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I was on my daily walk.  To get to the park, I pass along several blocks on a busy city street before I get there. Listening to a podcast, I’ve got my earbuds in and I’m looking forward to the episode. It’s a beautiful spring day and there are people out and about but it’s not as busy as it will be later.

A woman stepped out of a fast-food restaurant holding a take-out bag. She was beautiful.  A black woman with long braids wearing a white blouse and a patterned skirt looked in my direction.  I watched from a distance and saw the black high heeled boots she was wearing when her skirt moved as she walked.

At a safe distance, I could observe her without seeming to stare.  I expected her to walk off down the street or get into a car parked at the curb.  She was a fantasy woman that I would never meet.  I’m submissive by nature and found a black woman like her to be a regular part of my fantasy life. 

Fantasy is not real life and my expectations of what someone like her would be like is more normal.  I know ‘normal’ is not a good way of putting it, but I expected someone like her would have a ‘normal’ boyfriend or be looking for one.  They would be a beautiful couple and have a ‘normal’ relationship.  In other words, she would have no use for a submissive pervert like me.

The podcast played in my ears and as I approached, I let my gaze slide from her face down to her boots.  Keeping my eyes on her boots, she would not be able to tell what I was looking at since I might just be looking at the ground.

As I approached, she took a step forward and pulled her skirt up revealing the length of her boot.

“Like my boots, white boy?”

“Yes Ma’am.” Stupid.  Why did I say ‘ma’am?”  Did I think she was an old woman, and I was a child?  Why did I even acknowledge my interest in her boots at all.

She raises her other foot and plants it in a chair meant for outdoor dining. Pulling her skirt up to reveal the length of her boot, she smiles at me, and I can’t help but look at the boot she has placed in the middle of the chair.

“Sit down where you can get a better look.”

Looking back up to her face our eyes meet.  She knows exactly what I am. Her smile is one of recognition.  I start to sit but she holds up her hand to stop me.  She just wanted to test whether I would obey her. 

She looks at me head to foot slowly moving her eyes down my body.  I’m transfixed and afraid to move.  It feels like she’s ripping off my clothing and layers of protection I’ve used to hide my true nature.

“Let me check you out, white boy.”  I stand quietly while she holds her arms out and steps forward.  Her arms around me, she hisses into my ear, “hands stay on my back, anything else and you will feel pain.”

“Yes, M…”

She stops me with “Yes is all that’s needed for now.”

Her arms pull me into a hug and her hands drop and squeeze my ass as she presses her body into me.

“Is that a Vienna sausage in your pocket, or are you just happy to see me?”  She breaks the hug with a laugh. 

I’m shocked at her quick move when she steps back but her hand snakes out to my chest where her fingers find my nipple and tweak it.

“You have a choice. You can get in my car if you agree to do everything I say.  Say ‘yes’ and you can get in my car.  Or just walk away and spank your little wienie tonight thinking about what might have been.

I choke out a “yes.”  She hands me her take-out bag.

“Follow me.”
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She takes her keys and a black Lexus chirps in front of us.  I wait for her to open the passenger side and she stands at the driver’s door.

“You’re not riding in the front.”  She opens the door to the back seat.

As I put my foot in the car she watches with a smile.  “Remember, entering my world is your choice.  What happens in my world and when you leave it is my choice.”

I step into the car, and she slams the door closed behind me.

She gets in and checks her mirror and sees me.  “You must be a real slut.  To get yourself picked up like that.”

I give a weak ‘yes’ unsure of what to say.

Laughing she starts the car and pulls away from the curb.  She’s glancing at me in the rearview mirror.  She appears to be making a decision. 

I’m thinking of what to say when I hear.

“Let’s see how big of a slut you are.  Take off your clothes.”

I see her eyes looking at me in the rearview.

Seeing my hesitation, she barks, “Off.  All of them.  You made your only choice when you got in.  Pass them up here, shirt, jeans, socks, shoes, boxers, panties, whatever you wear.”

I pull my t-shirt over my head. 

“Everything down to that pale white ass.”

Struggling in the back seat, I’m watching the other cars and the people in them as I’m getting naked.

As I take off my clothes, I pass them over the seat to her.  She glances at what I pass to her and lets it fall into the passenger’s seat.

Naked.  I sit nervously and completely vulnerable in the back seat.  She reaches up and adjust the review mirror to see what she can.  I have one hand in my lap and my arm across my chest.

“A real slut then.  White male bitches are my favorite.”

“Thank you…”

“Regina,” she says and then adds, “You should call me Mistress Regina.”

“I’m…”

“White boy will do for now.  I’ll decide on your name.  The question, white boy, is what I should do with you.”

I’m living my fantasy and think of so many wonderful things she could do.

“I could take you home with me, but I’m just not sure.”

“Or just drop you on a corner somewhere around here.”

I had only been half aware of our where we were, but we were getting deeper into the east side of town.

“There’s probably a good place right around.  Some of the young brothers on the corners might have some ideas of how to help out a naked white boy.”

I drop completely out of my fantasy world and the fall is hard.  She’s talking about kicking me out of her car naked.

“Or I could drop you off in front of the elementary school.  Hate to do that to the little darlings there, but with your little pecker, you’d fit right in.  Don’t think Johnny Law would be too happy.  What with you out flashing little kids.  Take you straight to jail.  On the bright side, another place where you can make friends with some young brothers.”

I’m looking out at the streets around me.  She keeps driving but I’m hyper alert knowing that she could stop anywhere, and she could speed off leaving me naked with no easy way home.

I look from one side of the passing street to the other.  Closed businesses mixed with a few restaurants.  Black guys on some corners and other corners empty.  A few blocks in either direction there are busy streets teeming with traffic.  My imagination runs wild.  Her eyes catch mine in the rearview as I’m looking around in fear.

“Tell you what, white boy.  Answer some questions.  Keep me entertained for a bit.  Maybe you’ll keep me intrigued enough that we’ll make it to my house.  If I get bored, I’ll flip on the music and drop you off.”

“I’ll answer whatever you want, Ms. Regina,” I say while thinking that I’ll do whatever she wants as long as I can stay in the car.

“Well, I…”

“You do have to tell me the truth, boy.  I’m not going to believe that you’ve never had your cocksucking lips around some man’s dick.”

The car slowed and then stopped.  My heart was racing.  But there was a stop sign.  Maybe she was stopping for that.

“Tell me about the first time you had a dick in your mouth.  How old were you?”

She reached toward the console, and I thought she was going to turn on her music.

“Elementary school,” I blurted out.

“Elementary school?”  The car rolled past the stop sign.  “Relative or some guy in the neighborhood decide to molest you?”

“No, not like that.  Other boys.”

She didn’t speak.  I took a breath and continued.  “Like a dare at a sleepover.  Happened a couple of times at least. Maybe more. One boy would dare another to take his dick in his mouth for a count of a hundred or something like that. Then, the other boy would have to do it.”

Regina laughed, “Men and boys always sticking their dicks someplace.”

She glanced over the backseat at me.  “Just to be sure.  No touching yourself.  Looks like you want to as hard as all this had made your little wienie.”

Turning back to the road, she asked, “What did you think about all that.  Is that what made you want to be a submissive cocksucker?”

“I don’t know, Ms. Regina.”

“Don’t lie to me, white boy?”

She put her arm on the back of the seat and raised up to look at me.  Settling back into the driver’s seat, “Still hard as a rock, pebble anyway.  White boys lie, but they’re little peckers usually tell the truth.”

Deciding to take a different approach she asked, “What did you think of taking other boys’ dicks in your mouth?”

“Yes, I liked it.  It was wrong.  I didn’t want them to know I liked it.  I thought about what it would be like if I was caught?”

“Caught by your parents, or maybe their parents?”  She asked.

“No parents would have put an end to it.  Told us we were bad.  I thought of one boy’s older sister finding out?”

“What would have happened then?”

“Not sure, but I thought of her finding us and then spanking me to make me keep doing it.  Promising to be her slave if she wouldn’t tell?”

“You wanted to be a slave.  Spanked and made to put dicks in your mouth.  We would have had so much fun if we’d gone to the same school.  Any other times or feelings.  When did in become more sexual for you?”

“I remember one time when I did it with an older boy. I told him I would do it but that I was afraid he’d pee in my mouth.  When I finished, he turned to the toilet.  We were in a bathroom.  He jerked off into the toilet.  I didn’t know what he had done.  I didn’t discover masturbation until later when another boy explained it to me.”

“Did he explain or just show you?”

“Showed me, Ms. Regina.”

“Did you want to help him or the older boy in the bathroom?  Use your hands or mouth on them.”

“Not at the time as I recall.  But later when I did masturbate to pictures of naked women sometimes, I would end up thinking about cock and sucking cock.”

“Damn.” Regina put on her blinker and turned left. “Congratulations, white boy.  You kept my interest the whole way.  We’ll have to continue our talk later.”

She pulled to the curb in front of a large, three-story brick home.  There were similar homes up and down the shady residential street.

Turning off the car, she looked back at me.  “I’m going to allow you into my home.  When you get out, I want you to kneel beside me.  Crawl with me as I walk to the door.”

It was still broad daylight.  I didn’t see anyone else around but that could change in an instant.

She watched as my eyes darted around. 

“Any questions,” Ms. Regina asked.

My mouth opened but I could not think of any words.

“Good,” she said, cutting off any chance of protest. 

She opened the car door and stepped out.
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I cracked the door open but stayed in my seat.  There was no way I could get out of the car in the middle of the day.  It was a quiet residential street.  No one was out that I could see, but how many were watching from their windows.  A door could open.  Neighbors could just step out onto their porch and see me naked.  Maybe she would throw my clothes at me or something I could use to cover myself.

Regina jerked the door open.  “I told you to get out of the car.  Or I’ll get back in and put you out on the busiest street around here I can find.  Put a damned sign around your neck, “Need a big black dick to suck, please help.”

I felt the roughness of the pavement on my bare feet.  My hands kept low to hide my dick.

“Turn around and put your hands on the car,” she ordered.

I did as she said, and I trembled and had to support myself with my hands.

Swat.  Her hand hit my ass hard.  It stung but the sound of it shattered the silence of the street.

“Get on your knees and crawl, white boy. Or I’ll slap that ass so much people around here will think I’m applauding something.”

I got down on my knees.  Small stones and sticks lacerating my knees

“People will be looking out wondering why that naked white boy is crying.”

I put my hands down and crawled a step but found I had to rise up on my hands and feet to keep up with her.  I could only make out the boots walking in front of me, but I knew I must be nearing my goal of her front door.

Another step up and then at the steps leading up to her front porch. 

“Closer,” I thought “Closer, shelter.”

We’re at her front door and she stands there for a moment and looks down at me.  She lifts a boot.

“Damn, bird shit or something. Who knows, right?  Be a good boy and lick it clean.  I sure hope I’ve got my keys.”

Her boot is in front of me.  The boot looks clean.  Maybe there’s a smudge.  I kneel and begin licking.  Sooner it’s clean, the sooner she’ll open the door and we can go in.

Regina’s hand is in her purse.  “There they are.”  Looking down, she said, “Good boy.”

She lifts her other boot.  “Damn, now they don’t match.  One’s nice and shiny and now the other one looks dull.”

Regina places her other boot in front of me.  I don’t wait for an order. Instead, I bend down and start licking.

“Good job, white boy.”

She turns and puts the key in the lock and the door opens.  Taking a moment, she steps into her house.

“Come on, little sissy bitch.  Don’t take all day.”
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I crawled into the coolness of the entry way.  The tile was cool on my knees but blessed smooth after the roughness of the pavement and sidewalk.  At the end of the tile there was carpet beyond. 

