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Bobby unlocked his door and bent down to pick up the package.  Putting it down by his chair, he proceeded into his bedroom and relieved himself of his wallet and keys.  He had a pair of scissors he used to open packages and he picked them up before returning to the living room. 

He sat down and used the remote to turn on the television and pulled the package into his lap.  Holding the scissors so that he held one blade by the back, he sliced through the tape and opened the box.

He laughed when he looked in and saw the lingerie.  “Just what I ordered,” he laughed.  Turning the box so he could read the label, he saw the address was correct.  He felt confused and looked again at the label.  The last name was right, but he was Bobby, and this was for Bobbi.  He shouldn’t have opened it, but since he lived by himself, he assumed that if a package showed up, it must be for him.

He thought about what to do.  Maybe he’d look in the box and figure out something.  He could contact the delivery company and get it all sorted out.  He didn’t need this aggravation.  It had been a long day.  It was something he could take care of later anyway, so he settled in to relax and watch television. He berated himself for not grabbing a beer before settling in.  Reluctantly he got up and went to the kitchen where he decided to make up for his negligence by grabbing two beers instead.

He turned on his television and brought up a streaming service.  He began clicking through recommendations in his feed.  Nothing caught his eye and he figured he would try something and switch to something else.  The box was sitting there, and he was most of the way through the first beer.

Setting the box on the table, he reached in and grabbed.  He pulled out panties and bras.  Too bad he didn’t know who this was meant for.  He’d really like to meet her.  His hand had brushed an envelope, so he picked up the box and looked.  Maybe a card that would tell him who it was meant for.

A pink envelope with silver letters.  Special invitation.  He opened it and examined the card inside.  Free thirty- day membership.  No credit card required.  Extensive video collection to get you in the mood. Free. Free. Free.

Feeling bored with his choices on television, he brought out his laptop.  He typed in the address and clicked on “Free Membership.”  A video started to play.  A beautiful blonde woman holding a cardboard sign that read “BNWO Productions.”  That must be the name of the lingerie company.  The sign was small and barely covered her tits and the shot was from the waist up. 

“Remember your membership is free.  Earn points for each video you watch.  That’s right.  A reward for watching porn.”  She took her index finger and stuck it in her mouth and then sucked it as she pulled it free.  “Remember to keep watching to earn points that you can redeem for merchandise and for extending your free membership.  With BNWO, your satisfaction is guaranteed. I know mine is. So, sit back and enjoy the video so you can get to know me better.  I made it just for you.”

He watched her video while he drank his second beer.  After that, he shed his clothes so he could drink his beer while he played with his dick.  The woman moaned and played with herself.  At the end of the video, he was given a choice between two videos.  One of them looked like it was more of the same except she would bring out her toys.  The second was called “lingerie fun,” and the picture showed her in bra and panties with her arm around a guy.  The second video earned twice the points.  He was ready to watch the second one and did not hesitate when he saw the reward points.

In this video she was wearing lingerie the man had bought for her.  She told him that he had really bought the underwear for himself.  He said he’d look silly in them.  She explained that she meant he had bought them for her so he could see her in them.  She began playing with his cock.  Then she said, he might really want them for himself if he knew how good they would feel on his skin.  She talked him into putting them on by sucking his cock only to back off and plead with him. 

He knew that if this girl were sucking on his cock, he would have put them on sooner.  After he grabbed more beer from the refrigerator. He sat on the couch and grabbed a couple of pairs of panties.  He watched the video and used the panties to massage his balls and his cock.  She was right.  The panties felt great.  He put them aside when he was about to come.  He wanted to keep them clean for next time.  He came hard into some bath tissue as he watched her suck the guy’s cock as she pulled it over the top of the panties.  She licked up his cum and told him that he should wear them to work the next day under his clothes.  He protested that this had just been play.  He only agreed when she told him that wearing them would remind him of her and how good she made him feel when he wore them. 

He knew he would never do that, but he did try them on just to see.  Surprised that they fit so well and felt so good on his skin.  He got another erection as he walked around in them and felt them rub on his balls and his cock.  He told himself there was no way he’d wear them to work but he did decide to wear them while he watched the next video.  This time he got more points for the video of her and a new partner, a Black guy.  His cock was much larger than the cock of the white guy she had been with before.

He thought he’d just watch the video and go to sleep afterwards.  Instead, he got another erection and came a second time.  She was so beautiful and hot.  The contrast of her white skin and his dark skin made it even more erotic.  He watched and told himself he was mostly looking at her and her “talents.”  But to be honest with himself, he did spend time looking at the Black guy’s cock.  The guy was hung like a horse.  Thick and long.  He came watching her lick cum from his cock.  There was just so much cum.

He was about to close out his browser and call it a night. A video of the girl played automatically on his screen.  She licked her lips and said she hoped he had enjoyed her videos. 

Then she looked into the camera and said, “Would you like to be a special member of our very special club.”  They must have green screened the background because there were images in the background.  Music played in the background.  He couldn’t make out the words.  It must have been from the last movie.  There was a lot of the previous guy’s big cock and her lips wrapped around it.  All playing around her like she was standing in front of another movie.

He thought “here it comes.”  He knew she was going to ask for his credit card information.

“Remember, it’s all free.  No credit cards or anything like that.”  She frowned and said, “But, you do have to qualify.  I’m going to dare you to do something for me.  Prove you’re a man who’s willing to get a little kinky with me.  Before you log back in, I want you to prove your willing to go on a kinky journey with me so we can both get off.  Get yourself some panties.  Buy them, borrow them, steal them.  Go to the store or click the link above taking you to our online store.  However you do it, just do it.  Then wear them under your clothes when you go to work or whatever you do.  Remember, only you and I will know.  When you log back in, take the quiz.  I’ll ask you a few questions.  If you’re kinky enough, you’ll be invited to join our special club for special men.  Are you kinky enough to make me hot?  Are you kinky enough for special treatment?  Take my dare.  I can’t wait to see you there.”

This time the video stopped, and he closed the browser.  Hearing her voice made him horny again.  He thought about jerking off again, but he did need to get to sleep.  He felt silly doing it, but he took a pair of panties and put them across the arm of the couch where he would see them the next day.  He wasn’t sure he would take her dare.  Maybe he would sign in and pretend he had done it and see if he could beat the quiz.  He did remember how good the panties had felt against his cock and balls.  Maybe he would do it.  No one would know after all.  He would decide in the morning.
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“How is the test site doing?  Have you been through the data?”  Ron asked as Lisa knelt in front of the coffee table. 

Lisa stopped rubbing her Mistress Terri’s feet for a second as she looked at Ron, Terri’s husband.

“So far, about half the white boys who received packages have logged on.  I think we’ll have a few more today.  Might be straggler or two for later.  I’m sure in a few days, we’ll start getting some packages back.  Those will drop out and no longer be part of the beta.”

“Converting white boys is so much fun,” Terri said as she looked across the couch at her husband.  “Doing it all on the computer.  Where’s the joy in that?  I like to see the tears when the white boy admits to being an inferior and begs to serve his superiors.”

Ron laughed.  “I enjoy that too.”  He looked up at the ceiling and smiled.  “Seeing them kneeling on the floor begging for cock.”

“Lisa’s busy right now dear.  Don’t get too excited.  She’ll take care of you in a bit.”  She reached out and touched Ron’s arm.  “Unless you’d prefer, we go back to bed.”

“Choices, choices.  I almost forgot.  You distracted me.  The site’s a test.  How many straight white boys can we convert online?  Imagine a growing movement as we test and improve the site.  All those white boys converted and just looking to serve.  Instead of a few here and there, imagine all of them begging to serve their black betters.”

“How do you know they’re not already secret sissies anyway?”  Terri asked.

“You never know for sure of course, but Lisa, shall we say, investigated them,” Ron said.  “At great personal cost.”

Lisa looked at her Mistress with adoration but started to frown when she thought of what she had done.  “Mistress, I let them approach me on dating apps.  I even followed up with actual dates.”  She looked at Master Ron.  “At his orders of course. Disgusting.  Just being around white boys pretending to be men and wanting to stick their little things in me.”  She shuddered.

Terri laughed.  “So, that’s where you’ve been.”  She looked at Ron.  “I think your choice is clear.  This poor thing needs some real cock.”

“Yes, please,” Lisa said looking up at Master Ron.
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He couldn’t wait to log on.  Closing the door behind him, he pulled down his pants and set in front of his computer.  He rubbed his hard cock through the soft material of the panties.

He had not been sure that he would wear them under his clothes for work, but he saw them on the couch and remembered the video girl’s sexy voice.  He thought of not wearing them and just lying his way into the special club but for some reason he did not want to do that.  It was just easier to do what she asked. 

His balls and cock snuggled into the softness of the panties had aroused him all day.  He thought about the kinky sexual nature of what he was doing when he was around people. Crossing a leg made his panties move softly over his cock and balls.  As he became erect there was even more pleasure as the fabric slid over his cock. 

When he opened the site, a video began playing.  His video girlfriend was kneeling and sucking a big black cock.  She licked and kissed the cockhead and then he watched in amazement as she opened her mouth wide, and it slid down over the cock. She stopped several times and made some sort of adjustment, but the whole cock had gone down her throat until her lips were buried in the guy’s pubic hair. 

It was just as amazing to watch it in reverse as the hard cock came out of her mouth.  It just seemed to keep coming and coming until she kissed the head and turned to face the camera. 

“You’re going have to take my quiz if you want to see me finish.”  She looked up at the owner of the big cock, “and I really want to finish.”

