand and he helped me step down from the stage using a chair.  Mike walked up with Tyrone trailing behind.

Tyrone smiled.  “Jerry said his back room is open.  Said he might join us.”  He looked at me.  “Might be sort of a job interview for you.”

“He was impressed by your dancing skills,” Tyrone joked, and the men laughed.

Carl put his arm on my shoulder.  “Or maybe he’s just looking for help when the bathroom’s full.”

The three of them escorted me toward a door at the back of the bar.  Tyrone pulled a key from his pocket and inserted it in the lock.  I held my shirt up and stared to slip it on, but Carl stopped me.

“Don’t bother.”

We entered a small room with a desk, a chair, a filing cabinet and a safe.  It must have been Jerry’s office.  We passed through to another door and I was surprised to find a well-lit room with a couch, several chairs, a television, and a sound system against one wall.

“Jerry owns the building.  The little bar is just his hobby.  For guys like us.  That know that white boys like you are sissy faggots or dreaming of that.”  Carl pointed at a flag on the wall.  “The Black Man is your superior and all you little white boy bitches will be better off once you realize it.”

“Preach, brother,” Tyrone said.

I walked behind Carl as he led the way with Tyrone and Mike following close behind.  We walked down a hall and I noticed a bathroom and a kitchen.  Several doors were closed.  We stopped at another closed door.  Carl opened it.

“Jerry’s playroom,” he announced.

There were hooks in the ceiling with chains hanging from them.  A small jail cell with black metal bars occupied a corner of the room.  A large bed was in the other corner.  There were a couple of sawhorses, and once I took it all in, I looked more closely at the walls.  An array of whips, paddles and canes which looked like they were carefully arranged took up one of the walls.  Another flag like the first hung on another wall.  It was too much to take in.  If not for the fact that the room was brilliantly lit, I would have thought I was in some creepy dungeon.

Tyrone took me by the arm.

“Don’t even try to run,” he said.  “Door locks behind you.”  He must have seen the frightened look in my eyes.

I saw them start to take of their clothes.  Shoes, shirts, pants, boxers.  They stripped naked before my eyes while I was still looking around the room growing more frightened.

“Don’t worry, Bobbi, we’ll be gentle,” Carl announced in a soothing voice. 

I looked into his eyes and saw his grin. Mike and Tyrone had similar smiles.  In my mind, the grins all said, “Door’s locked.  Nothing you can do, and we’ll do whatever we want.”

Carl ordered me.  “Get down on your knees.”  He took the shirt that was still in my hand and threw it aside.  “Don’t want to get anything on it.”

Mike said, “White bitches like this be so cock hungry that maybe we should be the scared ones.”

Carl stroked his half hard cock and said, “Suck it bitch.  Make me hard.”

His cock was big, and I kissed the head.  Glancing around I saw Mike and Tyrone stroking their cocks making them hard.

I opened my mouth, and I licked the head of Carl’s cock.  I let my mouth slide over it and managed to take a couple of inches in my mouth.  I started sucking on it. 

Carl put his hands on the back of my head and pushed me onto his cock another inch as the head of his cock filled the back of my mouth.  I wanted to gag as he tried to push further into my throat.  He pulled back and I sucked him.  Then his cock was out of my mouth, and I started licking and kissing it.

“Just like I thought.  White sissy girls can’t control themselves when they taste a real man’s cock.”

I put it back in my mouth and sucked.  It felt so good in my mouth.  I was where I was meant to be.  Kneeling in front of a superior Black Man sucking on his big cock.

Carl pulled his cock away from me.  Mike saw the look of disappointment and stepped up.  He held his now hard cock out to me.

“Can’t get enough, huh.”

I took his cock into my mouth.  I needed it.

I could see Carl walk toward a wall where he turned on a flat screen that I hadn’t noticed when I was so focused on the whips and paddles.

“Her new Master wants it all on video,” Carl said.

I looked up at Mike as I kissed his cock and licked his slit.  My tongue slid around the head making it wet.  I continued to look up to see the pleasure in his eyes when I took him into my mouth and sucked up and down. 

To the side of Mike, I saw Carl and Tyrone at the couch working a remote for the flat screen.  Their cocks were sticking straight out from their bodies like lances.  I sucked harder on Mike’s cock as I found myself lusting for all the big black cocks in the room.

“Your balls, Sir.”  I was panting and spit ran down one side of my mouth. “Please, let me…”

Mike held his cock up.  I licked at the bottom of the shaft.  There they were.  Big, black, hairy balls.  I turned my head to the side and kissed them.  I licked them with my tongue before opening my mouth and sucking on them.

“Look at her go,” Tyrone said. 

I glanced in the direction of his voice when I pulled away from Mike’s balls so I could get his cock back in my mouth. On the screen I saw many small squares each from a different camera and angle.  I caught my face on one and thought I looked like I was ready for Halloween.  My eye makeup had run down my cheeks when I had cried earlier. 

I had a thought I had never had before.  I needed to fix my makeup. 

More importantly I needed Mike’s cock in my mouth.  I sucked down as much as I could, and he put his hands on the back of my head to push me down on it a little more.  Then he pulled back and out completely. My mouth was empty, and I needed more cock.

Tyrone stood ready to oblige.  He looked down on me and held out his cock.  I opened my mouth to take it, but then I remember something. 

I called out, “Where’s my…”

Then he cut me off by pressing his hard cock into my mouth.  It was hard and my mouth felt good as it closed around the big cock, and I began sucking up and down on it.

Carl said, “I gave your makeup bag to Jerry to put behind the bar.  Damn cock hungry faggot would forget her own ass.  Got too busy staring at the men’s crotches, I bet.”

I reached up and felt Tyrone’s balls as I sucked as much of his cock as I could into my mouth.  Pulling my mouth off his cock as I sucked, I began licking the head and around the shaft.  It shined with my spit. 

“I need to fix my face.” 

Tyrone took my head and stuck his cock back in my mouth.  “You need to suck my big black dick.  That’s what you need to do.”

He was right.  I had what I needed.  His big black cock in my mouth.  I sucked up and down on it.

Carl laughed, “Your bag even has some cash in it.  Sarah was very kind to you and divided up the tips from your dance.”

Tyrone pulled back and his cock fell out of my mouth.  “Bitch has money.  Maybe she’s such a stupid ass ho that she should be paying us for dick.”

Mike said, “I bet she would.  Least she could do is beg.”  He held his cock toward me.

“Please, Sir, please.  Let me suck it, please.”

“Come on over here then, sissy.”  Mike held out his hand and I took it.  I crawled as he led me to one of the sawhorses. 

“Stand up and let me see your hands.”

I stood in front of the sawhorse.  Mike reached down and pulled up chains connected to the legs.  There were cuffs at the end of the chains, and he put them onto my wrists.  He pulled a chain which drew my arms down toward the floor and I was bent over the sawhorse with my ass up.

A hand slapped my ass.  I heard Tyrone’s voice from behind me say, “Bet your sissy ass is begging to be fucked.”

Strong hands gripped my thighs and my ankles.  Carl and Tyrone held me up and spread my legs.  I felt metal cuffs being placed around my ankles.  I was displayed in front of the men, and I knew they were going to be fucking me with their big cocks.

But I felt a hand grip my balls.  The hand tightened and squeezed, and I yelped in pain as another hand slapped my ass. 

“I told you sissy balls weren’t totally useless,” Tyrone said.  Then I felt him slide something over my balls.  It tightened and I felt my balls being pulled down.  “Make sure you stay nice and still now.  I know you just want to squirm cause you need fucking.”

Mike stood in front and reached down with both hands and pulled my head up.  “Both your holes need cock.”  He held his cock in one hand and guided my mouth onto it and I began to suck.