“Do try to keep up.”

I tried to keep up and she walked quickly into the room and sat down on a plush brown recliner.

“Looks like I’ll need to use a collar and leash on you.  Maybe take you out for walks until you’re able to keep up.”

I looked up at her hesitantly.  I wasn’t sure if I was supposed to or not.  Maybe she wanted me to keep looking at the floor. 

She raised her booted foot and caught me in the stomach. 

“Come on, bitch boy.  Pull my boots off for me.  I’ve been out and about all day.  Can’t wait to get the damned things off.”

Holding the boot, I pulled the zipper down freeing her foot.  She was wearing a long blue sock with a stitched design around the top. I rolled the sock down her ankle.  Her bare leg disappeared upward into her skirt.  Her beautiful leg was smooth and perfect.  I tried to remember my privilege of seeing her feet.

Glancing up at her eyes and down to her foot.  She remained silent as if it were a game where she would not give me an answer to what or how well I as doing?

I raised her foot and brought my lips to meet the top of her foot at the base of her brightly painted red toe nails.

She smiled down on me in approval, so I repeated the procedure with her left foot. 

As I kissed her other foot, Regina said, “Your poor, poor Mistress. Having to go all day without a sissy bitch to lick her feet.”

I extend my tongue and lick the top of her toes when she pulled her foot from me.

“Bad boy, you haven’t earned that yet?”

“I’m sorry Miss…”

She ignores my apology to order me to rise up to face her while remaining on my knees. 

“Spread them.”

I walked my knees apart.  Regina raised her foot between my legs.  My balls rested on her foot.  She moved her foot up and down slightly lifting my balls and then letting them hang.

“Perfect spot.  So easy to send you into agony.  I know you’d rather be spanked, but sometimes, just sometimes it is so satisfying to kick a white boy in the nuts.”

I took a breath to prepare myself.  She could see me bracing myself for the pain.  She jiggled by balls with her foot.  Then she slowly lowered her to the floor.  I did not know if she was lowering it to simply let it rest on the floor or if she was lowering it so that with a sudden movement up against my balls, she would send me into the agony she had spoken of. 

She began talking and I found it hard not to focus on exactly where her feet were.

Noticing this, Regina’s lips lifted at the corners as she tried to hide her amusement. 

“Get up, sissy boy.  See that organizer in the corner.  Look on top.  There should be some tape and a pen.”

The simple organizer had a white plastic top and wire baskets that moved in and out like drawers.  Most were empty.  A few were a jumble of clothes each of which had a name written on white tape on the tab in front.  I located the tape and brought it to Regina.

“What do you think of Bija?  I was thinking of calling you BJ, but thought I’d make it a bit more feminine.  Of course, calling a sissy BJ is a bit presumptuous having never seen you perform.  It would raise their expectations.”

She had moved quickly past the question she had asked.  It didn’t matter what I thought of it.  It didn’t stop me from opening my mouth and saying, “A new name, Ms. Regina?”

“Of course, whatever it was, I’m sure it was perfectly fine for a boy.  But, you poor dear, chose to enter my world, where all white boys become sissy gurls,  gurls with a u to distinguish you from naturally born females.”

“If Bija doesn’t work, I could just call you Rimmy, or Rim, for short.  Might give them different expectations, though.”

She tore the tape with from the roll where she had written my new name, “Bija.”

“Thank you, Ms. Regina,” I told her as she handed the tape to me. Truly grateful that I would not be called, “Rim.”

“Top drawer’s open.  Put your name on the front.”  She lifted her bag from beside the recliner and began pulling out my clothes and throwing them on the floor.

“Be a good sissy bitch and put your completely inappropriate boy clothes in the basket.”

I looked at the names of the other gurls as I put away my clothes.

“You didn’t think you were the first white boy that begged to get in my car, did you?”

I returned and knelt in front of her.  No verbal command, but a movement of her hand guiding me to my new position.

“I’m sure a horny, nervous white boy like you has a million questions.  Does she have other white boys?  Where are they?  Or is it something I haven’t thought of.”

Regina eyes narrowed and she had a tight-lipped smile that made me tremble.  “Remember when I threatened to drop you off on the corner or the highway or whatever I fancied.  Just to let you know, not all the white boys who get in the back seat of my car, make it all the way here.”

“Enough talk.” She picked up a set of handcuffs she had placed by her side in the chair where I had not seen them.  “Let’s get started.”
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“Stand up,” Regina ordered.

I stood and she looked amused as she saw my erection.

“Trying to show off for me again, I see.  How many women have you disappointed with that thing?” 

“I don’t know, Ms. Regina.”

“Don’t know because you think that not all the women you’ve slept with have been disappointed or you don’t know how many you’ve slept with?”

“I don’t know, Ms. Regina,” I repeated.

She laughed.  “Maybe I’ll have you make a list.  We’ll find them all so that they can see you after I’m done with you.  They’ll appreciate a note of apology from you. I’ll tell them how you were really a sissy bitch all along.  That you were horny for a big cock, just like they were.”

I followed her to a corner of the room where a potted plant hung from a chain.

“Lift that up off of the hook and set it down next to the wall.”

The plant and pot were heavy, and I had to get completely under it to lift if off the chain.  I set it down against the wall having to lower my whole body with it.

“That plant is such an excellent excuse to hide the true purpose of this.  I always put it back up in case I need to look vanilla.  Never know when a relative or what I refer to as a civilian is over.”

“Hold out your hands.”

I did so as she cuffed my wrists.  Seeing what was to come, I raised my hands toward the hook.  At the wall, she tested the part of the chain that wrapped around an anchor in the wall.

“Good boy,” Regina said.  “Let’s see if I need to adjust it.  I think it’s about the right height for you.”

I lifted myself onto my toes to get the chain between the cuffs over the hook, but I was able to almost comfortably stand with my hands over my head.  Almost.  The pull on my arms was just enough to keep me from being able to stand flat-footed.

“Excellent,” she said and left the room.

I had not finished the thought that perhaps she would just leave me here when she emerged through the doorway carrying a box of latex gloves. 

She pulled out a couple of blue gloves and proceeded to put them on.  “I hope you’re ready for a very thorough exam.”

“Damn, almost forgot.  Must be that hard dick of yours making me forget things.”  She laughed and walked to her computer on a small table at the opposite wall.  Moving the mouse cleared the screensaver and I saw myself with my hands cuffed over my head.

“Hope you don’t mind.  Always have to think about my subscribers.”  She walked back toward me.  “Mostly white boys wishing they were you.  Sitting there at their computers, whacking away at their little hard dicks.”

Regina walked next to me and stood by my side and faced her computer.  She placed her hand on my ass and took her gloved hand and held my dick with her thumb and index finger.

“I do have a few black men and women who watch as well.  Sorry if you’re offended but blacks watch for free.  Maybe some real men are watching and thinking, ‘I’d like to see what the faggot looks like when she’s through.  Maybe then, I’ll feed the bitch my cock and fuck his ass.”  Her thumb and index finger moved lightly up and down my cock.

She looked up at me and said, “You like that, don’t you sissy?”

“Yes, Ms. Regina,” I answered.

“Better make sure there’s not a mess.”  She grabbed a hairbrush from the top of the bookcase behind her.  She hit my dick twice and I winced. 

“So, let’s back off for a minute.”  She touched the brush to my still erect dick and continued, “Not that you didn’t like that.  Lonely little white dick just wants to be touched…by anything.”

Putting the brush back on the bookcase, she picked up a small white pack with black lettering.  She walked toward her computer and put the pack directly in front of the camera.

Regina walked away from the camera and briefly raised the back of her skirt to show her audience her ass.  She held the pack up where I could read it.  “BNWO brand for tiny white pricks.”  Faint pink lettering on the back said, “For sissies only.”

She ripped open the pack and pulled a condom from it.  “BNWO brand condoms from their For Sissies Only line.  You know their slogan.”  She took the condom and held it to the head of my dick while she rolled it down covering it.  “If it fits, it must be a clit.”

Looking up at me, she pronounced, “Sorry honey, looks like it fits.”  She pulled the tip with two fingers away from the head of my dick.  “In fact, looks kind of roomy on you.”

She knew me and played with me.  Every humiliation made my dick jump.  Her face shone in delight with each little dig at my manhood.  Her gloved hands roamed up and down my body.  Light brushes of her gloved hands on my body sent shivers through me. 

She held the tips of her fingers against my erect nipples.  “Feels good doesn’t it sissy?”

“A man playing with your nipples like you were a real girl.”  Bending her head to my chest, she took a nipple into her mouth and sucked.  Leaving with the lightest of nibbles.   Then her mouth was back and sucked hard.  I moaned.  Her hand was busy stroking my other nipple. 

Her hand was on my ass and her other hand was gripped very lightly over my erection.  I could feel the coolness of the air drying on my nipple.

“How close are you, Bija?  For those of you that don’t know her.  This is my new sissy, Bija.  Some sissies can cum from having their tits played with.  Just the thought of some black man, a real man, with his big cock getting hard thinking about fucking you.  He pulls up your shirt, starts playing with your hard, hard nipples.  You know he’s going to make you the girl you’ve fantasized about…”

Her hand tightens hard and painfully on my erection, and I’ve lost that feeling of being so close to cumming.

“Not yet, Bija, dear,” she points at her computer against the wall.  “They want to see more of a show than you dribbling out your sissy cum in the first five minutes.”

Regina kept her hand on my dick which had lost some of its firmness in her tight grip.  She lifted it out of the way and placed her hand on my balls.  I flinched knowing what a strong grip she had.

“Useless,” she said, “except for how easy it is control a sissy with a nice firm grip.” Her hand tightened just slightly, and I felt myself quiver.  “See how easy it is.”

She turned back to the bookcase and picked up the hairbrush.  Holding it in front of me, she let go of my balls but kept her hand underneath.  Testing their weight as she had done with her foot.

I knew what she intended, and I blurted out, “Ms. Regina, please…”

“A real masochist this one, begging for it.” 

“But Ms…”

“Now, Bija, if you’re going to be beg, you do need to be polite.”

She pulled her hand away from my balls and gently tapped them with the hairbrush.

How could such a light tap hurt so much? I asked myself and then thought of how it might feel should she hit my balls harder.

“You’ve been so good, I know you want your balls punished.  I’m wondering how many swats to give you.  I’m thinking ten because you’ve been good.  I know you want more but I’m just not sure how much you can stand.  If you’d been bad, I wouldn’t care.  Just beat your balls till I felt you learned your lesson.”

Ten.  I tried to think.  Even ten light taps would be bad.  What could I say?  Any disagreement might bring more.  Should I risk it?

“Thank you, Ms. Regina,” came out of my mouth but I regretted it.  Maybe I could have talked her into less.

Regina said, “Good girl,” and then the brush made sharp contact with my balls.

Sounds came from my throat in a gurgle that was not words.

I tensed against the next one.

She moved the brush up and down between my legs scratching my inner thighs and balls.

“Why don’t you tell any of your admirers, black men who might be watching, how much you love sucking on their big cocks.”

“I love sucking big black cocks,” I say to the camera’s red dot at the top of her computer.

“Have you ever sucked a black cock, Bija.” Regina asks in a stern voice.

I’m quiet for a moment and then, “No, I’ve never…”

The punishment is swift as the hairbrush is brought swiftly up between my legs.  “So, you lied then,” Regina says sharply.

That hit brought damage.  I know it did.  A sharp pain and ache fill me.

“I’m sorry.”