Two boxes appeared on the screen.  “I did not complete my assignment.” Beside one box and by the other, “Yes, I wore panties under my clothes.”

After clicking, the ‘yes, I wore panties,” button, another screen appeared.  His answers were going to be timed.  A countdown clock in red showed at the bottom of the screen.  This was how they’d keep him honest.

“Where did he get the panties?”  Nothing matched and he picked ‘other.’

“What kind were they.”  One button for blue and another button for the style, ‘thong.’

“Did anyone know?”

He answered not sure. He didn’t think anyone had noticed, but he thought he saw a couple of women at the office who were looking at him and smiling.  Women were very observant.  They might have noticed something different about the way his pants fit.

“If no one noticed, did you wish they had?”

He pressed ‘no’ and thought if there had been a button for ‘God, no,’ he would have pressed that.  Now, he was thinking about what it would have been like to be caught and he felt his cock sliding inside his panties as he started becoming erect.

“Will you wear them again?”

He answered yes and thought this was his last answer but there was another series of boxes.  ‘Tomorrow,’ ‘next week,’ ‘next month,’ and ‘undetermined.’  He didn’t even consider the options before choosing ‘tomorrow.’  Done.  No, another box, ‘promise’ yes or no.  He promised and his video girlfriend was back.

“Welcome to our exclusive special level.  I’ll be right back, but I have some important business to attend to.”

The black cock appeared as a man approached her.  As before, the shot was mostly just his cock.  His thighs and his stomach but all focused on his big black cock.  She began sucking and swallowing him again.  He watched and he felt his own cock pushing against the panties and then after five minutes of her sucking, the cock began flooding her mouth with cum.  It ran out the sides of her mouth and down her chin.  She was licking cum from the cock, and he found himself almost ready to cum. He stood up quickly to pull down his panties to avoid cumming into them.  As he pulled them off, he began to cum.  He had to use his hand to catch the cum to keep from making a mess.  He hobbled to the bathroom to wash his hands.  Taking some toilet tissue, he mopped the remaining drops from his dick.  He pulled his pants off thinking of how close he had come to making a mess.  How was he supposed to get cum stains out of his panties?  Now, there was a thought he’d never had before.

He had to rewind when he got back.  She finished cleaning the cock but opened her mouth first to show the man and then when she turned to the camera.  She swallowed and smiled.  “Thank you for giving me what I need.”

There was another box.  This time it was a picture of the girl with a montage of pornographic images circling around her face.  Music played.  A chant or something.  He wasn’t sure, but the images and the music were in rhythm and the sound also played whispered words and moans.  This continued until he pressed one of the buttons.  His choices were either ‘yes, I came’ or no, I did not.’

Pressing ‘yes,’ got a ‘thank you for your feedback.’

This brought another choice of videos.  Both images showed her.  In one, a white guy had his arm around her waist.  In the second, a Black man had his arm around her waist.

He chose the one with the Black guy hugging her.  The video played as he began touching his cock.  He still hadn’t recovered when the video started, but he was erect when the movie finished.  He made another choice and by the time that video was halfway through, he had come again.  This time, he watched the video to the end and clicked ‘yes’ when it asked if he had cum.

He developed a routine.  He’d get up in the morning and put on panties under his clothes and then he’d come home and jerk off to her videos.  He ran low on panties and found he could wash them in the sink.  He was watching videos and his panties were drying but he didn’t have any to wear.  A wild idea occurred to him.  He missed the feel of the panties, so he dug into the box and pulled out a bra.  He used it to touch his dick.  The feel was too arousing.  He wanted to watch more of her, but he didn’t want to cum.  At least not yet.  He put the bra around his chest and managed to fasten it in front before sliding it around into place.  He felt the fabric against his nipples and began rubbing them through the lacy material.  This was even better.  It aroused him, but kept him from being so aroused that he’d cum. Maybe he’d wear the bra under his clothes the next day.  He didn’t do it the next day, but he did the day after that.  For the rest of the week, he wore a matching bra and panty set under his clothes.
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“You must be pretty confident that you’ll be able to get white boys to take this step,” Terri said.

“Cheaper to buy bulk.  Besides, it’s only a dozen.  Might have to get more after we complete this phase of development,” Ron answered as he set his coffee on the kitchen table.

Terri got up and poured herself the last cup and emptied the grounds in the trash as she began making another pot.  “Locking up their little dicks is a big step.”

“I thought you’d agree that it’s a small loss,” Ron laughed.  “I’m betting they’re hooked on Lisa’s videos and will find it almost impossible to resist any of her suggestions.”

Terri smiled.  “They could probably use the break.  I bet some of them have rubbed themselves raw.”

“The video we shot will give them a lot of incentive.  One mind blowing orgasm a week instead of jerking off every night.  Plus, they get personal attention from Lisa.”

“Still, it’s a big step,” Terri added.  “You want another cup when this is done?”

“No, I’ve got work to do, but I did have a question for you.” 

Terri sat back down at the table.  Ron reached into the box and put a pink male chastity cage on the table.

“Each of these has a lock that is linked to their phone.  They download the app, and they can play with it to see how it locks and unlocks.  An emergency codes.”

“So, they can take if off anytime.  Hardly worth the effort.  I mean, if they can remove them whenever they want.”

“Up to a point.  When they use the button to transfer the unlocking function to one of our phones, they’re stuck.  Only the phone here will unlock it.  We just won’t tell them.”  He smiled at his wife.

Terri looked at him.  “I see some desperate white boys then.”

“They’ll be hitting the emergency release, and nothing will happen.  There is going to be a number they can call if there are problems.”

“Oh no.  Not me.  I’m not your complaint department.  Listening to whiny white boys wanting to get their dicks free.  I’ll just tell them to cut if off then.”

“The plastic’s tough.  Metal fibers running through it.  It will be tough to cut it off.”

“Who’s talking about the plastic,” Terri said as she looked at her husband with her best evil grin.

Ron laughed.  “That’s why you’d be best at this.  Desperate white boys get to complain to a tough Black woman.  I see you threatening to block their numbers if they don’t act right.  Imagine the power of what you might be able to do to them.”

Terri put a pretend phone to her ear. “Yes, there is an emergency release.  Have you tried sticking something black and hard up your ass?”
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He’d noticed that people at work and especially the women would be talking about something and then shut up whenever he approached.  It aroused him to think about being caught.  No one had said anything directly and he felt an urge he was resisting.  Wear a dark bra with a light t-shirt.  He just didn’t feel prepared to do that.  He had to squeeze his dick secretly at times to knock down his almost constant arousal.  He’d masturbate at home as soon as he could log on to the website.  Trying his best to keep playing with his dick something he only did at home.  He had found himself close to doing it in the bathroom at work.

He had ordered his cage as soon as it was offered.  The video of Lisa, he now knew her name, releasing the guy from his cage.  He didn’t look quite like the guy in the video, but their cocks looked similar.  She gave him a hand job, and he imagined what her touch would feel like on his own cock.  The man came and the sounds he made upon release made it seem like the most pleasure he’d had in his life.  Lisa described it like it was a week’s worth of cumming at one time.

Lisa said at the end of the video, “Up until now, you’ve been able to pleasure yourself to my videos whenever you want.  If you sign up and wear this special device…” she stopped and kissed the cage she was holding and then she licked it.  “I’ll be the one to release you and so I’ll be thinking about you when you cum.”  She kissed the cage again and winked.  “And I do that to the one that I send out specially to you.”

She gave instructions that he followed taking measurements of his flaccid and erect penis.  It took a while after the video to where he got one of his flaccid penis. He sent in his measurements not knowing that all the orders were the same.  Ron had ordered the cages in what he called white boy size.

Once he received the cage and put it on and downloaded the app, he would transfer the unlocking function to her.  She required that he watch at least one video of hers every day and then rank it on how badly he wanted out of his cage.  These videos were only available to those who entered the serial number from their cages.

He had gone home every day hoping the package would be at his apartment.  When it finally arrived, he had wanted to snap it on as soon as he got it out of the package.  But he’d followed the directions.  He’d never seen instructions that started with “calm down and masturbate before going further.”

He'd read the instructions and downloaded the app.  He’d skipped the emergency unlocking procedures because he was so anxious to give control of his orgasms to Lisa.  When he hit the button to transfer control, a welcome video from Lisa played on his phone.  Again, she spoke as the strange music and lyrics played and the swirl of pornographic images swirled around her head. 

He'd found his penis trying to get hard just from watching the welcome video.  This was a sacrifice he was doing for Lisa and his ache for release was a gift he was offering to her.

His first video after the welcome had been Lisa and the Black guy with the huge cock.  He’d filled all three of her holes never seeming to lose his erection and he filled her with so much cum that she was dripping out of every orifice when he was done.  It looked like Lisa could not get enough and she orgasmed her way through the fucking like she had never experienced anything so wonderful.

For the first time since he’d found the site, he clicked off after rating the video a ten.  Ten was the highest rating.  He wanted badly to cum, and he would have jerked off if not for the cage.  He didn’t want to watch another which would have been torture.

The next night had been Lisa and the Black guy with the big cock, but this time Lisa had a partner.  Blonde like Lisa but a little taller. Flat chested but as pretty as Lisa.  She perched ass up on all fours on the bed and the Black guy was going to fuck her.  That was when he’d had to blink several times.  The girl had balls and a little dick.  The girl was a guy.  The Black guy fucked him in the ass.  The girl-boy cleaned him off and sucked a load out of him.  Looking more closely at the video, he’d realized the guy was the same one that Lisa had jerked off in the cage video.  At the end of the video, Lisa had given him another hand job and then when his dick had deflated, she slipped a cage on him.  Again, he rated the video as a ten and could not get over how sexy the girl-boy was.