I waited for a big cock to enter me, but it didn’t.  I sucked on Mike’s cock. Up and down.  It filled me and I focused on it.  I heard footsteps and a cabinet being opened and then closed. 

I was feeding on Mike’s cock.  Not moving my mouth.  Just sucking.  Then there were wet greased fingers sliding between my cheeks.  Finding my hole, a finger entered me and then began moving in and out.

I moaned and heard laughter.  “Think she does that when she goes to the doctor.”

Mike said, “She probably has a checkup every week.”

The finger moved in and out faster.  Then he pulled out completely, but then just to put more lube on his finger and he was fucking my ass again with his finger.  Or maybe Tyrone and Carl had traded places.

Mike said, “Suck me good and hard sissy.  I’m going to fuck you good.”

So, Mike would be first.  I sucked hard.  My mouth sliding up and down.  He was wet with my spit.  Then he pulled away and Tyrone stepped in front of me.

Tyrone slapped his big dick back and forth across my face.  I tried to catch it in my mouth.  When I finally succeeded, I felt Mike’s cock as it touched my ass.  He moved his cock head up and down between my cheeks.  I needed it.  I needed to be fucked.

He slid it up and down between my cheeks spreading lubricant into my ass crack.  I moved my legs a little shifting slightly from side to side.

“Like she’s in heat,” Mike said as he began pressing his cock against my hole.  I needed it but it was way too big.  But he pressed it into my hole anyway.  But his cock just slid up between my cheeks.  He put the head against my hole again. 

Then his hand was on my balls, and he squeezed and pressed.  I moaned and then my hole parted ever so slightly, and he pressed into me.  I gasped as he pushed harder spreading me open.  More pressure and he slid into me filling me.

Mike muttered, “Must have been a virgin.”  He slid his cock deep into me.  “Virgin no more.”

He pulled back and then shoved his cock deep.  “Now, she’s just another slutty boy whore.”

Mike began fucking me in and out.  I was moaning.  It hurt but I needed his big cock in me.  I would have made more noise, but I was sucking on Tyrone’s big cock.

“Let me get some close ups for her picture book,” Carl said.

Mike’s hands were on my hips as he drove his cock in and out of my hole. 

“Sissy bitch.  You want my cum, don’t you, faggot.”

I moaned as I sucked on Tyrone’s cock.  I saw Carl to the side holding his phone so he could record the video. 

Mike plunged into me and stopped.  He used his hands on my hips to draw me into him.  He was filling me with his hot seed. 

Then I was being filled in both ends as Tyrone held my head in his hands and pushed his cock into my mouth and I tasted his cum.  It was so much.  I wanted to sallow it, but my head was in the wrong position.  The cum flowed out of my mouth and down his cock.  I began licking it.  Tasting it.  Wanting it.  Needing to swallow it.

Tyrone was laughing at how greedy I was for his cum.

“Thirsty, bitch?”  He took his cock out of my mouth and smeared his cum across my face.

He pulled back and Carl stepped in front to get a good shot of my cum covered face.

I felt Mike’s hot cum leaking from my ass and dripping down my thighs.  He walked in front of me, and I saw the mess that covered his cock from fucking me.

“Clean me off, bitch.”

I held his cock and looked up at him and said, “Thank you, Sir.”

Before I could kiss the filthy cock in front of me, I felt another hard cock touching my ass.

“My turn,” Carl announced as his hands gripped my hips tightly. 

I began cleaning Mike’s cock with my tongue.  Then, he cleaned it partly by rubbing the messy dick across my face. 

Carl was sliding his cock up and down between my cheeks.  “Maybe I’ll just jack between those cheeks and shoot my load on you.”

Tyrone kneeled at my side and reached under me and felt my chest.  He twisted a nipple.  “No titties, yet.  Must need a whole lot more black cum.”

“The little bitch is going to get lots of cum.  Check her after every load.  He likes having his titty nipples stretched.  Don’t you Bobbi?”

Tyrone mistook the moan from my lips as Carl entered my hole as a sign I liked having my tits played with.  I would have said yes anyway.  I did like men treating me like a girl.  Even though I only had two holes for them to use.

Carl shoved his cock deep in me and he took the hint from Tyrone and reached over my body to feel for my tits.  He began thrusting into me while squeezing my chest and working my nipples hard.  I began pushing back into him because I needed to be fucked just like this.

He was stroking me hard with his cock when he suddenly pulled out.  Carl was sliding the shaft of his cock back and forth between my ass cheeks.  I felt warm cum landing on my back and ass.  I wanted him in me fucking me, but I felt a strange feeling of pleasure that I had helped a black man cum. and the evidence was drying on my back and ass.

I felt a couple of hard slaps on my ass.  “Time, I fucked your sloppy ass,” Tyrone said.  I could hear the lock on the door sliding open.

I heard footsteps as Tyrone slid his hard cock slide under me lifting my balls.  His hard cock extended past my own cock.  He laughed, “You’ve never seen a cock that big sticking out between your legs.”

Carl and Mike greeted Jerry. 

“Looks like you guys have been having fun,” he laughed.

“Bobbi’s basically been begging for cock all night.  Seemed a shame to waste a horny sissy,” Mike said.

I saw his polished shoes as Jerry appeared before me.  His hand lifted my head up and he looked at me. 

“If you want to work for me, Bobbi, you will have to keep your makeup fresh.  You’d scare off customers looking like this.”

“I’m sorry Sir,” I said apologizing.

Tyrone was teasing my hole with the head of his cock.  Sliding it up and down my crack and then pushing at my hole only to withdraw.  I pushed back as much as I could feeling the chain on my balls.

Tyrone gripped both of my cheeks with both hands and began squeezing them.

I moaned.  “Please Tyrone Sir, please fuck me.”

“Your right, Mike, a horny sissy in heat.”  Then Jerry was speaking directly to me.  “Thought it would be a good time for you to fill in your job application if you want to work here.”

Another moan as Tyrone pressed against my hole and slowly entered me.

Trying to get a breath, I finally said, “I think they’re taking me to my new Master, Sir.”

Jerry laughed, “Well, just in case.  And I’ll be the one filling you and your application.

I saw his hand move to his pants and he unzipped.  He pulled out his long soft black cock and touched the head to my lips. 

I swallowed as much of his cock as I could, and it muffled my moans of pleasure as I was being fucked by Tyrone.  Jerry’s cock became hard and even harder in my mouth.  I took it out so I could get my lips and tongue on the head and shaft.  Jerry held his hard cock up so I could kiss and lick his balls. 

Tyrone was driving in and out of my ass fast and hard.  His body was slapping against my ass in rhythm with my movements.  I was pushing against him to get as much of his big cock in me as I could.  He reached around and grabbed my chest like I was a real girl, and he was pulling and stretching my already sore nipples. 

I looked up and saw Jerry’s pleased look as I greedily took his cock back in my mouth.  I wanted his cum in my mouth and sucked hard to let him know how badly I wanted it.  This only made him tease me by withdrawing it from my mouth and wiping the head against my face where it left trails of my spit on my face. 

Mike and Carl walked up next to Jerry.  They started stroking their cocks and made them hard. 

“I can’t tell you how much it pleases me to see a white sissy like Bobbi begging for black cock,” Jerry told them.

“Finding their true place in life,” Carl said as he stroked his hard cock.

“Serving black cock is her purpose,” added Mike.

“Like a big dose of black cum, Bobbi?  It’ll make your tits grow,” Carl said.

“We’ll give her so much, she’ll have to pick up a bra before she sees her Master,” Jerry said as his hands gripped the back of my head.

Tyrone drove deep in my ass and gripped my tits hard and held me as he poured his cum into me.