She balances my balls on her hairbrush.

“And…” Regina said.

“I’m sorry that I lied.  I’ve never sucked a black cock.”

“And…” Regina said again with my balls resting on her hairbrush.

“And I really want to.”  Regina removes the brush and lets my balls hang.  “And I really want to suck black cock.”

Regina removed the hair brush and I felt my balls hang although they had drawn up a bit after the assault.  They seemed swollen but this was probably my imagination, or I hoped it was.

She looked at the computer and back at me.  The smile on her face was unsettling.  Holding up the brush, she asked, “How badly do you want to suck on that cock?”

“Very much, Ms. Regina.”  This didn’t seem to meet the moment, but I did not know what else to say.

“Bija.  I know you want one of those big juicy black cocks to suck.  Would you let him cum in your mouth?”

“Yes.”

She looked at me and I recognized my mistake.

“Yes, Ms. Regina.”

“That’s better.  You’d swallow and not be one of those bad girls who spits, right?”

“Yes, Ms. Regina.”

“You’d let him cum on your face if that’s where he wanted it.”

“Yes, Ms. Regina.”

“You’d dress like a sissy bitch to please him.”

“Yes, Ms. Regina.”

“You’d let him beat your balls.”

“Yes, Ms. …”

“Come on, white boy.  You’d let him beat your balls, if he’d just let you put your lips around that big cock.”

I felt trapped.  No way out.  No good way.  “Yes, Ms. Regina, but please, please, don’t, please.”

Regina put her arm around my waist and looked at her computer.  “It’s going to be okay, sissy.  We’re just going to show any real men, black men, watching what you’re willing to do to suck their cocks.  Most white boys can only say how much they want to serve a black cock.  But you, you will be showing them how much you want it.

She took the brush and ran the bristles up and down between my thighs.  My balls hanging there in complete vulnerability.  From behind me, she tapped my balls with the hairbrush.  I caught my breath for something more severe.  Another tap.  She walked around me, and I felt fear.  Each tap of my balls had hurt and ached in a completely disproportionate way.  A minor blow and I was willing to do whatever it took to avoid another.

My dick was limp and small.  The extra small white boy sized condom had fallen off.  Holding my dick with her thumb and index finger, she pulled it to the side giving her complete access to my ball sack. 

“Poor little sissy balls,” Regina said as she turned her gloved hand over so that she lifted them with the back of her hand.

She took the brush and ran the bristle side from my left ankle up to my groin and then back down the inside of my right leg.

“Not a lot of man hair.  Make it easier to make you that smooth white sissy bitch, black men prefer.

In one swift movement, she brought the brush up from my ankle to my balls and I cried out.  She spoke but I could not hear.  Blind to anything but pain.  My world was pain.  I shook in the shackles.

I let loose and began to moan as I slumped, supported by my chained wrists.

Tears leaked from my eyes and snot ran from my nose.

Sound came back and I heard her say calmly, “One,”

I pulled against the chain.  My cuffs rubbed on my wrists and my upper hand as I pulled. 

Regina put her hand on my thigh, and I jerked back as if I’d been burned by it.  She patted my thigh until I could tolerate her touch. 

“Bija, Bija, Bija.  It’s okay.  You’re okay.  Think of that big cock you’re going to get.  Think of him out there now.  He’s watching.  Stroking that cock.  Thinking of you on your knees.  Touching it to your lips.  Letting you drink from his cock.”

Regina patted my ass.  “It will feel so good to have him in your mouth.  Here, now.  This is just going to be a little tap.”

She kept her word and a small tap with the brush.  It didn’t hurt like before.  I couldn’t say I liked it, but was there a strange pleasure there?  I couldn’t say that.  Maybe it was the absence of extreme pain.  I moaned but a note of pleasure and want had crept into it. 

Regina tapped my balls twice more.  I did not stop moaning between them.  I had been knocked from my normal world completely into my new world of being a sissy bitch for black cock. 

She moved in front of me and scrapped the bristles of the brush over my stomach and then up to my chest where she began rubbing it over my nipples.

I was breathing hard trying to return to a normal rhythm.

“Soon.  Soon Bija, you’ll get pleasure out of giving yourself over to the punishment of your black superiors.  You’ll crave it.”  She laughed.  “If we just let you loose, you might be going out there and paying some woman to kick you in the balls.”

She slapped my ass and spoke to the audience, “Fortunately, you have me.”
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Regina went to the wall and unwrapped the chain from the anchor and my arms came down and I almost stumbled.  She put her arm around me and walked backward pulling me down with her.  Regina sat down in her chair with her arms around me.  She cradled me to her, but my legs hung over the side of the chair.

“Such a good girl.”

And I began to cry into her shoulder.

Regina held me.  “It’s okay to cry.  You really are a girl after all.”

She reached down into a side pocket of the recliner.  “Got something for you.”  I know it’s silly.  She held up a bright blue dildo.  It looked like a penis of one of the aliens in the Avatar movie.  It was shaped like a real cock.  Small though.  Sissy size like me, I thought.  She held it to my lips.  Opening, I took it in.  Soft to my mouth but still keeping its shape.  I began sucking on it.  I found it soothing.

Regina ran her hand through my hair while I sucked on my dick pacifier.

“You’re going to be fine.  This is all part of my taking possession of you.  My property.  It may hurt a bit, but I’m careful of how I handle my property.”

She felt so warm and comforting.  Holding my head to her breast, I felt warm and cuddled.  I began to feel safe.  Then I began feeling her breast as a breast.  Firm and desirable.  My breath increased and my dick started to become erect.

Regina seemed instantly aware.  I had no secrets I could hide from her. 

“It’s okay, Bija. Really Bija.  It’s okay.  You’re just a naughty boy-girl. Something a sissy just can’t help.  I’ll have to see about locking it up.  Don’t want you making messes in your Mistress’s lap, now do we.  And what if we find you a date.  What would he think if you got so excited you started dribbling sissy goo just from seeing his cock.”

I felt the warmth of her kiss on my forehead.

Turning up to look at her, she lowered her mouth and kissed me on the lips.  Knowing the effect her kiss would have on me, she smiled.

“Did I make your little wienie hard, Bija?”

“It’s all part of your job in being my slave.  And it’s why I must lock it up. It’s a compliment that you find your Mistress attractive. It is with great joy that I will see your desires and your frustrations.  Just a fact of the way things are that I would need a real man and could never be with a sissy like you.  In turn, you will turn your frustrations to better serve me and the men in my life. You will only want the biggest and best cocks to satisfy your Mistress.  And you will learn how being submissive to them makes me happy.  My happiness will be your focus.”

“Yes Ms. Regina.”

“Good, now turn over like a good sissy.”

I shifted down and she moved me with her hands until I was lying face down across her lap. She had pulled her skirt up and I was resting on her bare thighs.

She laughed.  “You keep trying to poke me with that little thing.  Slide forward.”

Regina parted her legs slightly and my erection slid between them.  She had pulled off the latex glove she had been wearing and when she placed her hand on my ass, it was flesh to flesh.  Rubbing my ass, she said, “Remember what you told me, Bija, about that first fantasy when you’d had boy’s dicks in your mouth for the first time.”

“Yes, Ms. Regina.”

“You wanted that girl.  That boy’s sister to spank you and make you put his dick in your mouth.”

“Yes, Ms. Regina.  I thought about that a lot.”

“But you were too young to know what it was about.  You didn’t pull on your little wienie or anything like that.”

“No, Ms. Regina.  It just excited me to think about that happening.”

“Bija,” she slapped my ass lightly.  “I just don’t think she would have had to spank you very hard to make that happen.”

“That’s true, Mistress.”

“Good.  You called me, Mistress, and that is what I will be to you.  I think you liked the idea of being spanked by a strong woman.  Having her pull your pants down.  She’d see that little thing, and then pull you over her lap and spank you for being a naughty boy.”

“Yes, Mistress.”  I could feel my little dick against the inside of her thigh. 

“Truth is, I’d have to spank you to keep you from sucking cock.”  Regina laughed.  “I’d have to spank you very hard, and in the end, a faggot like you would have found a way.” 

She reached under her leg and gripped my erection.  She held it in her hand.  Her grip became firmer until she felt my erection fade.  “Not yet, bitch boy.”

Regina slapped my ass hard twice.  “I’ll have to get a paddle for you.  Although I do love the feel of my hand on your ass.  You do want me to get a paddle for you, don’t you, Bija?”

I could feel the heat her spanking had caused, and I murmured, “Yes, Ms. Regina, please.”

“We’ll go shopping for one.  Tell the clerk you need it because sometimes you need to be disciplined.  Take a few swats with you leaning on the counter.  You’ll say it’s fine and I’ll say it won’t feel fine when I’ve got your panties pulled down.”

“Yes, Ms. Regina.

“My dear, sweet faggot, bitch.”  She laughed and rubbed my ass and then struck me twice more.  “Perfect match.  I love spanking a white boy’s ass and you like getting spanked.” 

“Of course, once I get that paddle, you might not like it so much.  I might paddle you hard for a long time if you do something I don’t like.”

“Yes, of course, Ms. Regina.”

“But there will be times I’ll do it because I like it.  Like having control.  Think you’d like it if I did it in front of other people.”

“Other people, Mistress?”

She laughed when she felt the response from my little dick since she could feel how I responded.  She knew that being humiliated in front of others excited me.

“I may just make up an excuse even when you don’t do anything technically wrong.  Like being upset with you for not moving fast enough to get my drink. I’d make you put your hands flat on the bar and then I’d spank you right in front of everyone.”

I moaned and she reached again for my erection and squeezed.

She kept her strong grip, and I was glad she did because she continued, “Maybe I’d even pull down your pants and show off that pretty white ass while I spanked you.”

“Of course, by then, I hope to be pulling up your skirt and pulling down your cute panties to show it off.”

Regina removed her hand from my dick and began spanking me. I moaned and shivered in her lap.  Her spanking hurt in a good way, and she did not keep it up for long.

“Tells me so much about you, Bija.  How you like being spanked and spanked by your Mistress in front of people.  They’ll be able to see what a little submissive bitch you are.”
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“Bija. I think we can use the coffee table.  Move chair from in front of the computer.  I think you can handle the coffee table.  Move it this way in front of the computer.”  She motioned for me to set the coffee table cross ways in front of the computer.

“Yes, Ms. Regina,” I said as I began moving the furniture.

She pulled on a fresh pair of gloves.  Looking at a row of dildos standing the bookcase, she selected the smallest.

“I am going to set you up to do what you’ve always wanted.  Suck on a big black cock.  Now, be prepared.  Some of them will be fine using your mouth.  Shooting their loads down your throat.  But they’re also going to want to fuck your pussy.  Your boy pussy.  You know what this, don’t you, Bija?”

“Yes Ma’am.”  I had thought of being fucked by a real man with sense of dread and excitement.  It would hurt, but fucking meant I’d be their sissy girl.  At least temporarily.

“Then, you know what’s coming.  Let’s loosen you up just a bit.”  Her eyes lit up with a smile and she pointed to the table.

I knew what she wanted but I stood by the table waiting for her instructions. 

“Just lie down there, I need to get something from the bathroom.”

I laid down and watched her legs and feet as she left the room. 

“Sissy’s best friend,” she said coming back in.  “Lubrication.”

Regina put her gloved hands on my ass.  “Sort of like a prostrate exam, but more fun.  She rubbed my ass.  “Imagine you’re on a date with a real man.  He’s feeling you up.  Lift your chest.”

I pushed up from the table and she reached under me.  She had lubricant on her hands and began rubbing my nipples. 