At the end of his week of torture, he’d entered his code and he heard the click as his cage unlocked.  He played the video. It had been the three of them again.  Lisa was there but the action centered on the Black guy and the girl-boy.  This time his cage stayed on.  He seemed to cum anyway when he got fucked.  At least it looked like cum leaked from his cage even though he could not get hard. 

He'd cheated and cum twice figuring that Lisa would not know.  The first one had left him curled on the floor.  He’d felt like the orgasm just went on and on as he released the cum he had built up over a week.  The second one had been nowhere near as good.  He knew now that he’d only have the one big orgasm when Lisa released him.  He did wonder if there was a way he could cum with the cage on, just like the girl-boy did.
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He hoped that Lisa knew how much he ached between his release days.  In the videos, she warned against cheating by not watching.  If he tried to stay away and find something else to do to keep his mind off the arousing web videos, he’d lose points required for being unlocked.  If he skipped a day, he’d have to wait another day for release.  He looked forward to his release days.  His orgasms on those days were the best he had ever experienced.

The videos all focused on the three of them.  The man with the big black cock, the girl-boy, and Lisa.  The girl-boy seemed to be getting most of the action from the black guy with Lisa’s assistance.

Then came the video of Lisa and the girl-boy together without the Black guy.  Lisa had her arm around the sissy as she called him.  She moaned as Lisa rubbed her nipples.  Then Lisa took tissue and began stuffing it into the cage that covered the sissy’s small penis.

“She wanted everyone to see what a sissy girl she is,” Lisa said.  “And what shows everyone what a sissy girl you are.”

“I can’t get enough cock,” the sissy said.

Lisa laughed, “Well, there is that.  But you also cum from getting fucked.”

“Fucked with big cocks,” added the sissy.

“That’s why I have a treat for you sissy.”  The camera panned down Lisa’s waist to show she was wearing a big black dildo that jutted slightly up.

“A treat for me, Mistress.  Thank you.”  The sissy knelt before Lisa and began kissing and licking the dildo.  Opening her mouth, the sissy took the dildo in and began to suck.

“Such a good cocksucker.”  Lisa put her hand on the sissy’s head and began stroking her hair.

He watched as his chastity cage blocked him from the erection he needed to have.  He imagined what it would be like to feel Lisa’s hands in his hair as he was sucking her cock.  He would look up at her and see the love in her eyes while he licked and sucked her cock.

The sissy was now taking lubricant from a jar and using both hands he made Lisa’s strap-on cock glisten.  “Please Mistress, please.  Fuck me.  I need your big cock.”

The sissy climbed onto the bed and pulled his knees under him and presented his ass for his Mistress.  She approached and in one move she had entered the sissy.  Then she was sliding in and out of him as he moaned.

Whenever he had watched a video before he had imagined himself replacing the big cocks with his own as he had fucked Lisa or even sometimes the sissy girl.  Now, he wanted to be the sissy girl obeying Lisa’s commands as she fucked him.  He was beyond horny.  If Lisa had been in the room, he would have been begging her to fuck him. 

After fucking the sissy, Lisa had removed the cage and shown how the previously dry tissue was now wet with the sissy’s cum. 

He wondered if he could get relief the way the sissy did.  He sucked on a finger to make it wet and pushed it into his asshole.  There was no sudden orgasmic explosion like he had hoped but he kept going as he tried to get used to the new sensation.

The video was followed by a special offer for special boys as Lisa called it.  At no charge a special set of training dildos would be sent on request “including lubricant” to get you started right.

Lisa called it “your boy-pussy,” and so that’s what he called it too.  She explained that practice was necessary to learn how to release from anal stimulation. 

He knew he would do anything Lisa required and he sent away for the training kit immediately.  He was surprised when a kit was waiting at his doorstep the next day.

After closing the door, he shed his clothes quickly.  He got rid of his outer clothing quickly but was more careful with his panties.  He kept his bra on partly because of how good it felt to wear it and to save time.  Opening his package quickly, he wanted to begin training so that he could cum like the sissy did.  He had ambitions to skip all the way to the dildo that resembled the Black guy’s cock.

He opened the package and stopped.  On top, there was a photo.  A printout in high resolution of Lisa naked.  And it was signed, “with love, Lisa.”  Underneath, there were the three dildo’s.  He gave up his aspirations for the biggest dildo when he saw how big it was.

He almost missed it. There were words written on the back of the picture.  Written in cursive were words written by Lisa herself.  Or he assumed she had written them.

“Start with the smallest and use lots of lube.  Just try getting used to the new feelings to start. Do it while you watch my videos.  Let me know how it’s going.  Love Lisa with hugs, kisses, and many mind-blowing orgasms to cum.  Then it gave her email address.

He would be able to write to her directly.  He started a video and unwrapped the smallest dildo and smeared lubricant on it.  He inserted it while watching Lisa lead her sissy on a leash to the Black guy with the big hard cock.  He thought of what he wanted to say in his first email to her.  He knew what he wanted to tell her.  He wanted her to hold his leash.

He shouldn’t have done it.  Horniness can make you crazy.  He told himself that he would write her and keep it to being an adoring fan.  He told her how beautiful she was, and he thought her videos were the hottest that he had ever seen.  Then he added:

“I have the smallest dildo in right now, but I decided to follow your instructions.  I wanted to impress you but decided it was better to do as you say.  I saw how you led your sissy on your leash, and I was overcome by my desire to be that sissy.  I’ve never felt that I was homosexual at all, but I wanted to be that sissy and please you as you led me to (your lover, the black guy, just not sure of your relationship) and then to watch your pleasure as I used my mouth to prepare him for you.  I feel both ashamed and excited.  I wish I could cum now more than anything.  Maybe that’s not true.  What I want most is to please you and maybe be allowed to cum at your discretion?  I bet you get a lot of fan mail.  I’m not trying to be a stalker or anything, but my desires are my desires.  I hope my groveling and this begging letter is pleasing to you.”

By the time he was finished, he was really fucking himself as he watched her videos.  He imagined being led to the bed and lying down as Lisa introduced her newest convert to her boyfriend to fuck with his big cock.  He began watching the videos of the sissy sucking the big cock because the cock was easier to see that way.  He pulled the dildo out and began licking and sucking it while he watched and continued fucking his boy pussy.

He was still watching videos and playing with the dildos when he got a reply from Lisa.  He saw it and how soon she replied and thought it was probably a form reply and would simply say, “Thanks and keep watching.”

But, it did not.  He could tell it was personal just from the length.

Thanks for writing.  The most important job for a sissy like you is to obey.  I have orders for you to obey.  I want to see that you are truly willing to obey.  You are on a path.  At the end of the path are me and my leash.  Follow these instructions and let me know how it goes.

Wear lingerie at all times.  Even at work, wear them under your clothes.  You may remove your panties when you are practicing with the dildo in your boy pussy.  Otherwise, keep them on and get used to it.

I expect a daily email with a note on your progress and a picture of you in lingerie attached.  I will freely share them with whomever I like because it pleases me for others to see my sissy.

Move on to the next size dildo when the first one is comfortable.

This may be the toughest of all.  If you wish to be mine, you will skip the next unlocking.  Sissy’s cum from being fucked.  Men cum from fucking.  You must refrain from cumming as a man and learn to cum like a sissy.

Rewatch videos but focus on the cock.  My sissies learn how to please cock.  Cock excites them.  I will have more videos for you as you explore this new track.

If you agree, then reply to this with two words, “Yes, Mistress.”

If you agree, I’ll expect another email tomorrow with your progress and pictures.

He replied immediately with “Yes, Mistress.”  He couldn’t allow himself second thoughts.  He might not have had the courage if he had waited.  After he sent the reply, he wondered how crazy he would get from not being able to cum “like a man.”

He watched videos for the rest of the night.  He couldn’t sleep and got up and watched more.  He laid on the bed and tried to force himself to sleep but he ended up rolling onto his stomach and grinding into his mattress.  He kept thinking of pleasing his Mistress by offering his boy pussy to her boyfriend or maybe someone else of her choosing.  He was giving up control to her and she now made the choices.  Maybe she would want to break him in herself with her own dildo.  When he gave up trying to sleep, he got up and watched more videos and used the dildo to play with his boy pussy.
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When he got up the next day, he deliberated about what to wear.  He decided what he wanted to wear to show off to his Mistress and he kept that bra and panty set fresh and he would change into that when he got home.  He was so tired when he left for work, he hadn’t noticed the mismatch in his outerwear and his lingerie.  He knew that his light shirt made his lacy pink bra visible if someone gave him a good look.  This time he was certain that the women in the office knew.  He could only hope that conversations in the office that stopped when he came close were not about him.

He had another problem.  Focusing so much on cock in the videos almost forced him to look at the crotches of his male colleagues.  He tried to be normal and not let all of this affect his work, but he wondered if word was getting out about him wearing lingerie and looking at men’s packages.

When he got home, he knew he was going to move to a dildo that was bigger than the one he had been using but not so big as the one modeled on her boyfriend.  He had told himself he would go slow, but he had been thinking about it all day and needed something to stretch his boy pussy.  Maybe it would be enough to make him cum like a sissy.