Jerry held my head on his cock as the cum flooded my mouth.  As they watched the cum dripping from my mouth, Mike and Carl started pumping harder and faster and then their cum was hitting the side of my face. 

Choking and swallowing at the same time almost, I tried to drink as much of Jerry’s load as I could.  He pulled his cock out and smeared by face with the cum from his cock.  My tongue darted out as I tried to lick the cum from his cock when it was close enough to my face.  Carl and Mike moved in to clean their cocks with my hair and face.

Covered in cum, the three men backed up to let Tyrone slap the mess from his cock on my face.  Then he presented his cock to me. 

I looked up at Tyrone, “Thank you Sir for fucking me.”  Then I swallowed his cock to suck off the mess and finished by licking him clean.

When Tyrone pulled his cock away, I hung there in my chains.  Exhausted.  Satisfied.  Tired.  But, somehow, still horny.
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I felt a slap on my ass and then the chains were undone.  Someone threw a large towel on the floor, and I was allowed to collapse onto it.  Their cum was drying on my face and on my ass and thighs.  My hair was sticky with it.  I felt my sore nipples.  I knew it was in my mind, but I couldn’t stop thinking about it.   If I looked at them right and pushed the skin from the side of my chest, it did look like I had the tiniest of tits.  Surely, it was only in my mind, but somehow it pleased me.

I felt a sharp pain on my ass, and I began to stir.  A second sharp pain on my thigh and I was fully awake looking up at Jerry who was holding long wooden stick.  It was thin and about two feet long.  He smiled and held it in front of him.

“I see you’re up,” Jerry laughed.

I started to stand up, but I watched the stick and it seemed better to stay on my knees.

“Carl said that they need to finish the job of getting you to your Master.  They want you to freshen up before they take you.  I suggested they take you just like you are so that your Master can see what a filthy mess he’s getting.  But they’re right.  A Master deserves more respect than to have trash dumped on his doorstep.  So, get up and follow me.”

I got up.  Carl, Mike and Tyrone were sitting in chairs they had arranged around the flat screen tv and were watching a replay of what they had put me through. 

Following Jerry, I walked past them.

“Good to see your up.  Tyrone had this great idea.  We’ll chain your feet up toward the ceiling.  That way we can swing you around.  You know, swing your mouth from cock to cock.”

“Sounds like a party idea to me,” Mike added.

Jerry led me to a set of concrete steps along one wall that descended downward.

There’s a locker room down there.  Grab some trash bags from under the sinks. Fresh bars of Dial under there too.  Grab a fresh towel and rag from over the hamper.  Do not throw the towels and rag into the hamper.  Put the bar of soap and all your dirty towels and such into the bag.  I’ll put all that to the side and then I’ll talk to your Master about cleaning up your mess.  Maybe he’ll rent you out to me as a maid.  I’ll tell him you should do it for free considering you’ve made part of the mess.”

“Thank you, Sir.  Thank you for your help.”  I was thinking of how nice a warm shower would be.

“I’ll give you ten minutes.  So, work fast.  And I know your little clitty is locked up, but no jerking off or trying to rub yourself off against something,” he laughed.

Ten minutes, I thought.  I needed to work fast.  I turned on the water in the shower so it would heat up while I gathered up the soap and towels.  Hopping in before the water was fully hot, I got to work with the washcloth.  My body was sore.  My ass and chest felt tender.  Looking down, I could see faint bruises where their hands had roughly grabbed me.  I couldn’t see my ass of course but there was blood.  I scrubbed hard with the soap and washcloth.  Warm water turning hotter helped remove the dried cum from my face, body, and hair.  I worked fast and turned off the water when I was done.  I rubbed my body vigorously with the towel.  I had no idea about the ten minutes, but when I climbed the steps up to the playroom, Jerry was standing there.

“Get a move on.  You look naked without your makeup.  Get dressed and put some on.  You’ve got an appointment with your new Master.”

I was shown to a folding chair and a small table with my makeup kit on it.  I picked up a hand mirror and looked at myself and then down at the makeup.

“Keep it simple.  We need to get a move on,” Carl said.

I looked down at the case a little confused.  I wasn’t sure where to start.  A little face power, then lipstick, and then maybe my eyes if they weren’t too impatient.  Turns out I didn’t have to rush as much as they said.  They had no idea how long it should take a new sissy to put on her face and neither did I.  At the end, it was a little thrown together, but I didn’t look too much like a clown.  At least not to myself.  A woman experienced with makeup would probably have thought differently.

Mike handed me the man’s dress shirt and my shoes.  For the first time in a while, I was not naked. 

We walked to the door which Jerry unlocked.  He escorted us back through his apartment and through the offices and back to the club which was now empty.  He locked the door behind us, and we were outside making the long walk to the van.

There was more traffic this time.  I had lost track of time.  Thinking I must have slept longer than I thought, the sun was almost up.  The twilight was starting to brighten into the coming day which meant cars passing with people headed to work. 

Walk of shame, they call it.  No doubt after what I had been up to.  Surrounded by black men in a black neighborhood, dressed only in a man’s shirt, lipstick, painted nails, and my blonde dye job with blue highlights.  It would have been more incognito if I was wearing a neon sign saying I love big black cocks.  I tried to think that I was just being self-conscious until I heard the honks and catcalls.  Men actually slowed and rolled down their windows and yelled questions about how much I charged.

I felt relieved when we reached the van.  Mike climbed in on the driver’s side and unlocked it.  Carl slid the door open and hopped in.  I was about to climb in when Tyrone stopped me.

“Instructions.  Give me the shirt.”

“But” I started to look around.  There were cars in the lot and …

Tyrone slapped me, not hard, but it got my attention. “Did I stutter?”

I quickly removed my only covering and I was allowed to climb into the van.

“We deliver you naked, that’s the agreement,” Tyrone added before jumping in behind me.

Mike pulled out of the parking lot and started driving down the street.  Carl was riding shotgun and he turned and looked back at Tyrone.

“Hey, you need anything.  We ought to stop at a store and send her in for something.  Long ride and all,” Carl said with a smile.

“Snacks, smokes,” he continued.

“Big condoms and lube,” Tyrone added with a laugh.

He turned and put a hand on my leg.  “Tell him you don’t have any money, but you’re willing to work something out.”

They all laughed when Mike jumped in with “Or work something in.”

Mike slowed the van at an entrance to a lot in front of a convenience store but then hit the gas.  I think they all enjoyed the look of fear in my face.  Maybe they would have done what they said if it had been up to them, but they had a delivery.

Once we passed the store, Tyrone shifted to the floor and spread his legs.  He took my arm and guided my hand to his crotch.  His cock was already hard.

“Bobbi, you owe us for being nice to you.”

“So nice,” the other two echoed. 

Carl said, “She’s got her bag and lipstick.  She can get fixed up before we drop her off.”

Tyrone unzipped and pulled out his hard cock.  “More black cum to help those titties grow.”

He just held it and moved it gently from side to side and then a stroke of his hand to maintain its hardness.  I looked up to see him smiling.  He saw how mesmerized I had become by his cock and his words.  My mouth was open, and my nipples were rock hard.  He didn’t say anything else.  No commands and yet I was crawling across the floor of the van.

I kissed his cockhead and began running my tongue around it.  He had managed to wriggle his pants down a little making his balls available.  I kissed and nuzzled them before returning to the head.  I made it wet again with my tongue and felt an ache in my own balls and feeling my little dick straining in its cage as I swallowed as much of his cock as I could.  I was sucking up and down on it when he placed his hands under me to feel my nipples.  It was difficult to balance but I brought a hand up to press his hands into what I now thought of as my tits.

“Just let her gobble your dick,” Carl said glancing back.  “We need to deliver our package in good condition.”