“He’s feeling you up. Got his hand under your blouse and he’s playing with your nipples, making you hot.  What do you think he’s going for next?”

I moaned and she rubbed my nipples harder.

“He wants to finger you.  Like a man fingers a girl.”

Regina’s hand slipped between my ass cheeks.  She rubbed against my hole.  Then her finger was there pushing on my hole.  Her finger slid into me.

I gasped.

“And you, horny bitch that you are begin to moan as he starts finger fucking you.  Her finger moved in and out of me.

“He’s making you so hot and horny that all you can think about is cock.”  I feel something poking my ass cheek.  She moves it up my back and my side.  “Reach back and grab this.”

I hold my hand back to her and she puts a dildo in it.

“You can’t stand it and you want him in your mouth.”

I took the dildo while she continued to finger fuck me.  I brought it to my mouth and licked it thinking of what it would be like to have a hard dick in my face.  I put it in my mouth and began sucking it.

“Such a horny sissy bitch,” she continued. “You can’t stand it.  You’re wanting more than his fingers in your pussy.”

“Can you feel it, faggot?  You need cock.  You want to beg him to fuck you.”

I’m still nervous but she knows how to play me and knows my desires.  I moan and suck hard on the dildo.  It slides from my mouth, and I pass it back to her.

“Good sissy.”  Her finger presses in and out quickly.  “Let me get him ready for you.”

Seconds later, the dildo wet with lube is sliding between the cheeks of my ass. 

“Nice hard dick for you.” She finds my hole with the tip and presses against it.  The dildo enters me.

“Tight, tight pussy for a real man to fuck.” 

Regina slides the dildo in, and I feel her hand against my ass.  She pulls it almost out before pushing it back in.

I moan and she laughs.

“You love getting fucked like bitch because that’s what you are.  A sissy bitch.”

A yes, Mistress mixed with a moan escapes my lips.

She varies the speed of her thrusts as she plays me.  Long, slow and deep mixes with urgent, fast thrusts.

“A man.  A real man is fucking you and you love it.  Crave it.  You’ll do anything for cock.”

“Mmmm…”

“He’s going to be reaching up and squeezing those little titties.”

She rubs my ass as she fucks me harder and faster.

“He’s getting close.  You want his seed.  You’re begging for him to cum in you.”

The low moan from my mouth is in rhythm with her thrust.  She’s fucking faster and my moaning is constant.

She slaps my ass with her gloved hand and shoves the dildo deep and holds it.  I shudder as her hand firmly moves from my ass up my back.

“Congratulations.  You’re a real girl now.  The man shot his hot cum deep in your pussy.  What do you say, sissy?”

“Thank you.  Thank you, Mistress.  Thank you.”

She slaps my ass.  “Good bitch.”

“Feels good to have a man fuck you, doesn’t it sissy?”

“Yes Ms. Regina.”
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“Bija, slide off the table.  I’ll show you how you thank the men who fuck you.  And yes, men. That’s what you’ve dreamed of.  What you’ve thought about when you stroke your little wienie.  A group of men with their cocks out for you to suck and for them to fuck you.  That’s what your boy pussy is for after all.”

I slide off the table onto my knees.  Turning to her I see she’s holding the messy dildo in her laps while she’s sitting cross-legged on the floor.  She’s pointing the dildo at me.

“Say thank you, sissy.  Come here and clean my cock.”

She is smiling as I crawl to her.  I bend down and feel her hand on my head.  Hesitating briefly as I get a close look at the mess on her ‘cock.’

Slightly pressing on my head, she said, “Go for it, bitch.”

I licked the dildo.  Trying to use my tongue to clean the dildo and trying not to taste it either.  It doesn’t work and the taste is bad and disgusting, but I want to please her or rather I’m thinking of pleasing that man who’s fucked me.  I lick up and down the sides of the dildo pausing to kiss her hand holding it.  Then I’m taking it fully in my mouth and sucking on it. 

“Very good, Bija.  Now stand up.”

I sit back and then she gets up and I stand in front of her. 

She looks down and sees my little erection.  Slapping it, she laughs, “Can’t help myself.  It’s what I do when I see a little white hard-on.”

Regina pulls off her gloves and drops them on the floor.  “I’ve got a treat for you.”

I smile at her.  “Thank you, Mistress.”

“I’m going to let you cum.”

“Mmm…, thank you, Ms. Regina.”

She opens the drawer of the table by her recliner and hands me a condom. 

I look at it and I’m confused when I read that it’s a Magnum XL.

“Think it’s going to be little big for you.  It’s the kind real men, black men, wear.  A lot of the time, most of the time, they’ll be taking you bareback.  But you should see and feel how big they are and how different they are from a white, sissy bitch like you.”

Regina took the condom pack from me and tore it open.  She pulled the condom from the pack and handed it to me.

“Put this over your dick.  You’ll have to hold it on, of course.  But then, you have my permission to stroke your little wienie as hard as you want.”

I put the condom over my dick and see how far it falls down my leg.  I have to hold it to base of my dick. 

“This will help.”  She hands me the little blue dildo she let me suck on earlier when I was in her lap.

I put it in my mouth and begin to suck.  It felt so good to suck. Having a cock to suck soothed me.

Holding the dildo in my mouth, I rub my dick a couple of times.  Watching her to see her reaction because I expect her to stop me.  I just don’t believe she’s really going to let me cum.

But she doesn’t stop me.  I stroke harder while I’m sucking and looking at her. 

Regina looks amused and I feel more humiliated which brings me to the brink of my orgasm.

“Come on, sissy.  Show off for me.  Stroke that big…”

I’m cumming.  So, good.  It feels so good.  My cum dribbles into the condom.

“Good girl.  Now don’t make a mess.  Make sure all your sissy mess goes in there.”

I take the condom off carefully using it to rub off a remaining drop at my pee-hole. 

“All done, Bija?”

I pull the dildo from my mouth.  “Yes Ms. Regina.”

She takes the dildo and condom from me.  “Open up.”

I open my mouth and she pushed the condom into my mouth.

“A good sissy cleans up her mess.  A used condom is like sissy chewing gum.”

Regina takes my hand and walks me over to the wall where there’s an air conditioning unit humming as it blows cool air into the room.

“Stand right here.  I’ve got to get something.”  She put her hand on the dial and turns the ac on full blast.  The icy blast is blowing on my stomach and lower.  My dick was deflating but now, it’s shrinking fast.

Regina leaves the room and walks back in a minute later with a pink object in one hand. 

She laughs, “Always keep a spare around in case I get a chance to lock up a little white wiener.”

She gets down on one knee and uses her fingers to pull my ‘little white wiener’ into the pink chastity cage. She closed it and then she stood in front of me holding the key.

“Better not lose this.”  Regina smiles looking me in the eye.  “You better behave bitch, or I will throw it away.  Maybe send it to an ex.  I’m sure she’d love to have it.”

She takes the key and lays it on the ledge above the ac unit.

“I love all the attention a sissy gives to their little key.  A lot more attention that a woman would ever give for their little dicks.”

Regina faced me and held me by the arms as she looked me up and down.  “Much better.  Just didn’t look right with your little thing waving around.”

She patted my shoulder.  “Go to the bathroom and clean yourself up.  Come back out when you’re done, we’ll talk.”

I came back out to find the wire basket with my clothes was sitting in the middle of the couch.

“Have a seat dear.”

I sat and she asked if I was free the next day.  I was as it was Sunday.  She asked if I lived alone, and I told her that I did. 

Handing me my phone she asked for my number which I gave her.  She sent me a text to verify that the number was correct.  I smiled when I read her message.  “Obey your Mistress.”

“Now, since you live alone, I’m not giving you your boy clothes.”  She looked delighted when my eyes widened.  “Let’s see how you look in the little black dress I’ve picked out for you. 

Regina got up and stepped to a closet near the entry way.  She pulled a simple black dress and held it out for me.  I took it as she knelt and pulled a pair of sandals from the bottom of the closet.

“Never know when a white sissy boy’s going to stop by for a beating.  Meeting, I meant meeting.”

Regina was all smiles as I pulled the dress over me and let it fall over my shoulders.  It fell to the middle of my thighs and was a little tight in the waist.

“My sissy bitch needs to lose some weight.”  Mistress Regina put a hand on my shoulder as she turned me and zipped up the dress.  “I do have a wig unless you want to try the boy in a dress look.”

I chose the wig although I had some second thoughts when I saw the long black braids that hung past my shoulders.

“I’m taking you home now.  Be prepared.  I’m pretty sure, I’ll put it out there that I have a new white sissy looking for his first date.  I’m sure there’ll be some brothers who will jump at the chance to “break you in.”  I’m just not sure of when.  We’ll have to do some things first.”

Regina slapped me on the ass.  “I’m sure you’ll do what I expect most white boys do when their first locked in a chastity cage.  Spend most of the evening trying to figure out how to masturbate with it on.”  She was still laughing when she opened the door and I had to face the world in a dress for the first time.

Day 2
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I told myself that I wasn’t going to be the typical white boy like she had said.  There was no way I could masturbate with my chastity cage on.  But playing with my balls felt really, really good and I did have some Vaseline in the bathroom in addition to what we had bought on our impromptu excursion I had found Regina fingering me had felt so good.  I could always try that myself.  After all, she had given permission for me to “play with my pussy all that I wanted.” The trip out with her had excited me. I had thought the purchases at the store had been humiliating, and exciting.  I needed relief but I couldn’t cum the normal way.

I couldn’t help myself and started looking at porn on the computer.  I watched big black cocks being swallowed by white sissies.  I wished I looked as good as they did.  I wanted to be able to take one of those big cocks and let it slide down my throat.  But I gagged when my finger went too far into my mouth.

The trip home had been uneventful.  Although there had been a lot going on in my mind.  It felt strange for my balls to be hanging free in the dress.  I could feel the air coming up under my skirt. 

Regina had seen it all.  She saw how I kept tugging down on my skirt.  It was so different being a girl.  I kept my hands close to my sides in case of a strong gust of wind or a breeze up my skirt.  I felt naked.  Feeling that way would I even know if my skirt blew up revealing my cage and ass. 

It was like Mistress Regina could read my mind.  I’m sure it wasn’t difficult.  White sissy faggots were simply and singularly focused she would say.  Once she detected my nervousness and resistance, she resolved that I needed more experience out in the world as a girl. 

She took me back to my apartment but insisted we go for a walk instead of going straight in.  It was a busy street in a quiet suburb of a larger metropolitan area.  A quick walk from the parking lot and we were on the sidewalk where there were shops and businesses.  A little further down was a grocery store.  It was a local chain and not as busy as the larger stores.  But it would be plenty busy for me.  If she had not been with me and if not for my commitment to obey her, I would not even have left my small apartment to check my mail.

Regina linked her arm through mine.  The closeness of her body kept me aroused and she was busy keeping me excited with her little comments.

“That man may be white, but he must have some black in him.  Look at that package in his pants.”

“I’ll flip your skirt when we pass so he can see you don’t have any panties on.”

“They all think you’re a girl.  Wouldn’t they be surprised to see that little surprise you’ve got between your legs.”

“I’ll have to take you shopping.  Some make-up.  Get you the right clothes.  You’ll be turning men’s heads and making their dicks hard.”

I was nervous the whole way to the grocery store.  Not knowing that we were going to walk that far, I got more nervous and stressed the further we got from the relative safety of my apartment.  Every step we took was one that we would retrace on our way back.  But I was also staying in a state of constant excitement and arousal.