First, he’d taken photos of himself wearing the set.  He felt silly when he tried to look sexy, but he tried.  It was for his Mistress after all.  He wrote her and attached the pictures.  Who would she share them with?  Her boyfriend.  Girlfriends. Both excited him.  Most importantly, Lisa would see them

She wrote back and told him he would make a very sexy sissy gurl.  He thought it was a misspelling, but it was repeated several times.  She noted his progress and laughed at other people at work knowing his secret.  “You should expect others to know.  When I’m finished with you, it will be hard to miss how much of a sissy you are.  My boyfriend approves of me taking you as a sissy if you continue in your practice.  A real meeting becomes possible the more you progress.  You should start imagining it as real and not just a kinky fantasy.  From now on, when you practice, play with your nipples just like you were a real girl.  Some sissy gurls can almost cum from a real man sucking their titties.  Here’s a link to your new video training sessions.  Love, hugs, kisses, and today I’m adding some spanks.  Hope you enjoy those.  I know I will.  LOL

Black men and white sissies.  He managed the larger dildo.  It was harder than he thought it would be but then he began to enjoy the stretching.  He kept sucking on the biggest of the dildos while he fucked himself.  He was the sissy in the videos and imagined himself with Black men.  There had been comparison videos of the white gurls and the Black men side by side.  It was painfully obvious whom he was more like. 

A video of his Mistress Lisa played between videos.  The swirling pornographic images around her were slowed to where he could see the big black cocks and white sissies servicing them.  The vocals to the music were louder telling him how much of a sissy he was and how he wanted to suck black cocks and for Black men to fuck him and make him their white bitch.

He moaned and stopped playing with his tits and his boy pussy when he grew tired.  But he never lost this craving that he had found within himself.  The horniness filled him strange new needs.  He knew that his life would be a struggle until he was fully with his Mistress.  It was feeling dangerous.  After all, there were black men all around and even a couple at work.  He needed to finish his training to be with his Mistress so she could control his urges.
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Ron laughed, “Live and learn.” 

“You of all people should have known the power of black dick on white boys,” Terri smiled.  “You’ve turned her into one horny sissy.”

Lisa carried in a tray and poured two beers for the couple and knelt before them on the couch.  “I thought she was coming along nicely.  I was going to be happy to bring another white male bitch to my superiors, but she seems to be moving along faster than I thought would happen.”

Ron picked up his phone and glanced again through the email.  “So eager to serve.  Two Black men at work.  Wants to offer himself for their use.”

Terri laughed.  “I say, let her.”

“Remember dear. You won’t be there to watch.”

“True.  I could take her off your hands.  Put a leash on her.  Tie her to the urinal at work,” Terri smirked.

“She’d tie herself I think,” Lisa smiled.

Ron said, “Trouble is I don’t want her bothering a couple of brothers that might not be ready for that kind of action.  Maybe if she was more fem.  Some just aren’t ready for a sissy.  Think of white boys as male.”

“With those tiny little wienies,” observed Terri. 

“I know.  But maybe it’s an opportunity.  Maybe bring along a couple of guys into the lifestyle of owning and using a white sissy.  It’d be perfect if I could find a way to move them toward considering it.  Especially when they’ve already got a willing sissy right there with them.”  He looked at Terri and then at Lisa.  “First thing is to cool him off some.  Make him respectful.”

“Lisa,” Terri said.  “Write him back.  No, on second thought, I’ll write something for you to send.”

“And find out any info you have on the two guys she’s got her eyes on,” Ron said.  “Maybe there’s a way to contact them or run into them accidentally. I’m not sure just yet.  Just get what you can out of her.”
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He had gone to bed fantasizing about the two men at work.  He tried to think of something else, but the more he tried, the less successful he was.  It could be embarrassing if they weren’t into it.  How would he know?  Could he flirt but keep it in bounds so that he could pretend it didn’t happen if they did not pick up on it.

In his fantasy as he moaned and pushed himself into the mattress trying to relieve his want and his need, they had both been there.  He thought about being in the bathroom at work where they caught him looking at their big cocks.  He imagined showing a bit of his bra strap or “accidentally” showing he had on panties.  They announced that they had long suspected he was a sissy faggot.  Told him he did not have to sneak a peek because they would give him a close up.

Then he was on his knees sucking one of them while the other circled behind him and uncinched his belt pausing long enough to explore the “sissy titties” hidden by the bra.  He was lifted up with his mouth still on the first cock and his pants and panties pulled down.  The second cock digging between his cheeks for his hole.

No lubricant.  Maybe he would be fucked without it and his pain would be of service.  They deserved a white boy like him being in pain and begging for their cocks.  Sometimes the one fucking him used soap from the dispenser.  He thought that would burn and hurt but it might make his fucking easier.  At one point, he had gotten up and made sure to slip a tube of lubricant into his coat pocket, just in case.

Sometimes in his fantasy, they came and then switched so they could fill both his holes with their cum.  They left him on the floor moaning for more covered in their cum.  Or they peed again, but this time using his mouth telling him that they would not need to use the urinal any more, since they had a sissy to use.  Some of the time they just let got and pissed all over him until he was drenched.  Fortunately, the fantasy never extended to him having to go back to work.

Once he was at work, reality hit him, and he recognized that his fantasies could have consequences that he wasn’t prepared to face.  But he was worried.  What if the situation came up without his trying?  Maybe they would notice him and recognize the change in him and want to try him out.  Or they might notice his lingering looks at the big packages between their legs.  In these thoughts, he imagined himself caught unawares.  He went into the men’s room when one of them stepped out of a stall with his big, black erection and he fell to his knees unable to stop himself.

His phone alert went off waking him from his compulsive thoughts.  Another alert and there was a text. 

Mistress Lisa:  Stop whatever you are thinking of doing.  Follow these directions.

He followed her instructions to “immediately cool it.”  He held the large cup full of ice. Filling it from the faucet, he stepped into the stall and set it on the back of the toilet.  He turned his phone on video and pulled down his pants and panties.  He placed the phone so it would record and so that he could see the time.  Two minutes didn’t seem that long. 

He started the recording and noted the time.  He gasped when he dunked his balls and his cage into the icy water.  Freezing cold and then pain.  Worse, he looked at the time and seemed to wait for even ten seconds to be up.  All pain and all freezing cold and the slow moving of time.  Nothing else in his world but the sensations as the time moved of its own accord.  His pain did not speed it up or slow it down.  Time was indifferent to his suffering.  He wanted to cry out, but he couldn’t.  What if someone had come in unnoticed and they heard him?  They would knock on the stall door and ask if he was okay.  How would he answer, or would he answer?  They’d push open the door to find the strange site of him crying with his dick and balls dunked into freezing water.

It passed the minute mark and he gained confidence that he would make it.  But then his very confidence slowed the time to a crawl.  Anticipation of being able to pull out slowed the time until if seemed to stop.  Finally, he pulled out and sat on the toilet.  Feeling relief and blood to begin to circulate in his affected areas.  He allowed himself a sob and sent the video to his Mistress and then he clicked on the email she had sent.

“Sissy,

I am glad you contacted me before acting out.  A sissy follows instructions and even if she is very horny, she obeys her superiors. Real men initiate sexual contact.  Real men, Black men do this.  You are not a real man.  You are a sissy.  Your job is to submit when approached and do what the real man tells you to do.  It is rude and inappropriate for you to put your submissive needs ahead of the desires and needs of our black superiors.  You deserve punishment and discipline so that such behavior does not happen again.

You will furnish all the information you have on these two men.  Names, email, phone, and any other information you have about them.  They may or they may not be contacted depending on whether your superiors think it is necessary.  If contact does occur, it will not be for your knowledge unless they choose to share it.  Your punishments for now will be directed by my own superior Black Mistress.  If the men you have been brazenly thinking about are contacted and decide they wish to add to your punishment, they will tell you so. 

Further contact with these two men is strictly forbidden at this time outside your routine interactions.  Violations of these restrictions and failure to complete appropriate disciplinary actions may lead to your removal from the program and termination of your account.

I expect a written apology to these two men and to all your black superiors in my inbox by 8pm this evening.  I will forward it as appropriate, and you will be contacted with further instructions.

He just sat there as the cold water dripped from his cage.  He was stunned and his shrunken cold penis and balls seemed to contract even further.  It scared him that he could dismissed from the program.  His desires were still there.  They were extinguished for now, but he knew they would return.  He had felt the need and desire and he knew it would return.  Without the help of the program, it might destroy him.  He had gotten so desperate to fill his needs that he was putting himself at risk.

He couldn’t concentrate on anything other than his apology for the rest of the day.  Knowing what he wanted to say made it easier.  He even thought of composing on his laptop at work, but he had to stop when the thought of being caught writing the apology aroused him.  In the end, he did write a few notes, so he’d remember words and phrases, but at the end of the day, his email was a spontaneous outpouring of his regret at his behavior.

10

He sent his apology email as soon as he got home.  Then he got up from his computer and took off his work clothes.  The bra and panties were becoming his real clothes and he left them on.  His male clothes had started to feel fake like he was pretending to be a man.  Lingerie felt more comfortable, and he felt it was more appropriate to his true self.

He sat back down at his computer and saw that he had received an email from “Mistress Terri.”  It told him that his apology was ‘adequate.’  There was a link in the email.  “This link will download a program which allows me to control your computer.  Open it only on your personal computer or laptop when you are home.  Installing this program is a requirement.  Extraordinary, provable reasons will be considered in special cases.  Hint.  Being a white boy who wants to suck big black cocks does not in any way make you special.