Tyrone pulled his hands away and I moaned.  He placed them gently on the back of my head as I sucked him.  I could feel every bump in the road in my mouth as the van would jump forcing his cock a little deeper into my mouth.  I began to feel an itch in my ass because I wanted cock there as well.

I tried to compensate by being more focused on the black cock I was sucking. 

Carl said, “I want a turn and you’re going to take the whole time.  Hurry up.”

“I can’t help it if she wants to spend the whole trip with my cock in her mouth,” Tyrone said, but he removed his hands from the back of my head and began stroking his cock while I focused on licking and sucking on his cockhead. 

Then, after maybe a minute, he said, “Here’s your meal, Bobbi.  Don’t miss a drop.”

I didn’t want to waste a drop.  I tasted his salty cum and took him into my mouth so I could swallow it all.  I licked him clean gently removing the last drop from his pee-hole. 

I looked out the front of the van, but I could not see anything recognizable.  Carl was already scrambling out of his seat to crawl to the back of the van to take his turn. 

He rolled me onto my back and then he was crawling over me.  He had been quick to remove his pants completely.  Straddling my head, he had my arms pinned by his legs.  He held his cock in his hand and stroked as he lowered his balls to my mouth.  I licked and sucked them.  Big, hairy man balls covering my open mouth. 

“Lick good, Bobbi.  Like the sissy faggot you are.”

I licked them and made them wet, but they bounced on my face in rhythm with the van.  Then I felt him over me bending forward.  He brought the head of his cock to my mouth.  And then his cock was moving up and down in my mouth.  My head was against the floor of the van, and he was fucking my mouth. 

He held his cock deep in my mouth as he began feeding me his black seed.  I swallowed it as it flowed but it was running out the side of my mouth.  He pushed himself back up and looked down on me as he wiped his cock on my mouth.  Using his fingers, he cleaned up my face.  I opened my mouth and sucked the cum from his fingers.

“Such a cum hungry bitch,” Carl said with a laugh.

Mike looked back.  “Had enough, sissy.”

He laughed when I shook my head from side to side.

“I didn’t think so,” he said pulling the van over and stopping.

Mike got out.  Tyrone opened the sliding van door and hopped out. I sat on the floor of the van against the side as Mike kneeled and straddled me.

Carl opened the driver’s door and got in the seat.  Tyrone joined him in the front.  Mike unzipped and brought out his long soft cock.

He held it to my lips and said, “you know what to do faggot.”

I started sucking as the van started moving.  Mike’s hands were on my shoulders as his cock filled my mouth.

Tyrone laughed.  “Maybe we should take her home with us.”

“Too much trouble,” Carl said.

Mike’s cock was hard.  He squeezed my shoulders as he pushed me against the side of the van pumping my mouth.  “She can live on cum.  High protein diet,” he puffed as he fucked my mouth.

“Oh, I agree.  Maybe keep her chained up.  But we’re getting paid for delivery,” Carl said.

Tyrone laughed.  “Once she grows some titties, she’ll be worth a lot.”

Mike moved faster and squeezed down on my shoulders.  My hands came up to hold his ass as he fed me his cum. 

I moaned and licked and swallowed.  Mike pulled out and zipped up and sat against the opposite wall.  I licked my lips and moaned as I slumped to the floor.

Three loads, I thought.  Three wonderful loads of black cum.  I felt satisfied.  At least for now.  I knew my need for black cock and cum would continue, but maybe for a moment, I had had enough.
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“Get ready, sissy.  Almost there.” Tyrone passed my makeup bag back to me.

I looked out the front of the van.  It was a residential area.  Big houses, trees, big yards, fences.  Upper scale.  Tyrone found a small, cracked mirror in the console between the front seats. 

The van came to a stop in front of a gate of old black metal bars.  Carl rolled down the window.  After a brief conversation the gate swung open.

A gated community.  My new Master was rich or at least rich to me.

I worked harder on my face.  Maybe I’m just a greedy bitch.  But, if he could have his pick, I’d have to meet his high expectations. 

My heart was beating fast as I settled on simply making sure my lipstick was not a mess.  Nothing else on my face.  My hair looked good enough.  I thought there’d been enough pictures sent to him that he knew what I looked like.  I dabbed at my lips with the man’s shirt that I picked up from the floor. 

The van jumped and I looked up just in time to see the garage.  The door was moving up as the van slid underneath it.  The door closed behind us and the garage was semi-dark.

My eyes adjusted a little, but it was only a gloomy twilight in the garage.  Tyrone and Carl exited the van.  A light came on and Mike was sliding the door open.  He took my arm and helped me down from the van.

I looked around.  The garage was big, but it was empty.  No other cars.  The walls had tools hanging from nails.  There were oil cans and such on shelves.  A riding lawn mower sat near the opposite side to the van.  There was a weight bench on the same side as the mower.  I couldn’t help but feel that it was missing a car that should be there.  Probably room for a couple of cars in here.  Then I noticed red lights on the wall.  I thought they were probably cameras.  A single door led into the rest of the house and there was a white metal intercom box on the door frame near the door handle.

“Stand on the mat, Bobbi.”  The voice sounded vaguely familiar.

There was a large mat near the front of the garage.  It was centered at the front of the room.  Carl, Mike, and Tyrone leaned on the van as I walked to the mat.

“Raise your hands over your head.”

I raised my hands into a surrender pose as I tried to remember where I had heard the voice.

“Turn around.”

I turned around as I followed the instructions. 

“Bend over and spread your cheeks.  I want to see that boy pussy.”

“I bet you love being fucked, don’t you, Bobbi?”

“Yes Sir,” I answered.

“You’ll do.  Just slide the entrance fee under the door and I’ll let you in.”

“Entrance fee, Sir?”

“The hundred dollars to prove you’re serious.  Surely, you were told.  I need to see that as a commitment.”

Mike, Carl, and Tyrone stood up from the van and looked at one another.  Mike whispered to Carl.

Carl got a big smile. “We told her.  I don’t know what the bitch is trying to pull.”

“Please Sir, please.  I didn’t know.”

“Fine, Bobbi.  Being my submissive is not free.  You have to earn your keep.”

“Uh, what about our money?  We delivered as promised,” Carl asked.

“I made the transfer as soon as the door closed.  You have been paid,” the voice said.

I was scared.  “Please, what do I do.  Please.”  I was naked in this garage, and I didn’t know what I could do.

A laugh from the intercom.  “You could ask them to drop you at a street corner.  Come back when you’ve earned the fee.”

“Wait, I’ve got some money,” I said thinking of the few bills in the makeup bag I had made while dancing with Sara.

“Is it a hundred dollars?”  The voice from the intercom seemed cruel. 

“No, but I can..”

“Come back when you have the entrance fee.”

“But…”

“Better give it to these gentlemen.  A tip perhaps.  Your part for the ride to the street corner.  Whatever you want.”

“But I…”

“Good- bye Bobbi.  I have things to do.”

The garage door began to rise.  Carl, Tyrone and Mike were getting in the van.  Mike started the engine.

They looked like they were going to leave me.  I was sobbing now.  I was at the window of the passenger seat. 

Carl rolled down the window and I begged him to let me in.  He turned and talked with the others.  Tyrone slid the door open.  I climbed in and fell to the floor of the van crying.  I do not know what I would have done if they had not allowed me in.  Truth was I didn’t know what would happen now.  Would I be dropped on the street?  How would I get back here?  I was so confused that I didn’t even thank them.  I just laid there and cried.

Everyone was quiet on the ride. I tried to think of a plan.  Maybe one of them would take me.  Or I could belong to all of them.  Tyrone seemed to like me.  If he wanted me to have real breasts, I’d do whatever he wanted.  One of them had said I’d be worth more that way.  Maybe if I offered, they’d take me or maybe the Master would.  Surely that would have been worth more than the entrance fee.  The only thing I knew was I’d do anything to be safe.