The grocery store was so cold.  I had never noticed that before.  My dick shriveled in its cage even though a sexual energy still flowed through my body.  This was something that surprised me.  I had always thought that everything sexual was centered on my dick, but it was more like an energy that flowed throughout my body.

“Pick up a basket.  I’m sure you could use a few things.”

I picked up the small plastic basket with the wire holders and walked beside her.

First part of the store was the produce section.  First on her list, cucumbers. She insisted on handing each one to me as she made comments about which would be best. 

Regina would hand a large cucumber to me and ask, “Too ambitious?”  A smaller one would get the comment, “Not ambitious enough?”

She finally found the right one.  “Why not get them all?” I asked.

“Bija, Bija, Bija.”  She smiled at me and winked.  “A bunch of cucumbers and you’re probably making a salad.  A single cucumber and possibilities open.  What is that girl going to do with just that one cucumber?”

She wrapped the single cucumber in the little clear bag and looked around at the rest of the produce.  Glancing around, she pinched my ass when no one was looking.

“Don’t worry, sissy.  I know being out in a dress is a bit much the first time. I’ll try not to embarrass you too much.  Just a little.  Can’t really help myself.  I promise we’ll move on.  I could just move us along and test all the phallic fruits and vegetables.  I hear eggplants can be quite delicious.  At least according to my emoji’s.”  She laughed at her own joke but kept her promise and we moved past the produce into a grocery aisle.

Regina walked down the end aisle looking down each row to read the sign of what she was looking for. 

“You need to walk more like a girl,” she said.  “Smaller steps.  Once, I put you in heels, it won’t be as much of a problem.”  She placed her hand on the small of my back.  “Unless you want to break your neck.”

She found the aisle she wanted.  I took smaller steps to match hers as we walked. 

I thought of it as the toothpaste aisle.  She was about to show me that it was so much more.  She stopped halfway down where she picked up two large jars of lubricant and placed them in my basket.

Regina looked at me after placing the lubricant into the basket, “Maybe we should leave now and see the reaction at the checkout line.  One cucumber and lots of lube.  Whatever will they think,” she said with a wink.

I smiled back at her.  “Maybe we should pick up a couple of quarts of oil.  Man it up a bit.”

She laughed, “You keep thinking that.  We do have more shopping to do.”

She picked out a bag of disposable feminine razors, shaving cream, and a hair removal cream.  “Once, I get home, I’m going to arrange for a man to come over. You’ll need to be over early so I can get you into shape.”  She ran her eyes from my face down to my feet.  “So much work to do.”

At a small section of cosmetics, she held up lipsticks, blushes, and powders.  “I think sluttier for a first time.  A little bit more demure when we’re out together.”  She thought for a moment.  “On the other hand, hauling around a little white whore could be fun too.” 

Regina placed her selections into the basket.  “Don’t worry, Bija.  You’ll develop your own look.  Figure out how slutty you want to be.  I might direct you at times, but I do expect you to develop some expertise in all this like a sissy girl should.”

An older woman searching for something at the end of the aisle glanced in our direction and Mistress Regina noticed.

“Sometimes it depends on how horny you are for some good dick,” she said with a laugh loud enough for the woman to hear.

We passed the woman when Regina whispered, “Let’s find the butcher and you can ask him if he has a big sausage.”

“But, what if he’s white, Mistress,” I asked.

Regina slapped me on the ass.  “How about a nice ass-whipping, if he’s black.”  She laughed, “So nice to own a sissy faggot with a sense of humor.  If he’s white, we’ll ask if his Vienna sausage is soaked in oil or if that’s just what he does on his breaks.”

I wasn’t paying attention to where we were in the store when she stopped.  Pet supplies?  Why were we stopping here?

“Here’s something you need,” Regina said.  She looked at the size of a dog collar and threw it in my basket.  She gripped my forearm as she picked out a leash.

“Bija, don’t worry.  We’ll pick up much better stuff for you.  Right now, we’re improvising.  Getting all the things we might need for tomorrow.  You’ll have gentleman to please tomorrow, so time is of the essence.”

“Thank you, Mistress.”

I regretted saying this so openly when I saw a young woman look up from the open box on the floor where she was pulling out items for the end display. She stopped and pulled a phone from her pocket and began tapping away.

I thought that there would be more looks and comments at the checkout.  The contents were almost designed to elicit a comment, but the checker simply passed them by the scanner and totaled them up.  She did raise an eyebrow or maybe it was my imagination when Mistress Regina directed her to keep two items out of the bag.  I would be carrying them separately.  The cucumber and one jar of lubricant.

The automatic sliding door closed behind us.  I had the plastic shopping bag dragging from the hand that held the lubricant.  The produce bag with the single cucumber swung from my other hand. 

“I’m surprised you didn’t…”  I thought better than to complete the thought.

“Bend you over and make you walk home with cucumber in your pussy.”  Regina smiled.  “The thought never entered my mind, Bija.”  Her hand drifted from my lower back to my ass.  “If we pass any black men, hold the jar so they know what it is.  Let them know that you’re a prepared sissy.  Just in case.”

The walk home was long but uneventful.  There had been a few people on the street, but no black men I could advertise myself to as a sissy prepared for their use. 

Inside my apartment, Mistress Regina had taken the cucumber and thrown it into the bag.  “You can play with your pussy all you want, but just fingers.  Don’t want to deny your date the pleasure of a super-tight white boy pussy.”

She sat down on the couch and looked around my apartment like she was viewing her new property.  Since she owned me, she did own everything I had so it was appropriate. 

Looking at the computer, she said, “You might as well set the jar down right over there. That is where you watch porn and beat your little wienie isn’t it?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I said answering truthfully.

“Open the curtains over there.  It’s too dark.”

It was early evening, and the lights of the apartment were on.  She sat on the couch and beckoned me over with her finger.

“I have things to do, but before I leave. I’m going to warm up that butt a bit.”

I laid across her lap and she pulled my skirt up over my back exposing my ass.  Thinking about the curtains being open and the apartment lights being on made me feel like I was onstage for anyone who had a peek at the window. 

She rubbed and patted my ass before she started delivering hard stinging slaps.  It did not last long, but she left my ass with a sting that sent heat through my lower back and legs.  I started to relax into her when she stopped.

A pat and squeeze to my balls was her saying goodbye and I expected her to get up and close the door behind her.  But this was a moment when she picked a hair on my ball sack and yanked it free. 

I squawked and she laughed.  “Until tomorrow, sissy bitch.  I’ll take care of all that man hair.”
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“Stop playing with your pussy and meet me in one hour,” was my wake-up text.

“Yes, Mistress.  I will be ready to be picked up in one hour.”

“Meet at the corner next to the bus stop.  In your dress.  Naked underneath except for cage.  Wear your collar. Do not be late.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I texted.  I had to move fast.  It was probably a fifteen minute walk to that corner. 

I wasn’t really awake yet.  Sleep had eluded me.  I tried to relax by practicing girl masturbation.  Rubbing my balls and playing with my boy pussy, but that just seemed to make me hornier.  Hornier with no relief.  There was no climax.  Just waves of pleasure.  They would increase and decrease.  I rode them up and down and never achieved a crest of pleasure I had experienced with male masturbation. 

I would get tired and think I was done.  Exhaustion would take over and I would lie down only to find as my body relaxed my mind would race to my expectations of the next day and what Mistress Regina had promised.  Then I was up for another round of pleasure and frustration. 

I would suck on a finger while I watched white sissies kneel and suck big black cocks.  Sticking a finger in my ass, I would watch the white sissies get fucked by the big cocks. 

Wait.  I reread the texts.

“Collar?”

“Collar, dress, and cage,” she answered.

“Don’t you have the collar, Mistress?”

“I left it.  Couch, I think. Times-a-wasting. Get a move on.”

I stood up and then I saw it.  The dog collar was on the coffee table.

“I’m sorry.  I see it now, Mistress.”

“Cock’ll doodle your do.  Get a move on,” Regina responded.

I looked at the clock and walked into the bathroom.  I brushed my teeth and gargled.  I threw water in my face and wondered if the next time I rinsed my mouth and washed my face, I’d be rinsing off a man’s cum.  My cage felt cramped, and I tried to concentrate on getting ready.

I slipped on my dress and threw on my wig.  I looked at myself in the mirror as I did so and wondered about how changed I might look after the day was through. 

Time seemed to move fast as I put on the dog collar.  Note to self: collar before wig. I had trouble adjusting it but finally pulled it in front of my throat and then rotated it around my neck to where I was satisfied with my look. 

All the way to the bus stop, I kept thinking that I looked like I was out taking the proverbial walk of shame.  Some man had kicked me out of bed in the light of day and I was walking home in the same skimpy party dress I had worn the night before.  The collar heightened the look of slut on the following day.

I couldn’t decide if I was getting used to the no panties, balls hanging free part of wearing a dress. It didn’t bother me unless I thought about it, but then I couldn’t think of anything else.

My phone said I was ten minutes early when I got to the bus stop.  People were sitting on the bench and a few people leaned against the overhead shelter.  I tried to stay away from the crowd and took a few steps beyond the stop to be closer to the corner.  I scanned up and down the street looking for her car.

I refrained from texting her although I wanted to.  Vulnerable.  That’s how I felt. I was naked except for the flimsy dress. I noticed everyone else at the stop without trying to look at them.  Looking at them might draw their attention.  Furtive looks.  I couldn’t look at the black men that were there directly.  I found their crotches too tempting for my eyes.  A bus came and went, and I had the feeling of being on display.  Everyone else got onto the bus and I stayed there as others got off.  I felt their eyes as they looked at me, judged me, and moved on with their day. 

If it were later in day or at night, would I stand out as a cheap whore?  Cheap whore I thought. I should aim higher.  A more expensive whore.  But more expensive whores probably didn’t hang out at the bus stop.

A car.  Her car.  Same model.  Yes.  It’s her.  I am so grateful.  She pulls up to the curb.  I wait until she comes to a stop, and I am ready to jerk open the door and get in.  The handle is frozen.  The door is locked.

Ms. Regina gets out and closes her door. She stood there for a minute. She does not speak or acknowledge but surveys the people gathered at the bus stop.

“Hello, Ms. Regina,” I said quietly.

“How much for the full hour?” Mistress Regina said in a loud clear voice. She gets in and I hear the sound of the door unlocking.  I open the door and jump in.

I am grateful.  My Mistress knows how to play me. The humiliation.  The thrill.  Finally, the safety and she drove me away.
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Looking at the path from her car to the house, it does not look as long as it did when I had to crawl to her door naked.  Again, I’m thinking that I should get out first and open the driver’s door for her, but she has different plans.  She reaches into the back seat and hands me the leash.  I attach it to the collar and hand it to her when she opens my door. 

Holding my leash, she takes her time walking up the steps to her door.  I am on display.  I am hers to do with as she will.  I am lucky to have this beautiful black woman as my Mistress.  The shame I feel is about my own inadequacies. 

I am grateful for her approval when she pats my ass.

“Good girl.”

I smile but then she pulls up the back of my dress and lets it fall back down as she digs in her purse for her keys.

“Stop showing off for passing men,” she laughs.  “They’ll all get their turn.”

Mistress Regina opens the door and I follow her inside. 

“Thank you, Mistress,” I said.

Regina smiled, “For what sissy?”

I’m not sure how to answer.  I am grateful to just be hers.  Is that trite? I think of how it thrills me to serve her.  I blurt out, “Thank you for you.”

She let out a pleased sigh and then said, “If you start out this inarticulate,  I wonder how you’ll be after a big black cock is using your holes.”

“Yes, Ms. Regina.”