He laughed when he read it.  There must be a lot of white sissy boys like him.  He hit the link and his laptop went dark.  It stayed dark for almost a minute while he thought of the mistake he had made hitting the link.  Perhaps, his punishment was to have all his information leaked and maybe as he sat there his bank account was being drained.

But it flashed back on to a picture of a smiling Black woman who looked like she was sitting on a couch.  She was holding a black dildo in front of her face and moving it from side to side like she was peeking around it.

Terri laughed and introduced herself as his Mistress.  She put the dildo down.  “Best way I know of to get a white boy’s attention.”

“Now, before we start, give your Mistress your address and telephone number.  Cell and house number if you’ve got it.  I want everything verified.”

He gave her the address and his phone went off with a text after he gave her the number.  He had to reply to verify it.

“Now, computer or laptop.”

“Laptop, Mistress.”

“Carry me around and show me where you live, slave.”

After showing her around his small apartment she directed him to his front door.

“Open the door and then close it but just push it gently closed.  Too much.  I want it so a strong breeze could open it.”

“Yes Mistress,” he said as he complied. 

“Just learn to obey without asking questions.  I told you what to do so do it,” was her answer to the question she could see in his eyes.

His next instruction was to strip and then turn and twist so that she could examine her new slave’s body.

“Entertain me.”

“Mistress?” he felt confused.

“Amuse me.  I’m sending the code to unlock you and I could use a good laugh.  I want you to take off the cage and then play with your little dick so I can have a good laugh.”

A click and the cage came off.  He was hard and he showed his erection.

Mistress Terri laughed.  “Like a real cock but in miniature.  And wrong color of course.”

He reached down to play with it for her and felt that he would cum before he even touched it.

“Hold on big boy.  Real men use their whole hand.  A sissy like you is more delicate.  Use your thumb and index finger only.  And bring out your biggest dildo.  Lick and suck on it while you play with your nipples and your little pecker.”

He put the big black dildo in his mouth and lifted it up for her to see.  With one hand he played with his nipples and rubbed and pulled them while he began stroking his cock with his thumb and index finger.

“Don’t take too much time.  Your Mistress is a busy woman.”

He came quickly and caught his cum on his thigh.

“Smear your sissy cum on the dildo and lick it off.  Just like you were cleaning a real man’s cock.”

He took his cum and rubbed it on the dildo and began licking it off.

“Imagine licking off a real man’s cum.  Not like your little trickle.  Like it’s flowing from a fountain.  Thick, white, salty, creamy.  Just what a white boy should learn to feed on.  Keep licking and thinking that if you keep it up and you’ll get to taste the real thing.”

Mistress Terri’s face filled the screen as she watched.  She smirked as she watched.  “I can almost imagine your developing into a half-decent sissy.”  Then she added after stopping for a second, “with the right training of course.” 

“I think you’ll be pretty pathetic without it. Hanging out at gay bars.  Not wanting to meet someone.  Just wanting to suck cock.  Maybe you sitting at a regular bar, drinking too much and finally getting up the courage when you see a real man heading toward the bathroom.  Begging him to put his cock up to your lips so you can have a taste.” 

“Fighting for space at a glory hole.  Pulling your little pecker while you wait for a man to stick his cock through a hole.”

“Or you can get back in the program.  Serve your superiors.  Feel useful and get more use than you can imagine.”

“Please take me back in the program, Mistress.  Let me be useful.”

“Prove you’re deserving.  Better than the white cocksucker on her knees in the men’s room.”

“I will be Mistress, please.’

“But dropping to your knees on that cold men’s room tile if your Master or Mistress orders it.”

“Yes, Mistress.  Please.”

“Two conditions to start.”
“Yes, Mistress.  Whatever they are.  Please.”

“First is my ownership of your body to do with it as I please.  Maybe a “Black-Owned Sissy” tat where everyone will know what you are.  On your forehead maybe.”  She watched his face and laughed as he struggled to think of that.  “I’m not an idiot.  I’m not going to brand my property to where it can’t be used like I want.  I wouldn’t want you hanging around, being my servant with some vulgar face tattoo.  Something discreet.  Nipple piercings with a Jack of Spades pin so we could pull you around by your tits.”

He nervously said yes which brought out a laugh from her.

“And the second condition is permanent chastity.”

He gasped and her face lit up in delight.

“Never to cum as a man again.  You’ll probably cum a lot as a sissy, but no more cumming like an imitation man.”

He looked like he was about to cry.  He needed this, but could he give up that.

“Oh, sissy, you might get a chance to cum like what you’re used to, but no more schedules.  No more, I deserve this because I’ve been good.  Give up hope and give up the right to it.  Don’t ever expect it.  Your body is to serve us, and we decide what to do with it.”

“Yes, Mistress.  I accept.”  It felt better to accept and move on.  He really would do anything to stay in the program.

Mistress Terri smiled.  “I thought that convincing you might take longer.  Must be your appearance.  You look too much like a man.  We’ll have to change that.  Now, go grab a belt.  You need punishment.”

He grabbed a belt that was lying across the couch and held it up.

“Stand up sissy and hold up the belt.”

He did so and she corrected him.  “Hold it by the leather and let the buckle dangle.  Lean on the chair with your legs spread.  Look me in the eye.  Throw the belt hard over your back.  The buckle needs to hit your ass.  You should throw it back quickly and without thinking as hard as you can.  I want the buckle hitting your little sissy balls too.

He prepared to do as he was told, and she stopped him.

“I’m watching your face.  I can tell if you’re trying to play me now.  Each hit, I want to hear you beg for me to lock up your little dicklet.”

He looked at the monitor into Mistress Terri’s face and threw the belt over his back.  The buckle hit his right cheek and he begged, “Please, lock up my little dick, Mistress.”

He could tell by her gaze that she was unimpressed.  She didn’t smile.  Her look was flat, and he thought that unless he did more, she could simply dismiss and turn off the monitor.

He threw the belt again and this time he felt the belt buckle as it struck sharply.  The feeling surprised him, and his Mistress’s eyes widened slightly as she seemed to gain interest.

He tried to spread his legs a bit more letting his balls dangle between his legs.  He tried to aim the strike directly over the middle of his back and this time the buckle contacted his balls.  He winced and cried, “Please Mistress.  Put me back in the cage.”

He threw the belt over his back as hard as he could encouraged by her slight smile.  The buckle dipped over his extended as and whipped underneath and bit into his scrotum in a surprising way. Sucking in a breath, he gasped and moaned.  “Please, Mistress.  Please lock me up.  I won’t ask for release.”

She looked happy and strangely hungry.  Hungry for his pain and suffering.  She had brought her hand up like she wanted to hold the belt to whip him.  Again and again, he threw the belt over his back, and he felt a wetness.  He knew that he had drawn blood.  “Please Mistress.  I’m begging you to lock up my little dick.  Do whatever you want to your slave. Please.”

Now, he begged with every blow as he flung the belt over his back with abandon.  Her smile seemed to bring out the viciousness of his blows.  Each time he whipped himself and cried out, her smile told him she was pleased.

The blood must be flowing down his legs. He did not want to look at damage he had done to his balls.  They were swollen and even if the buckle hit a glancing blow, it brought agony.  He was crying and sweating.  His voice dissolved into incoherent gurgle as he pleaded with her to put his little dick back in his chastity cage.

Finally, he heard her tell him to stop.  She was smiling and laughing.

“Go ahead.  Lock up that pathetic wienie.  Maybe we should meet sometime.  Under my hand, you wouldn’t get away with your pathetic attempts at self-punishment.  I have a strong and merciless hand and few things I like more than beating a white boy into submission.”

“Thank you.  Thank you, Mistress.”

“I’m a busy woman and don’t have all day to discipline a white sissy faggot.  I would have kept going but I have business.”  She observed him slipping his cage back on.  “Back where it belongs.”

“Now, pick up the laptop again and slowly spin around to give me a good look at your apartment.”

He did as she asked.

“Push the table back toward the hall and against the door.  Let me see.”  He did as she asked.

“I want a full view of the couch and your front door.”

He moved the laptop from side to side adjusting her view until she said “Perfect.”

“Now, open the door just a little so I can see it’s unlocked and then push it to.  Not too much.  I want it to be where it can be pushed open easily.”

He pushed the door closed and heard her say, “good.”

She smiled and picked up her phone.  “I’m switching to remote viewing so I can check in.  When I do, your screen will turn off.  Actually, I think it goes gray.  But I’ll still be able to see you.”

“You did say you’d do anything to serve, and I know you want a big black cock between your lips and between your cheeks.”  She laughed.  “I want you to spend the night on the couch, naked where I can see you.  I don’t mind if you have to get up and pee or something, but I shouldn’t have to wait long before you’re back on the couch.”

“I was just thinking of how we might take advantage of your need to serve.  There’s a black guy.  Might be a couple of them.  Homeless.  Panhandle in front of the Starbuck’s down the street.  He might be homeless but he’s still your superior.  Maybe instead of throwing some change his way, I’ll give him your address.  Tell him I know this sissy faggot who is quite eager to serve.  Maybe they can go and get off the street for a night.  You’d be more than willing to get them beer and weed if they’d like to party.  Bring their friends. Mention what a hungry little faggot you are for black cock.”

She could see that he had a washed out look and was pale even for a white boy.

“Remember.  They are your superiors.  Act like it.  Greet them on your knees.  Say, “Yes Sir” and “Thank You Sir.”  “It is a privilege to suck your dick Sir.”  That sort of thing.