I sat up and thought ‘anything to be safe.’  I looked at Tyrone and I was about to start trying to find a way to get him to take me when Carl’s phone started going off.  I looked out the front of the van and saw that we were already in the city.  It seemed like the trip to the Master had taken forever.  If they were going to drop me off on a corner it could be anywhere.

Carl answered his phone.

He laughed.  “We’re not to for from whore street.  Not going to be much business this time of day.  I’m sure a naked white sissy is going to get a lot of attention.”

He smiled as he listened.  From where I was the other voice was too faint for me to hear.

“I don’t know. I’ll ask her.”

Carl turned back to me.  “He says that Jerry needs a sissy for a couple of things he’s got set up.  You willing?”

“Yes,” I said immediately.  Anywhere off the streets had to be better.

Tyrone gave me a hard look and I corrected myself, “Yes Sir.”

“We can drop her off at the bar, then.”

He laughed as he listened to the voice on the other end.  The conversation ended and I took a deep breath.  I relaxed just a bit.  I didn’t know what Jerry needed, but anything had to be better than the street.

The van turned down a street and I saw the theater and knew that Jerry’s bar was close.  Mike pulled up in front and put the van in park. 

Tyrone slid the door open.  “Your stop.”

“Just let me get my shirt, please.”

“Your stop,” Tyrone repeated and grabbed my arm.

He looked like he was going to throw me out, so I put my feet out where I wouldn’t fall.  I slipped down onto the pavement and the van door closed.  Mike put the van in drive and started off. 

There I was.  Naked on the street in broad daylight.

I rolled up off the pavement and crouched as I trotted to the door of the bar.  I pushed and realized it was a locked.

I banged on the door, and I heard nothing.  I banged again and yelled, “Please.”

Looking back, I was thankful there was no one I could see walking about, but there was passing traffic.  Maybe no one was looking around and they were concentrating on their driving.  But sooner or later, I would start to draw attention.

I tried to knock even harder on the door.  I pushed and pulled on the door.  Finally, I heard something footsteps and a voice saying, “Hold on.”

“Please, please let me in.”

A laugh.  “What’s the password?”

“What?  Please just open the door.”

“Password?”

I raised my hand to bang on the door again and then I remembered.  “White boys have little dicks and love to suck big black cocks.”

The door unlocked and then opened a crack.

“Please,” I begged.  “Please let me in.  I can’t be out here like this.”

Jerry opened the door and I hurried inside.
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There was a man sitting at the bar.  Jerry turned toward him and said, “No, I know my bars going to be a success.  I’ve got naked, horny white sissies begging to get in.”

The man put his beer down on the bar and laughed. He reached down and grabbed his crotch. “I haven’t even put out my bait yet.”  He picked up his glass and took another sip.

I clasped my hands in front of me over my cage. My makeup bag was hanging from my shoulder under my arm.

“It’s okay, Bobbi.  Come on over here.” Jerry had retreated behind the bar.  “Your Master said you’d be looking for work and I told him that I could offer a couple of things.  He said you were hard up for money.”

“Yes Sir,” I answered.  “Anything you’ve got.  I’d be very appreciative.  Wait tables, scrub the floor.  Whatever you want me to do, I’ll do.”

“Customers seem to really like your dance with Sara. I had something special planned for her tonight.  If you’d dance with her, I think I can make the night even more special.”

“Yes Sir, I’ll do it.  Whatever you need, Sir.”

He looked me up and down and said, “I could also use some help for a special class I’m doing.”

“Yes Sir, I’ll do it whatever it is.”  I was a little confused and wanted to ask what kind of class he would be doing here.  I opened my mouth to ask but decided it didn’t matter because I would do it anyway.

“Good.  Tell you what.  Grab that broom over in the corner and sweep up.  That door over there next to the stage is a little dressing room.  More of a closet really.  Maybe there’s something you could put on.  I mean to strip you got to have something to strip out of.  And none of our customers is going want to see you taking off that little pink thing and shaking your tiny dicklet all over the place.”

“Comedy relief.  Change of pace,” said the man at the bar.

I walked over and took the broom and started sweeping.  I’d look in the dressing room once I made sure to get the floor swept first.

I found a cut-off t-shirt in the closet that said, “I heart BBC” and I put that on.  It seemed that Sara and I were close in size.  There were no skirts or pants, but I found a red scarf.  I found that I could unroll it and tie it low around my waist, it looked a little like a skirt.  It would mostly cover my cage and part of my ass.

I was wiping down tables and generally trying to find ways to prove myself to Jerry as I watched several young black men come in.  They sat at the bar, so I didn’t need to wait on them.  They smiled at me and a couple of them winked.  They were in their late teens, maybe early twenties and good looking.  I found my nipples get hard and my little wienie pressing hard against my cage as I found my mind wandering to what kinds of packages they had between their legs.

Another couple of young men came in and Jerry asked the man who had been there when I came it, “Tom, you’ll watch the bar?”

“Sure.  One of these days, I should sit in on a class.  I don’t suppose you could live her out here to keep me company,” Tom said indicating me.

“I would but she’s got a special part to play in the class today.”

Jerry took me by the wrist and led me toward the door to his office.  “We’re going on through to my playroom.  Glad you were able to throw something together to wear.”

“Thank you, Sir.”

The young men followed us.  Jerry pulled me onto a flat rubber square mat.  It was big enough for me to lie down on and still stay completely on the mat.  Five young men made a circle around me.

“Bobbi.  I’ve been teaching these young men how to take their anger and stress over the racist society we live in and turn it to something more productive.  Each one has been promised their own sissy to use as they see fit.  I’ll find them one or they’ll find one they like, and we’ll convert them.”

He looked around the room and then he took me by my forearm as he turned me so that I was rotated completely around so they could all see me.

Jerry said, “Trust me.  This is what most white boys are really like on the inside.  Just crack that outer shell of macho façade and they turn into sissy boys just like Bobbi, here.  Submissive to superior black men and women.”

One young man said, “Since being here, I have started to look at white boys differently.”

“Coming to this bar, has opened my eyes,” concurred another.

“Good.  I hope to see your generation as the one that makes it to where blacks can openly own whites as servants.  But, in order for this to work, you need to know how to treat a sissy.”

Jerry faced me.  “Bobbi, say no.”

“Yes Sir.  I mean…”

Jerry slapped me.

“Sir, I’m sorry…”

He slapped me with his other hand.

“Why is it so difficult to get you to obey me?”

I was confused and didn’t know what to say to obey him.  My cheeks were stinging, and I did not want another slap.

I tensed when Jerry raised his hand again, but he reached out and stroked my cheek.

Jerry looked around the circle.  “Now, I want you to notice several things.  First, due to their inferiority, they can be easily manipulated and confused.”

I rubbed my cheek and saw them all smiling.

“My punishment was swift.  Caused her pain but it was also controlled.  If I had gone full force, she’d still be on the ground right now.”

“Why did I do that?  Why not just knock her down for disobeying?”

One young man volunteered, “You wanted to have the punishment fit the level of disobedience.”

“True,” Jerry replied, “but there’s a more basic reason.  What’s that?”

Another young man smiled at me and said, “You didn’t want to damage her cocksucking mouth.”

Now, all the men in the circle were looking at me and laughing.  Two of them were fondling their crotches as they looked at me.

Jerry said, “I know it’s a joke, but you’re actually not far off.  What if she were my property?  I’d be a little careful not to cause too much damage to my property.  You can tell from her appearance that this is a white male who has realized her inferior status.  In a sense, she’s the property of all black people.  She’s not owned by anyone in yet, but she might have been the property of someone else.  Whether owned or unowned, you should be careful not to damage the property of another.”