“Have a seat on the couch and rest for a minute, cockwhore.  Take a minute to collect yourself.  You’ve got work to do.  But we don’t rush.  First up is body shaving.  What we don’t want is to speed through it.  Shave you down like a good girl.  Take care of stray hairs and such.  Rest a minute and we’ll get started.  I am going to unlock the cage, but I need to take care of something first.”

She walked to her computer desk and sat down. I watched as she moved the mouse and computer came off its screensaver mode.  She tapped keys and turned to me with a smile. 

“Bija, go get some towels from the bathroom, then grab a bag of ice that’s sitting in the freezer in the kitchen.  Now, where did I put that key,” she said putting her finger to her lips as she pretended to be deep in thought which she belied with a wink. She pulled a gold chain up from her blouse showing me the hanging key.

Mistress followed me to the bathroom where I got the towels.  I held them out so she could load them with razors and shaving cream which I carried back to the living room.  She brought wet sash rags back with her.

I brought the bag of ice from the kitchen, and she motioned for me to put it down on the carpet.

“I hope I won’t need it.  I’ll use it to cool off that sissy dick if I need to.  No cumming.  That’s an order.”

“Yes, Ms. Regina, no cumming.”

“Take off your dress and bring the computer chair over here.”

I turned so she could start my zipper.  I did as told but wondered why I was bringing the chair over.  She had me cover it in towels and I knew that it was going to serve as my barber chair.  I’m not sure if barber chair fit with where and what was being shaved.

“Bija. I want the chair close to the wall. I need you to recline in the chair, but against the wall.  Keep you from going over backwards.”

I did as she asked and then she had me pull up my legs and put them over the armrests leaving me splayed out in front of her.

Regina stood in front of me.  She threw rags and towels on the carpet between my legs. She moved the bag of ice to where it was within reach.

“Bija.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“I do this the first time.  It’s a sign of my ownership.  But you’ll do the rest.  Shaving your pits, the little bit of leg hair I see, forearms maybe.  Keep yourself smooth.  Sissy smooth like I tell you.”

“Yes, Mistress.  Thank you, Mistress.”

Using her key, she unlocked the cage and removed it. She looked at my small white penis as if she expected me to get an immediate erection.  I remained flaccid. 

She brought out a wet rag and ran it between my legs and over my patch of pubic hair.  The cool rag dripped water and if anything made my penis even smaller. 

I was surprised that I did not get an erection when she sprayed shaving cream over the area.  She watched my eyes as she picked up a razor out of the bag and then reached to hold my balls.

Her soft hand brought warmth and desire to my balls.  I started to become erect. 

Regina laughed. “Such a sweet, twisted sissy.  Looks like your wienie gets hard only at bad times.  Like an eight-grade boy getting a big hard on when he has to get up in front of the class and recite Shakespeare.  You get hard when a woman’s got a razor and your balls in her hand.”

She took a piece of ice and touched it to the head of my dick and down the side and watched as it completely deflated.

“I’ll teach that little thing to look me in the eye,” she said with a smile. 

Regina started shaving my pubic hair.  At times, she dabbed with a rag and took a few more swipes making the area smooth.  Grabbing my balls, she dabbed on a light coating of shaving cream.  Despite her threats and derision of my sissy balls she moved delicately with a light touch. 

A strange feeling of coolness ran over the newly shaved areas.  I watched as my man hair and what little there was of my masculinity disappeared.  She cleaned me with a rag.  She put the plastic cage back over my penis and locked it in place.

“Back where you belong,” she said playfully addressing my dick.

“Now, lean back a bit more and grip the back of your thighs.  Pull them back like you’re throwing your legs over your head.  Guys are going want you to have a shaved pussy.”

I obeyed but thought, “Did she say guys?”

The spray of shaving cream went wetly into my crack, and she began moving the razor deftly.  A minute later it seemed, she was wiping the area with a wet rag.

“Smooth as a Penthouse model,” she pronounced. 

I put my legs down in relief after having held the position for several minutes. 

“Stand up,” she ordered. 

Regina kneeled to inspect her work and made me turn around.  She parted the cheeks of my ass and ran her hand down my crack. 

I felt the coldness of a wet rag as she used it to wet my ass and take a few swipes of the razor. 

“I swear if it weren’t for that little wiener, you’d be a girl.  Now, go shower.  Take the razor and shaving cream.  Get your legs and pits. Use the lotion I set out.  When you’re done, come back out for inspection.”

I got up from the chair and she added, “Take all the towels and stuff and move the chair back over to the computer, I’ve got work to do.”

The hot water of the shower felt good as it hit my body. There was a new sensual feel as I shaved my legs and armpits and ran a soapy hand over my newly feminized body.  I dried off and put on the lotion.  My dick tried to get hard, and I think I would have tried the girl masturbation I was learning. I would have played with my ass and balls, using a finger in my hole and rubbing my nipples if Mistress had not been waiting outside the bathroom door.

I smiled when I went to her and presented myself for her inspection. 

“Looking good sissy.  Times running low on the auction.  I think I can see who’s going to win.  Let’s get you femmed up for the winner.”

“Winner, Mistress?” I asked.

“Yes, Bija.”  She took my hand and patted it.  “You’re my property and I do care for you.  And as a BBC virgin, you’re valuable.”

“You’re selling me to someone else, Mistress?”

“No, Bija, please.  You’re not understanding.  You still belong to me.  They’re bidding on your virginity.  I’m keeping you safe and making money off of you at the same time.  I’m also taking care of you.”

She took me by the hand and set me down on the couch and sat down and put her arm around me. 

“I’m glad to have the money.  We will take some of it and get you some lingerie and dresses and such all your own.  But what you don’t understand is that this is also me taking care of your needs.  I know you’re a sissy and you crave being fucked and sucking a big cock.”

“I could demonstrate which way you’d like it to go.  Show your true feelings by uncaging you and seeing which scene makes your little wiener harder.”

“I have friends.  Men friends.  You’ll meet them.  Scenario one. I tell one of them that he should break you in.  But you prefer to be seduced.  He takes you on date.  Gets romantic.  Feels you up.  You get so horny when you feel that big dick in his pants while he kisses you.  He finally gets you to give in.  You finally get to do what you’ve dreamed about.  Get that big black cock in your mouth and he gets to fuck that tight ass.”

“Scenario two:  This one that’s happening.  I sell your virginity.  I deliver you over to some black man or men.  No romance.  You enter a room and in just a minute, you’ve been stripped and you’re on your knees.  You’re thrown down on a bed or bent over something while a man pulls up your skirt and fucks you hard.  Just the way a sissy bitch like you loves.”

Regina reached put a hand against my chest and pressed her hand against my flesh.  “Your little titties are hard as a rock.”  Regina smiled, “I bet if I’d unlocked you, you’d already be leaking sissy cum.”

“Of course, what you really want is to be controlled.  So, I make the choice for number two.”

“Now, be a good sissy faggot.  Go into my bedroom.  On top of my dresser, get the bright red nail polish.  Hooker red.  That’ll be the color we will go for on your toes and fingers.”

She was right about everything.  I was a nasty slut for her.  I wanted to be sold to strangers for their use.  I wanted to make money for a Mistress who knew my soul.

After the polish was done, I was blowing on my fingers just the way I had seen girls do.  The chemical smell of polish was in the air.

“We have a winner,” Regina announced.  “You just sit there, my little money-maker.  Let me grab a little makeup kit, I made for you.”

Swelling.  I could feel my dick trying to swell in its cage.  I sat more upright because I also swelled with pride of being useful to my Mistress.  And the desire that swelled in me at the perverse thought of being sold for some man’s pleasure.

Regina set the makeup on the table and pulled her chair to face me.  She took her phone and tapped a text and sent it.  Picking out a small jar, she opened it and began applying small amounts to my face before she began rubbing it in.

She smiled at me. She began to speak but was interrupted by a return text.  “Security.  One of my male friends.  He’s bringing a friend.  Got to keep my girl safe.  Of course, afterwards, you’ll want to thank them.  Or maybe the next day, anyway.”

“You are such a lucky girl.  First, they sound very nice.”

“They, Mistress?”

“Of course, sissy.  Now, I know a horny sissy like you would hardly be satisfied by one man.  And besides, you come at a high price.”  She laughed to herself.  “Actually, you don’t cum at all of course.  But it is more of a group price.”

She saw the worried look in my eyes.

“Part of the price they’re paying is for the suite.  A suite at the Chase.  They’re not going to bang my little sissy girl, in some filthy cum and piss covered men’s room.”  She put her hand on my thigh and squeezed.  “Not even if being used in a men’s room is something that turns on my little skank.”

“No, sweetie.  A suite for sweetie.  You’ll have time and a place to recover, and I can have all the room service I want.  Plus, you walk in a lady and leave like a lady.  Not like many white sissies who walk out of a black man’s house, clothes torn, covered in cum.”

Regina took a brush and started dabbing at my face to get the color right.  “I shouldn’t talk like that.  Torn clothes, covered in cum.  You just might have a sissy orgasm just from hearing me talk about such things.”

She compared shades of eyeshadow when there was a knock on the door.  “Just a minute, honey.”

Regina returned with a bald black man a little older than she was.  I felt a flush of embarrassment, but he just smiled.  He introduced himself as John.  Unsure of what to do, I got up part way and put my hand across my chest in a failed bid at modesty.

“Such a pretty sissy you have, my dear,” he said in complimenting my Mistress.

My caged dick wanted to say hello as it filled my cage and my balls tightened and ached. 

“Let me add some lipstick.  Then she can slip on her dress, and we’ll be ready.  Is Dave on his way?”

“Said he’ll meet us there,” answered John.

Regina finished up painting my lips.  “What do you think?” she asked John.

He smiled his approval, and I gave him a nervous smile in response.

John helped steady me when I got up.  He had big hands and a strong, firm grip.

Regina brought in my dress which I easily slipped on.  I turned and John zipped me up. 

I put my hand on John’s back to steady myself as I slipped on my sandals.  Strong male sex drive seemed to radiate from his body down my arm and it lit my body on fire.

I almost didn’t hear when Mistress repeated, “Soon as this is over, I’m taking you shopping.  A girl just has to have more than one thing she can wear.”
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John dropped us off in front of the hotel while he parked.  Ms. Regina kept her hand firmly on my forearm.  I felt nervous, lost, and overwhelmed.  The lobby was fancier than anything I was used to.  She guided me and kept me from standing and gawking. 

We entered the bar and found a table.  I tried to pull out the chair for her and she said, “Girl, I can get my own chair.”

I kept forgetting that I was a sissy girl and should appear as one for my Mistress.  I was aware of many ways of acting that betrayed me.  She ordered drinks for us.  My voice would have betrayed me.  I could make it higher but then it would be squeaky.

Ms. Regina took out her phone.  “I’ll let them know we’re here.  You have time to enjoy your drink.  John and Dave will be here soon.”  She typed into her phone and sent the text.  “We’re not going up until we’ve got security to go with us.”

This reminded me that I needed security.  Was I being sent to a man who liked rough sex and raping a white boy in a dress?

“Can you tell me anything about him, Mistress.  The man or is it more than one?”

She looked across the table at me.  “He’s rich enough to pay for a suite here and the fee I charged him.  But I don’t think that’s what you want to know.”

I looked down at my drink.

“He’ll have his own security.  Will they get in on the action?  Maybe, probably, I don’t know.”  She looked over my shoulder and said, “John and Dave are here.”  She took my hand and gave it a squeeze. “If know my sissy, she’ll be begging the security guys to do her.”

I responded with a nervous giggle. 