His screen monitor turned gray and her voiced stopped mid-laugh.
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He sat down on the couch trying to find a way to sit that did not hurt.  He got up and went to the bathroom to grab towels so that his wounds would not stain his couch.  He knew it was too soon, but he listened and focused on his door as he imagined hearing footsteps.

He laid down on the couch with his head on the armrest.  He looked at the monitor.  Was she looking back at him right that instant only he could not tell?  His screen stayed gray.  He had looked at it and tried to see if there was a way to tell when she had switched to remote viewing.  There did not seem to be a way for him to detect her at all. Maybe the remote viewing was a ruse, but he had no way to tell.  She might be watching and laughing as she watched him examine the laptop for clues.

Some homeless guy walking through his door to use him was disgusting.  At least at first.  Thoughts of the smell and the unwashed body odors, but then it began perversely to excite him.  Perhaps because the wildness and the smell was not real.  He thought of being out with his Mistress and how she might test him to prove his worth.

She pulls her car into the parking lot in front of a convenience store.  Several Black men lean against the building talking and drinking from tall skinny paper bags.  She approaches and asks if it would be okay if her sissy went in and bought them something to drink.  They laugh when she calls me her sissy and they look warily at her and then me.  There must be some catch, but a free drink is a free drink, and they agree.  At the cooler he buys double what they asked for as she has instructed.

At the counter, the clerk double bags the beer and malt liquor and looks like he wants to say something, but he can’t imagine what that might be.

I carry the bag to them.  Quickly their hands are in the bag grabbing what they can get not caring if it was what they were drinking or not.  They empty what they have and slip the new cans into the paper bag sleeves. 

She slaps my ass hard and whispers.  He tells them it has been a pleasure to serve them.

She takes his hand and pulls him to the side of the building.  “If you gentlemen need anything else, she’ll be right over here.”

The brick alleyway is broken and jagged.  She pushes him to his knees as soon as they round the corner.  He can still see their car in the parking lot, and he is feeling exposed.

Then he is down on his knees.  The men can see him kneeling there.  They look at one another.  Something feels wrong to them. Are cops going to bust them once they step around to the side the building?

One man says, “Fuck it,” and he slams most of the 24 oz in his hand.  He walks toward him and pulls down his zipper. 

His cock is big and coal black.  From several steps away my Mistress leans on the side of the building. “Thank the man for letting you serve him.”

He opens his mouth and begins licking the cock.  The two other men watch, but looking around, they only see a white boy on his knees sucking cock.

The cock slides into his mouth and he sees the two other men walking and stroking their exposed cocks.

He sucked and felt the cock pulsing his mouth.  The men’s rough hands as they pulled him from the cock spurting white thick cum into his mouth.  As he was pulled toward another cock, the first trailed a jet of cream across his cheek. 

The new black cock slid over his tongue as a man behind him punched him in the back urging him to finish.  He stopped hitting him only when he lifted the can to his lips.  His face was slapped as one man took over and started fucking his mouth.  He could still taste the first man’s cum when the second came into his mouth. 

He looked up at the man as he sucked his cock.  He glanced at his Mistress and saw she had her phone out.  The man put both hands on his head and fucked his mouth. 

The man came hard deep in his throat.  Her hand was on his shoulder.  Was it ending or would she call for a second round? She helped him up and he staggered to the car with her hand on his shoulder.

She got in and waved at the men who were smiling as they zipped up.  She looked over her shoulder as she backed out of the parking space.

“Bad news good news, Sissy.”

He was too tired to ask for what she would give him first.

“Bad news.  They don’t have cell phones.  Good news.  I gave them your number and told them where you live.  And you’ll be pleased that they liked what you had to offer.  They seemed intrigued when I told them your mouth was not your only asset.”

If he hadn’t been locked, he would be thinking about this fantasy while he beat off.  He tried to relief himself by lying on his stomach and grinding his cage against the fabric.  He imagined his Mistress watching him naked on the couch while he rubbed and pushed against the cushion.
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A different dream.  That was what was needed.  A different, sweeter fantasy.  One that filled his needs and his holes, he thought to himself and smiled.  Turning on his side he looked into the camera and imagined Mistress Terri watching him.  Maybe not just her.  She was in charge and would do as she pleased.  She could be at an elegant restaurant with her female friends showing them the feed on her phone.  Pictures of her poor, pathetic, white sissy faggot grinding away at the cushion dreaming of big black cock.  Or showing a homeless Black man in front of the restaurant what awaited him at the provided address.

A sweeter dream, he remembered.  Focus on that.  The homeless man knocks lightly on the door and to his surprise the door opens from the knock.  He is apologetic and wary as he thinks that the deal cannot be what he was promised. 

He rolls from the couch and onto his knees.  “Welcome Sir.  I am here to serve you.  Would it please you Sir, to come in and have a seat?”

He takes a step toward the couch and looks around the room. 

“You’re a faggot, right.”

“I am here to serve you in any way you wish or desire, Sir.  I would be pleased to serve you sexually if that is your desire.”

“Not the first white boy who wanted to suck my dick.”

“I certainly understand that Sir.  If you’d like to have a seat, I can get you something to drink.  Would a beer be okay?”

He takes a seat on the couch.  “Beer would be just fine.”

Hopping up to walk to the kitchen, he can hear the man continue.  “Not too proud.  I’ve let white boys go down on me before.  Some as good as girls. Some even better.  A lot of times they like it so much they thank you afterwards and beg for more.  Suck you like they suck a golf ball through a water hose.”

The man accepts the beer he brings back and noticing that it’s already open, he takes half the can in a swig.  He puts the second can down next to him in case he wanted it and then knelt before the man.

“Thank you for allowing me to serve you, Sir.  May I kiss your feet Sir?”

“Why not, guess we’re getting started then?”

He bends and places his lips against the man’s tattered sneakers one a time. 

The man thinks that all he wants is to get his mouth on his cock and once the faggot’s desires or satisfied then he’s going to be pushed out the door.

The man’s not wrong but he’s not right either.  He desperately does want to have the man use his mouth, but he does wish to be of service.

“If the beer’s not to your liking, I can go out and get your brand, Sir.”

“Beer’s fine,” the man says. 

“Is there anything I can do to make you more comfortable, Sir?  I’ll do anything you wish.”

“I’ll bet.”  The man finished his beer and grinned.  “Anything?  I guess, helping me with housing, a job, getting back on my feet.”

Seeing the distraught look, the man continues, “too much for one night, I suppose.”

“What I’d really like, aside from you keeping the beer coming, is a chance to take off this crap and have a real bath.”

Relieved to find something he can do, he tells the man, “Yes Sir.  Let me get the water hot and I’ll grab a beer on my way back.”

“Well, okay then.”  He cracks open the beer and relaxes a little as he watches the white faggot serve him.  The way life ought to be he thinks.

He returns and watches the man get up and start taking off layers of clothing.  Never thinking that much about life on the streets, he sees the man is wearing layers of what he owns.

“Later, if it pleases, Sir, I can wash your things.  We have a laundry room.”

Instantly wary again, the man said, “We’ll see.”  Having his clothes washed would be good, but he was not about to let the white boy disappear out the door with his clothes.  Not without leverage of some kind so he wouldn’t get robbed.  No reason he’ want those rags, but you never know.  All sorts in the world and the last thing he needed was to be pushed out the door wearing his birthday suit.

Finally, down to his boxers, the man hesitated and then pulled them down his legs.  He at least deserves a show for the beers he thought.

He meant to focus on service but now he was focused on cock as he watched the man’s cock swing in front of him.  So unlike his own little dick or the few white dicks he had seen.  He had thought of those bigger white dicks as belonging to real men because their dicks were bigger than his.  He realized his mistake in thinking any white men were real men.

Remember his station as a servant, he managed to move his eyes from directly looking at his cock.   It was still in his awareness and remained like a general awareness of the real man’s masculinity.

“Might I make a suggestion Sir?”

The man nodded his assent.

“Start with a nice hot shower.  If you’ll allow it, I’ll take care of the washing.  Then, we can rinse it all away.  You can go have another beer while I clean the tub and then you can have a nice hot bath to soak in all clean and relaxed.”

Sounds like heaven, the man started to say but was beginning to understand that the white boy wanted him to be more commanding, “Excellent choice, faggot.  Excellent choice.”

The man paused in the bathroom and opened the lid on the toilet and began taking a long piss. 

Standing back as the man peed, his eyes at times riveted on the big cock and the strong yellow stream.  He tried looking elsewhere because it felt like a violation of the man’s privacy, and he was here after all to learn proper service to the black man.

The man shook the last drops of pee from his dick and pulled back the curtain to check the water temperature and then stepped into the bath.

He pulled back the curtain so he could stand behind him.  He was still thinking of the man standing in front of the toilet.  Imagining being a full body servant to the man perhaps he would be holding the man’s big cock and directing the stream.  He’d clean off the last drops afterwards.  Would he be asked to lick them off?  Or maybe he’d be the urinal and the man would piss directly into his mouth.  He’d heard of such things.  It was nasty and degrading and of course made his little dick swell in his cage.

He handed the man a washrag so he could wash what he wanted while he soaped a rag and began working on the man’s back.  The man tensed at first as he focused on his back.  Noticing as the man relaxed, he put more liquid soap in the rag and washed around the man’s neck.

The man started to relax, but he was ready in case something went wrong, and it seemed wrong to have another man so close to him in the shower.  He laughed because using the word man seemed funny when thinking of the white boy behind him with little pecker locked up in that little pink thing.