“What if you’re really pissed off?” asked one who seemed to look at me with a malevolent sneer.

“You still need to maintain a semblance of control.  We’ll talk more about that in a minute.  Rick, if you’re going to own a white sissy, you need to show that you’ve got the control you’ll need.  Because that sissy is going to piss you off.  It’s just a part of their inferiority.  Come over and stand in front of Bobbi.”

Jerry whispered to Rick before he walked over to stand in front of me.

Rick smiled.  “You want me to hit you, Bobbi?”

I looked at Jerry and then at the smiling faces of the men.

“I…I…”

He struck my cheek with his open hand.  “Answer me bitch.”

“I… I… don’t…”

He slapped me with his other hand.  “Don’t tell me what to do, faggot.”

I felt tears running down my face and tried to brace myself for another slap, but Jerry put his hand on Rick’s arm.

“Don’t wear her out just yet.  Class has only started.”

One of the men laughed, “That’s right, give us all a chance.”

“Come this way, Bobbi,” Jerry said taking my wrist. 

He brought to the couch and chairs that were centered on the flat screen tv.  He pointed at the coffee table in front of the couch.

“Kneel here by the end.  Lean forward and place your upper body on the surface.  You can use your hands to help support you or reach underneath and wrap your arms under there to help you stay still.  You’re going to get paddled, but I won’t cuff you to the table unless I have to.  Understand?”

“Yes Sir, thank you Jerry, Sir.”  I said as I assumed the position.

Looking to the side, I saw the men taking seats with three of them on the couch the other two on the upholstered chairs.  Jerry walked around and handed each one a paddle.  I closed my eyes as I steeled myself for a paddling.  I told myself that no matter how badly it hurt, I was better off here.  Jerry would protect me.  I hoped he would anyway.

“You asked what to do when you’re angry.  Pissed off,” Jerry began.  “You try to turn that energy into a positive.  Go for a run, exercise.  Many things you can do.”

Jerry patted my ass twice lightly with a paddle.

“But one of the best ways is taking it out on a sissy.  There are so many things that can make us angry.  Punishing a sissy can be a good release.”  Another light touch of his paddle on my ass.

“So, you can use that energy to punish your sissy.  Many, many things can piss us off.  But one of the hardest things for us to process is anger at our racist system dominated by white men.  This system can be dangerous to navigate.  If a white authority figure pisses you off, you have to channel the anger.  Your white boss angers you and if you simply express that anger, you can be fired.”

Jerry paused.  This time the paddle met my ass with more force.  It stung, but not too badly.

“When a white man pisses you off there is nothing better than coming home and beating a white man.  Or maybe I should say white man substitute.  Just the sight of the white man kneeling before you bending over to take his punishment.”

This time the blow from the paddle made me yelp.

One of the men asked, “What about control? I don’t know how much control I’d have after a meeting with my P.O.”

“Look at the wall over there,” Jerry said.  “Whips, canes, different paddles.  One part of control is what instrument you choose.  Of course, don’t forget a good hand spanking with the sissy over your lap.  Plus, they can also feel your power, and other things.”

I’m not sure if he grabbed his own crotch or not, but they all laughed.

“Generally, you have more control before you start.  You choose your instrument, but you also choose where to strike the sissy.”

I felt a hand on my ass.  Jerry said, “Bobbi.  Spread your legs just a bit.  Walk your knees apart.”

I did as he ordered.  I felt his hand on my balls as he pulled them back.  He gave them a light tap and I moaned as I could feel a dull pain moving from my balls to my stomach.

“See.  Even a light slap on the balls can cause as much pain as a hard paddling on the ass.”

I felt the paddle on my ass twice.  It wasn’t too hard, and I didn’t hurt too much.  Then another spank on the ass but this one connected with my balls as well.  I shuddered and held to the coffee table to keep from falling off.  It took everything I had to remain there exposed.

“Next class, we’ll talk about another element of sissy punishment.  Surprise.  Keeps them from preparing themselves for punishment.”

Jerry leaned close to my ear and whispered.  “Just get through this Bobbi, and you’re halfway to what you need to make for your master.”

“Yes Sir, thank you Sir.” I held onto the table.  Whatever this was going to be, it was going to hurt.  Otherwise, he wouldn’t be trying to encourage me.

Jerry said, “I’ve given you each a paddle.  I’d like for each of you to come over here.  Tell the group what’s making you angry today and then practice taking out that anger on Bobbi.  Some of the anger anyway.  There are five of you.  If all of you were going to take out your full anger on her, I’d have chained her to the table.”

Rick said, “You still could.”

“That’s right, I could.  But there’s a special event tonight that Bobbi will perform at, so I’m going to need her.  I expect you all to be there.”

I sensed movement behind me.  A shadow fell over me.  A paddle was placed on my ass.

“I got pulled over for going five over the limit.  Searched my damned car.  Five miles over the limit.”

The paddle lifted from my ass and then three hard blows in quick succession.  My ass stung and I felt tears but maybe tears of gratitude as the paddle had not touched my balls.

A shifting in the shadows falling over me as one man replaced another.  “I went shopping yesterday.  Had an escort from when I walked in.  Knew it had to be security.  I was black so I was profiled.  Must have been there to steal and not to spend my own damned money.”

This time the blows came in one burst.  Maybe ten.  Maybe a dozen.  All on my ass.  It was on fire at the end, and I was left writhing on the table spluttering out, “Stop.  Please stop. Please.” And it was over.  I was left panting for breath.  Tears rolled freely down my face.  This was only the second one.  Three still to go.

“Found out I didn’t get the job.  Was it because I was black?  Of course, no one will say that.  But I didn’t see a single black face when I went for my interview.”

Three quick moderate blows.  I braced for more, but that was it.  I felt so grateful for his mercy.  I thought to myself that I would fall to this man’s feet and kiss them.  Then suck his cock in gratitude for his mercy.

“I was out walking my dog in the park.  It’s not much, but a cop car rolled by real slow like he thought I was up to something.  Like I deliberately put my dog on a leash and took him to the park so I could better disguise my criminal intent.”

His voice was milder, and I thought that maybe he would be gentler.  The first two blows were gentle and then he finished in a flash of fury with his last blow just catching my exposed balls.

My stinging ass and pain from my balls went from sharp and acute to a dull deep pain spreading through my body.  I did not think I could take any more, but I keep repeating to myself.  One more, one more, one more.  Only one more.

“I was piss tested at my P.O.’s. I know I’m going to be positive.  How can they still be testing for weed when they’re making it legal?”

I recognized Rick’s voice.  He laid the paddle on my ass. The edge touched my swollen balls.  I knew they were swollen because they hurt so much.

“I wish I had that P.O. kneeling right here on the table.”  Two hard slaps to my ass with the paddle.  “I’d warm him up good.”

One direct hit on my balls and I cried out, “Sir, please, sir, stop, please.  I’m begging.

Now, he started paddling hard.  My ass was on fire and several blows touched my balls.

“Once I warmed him up good, I’d be fucking that ass hard.  Rape his probation ass.”

The blows kept coming.  I was crying, gurgling, and shaking.  And then it stopped.

“Enough for now.  I don’t think Bobbi can take any more.  Take a deep breath.”  I heard Jerry as he stopped Rick and tried to help him calm down.

Once I knew I was being rescued by Rick.  I settled into deep sobs that shook me.  Then I settled and rested in my pain.  It was going to get better.  It was going to get better.  I had made it through.  That was all five.

Jerry whispered close to my ear.  “You can rest now, Bobbi. Just fall on the floor.  It’s over.  You’ve earned some time to rest.”
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“I’m here to help.  Let’s get you ready, sweetheart.”  Sara was whispering in my ear.  She ended the whisper with a kiss

“Sara,” I said with a little bit of a smile.