“I’m here.  John and Dave are here.  All of us here to keep you safe.  We’re not about to let anything happen to our little money maker.”

John and Dave sat down and ordered drinks.  Dave wore a suit and tie.  He had a mustache and goatee.  He was like John in that I felt a wave of power and pure masculine sexuality coming off him.

If either one had ordered me down on my knees, I would not have been able to resist.  They sipped their drinks, and I had a moment to think about Regina’s words.  “They would not let anything happen to their little money maker.”  Was this going to be a regular thing?  Sold to benefit Mistress and her boyfriends?  Was the smile at the end mean it was a joke? 

It made me nervous but strangely aroused.  How perverse that at least part of me liked my Mistress making money off selling my services to men?  It was the kind of fantasy I would have masturbated to in the past.  When it was real or about to be real, the arousal was countered by a fear of what would happen.

We left together.  John and Dave stood in front of us as we entered the elevator.  A white man approached as the doors closed.  He took one look at them and decided to wait for the next one.

Regina reached into her purse.  “I didn’t want to draw attention when we were in the bar.”  She had the collar in her hand.  After securing it around my neck, she pulled it tight.

“Too tight?” she asked.

“It’s fine Ms. Regina.”

She smiled as she attached the leash to the collar. 

John and Dave walked ahead of us until we got to the door of the suite.  Regina walked to the door and knocked.  The door opened.
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A tall muscular black man pulled the door open.  Regina handed him my leash.  I walked behind him into the room where he was joined by another black man with a similar build.  I felt strong hands on my body.  I thought that it had started but it was a very thorough security search. It was also a very thorough groping.

I found out just how strong they were when they picked me up and carried me to the bathroom.  I stripped since I did not seem to have much choice.  The simple dress was my only covering and I might have clung to it if had known they were giving me an enema.  A protest that this had been taken care of at Mistress Regina’s house brought a shrug.  No matter when or how many I had had, this last cleaning out was required before I met their Master.

Resistance of any kind was less than futile.  I believe that either of the men could have picked me up and placed me onto their big cocks and then used me as some sort of big fucktoy.  I smiled when I thought about it.  The night as still young.  Who knew what might happen?

Afterwards, one of the men took my leash and led me to a white door.  He knocked and the door opened.  He handed a man behind the door my leash.

“Come in, come in, Bija,” said the man as if the invite was something I was choosing to accept rather than the consequence of his holding the leash attached to my collar.

He was middle-aged.  A light-colored black man with the start of a paunch and gray in his beard.  His eyes seemed to sparkle as he held the leash and looked me over from head to toe.

He walked to the window and pushed a button.  The drapes drew back with a mechanical sound revealing that the wall was transparent, and we looked down at the lights of the city.

“Turn around.”

I followed his instructions as he unzipped my dress.  Removing it I stood before him naked except for my cage and my collar.  I knew that from the height and distance of the window that no one had a clear view of me unless they were using a telescope, but I felt this man had completely exposed me to the world. 

Sitting on the bed, he looked out at the city lights.  His white terry cloth robe hanging loosely on his body.  He had slipped the tie from the loops of the robe and thrown it across the pillows.

“Kneel, white boy.”

I knelt and he spread his legs so that I could see his big cock hanging there.  He put his hand down and pulled his cock forward pointing it straight at my face. 

“Kiss it.  Take it into your mouth and look up at me.”

I kissed the head and looked up at him as I licked the head.  Mouth open, he guided the cockhead into my mouth.  I looked up at him as I began to suck.

He sighed.  His cock felt warm in my mouth, and it began to expand as he looked down at me.

“When I was growing up, every time a white boy would call me some sort of racial slur, I’d think about the white boy on his knees begging to suck my dick.”

His cock was almost fully erect.  It filled my mouth as I sucked and looked up at him.

“I’d see some girl I liked, and she wouldn’t look at me, but she’d go for the white boy who had insulted me.  He’d brag about being a real man and I’d dream of him, this real man, dressed in her skirt, begging me to fuck him.”

He was fully erect in my mouth, and he was too big for me to take, and I was sucking half his cock.

“I can still spot that kind of behavior.  It’s more hidden now.  They kiss up to me because of the money but I know it their hearts, they are still those boys.

He ran his fingers over my wig and then they dug into the back of my head. 

“I don’t see a single white boy that I don’t think shouldn’t be on his knees in front of me.  Sucking my dick.”

His hands were locked onto the back of my head, and he was pressing more of his cock into my mouth.

“Every single white boy should be in a dress just like you.  Everyone a cocksucker for a real man.”

His thighs closed on my head, and I couldn’t move.  Getting breath through my nose was difficult.  My mouth was full of his cock.  He was more powerful than I thought.

His thighs would open a bit only so he could shove more of his cock into my mouth.  I started to gag as the head of his cock was pressing against the entrance to my throat.  His thighs held me in place, and I couldn’t move.

“I want every white boy to choke on big black cocks.”

I tried to gag but swallowed it back down at the same as I swallowed his cock.  It slid down my throat.  I was desperate for air.  His big cock must me halfway down my chest.  Deep inside me.  My lips were pressed against his pubic hair.

I couldn’t make a noise.  My moans died inside me.  I felt faint.  My vision narrowed and he was pumping his cock up and down my throat but never to where I could draw breath.  Then I must have gotten some oxygen when he pulled out far enough to thrust deeply into me.  My vision cleared for an instant and then began to narrow again. 

“White boy’s mouths are cumdumps for black men.”

Then he clinched me tight between his thighs and pressed my head into him.  I was not sure if he had cum.  A burning hotness deep in my throat but it might have been an injury.

He let go of me and I felt his cock leaving my throat.  I tasted his cum as his cock left a trail of his jism as he withdrew from my mouth.

I looked up at him so that he could see, as I gently kissed and licked the cum from his cock.  I’m not sure what my motives were.  I had desire to lick up his cum, and I wanted to please him.  I doubted it was the first time he had used a white boy’s mouth.  I was his dream.  A white boy who drank his cum because that was my purpose.  I served him as his cumdump because I was a sissy cocksucker for superior black men. 

But I was also pleasing my Mistress.  Being a white sissy slut for her and being her property that she could sell.  Her property that would perform well for her by providing the service that she sold.  Others would treat my Mistress well because she owned me, and I performed well.  Pleasing the man in front of me was also my pleasing my Mistress.

“Thank you, Sir,” I said as I licked the last of the cum from his cock.  I opened my mouth so he could see my mouth full of his cum. 

He looked at me and I tried to ask permission to swallow even as I tried to keep all of his cum in my mouth.  He nodded and I swallowed.

“Thank you, Sir.”

I lowered my eyes.  “Please Sir, will you fuck me, please.”

He laughed.  “White boys are all alike.  Once they taste black dick, they can’t get enough.”

“Come up here and thank my balls with your mouth and I’ll think about it.”

He laid back on the bed and I got up and crawled between his legs.

I kissed his upper thighs as I held his now limp cock out of the way.  I murmured gratitude as I kissed and sucked his balls. 

He brought his legs up and pushed himself back.  “Put your tongue in my hole too.  Show me how much you need my cock.”

I moaned.  I couldn’t help it, but I also made it more audible, so he’d hear my desire.  My mouth pressed underneath his balls and then my lips traced back to his hole.  I began licking it and thrust my tongue forward into him.

His hands ran between his legs to my head.  His balls slid against my face as I licked his hole and between his legs.  My mouth moving from his hole to underneath his balls and then I was back to licking his big balls.

“Sissy bitch.  Lube’s in the bathroom.  You’re going to need it.  Make sure to get the whole jar.  They tell me you’ve never had a black cock in that sissy boy pussy.”  He laughed. 

I jumped off the bed.  My face was still wet and sticky from own spit and some of his cum.  The lube was sitting on the basin, so I knew that his fucking me was part of the plan and my begging for it was part of the show.

“Thank you, Sir,” I said when I entered the bedroom and lay down beside him and opened the jar.  “I need your big cock in me.”  Lifting his cock with one hand I dipped my hand in the lube and then using both hands I massaged it into his cock slowly to make him erect.

“I’m going to fuck your boy pussy hard.  Open it up.  Make it easier for all the black guys who are going to fill your ass with their cum.”

“I need to be fucked with big black cocks.  I need your cock making me a bitch for black men.”

My hands were slick with lubricant as I twisted them around and up and down as his cock grew to its full size.  I slowed down.  My lust drove me forward, but the largeness of his cock made me think about his words of opening me up.  How much would this hurt me?

I took some of the lube and used it on my hole sticking it up my boy pussy.  I took a breath as I moved my finger in and out.  Looking at his cock standing there obscenely large, and I imagined having to lube up my forearm instead of my finger.

I straddled him planning on lowering myself onto his monster cock.  He pushed me over and took my ankles and dragged me to the end of the bed. 

“I fuck you like I want, white bitch boy.  You’re my bitch to fuck.”

I could feel the fleshy club of his hard cock as it lay across my ass.  He pulled back and now it was touching my inner thighs. Then I felt it my balls.  It spread the wet lubricant up between my cheeks.  He laughed as he rubbed it up and down my crack.

He found my hole, and he began pushing his cockhead against it.  He slipped as my hole resisted and his cock slipped between my legs. 

He pressed me forward with his thighs trapping me against the bedframe.  He pressed his weight into me with his cock against my hole.  This time, there was no slipping and he pressed all of himself behind his cock and my hole opened enough for him to press forward.

I yelled as I felt the pain of his cockhead tearing my hole open and then he was in me a little more.  Still pressing until the whole head of his cock was inside me. 

I grunted into the mattress as he pressed his cock into me, and he pressed by head down into the bed.  He pulled back but stayed in me.  With another thrust his entire cock was deep in me and I felt his big balls slapping mine.

“You’re a bitch now.  A black man’s bitch.”

He thrusted deeply in and out while I made moans and groans which were muffled by the bedding that covered my mouth.

Pushing in and out faster and deeper.  He laid his body down on top of me.  I did not think of him as being that big, but his full weight was crushing the breath from me.

The pain began to feel good.  Still pain, but good pain.  Being of service.  A bitch for a black man.  Just like I was meant to be.  I wanted and needed a black man fucking me.  This man.  I needed his cock fucking me.

Faster and harder.  His hands slipped under me, and he held me tight to him.  His hands rubbing my chest to find my sissy nipples.  Squeezing my sissy titties until they hurt.  Pumping me deep.  Filling me with his seed.  He was full of cum, and he was giving it all to me.

I let out a deep moan of satisfied pleasure when enough of his weight came off me. 

He pulled out completely and slapped me on the ass.

I saw his dick slightly deflated bouncing as he walked around the side of the bed. 

I turned my face where I could murmur.  “Thank you, Sir.  Thank you for making me your bitch.”

“You can thank me by cleaning by cock from all your boy pussy mess.  Once you’re done, I’ll call in my guys.  Told them after I was done, they could have sloppy seconds.”

I tried getting up, but I didn’t have much strength.  He took my arm and rolled me over onto my back.  Then he was on the bed straddling me.  Moving up, he wiped his cock on my face.  I opened my mouth and pushed out my tongue to try to clean what I could.  He used my mouth and my tongue and my face to clean himself.  He dragged his big balls around my face and when he had transferred enough of my pussy mess from his cock, he moved off the bed entirely.
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I laid there in a passive state of having been so completely fucked.  I heard the door close behind him. 

I lay there thinking about what he had said about sloppy seconds until I heard the door open.