Tension returned as the white boy began washing his ass and then down his legs.  It just felt so good.  Usually, it was a long time between fast showers in lukewarm water at best at a shelter.  With a line of stinking men in front of you and behind you waiting for your five minutes. 

He turned around facing the white boy who began washing his feet.  This must be how all those Billionaires do it.  They probably have female and male servants who did this for them.  Probably wiped their asses for them.  How’d that fit on their fancy resume’s?  Billionaire ass polisher.

The water dripped from him as he washed up the man’s legs.  The man had been so guarded at times. How would he react as he neared the man’s genitals?

He looked up and saw the man smile.  He spread his legs, so he moved the soapy rag between the man’s legs and washed his balls.  Trying to ignore his own needs he focused on cleaning his cock when his sissy faggot self wanted to beg for it in his mouth or at least to feel it as he jacked him off.

He got up and continued up the man’s chest and around and under his arms.

The man thought the faggot would simply take his cock in his mouth and start sucking.  He knew that was what he wanted.  And now, he wanted it too.  But later.  It pleased him that the white boy was waiting until told to do so.  He would play it out a little longer, but no doubt the faggot would taste his cock soon.

He finished soaping him and took the detachable shower head and began rinsing the soap from his body.  The man turned off the water and he began toweling him dry and taking quick movements of the towel to get the water off himself.  Again, he looked up at the man as he tried to be thorough but gentle with the man’s large balls and cock.  He noticed a more relaxed look in the man’s eyes as he began to think of himself as naturally superior to the white boy serving him. 

He had grabbed a robe that had been a bit too large for him and held it up for the man to slip on.

“I’ll work fast and get it clean ready for a nice tub soak for you, Sir.”

The man smiled but stood at the door for a minute to watch the white boy work.  Maybe it was possible, he could get things straightened out.  Get back on his feet.  He wanted to talk to that woman again.  Get back on his feet.  This time he’d get a white boy like this, maybe even this one to make his life easier.  Feed him dick every now and then to keep him happy.  She’d said something about every black man deserving this kind of treatment.  He was starting to think she was right.  He walked out thinking he’d have another beer while he thought about things.

He could hear the white boy working while he sat on the couch with his feet up and enjoyed his beer.  Suddenly, a thought dawned on him.  Not that he was going to take advantage of the situation, but he’d been thinking of all the steps it would take to build himself up.  Staying at a crowded shelter, working low wage jobs until he could get better.  Slowly moving up the ladder bit by bit until he could get his own place.  He’d still do all that of course.  But, why the shelter.  Why not here?  Or the next white boy in need of a Master.  Stay with a servant while he worked his way up.  A white boy like this who needed a Black Master to serve.

He opened his eyes to see the white boy standing meekly in front of him.

“Your bath is ready, Sir.”

“Good boy,” he said thinking to himself that maybe he should have said good girl.  He had a lot to learn.  But he did know, feed him dick and keep him happy.  Damn, it’d make him feel good too.  A white boy serving him with his mouth.

He got up and walked to the bathroom.  This time he led the way instead of following.  The white boy stood behind him and accepted the robe as he took it off.

He stepped into the tub and settled into the water.

“I’ll get your beer, Sir.  Do you want anything else?”

“Got any weed?”

“No Sir, but I could go out and try…”

“No matter.  Smokes?”

“I quite several months ago.  I have some somewhere or can go get you some.  They might be stale.  I can look.”

“Bring me what you got, but you’ve got other matters to attend to.”

“Yes Sir.”

He watched the white boy leave and thought about how well everything was working out.   Have to work on the boy’s weed problem.  His not having any.

Less than five minutes later, he was relaxing in the warm water with a lit cigarette and the white boy kneeling by the tub. 

He reached between his legs and pulled his cock up and looked at the white boy.

“I think your Master could use a hand.  At least, that would be a good start.”

“Yes Sir,” he said but wasn’t sure he had gotten those simple words out right.  He reached over the edge of the tub and took the man’s cock in his hand.  Soft but full in his hand, it quickly hardened in his hand.  The cock stood tall and proud from the water as he stroked it. 

He wanted to use his other hand to hold the man’s balls but wanted to wait for instructions.  But he remembered as he continued stroking that the man had said his hand would be a good start. 

He leaned over the tub and glanced at the smiling Black man.  He kissed the head and continued to stroke with one hand while he did move his hand between the man’s legs and held his balls.

He licked and kissed the head and the shaft while taking glances up at the man to see his eyes closed as he smiled blissfully.  He opened his mouth wide to get the head in and he began to suck.  The man took a drag from his cigarette and put it out with drips of water from his other hand.  He drank from his beer and emptied it.  Feeling the man put his hands on the back of his head he began sucking harder and tried to take in as much as he could.

“Always said, white boys sure do know how to suck a black cock,” he murmured and followed with a moan.

This was what he was meant to do.  Serve a Black man with his willing mouth.  His body was full of a strange sensation of his new lust and need.  He needed cock but now he needed completion.  He needed the Black man’s cum.

And there it was erupting in his mouth.  It leaked back onto his cock before he could swallow, but there was just so much.  It filled his mouth and rand down onto the black cock.  He licked and sucked and swallowed.  Finally, he was done, and he slumped back on his knees.

He was crying.  Tears coming down his cheeks.  Cheeks and chin that still had cum on them.

“You okay, boy.”

“Yes Sir.  Thank you, Sir.  I’m just so grateful.”

The man reached over and rubbed the white boy’s hair.

“You’re welcome boy.  I enjoyed feeding you.  Come see me for your next meal.”  He didn’t laugh.  He just smiled.

“You know what I could use right now, white boy?”

“No Sir.  Tell me, please Sir.”

“A good nap.  Just to rest for a bit and decide what I want next.”

“Yes Sir.”

He stood up and stepped out of the tub and onto a mat.  His white boy patted him dry with towels and offered him the robe, but he declined. 

The man took him by the wrist and led him back to the living room, but he did manage to grab something from the basin before he was pulled from the bathroom. 

In the living room, the man sat on the couch and then swung his legs up so he was lying on his side.  Putting one arm under his head, he watched the white boy standing before him.

“Do you want me to do your laundry while you nap Sir?”

He smiled at the whiteboy.  “No, your place is here” and he patted the remaining couch in front of him.

Thrilled, he laid down on his side with his ass against the Black man’s crotch.  As the man put his arm over his side and pulled him in close, he put the small jar of lubricant on the table.  Just in case he thought.

He snuggled into the body of the much larger Black man.  The man moved his hand up and thrilled him by treating him like a girl by putting his massive hand against his chest and he felt his nipple respond to his touch.  He felt the man’s soft cock against his ass and touching down to his thigh.  He knew and he hoped he would be fucked.  Lubricant or not, he would give himself up for what the man wanted.  He knew it would be painful and he almost looked forward to giving his pain to the man as he made him his bitch.  Closing his eyes, he focused on the man’s body against his.

Focusing on this dream finally allowed him to sleep even if, there was no man spooning him.

A nice dream, but he soon drifted into another. 
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He continued pressing his caged cock into the cushion.  His Mistress was having her fun with him by telling him she’d give his address to some random black guy she met.  She’d be back soon or maybe she’d call instead, and his punishment would be over.  He would be back in the program, a little chastened, but none the worse for wear, and she would start training him to serve a black man.  He was so horny and hoped it would be soon.

The door slammed open so hard that it bounced off the wall.  He kept his eyes closed and thought it must be the wind. He would have to get up and…

Strong hands closed over his ankles, and he heard laughter and men’s voices. 

“Wake up, sleeping beauty,” a voice said.  His eyes snapped open as the hands dragged his legs off the couch so that his ass was over the armrest.

Hands gripped his shoulders and together two men lifted him off the couch and put him on the coffee table where he immediately rolled off onto the carpet.  The two Black men sat on the couch where he had been. 

A voice from the kitchen said, “White bitch only has a few beers.”  The refrigerator door closed, and another Black man appeared in the living room holding beer cans nestled in one arm.  He distributed them to the two other men.

“Got any weed, boy?” asked one man as he opened his beer and put his feet up on the coffee table.

“No Sir,” he said adding apologetically, “Sorry, Sir.”

“Think you can get some or maybe we just rough you up and fuck you up instead,” the man on the other end of the couch said with a laugh.  It wasn’t a ‘this is funny’ joke laugh, but a ‘no joke, it’s about to happen and I’ll love the shit out of it’ laugh.

“Yeah, I can… I meant Yes Sir, I can.  I can get more beer, anything you want at the store, get cash and go where you want to get the weed, Sir.”

“Rough him up, fuck him up, and then we can head to the store,” was another’s contribution to the conversation. 

One man looked at him as he drank his beer down and then said, “Shit, I’m going fuck him.  Then I’m going lay back on this couch, smoke me a blunt while the bitch cleans my big black dick off with his tongue.”

The two other men laughed, and one said, “Your tongue is going to be busy tonight, faggot.” He drained his beer and then threw the empty at him now kneeling on the carpet.  “It’s settled so put on your dress, bitch.”

“I don’t have one Sir.  A dress.  I don’t have a dress.”

“You don’t need pants tonight.”

“Might not be able to wear them for a while when we’re done.”

After finishing his laugh, one man said, “Show me what you got princess.  We’ll pick out something nice.”

He got up on his feet and led the man back to his bedroom.  The man pulled open drawers and then moved to his closet where he rifled through the hanging clothes. 