I rolled over on my back and she knelt and kissed me on the lips.  She put her arms around me as I lifted myself up.  This put my ass in contact with the floor and I moaned.

“Master Jerry said you went through a tough beating.  He said I could help and then we’d get you ready for tonight.  Can you get up on your knees so I can look.”

She helped me up to my knees.  Her hand ran down my back tenderly.  She touched my ass and then very gently put her hand on my balls.

“You’re not going to like this.”

“What?”  I was scared she had found something seriously wrong with my testicles.

“You’re a little swollen.  I know it hurt, but it’s not as bad as I thought it might be.  Now, I want you to lie on your stomach.  Spread your legs a little.  I’ve got some lotion.  Just a light massage.  Just going to make you feel better.”

I followed her directions, and I felt a squirt of lotion on my back.  She started rubbing it in and then I felt her lips on one cheek of my ass and then the other.  Her hands continued the massage of my back.  She moved to my lower back.  She rubbed my ass and then spread my cheeks.  Then I felt the gentlest of kisses on my balls.

“Making me horny isn’t going to help.”

Sara laughed.  “You never know.  It’ll help take your mind off things.  Besides, it’s practice.”

“Practice?”

“For later. They want us dance for them tonight.  And they’re going to let us play.  You know, sissy on sissy action turns them on.”

“In front of them?”

“Of course, silly.  Maybe if we’re good, they’ll reward us with some private time.  I’m going to make you so horny; you’ll forget about them.”

Sara put her hand on my ass.  “Best, I can do for now. Roll over on your side and just rest.  We’ll just lie here and cuddle until it’s time to get ready.”

I turned on my side and Sara laid down behind me.  She spooned me and I fell asleep in her arms.

Sara must have fallen asleep as well.  Next thing I was aware of was Jerry standing over us.

“Hope you had a nice nap.  Time to get up and get moving.  Sara.  I want you making sure Bobbi looks right.  She’ll need your help getting ready.  You’ll need extra time so you can do her makeup and all that. I’ll be back in an hour.”

He turned around and I pushed myself up on one elbow and watched him leave.  Sara used her arm around my stomach to pull me into her.  She kissed my neck and sniffed.

“First off, you need to shower.  Make sure to scrub down clean. Wish I could hop in with you, but I need to do my own makeup and such.”

I was surprised that I could move without pain.  I felt a little sore, but I had hurt so badly I thought I’d walk with a limp.  That is, if I could move at all.

Sara yelled, “Hold up.  I’ve got some body wash and shampoo.  Don’t be using his stuff.  You want to stay soft and feminine.”

I definitely was not thinking straight.  I had headed off with no idea where I was going.  Sara took her bag from the couch.  She produced a couple of plastic bottles.  Then, when she saw me looking lost, she said, “Shower room is down those steps.  Plenty of dry towels on a rack down there.  Nice hot shower.  Then come back up when you’re dry.”

When I returned, she was the same beautiful girl I had seen that first night at the bar. 

Sara smiled.  “I take it you like it.”

“If I weren’t a sissy…”

She laughed.  “I must be making your clitty hard.  Now, let’s get your look together.  You’re already making my clitty hard.”

“Hard as can be,” I said rubbing my hand over my cage.

Sara had laid out cosmetics on a table. I sat opposite her as she painted my face. I was surprised when she had me sit back and began using a brush to paint my nipples.

“Red like your lips.  See,” she pulled her top to the side, “just like mine.  A lot of men watching us perform like it the more girly we are.  So, this helps to emphasize our little sissy titties.”

I couldn’t help letting out a moan as she kissed and gently sucked each nipple.  She took a napkin to dry where her mouth had touched them.  Then she painted them a bright red.

When she was done, I pulled on my cut-off t-shirt and tied the scarf around my waist.  She wore a red lacey bra and tight red shorts that hugged her ass.

Jerry was right on time.  We had only finished a few minutes before he came in.
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“Packed house tonight, Sara.”

“Good, Bobbi and I are going to give them their money’s worth.”  She whispered in my ear.  “Follow my lead.  Have fun.  Think about all those big black dicks getting hard.”

I had to laugh, but the thought she had put in my head left me weak in the knees.  I took her hand as we walked behind Jerry.

It was too bad that we couldn’t make a grand entrance directly onto the stage.  The music started and Sara led me through the crowd of men to the stage.  I didn’t have to climb onto the stage.  Sara and I were lifted onto the stage by strong black men.  One of the men pinched my almost naked ass before depositing me on stage.

I turned and watch Sara as she began to twist and move to the music.  The men were laughing and cheering as I imitated her.  She turned her back to the men and shook her ass to the rhythm and I did the same.  It was so arousing when I thought about all those big black dicks getting hard just like Sara had told me. 

She walked toward me and took my hand.  She spun me around and then pulled me close and kissed me.  She whispered in my ear, “Keep it on.  We strip on the next song.”

I was having fun and feeling free enough to imitate girls I had seen up on stages at strip clubs.  Shaking my tits and ass.

That song ended and another started.  Sara pulled me close and told me.  “Down to our cages on this one.”

I began dancing while I kept an eye on her.  I pulled off my top a second after she did and now, I was only wearing the scarf around my waist.  Her hands came up to her chest and cupped her small breasts and I did the same.  Bending forward she seemed to offer them to the men in the crowd.  She looked so beautiful doing this, that it took a few moments before I did the same.  My nipples were rock hard as I thought of all those men and sucking on their big hard cocks.  I felt so horny I brought my hands up to squeeze my tits, and this brought a round of cheers and applause from some of the men.

I smiled as the music went seamlessly from one song to the next.  Sara backed toward the audience and teased the crowd by pulling her shorts down and back up.  I undid the knot from the scarf as I watched her pull her shorts off and kick them to a man standing near the stage. 

I held the scarf in front of me and draped it over a man in the front row before pulling it back.  Sara danced close and whispered in my ear.  She turned her back to me and I began whipping her with the scarf.  The men cheered and some of them shouted encouragement.

Sara turned to face me, and I threw the scarf over her and pulled her close.  Chest to chest and cage to cage, she put her arms around me.  She kissed me and I opened my mouth to hers. 

The song ended while we were still embracing.

Sara said, “Now, we get to have some real fun.”

I did not know what was next.  Maybe there was a third song.  I looked out into the crowd and saw Jerry approaching the stage.  He stopped at the edge of the stage.  Sara grabbed two harnesses with dildos attached.

Sara handed one to me.  I watched as she stepped into hers and pulled it up to her waist.  I did the same.  The dildos stuck out from us at the level of our cages.  They matched our skin tone and so gave the illusion of being real.  I looked down at a dildo that was about six inches long.  It was still bigger than my sissy dicklet. 

Sara grabbed my hand and paraded us around the stage with our fake dicks bouncing before us.  Music was playing as background for our strut.  In the center of the stage, Sara turned to face me.

“Now, I’m going to suck your dick,” she said smiling.

She dropped to her knees and began sucking my dildo.  Her mouth was sliding back and forth on the dildo as she looked up at me.  I reached down and stroked her hair and then rested my hands on her head.  My erection was denied by my cage, but I desperately wanted her mouth directly on my sissy dick.

Sara looked up at me.  “Please fuck me, Bobbi.” I could hear her over the music.

She crawled to the edge of the stage and a man put a tub of Vaseline on his table.  She grabbed it and began spreading the lube over my fake dick.  She finished and she turned and knelt presenting her ass to me.  I got down on my knees and moved to where I could run my dildo up and down between her cheeks.  I felt the dildo against her hole and gently pushed into her.  Sara pushed back and the dildo was inside her.