The two security men I had met when I first entered stood there naked.  I took a breath as I saw their big cocks hanging down their legs.  They walked to the bed and smiled down at me.  Each man took an arm and together they easily held me up so that my feet were on the carpet but then sat me back down on the bed between the two of them.

They pulled one of my hands into each of their crotches and placed my hands around their cocks.  I had been so completed fucked that a moment ago I felt nothing but exhaustion.  Their cocks began to harden in my hands, and I felt a renewal of energy and horniness.  Maybe it was how the cage kept me on a sexual edge by not letting me cum.  I went from exhaustion to needing the big black cocks in my hands.

I bent my head to the left and kissed one cock before bending to kiss the other.  Sliding onto the floor in front of them, I grabbed the two nearest calves and pulled myself forward until he assisted me up enough so I could get my mouth on his cock.

I felt the other man getting up and moving behind me.  His cock slid down my back as his strong hands explored my body.  He brought his hands to my chest and rubbed my nipples while his friend’s cock filled my mouth.

I moaned when he reached between my legs and took my balls in his hand.  He laughed at my response and squeezed them before letting his fingers slide up my crack.

The first man put his hands to my face and felt how my mouth filled with his cock.  He patted the side of my face and murmured, “Good white boy.  Good white boy.”

He pulled his cock from my mouth and let it rest wetly on my face as I opened my mouth to his balls.  I felt their size and power as I pressed my lips to them.  I opened my mouth to his balls and licked and sucked them. 

Behind me, the other man pressed a finger into my hole and began finger fucking me.  He patted my ass with his other hand and then the patting turned into harder spanks.  He kept a rhythm of spanking with his thrusting finger.  I trembled at his touch.

I returned to sucking the man in front of me out of greed and desire.   Even without being forced I found myself being able to take more of his cock into my mouth.  He tasted so good and so masculine as I fed on his hard cock.

The man pulled his finger from my ass.  He gripped my ass with both his hands and dug his fingers in and spreading my cheeks.  I returned my focus to the cock in my mouth when seconds later two of his fingers pressed into my hole and then slid into me easily.  He had stopped to put lubricant onto them.  He began fucking me with his fingers at a furious rhythm. 

He slapped my ass when I tried to walk my knees apart to give him more room.  Then both men were lifting me up and I was falling on top of the first man.  His cock stayed in my mouth the whole time.  My ass was lifted, and I was on my knees over the first man.

The man behind me was pressing his cock to my hole.  I pushed back as I needed him in me.  I needed cock in my boy pussy.  His cock slid into me widening my hole.  The man held my head in his hands, and he was moving under me fucking my mouth with his cock. 

The man behind began slamming my ass with his body as each thrust was deep and complete.  He would pull out and then jam his cock into me deep.  Hands locked on my head as the cock in my mouth fed me the hot sperm I needed.  I swallowed when I could, but I tasted as it ran out of my mouth and down his cock. 

The man behind me drove deep and held it there as he reached around me to pull hard on my balls and cage.  I moaned in pleasure and pain when the first man pulled his cock back enough for me to breath.  My tears and snot and saliva and his cum gushed down his cock.  I began licking it from his cock and ran my mouth and tongue over his cock and balls.  Behind me the man withdrew his cock, and I felt his cum running out of my hole and down the back of my thighs.

The man who had bought me re-entered the room.  He spoke to his men, and they grabbed and spun me, so I was on my stomach cross ways over the bed with my ass hanging off.  My hands and legs were spread as they used the soft belts from robes to tie me to the bed.

My head was lifted, and I saw a black cock being pressed to my lips.  I opened my mouth and began to suck as another cock entered my ass.  Face fucked and ass fucked.  I sucked on one cock while another cock rammed in and out of my ass. 

One cock replaced by another in each hole.  Feeding on their cum.  Tastes of cum and lubricant and the slimy mess from my boy pussy.  They came and wiped themselves on my lips.  Cum ran from my holes and dried on my skin.  Hands played with me, pulling my nipples and balls.  Slapping my face and my ass.  My moans were almost a steady hum.  I felt pleasure and pain mixing as sexual energy ran through me.  I was filled with cock.  My mouth and ass milking their big cocks. I was a fuck doll for the three men and their big cocks and there seemingly insatiable needs.

Even after all of this, I felt an ache as they at last withdrew.  My hands and feet were untied, and I was rolled onto my back.

“Let’s clean the faggot,” a voice said.  I wasn’t sure if the voice was inside or outside my head.

Hands on my wrists and hands on my ankles, I was lifted from the bed and carried.  My ass touched carpet as they half-carried and half-dragged me along.  Then I was lifted and set down into something cold and hard.  My eyes half closed I saw the white of a bathtub.  I laid there for a moment as they let go and I felt the cold tub against my flesh.

Warm water hit me, but it did not smell right.

“Drink up bitch.  Open your fucking mouth.”

I opened my eyes fully.  The man who had paid for me was holding his dick and he was peeing.  Pissing on my face.  The warm yellow stream stinging my eyes.  The other two men were also standing there holding their cocks.  I opened my mouth, and a stream of urine spattered my face before he found my open mouth. 

I felt more streams of urine hitting my body and moving upward to my head.  I could smell and taste the piss.  I picked my head up as I drank the piss, and it ran off of my face and hair into the tub.

My eyes stung from the piss as I tried to look when the spray of urine stopped.  I glimpsed black dicks shaking off drops of urine. 

I closed my eyes as I felt a few drops hit me.  Their urine was running past my head as it went down the drain.

“We’ll tell your owner she can come and pick up the trash,” a voice that might have belonged to the man who had paid for me said.

The smell was all around me.  It covered me and it was in my mouth and nose and hair.  I began to cry but I did not know entirely why.  There was relief that it was over and that I had survived.  But the men had just treated me as trash.  That was the word they had used.  They had shown their contempt by covering me in their piss.  I closed my eyes.
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Then I heard her voice.  “Bija, I need you pull your feet down.  They’re on the curtain.  We need to pull it closed and turn on the shower.  Clean you.  Wake up, sissy girl.”

“Mistress,” I answered.

“You’re a mess, Bija.  I’m turning on the water.”

I felt a trickle of cool water hit my face.  It began warming quickly and I sat up.  It ran over me and carried the remaining piss down the drain.  Through the curtain, I saw Regina’s hand place a bottle of shower soap on the ledge of the tub. 

Standing up, I gripped the towel rack to steady myself.  I let the water run over me as it washed away the pee.  I picked up the bottle and ran the soap over my body and into my hair.  A towel and wash cloth appeared over the shower curtain rod.  I scrubbed all over once and then I repeated for a second time.

“Think that’s enough for now. We need to get you back home.  If you want, you can shower again when we get you there.”

I turned off the water and pulled back the curtain.  Regina stood there with a smile.  John was leaning on the door frame, and I could see Dave sitting on the bed in front of the television.

I took the towel and began drying off.  Using another towel, Regina dried my back and my ass. 

“Fuck,” she said.  “Not a virgin anymore.”  Turning to John, she said, “I was right, bring the bag.”

Regina dug into the bag and then knelt at my feet.  “It’s not pretty, Bija.  Step into these.  Your pussy is a mess. This’ll help contain it.”  I stepped through the holes of the underwear as she pulled the Depends up my legs.

She held my arm as she stood in front of me.  She faced me and looked like she was going to kiss me.  Instead, she sniffed me and laughed.

John reached toward me with a bottle of mouthwash. 

“I’ll kiss you, sissy.  Just let’s wait a bit.”

I twisted the top from the mouthwash and drank a slug straight from the bottle and spit it into the sink.  I put the bottle down on the basin and Mistress walked me from the bathroom to the living room of the suite.  Dave stood holding my black dress.  I slipped it on, and he zipped me up.

I stepped into the sandals Dave had thoughtfully placed on the floor.

“One last thing,” Regina said, as she pulled another wig from the bag.  This one was short and brunette.  “We may have to burn your old one, but this visit certainly covered the costs.”

Mistress and Dave walked me down while John retrieved the car from the garage.  He picked us up and we drove back to Regina’s house.

On the way home, Regina pulled me to her and let me rest my head on her shoulder.  I was almost asleep by the time we got home.  I’m not sure I fully awoke even as I was led inside. They helped to strip me before I was put into a bed.  Then I was under the covers, and I felt Regina’s warm naked body cuddling me from the back.  Her arm over me and I could feel her breasts against my back.  She kissed my cheek.

I felt warm and safe and loved.

Regina whispered.  “Get your rest, white boy, you’ll need it.  All those men using my sissy’s holes made me kind of jealous.  You haven’t even started serving me and my needs.  Rest that tongue.  I’ve got places for it to go.  And not right away, but soon, I’ve going to strap on my cock and wear that ass out.  And you’ll be wanting to thank John and Dave.  You’ll probably be thirsty for black cum when you wake up.”

“Rest for now, white boy, because I have big plans for you.”

Afterward

Recovery was difficult. Ms. Regina had her friends, John and David give me regular feedings of their cum.  She said that it was good for white sissies and had all the necessary vitamins and hormones for my continued development as a sissy.  I just know that I appreciated the taste and their generosity.  Soon, I was able to give them the oral service they deserved instead of just lying there while they masturbated into my mouth.

Ms. Regina kept all her promises.  She did have big plans for me.  Plans that continue to develop. I gave up my apartment and moved in with her.  At home, I dress fem all the time, but I still wear male attire sometimes.  Outwardly I dress as a male for work.  She does require that I wear feminine undergarments when I do.  Sometime soon, she wants to have all my black co-workers over so they can meet the “true me” she says.

She did take her time in training me after my first experience in serving the man who bought me.  Taking her time, Ms. Regina has trained me to receive regular fuckings from her and her boyfriends.  She does lend me out to her friends for different services.  It might be simple maid service or sexual service for friends and parties. 

I’m always expected to give regular service to my Mistress which can include oral service when we are alone or oral service when she and a boyfriend fuck.  Personal service also includes bathing, massages, and general pampering.  She says that nothing picks her up at the end of a long day like hearing the frustrated moans of a cage white sissy like myself.

She does have other white boys she plays with but I’m here full time.  Sometimes she enjoys having us play for her and her friends.  They seem to enjoy how we play with each other when we all remain locked in chastity. 

Mistress and her friends love using handcuffs on me and other sissies.  The first time I was allowed to eat her pussy, she locked my hands behind my back so was only able to use my mouth on her body.  Of course, they love getting all their sissies together with our hands cuffed behind us and allow us to have as much fun as caged, cuffed sissies can.

I serve at the parties, but I also perform.  Mistress has occasional parties for her female friends.  She likes to promote the idea that every one of her black girlfriends should learn about the advantages of owning a white sissy.  Her boyfriends sometimes have parties for their white girlfriends where they show that while their white husbands are not adequate for fulfilling their male roles, they could have a future as subservient white sissies in a black led relationship.

I try to remind myself it is my duty to do as told.  There have been only a couple of times when I did not think I would be able to comply.  Dressing sexy and seducing some woman’s husband and then being “caught” by a white wife where she can accuse her husband of having an affair with another man.  Makes me giggle when I’m referred to as the “other man.”

She does sell me from time to time.  She says it spices up our relationship and “keeps me on my toes.”  It’s nice to have the extra money she allows me to keep so I can give her extra gifts and I can buy some sexy lingerie I can show off. 

I would like to give up my regular work and do sex work full time, but that is up to her since she is in charge of all finances.

I have hope that someday she will ask me to marry her.  I try not to push her. She’s fond of saying, ‘why buy the cow when you can milk the sissy for free.”

I wake up in gratitude to my Mistress every morning and I hope at the end of the day that I have done my very best for her.

The End
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