We began fucking on stage.  I put my hands on her back.  She reached back and grabbed one hand bringing it to her mouth.  She sucked my fingers making them wet.  I reached under her and began rubbing her nipple.  She rebalanced and took my other hand and wet it.  Now, I was rubbing my wet fingers over both her nipples.  We began fucking faster.  She was moaning and so was I. Then we stopped with me hugging her as I pressed my chest into her back. 

Sara turned her head and whispered, “My turn.”

I pulled out of her, and she staggered to her feet.  She took a few steps before turning back to me.  I was still on my knees as she approached stroking her fake dick.

I wanted it in my mouth.  I looked up at her as I kissed the tip.  Opening my mouth, I took it in and began sucking.  My mouth moved back and forth making it wet.  I looked up at her and winked.  I wanted it to be her real dick that I was sucking.  After a couple of minutes, she pulled back. 

I wanted to keep sucking, but I also wanted her to fuck me.  I grabbed the lube and began smearing it over her fake dick. I looked up into her eyes as I ran my hand up and down her dildo.

“Your turn to fuck me,” I said as I turned and presented my ass for her to fuck.

I felt her move into me with her fake dick running up my ass as she pulled me into her.  Then she pulled back, and I felt the tip at my hole.  I pushed back as she pushed forward impaling me on her dildo.  I ached for it to be real as she started fucking me.  Her hands moved under me as she massaged my chest.  I felt her laying her chest against my back as she pumped in and out of me.  I balanced on one hand while I pressed her hands into me. 

I was exhausted by everything that had happened.  She drove her fake dick into me and hugged me into her.  She pulled out and we both lay on the stage in each other’s arms, and we kissed.

I looked up to see Jerry and another man standing over us.  Jerry held up his hands and it was only then that I heard the crowd yelling and applauding.  I had not been thinking of anything else, but Sara.

Jerry helped me to my feet while the other man helped Sara.  I tried to ask Sara what was next, but the wide-eyed glance she gave me told me that she did not know.

Jerry pulled me back to the pole and pulled my hands behind me.  He cuffed my hands, and the other man was doing the same to Sara.  We were handcuffed to the pole with our hands behind us.  Jerry told us to get down, so we used the pole to balance as we sat on the stage. Sara managed to sit next to me, and we were pressed together side by side with our legs extended together.

Jerry looked down at us and smiled.  He turned to the crowd while the other man stood near our feet.  He unzipped his fly and pulled out his big black cock and began to stroke it.

“Remember. Every man who takes part gets a free drink,” Jerry said as he addressed the crowd.

The man was stroking his hard cock in front of us as I watched all the men in the crowd getting up from their chairs and move toward the stage. Sara and I both had our mouths open as we watched the man in front of us stroke his cock.  He came and shot his cum at Sara’s mouth, but it hit on her forehead and dripped down her face. 

I saw men surrounding us.  They all were pulling out their cocks and masturbating as they aimed their big cocks at us.  I turned to Sara, and she presented her face to me. I licked the cum from it as best I could.  As I was lapping the cum, I felt the hot stickiness of another man’s jism hitting my shoulder.

Sara turned and we kissed as more loads hit us.  We were licking the cum from each other’s faces.  It was raining cum.  More men replaced the one’s who had shot their loads on us.  Sara and I were getting covered as we licked up what we could reach.

I turned and saw one man who had his cock close to my face.  I opened my mouth in acceptance of my role as his cum receptacle.  His hot load caught my upper lip and I licked it into my mouth.  Another one hit me in the chest and Sara was licking me and then sucking the nipple she could reach.

I saw Tyrone in front of me with his hard cock in his hand.  I arched my back.

“Tyrone, please help my titties grow.”

He laughed and aimed his cum directly at my chest.

I felt the warmth of his load as two more hit me. More cum was running down my face.  A load on my forehead leaked down into one eye.  I turned to Sara, and I saw her cum covered face.  Our lips met and our mouths opened to one another.  Out of the corner of my eye, I saw more men approaching with their cocks out.  I felt cum hitting the side of my face as Sara and I kissed.

I think that everyone in the crowd did what they could for their free drink.  Maybe there was someone in the crowd who had not shot their load on the two sissies on stage, but I doubt it.

I was blinded in both eyes now.  I felt my hands being uncuffed.

“Clean up your mess, sissy faggots.”  It sounded like Jerry’s voice. 

I used my fingers to get the cum out of my eyes so I could see.  My vision was blurry but there was Sara covered in cum.  She smiled at me and began licking my face. She pushed me back onto the cum covered floor.  Licking down my face and neck to my chest, she sucked each nipple. 

I pulled her over onto the sticky floor and began licking her face. 

“That’s why you have to keep white boys locked up,” I heard someone say. 

I crawled between Sara’s legs and cleaned her thighs.  I looked up at her as I tongued her cage and slipped my tongue into small openings, so that I could touch her straining sissy dick.

I was lost in a world of cum and Sara when I noticed the boots of a man standing over us.  It was Jerry.

“Now, that’s a dance we should have every night.  I just can’t afford giving away all the free booze,” he said laughing.  “Maybe a couple of cum guzzlers like you two should be paying me.”

Sara said, “Yes sir.  Thank you, Sir.”

I joined in thanking him.

He sat a bucket and rags on a table by the stage.

“Lick up what you can.  Scrub the stage floor and come to my office when you’re done.”
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When we finished Sara and I held hands as we stood at Jerry’s open office door.  She tapped on the door frame.

“Come in,” Jerry said as he sat behind his desk.

He looked at me directly.  “Bobbi, I would like you to accept me as your owner.

Sara kissed me on the cheek.

“Sir, that would be a great honor, but…”

“But what Bobbi?”

“I’m supposed to belong to someone else.  I was trying to get money for him so that he would accept me.”

Jerry leaned back in his chair and put his hands behind his head.  “I’m aware of that sissy.”  He had a big smile as he said, “I think I can work something out with Master J.”

Sara laughed.  “I’m sure you can, Master J.”

“Sara. Don’t be like that.  Bobbi is probably just cum drunk and doesn’t realize…”

Suddenly I knew.  “… that you’re Master J.”

“Exactly,” said Master J.  “I’m sorry but I needed to test you, Bobbi.  You see I need trustworthy servants.  You’ll not only be serving me, but you’ll be my assistant in managing my property.  Technically, you’ll be Sara’s assistant.  My sissy maid but also helping Sara in her maid duties and taking care of the grounds of my properties.”  He smiled, “And any other duties I assign.”

“But why all of this?”  Sara poked me and I added, “Sir.”

“I was interested from when we first started talking, but then you bailed on me.  I was going to move on, but Sara convinced me to give you a second chance.  I needed to see what you would do.  See you tested.”

Sara put an arm around me.  “So, he set you up.  He had a friend at the house.  He was on the phone with his friend listening in.  That man said what Master told him.”

“I had him deny you admission and see what you’d do.  You had a deep need to serve a superior black man, but you were afraid.  That’s why I had you kidnapped in the first place.  Take the choice away from you, but now that you’ve experienced your desires, you can make the choice to accept my offer.  Or you can go back to your old life of jerking off to fantasies.”

I looked at Sara and held her hand, and then I looked back at Master J.  “Please collar me, Sir.”

“Good, we can do that tonight when we go back to the house.”  Master J looked at Sara and me.  “First, you two should clean up.  Don’t worry, you’ll be getting more cum from me tonight.”

Sara kissed me again.  “We can talk about getting you out of your boring job.  We’ll go there dressed slutty and hanging on each other.  By the time we finish with our little show, they’ll be happy to let you go.  By the time we’re done, they’ll escort us out the door.”

“Or they’ll be hitting on us,” I laughed.

My new life was starting.

The End
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