“I was thinking something pink to go with that little thing you hang from you little wienie, but nope.” 

He threw his coat on the bed and took off his sweatshirt.  He rolled the t-shirt he was wearing over his head.  “Little bitch like you should be used to wearing your boyfriend’s t-shirt for your dress,” he said throwing it to him.

Pulling the t-shirt rank with body odor and stale beer over his head, he felt it fall just below his cage.  It did cover his ass, but he would have to be careful.

The man led him back to the living room where one of the men said, “I knew she had a dress.”  He finished his beer and threw it on the carpet in front of him.

“Grab your purse.  Beer and weed run.”

He walked back to the bedroom and grabbed his keys and wallet.  A man snatched the wallet from his hand as soon as he picked it up.

“I’ll hold onto the money.  We’ll be needing to get supplies when we’re at the store.”

One man grabbed him by the wrist and led him out the door while another closed the door behind them.  The sidewalk felt cool against his bare feet.

“Maybe I should get some shoes, Sir.”

“You’re good,” said another. “The way we like ‘em.  Barefoot and not pregnant.”

They piled into his car, and he drove to a convenience store a couple of blocks from his apartment.  Getting out together, they surround him as they entered the store.  It felt strange to him.  No pants and the air circulating up and around his balls and dick.  Two white men and a blonde white girl were picking up bags of potato chips into a red plastic basket.

Two of the Black men with him had grabbed baskets and another held his wallet in one hand and his wrist in the other.

“Girlfriend here said she didn’t have any Black man- sized condoms at her house,” he said as they passed the blonde girl.  He felt the man’s large hand grip his ass when they walked past to the coolers at the end of the aisle.

The men began piling their baskets high with alcohol while one man went to the front and brought back two more baskets.

He winced when they walked to the front of the store, and he could see all they had piled into the baskets.  They added cartons of cigarettes and a fistful of lighters to the list.  The men grabbed the heavy plastic bags and went out the door.  He thought he was through but the man who held his wrist dragged him to the store ATM.

He started to only get the minimum amount, but the man growled, “I don’t think you want to piss me off, boy.  Be good and we treat you nice.  Wouldn’t be nothing to pull down a dark street and use your pussy and mouth.  Pop you around a little.  Take back that dress that’s on loan and just leave you there.”  His body knew the truth of what the man said and trembled.  He drew out the maximum amount that he could.

The man slapped on the ass loud enough for everyone in the store to look.

Back in the car, the men directed him to drive a half hour to another neighborhood where a man came to his car.  He rolled his window down and a man in the back seat yelled, “Give me what you got.  We got money.”

They discussed their purchase and then one man said, “Our white bitch here is throwing us a party.  Come on over and bring friends.  Plenty of beer, weed, and white boy pussy.  What’s that address again, white boy?”

He told him and then the men were all laughing and talking.  When they finished the men were drinking beer and lighting up.  He drove them back to his apartment.

The party started.

They entered the apartment and found the stereo and one man turned it on and they began searching for music.  The man who had held his wrist had fallen back on the couch and pulled him into his lap.  Inhaling deeply from his blunt he forced his mouth open and blew in smoke.

“Hold it in.  Then crawl down between my legs and smoke what you find down there.”

He could feel the hard cock pressing into him through the man’s grimy pants even before he slid down to the man’s feet.  The man raised up enough for him to slide his pants down.

The big black cock bounced and slapped his chin when it was released.  He tried to focus on his cock lust, but the scent was overpowering.  Kissing and licking the head, he looked up at the man who looked down, took a hit from his weed and laid his head back on the couch.

“Balls too,” the man said giving direction.

He held the erect cock up with his hand and dove between the man’s legs and licked his balls.  He could hear his apartment door opening and voices and laughter.  Taking a deep breath after trying not to take in the sent, he was hit by the smell of body odor and what he knew was man scent.  A masculine odor that made him even hornier.  He licked and sucked the man’s balls thinking of how long it might have been since the man had bathed.  It did not stop him as he needed to worship the black cock with his mouth.

He opened his mouth to take the cock in as another man sat down on the couch next to the first man.  He had his own blunt and reached over and put his hand on his head and rubbed his hair.  He was sucking on the big cock as the hand ran down to his arm.  He pulled the arm and then the hand into his own crotch.

He continued to suck but his hand felt the other man’s cock through his pants.  Just a couple of rubs and the other cock was hard and straining.  The man loosened his pants and put the hard cock into his hand.  He licked and sucked on the first cock while he stroked the other.

Some other man looking over the couch saw him sucking and stroking cocks.  “This white boy’s hungry,” he laughed. 

The cock in his mouth shot cum and he tried to swallow, but he was pulled over to the next man.  He kept stroking and placed his mouth on the cock. 

More voices as he continued to suck.  “Look what I found.” I’m getting some of that white boy pussy.” 

His mouth full of cock, he found his hips being lifted up, and his shirt pushed up over his back.  A hand ran lubricant between the cheeks of his ass and then fingers were pushing at his hole until he opened to the probing fingers.

He felt a cock sliding between his cheeks and then it was poking his hole.  He could see anything but the cock he was sucking as the cock at his hole entered him.  He wanted to call out, but his mouth was full.  His hands were pulled away and cocks were placed in them.  He stroked them and he felt pain as the man began fucking him. 

“Tight hole, glad I was first.” 

“I’d better be next.  Won’t be long till his pussy is loose after we all pound it.”

He was full of cock, but then another one was lying on top of his head as someone decided he couldn’t wait.  The cock emptied on his head, and he felt stickiness in his hair which dripped down the side of his face.

“Look out.  Once he’s had one cum bath, he’ll want it every day.”

When the man came in his ass as did the cock in his mouth, he was allowed to roll onto his back onto the carpet.  He thought he was getting a break until his legs were picked up and another man pulled them open and began fucking him.  He closed his eyes for a moment, but he opened them when he heard more laughter.  Looking up, there were big black cocks over him as men stood in a circle and were stroking their big cocks.  He felt weak but his lust for black cock did not leave him.  He wanted and needed more cum.

He got his wish as cum hit his face and more fell on his chest.  The man between his legs was fucking in rhythm.  He brought his hands up to rub the cum on his chest into his nipples.  He was moaning with pleasure as the man fucked him harder.  He began to tremble and felt convulsions between his legs.  It was like he was cumming, but he was still in his cage.  He must be imagining the sticky wetness between his legs.  Trying to raise his feet to wrap around the man to hold him in his ass when the man came.  He just closed his eyes and lay still.  He was a sissy serving Black men and that is what he wanted to be.

A hard slap on the ass woke him.  He opened his eyes to see Mistress Terri looking down at them.

“Wake up, sissy.  Told them they had to leave.  I do want you to kneel by the door as they leave.  Kiss their feet and thank them.”

He rolled onto his knees and then began crawling toward the door.

“And tell them to stop back by if they want to use your mouth or ass again.”

He smiled to himself and thought he was going to tell them that anyway.

“Wake up faggot,” Mistress Terri’s voice again.  He opened his eyes and realized his dreams of the party and being gang banged by big cocks had indeed been a dream.

She laughed. “Must have been good dreams.  You were moaning and your hands were rubbing all over your sissy self.”

He looked at the monitor and then brought a finger to his cheek where moments ago he had felt drying cum.  He sat up on the couch.

“Yes Mistress.  So many dreams.”

“I have talked with Lisa and as long as you remain obedient, we’ll continue you in the program.  She’ll be getting in touch to continue your training.  Remember, you belong to us.  No approaching Black men to beg for cock.  You’re not ready until we say so. But, if you are approached, you will obey.  Got that, faggot.”

“Yes Mistress.  I do not approach but obey if I’m approached.”

“And if approached, what do you say?”

“I say, ‘yes Sir,’ and obey them.”

“Right, treat them with respect and obey them.  But, also tell them you are a student in this program and that Mistress Terri controls you.”

“Yes Mistress.  I am a student of the program and Mistress Terri owns me.”

She laughed.  “Good.  When you see Lisa, tell her your schedule.  I’m still toying with the idea of sending someone over.  Just keep that in mind.  A sissy faggot like you should always be prepared to be used.”

Terri smiled.  “Now go practice your sucking and watch some videos of black cocks.”

“I will Mistress.”

She looked like she was signing off, but she stopped.

“And sissy.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Try not to hump any more of your furniture.”

She laughed and the screen went blank.
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Once he had the men’s email, Ron crafted an email that looked like it had accidentally been forward to their account.  The email appeared to be a conversation between Bobbi and his ex.  The email had the following exchange.

Bobbi: I’m really glad you and Adam are happy.  But, I’m not like that.  I don’t know why you find it funny and “appropriate.”  I have no idea where you’d get an idea like that.

Ex:  Call it a hunch.  Adam thinks all white boys are like that.  “No matter how much they try to hide it.”  Mmm.  He’s back.  He says “Hi.”  And “save all the time and trouble and come out now.”  Now, you just be glad that’s all I sent.  He did want to send you another pic that he thought you’d enjoy.  I’ll probably send it later anyway.  You just don’t know what that man can do to me.”

Below the text were two cartoons.

First cartoon showed a white man fucking a white woman in the missionary position.  Above the woman’s head was her thought bubble which held a naked Black man with a large erect cock.

Below this cartoon, a second showed a white man bent over while a white woman was fucking him in the ass.  The thought bubble over his head contained the same picture of the Black man with a large erect cock.

Above the cartoon was a link to truthaboutwhiteboiscomix.

Richard had his phone in his hand looking at the email when he walked into the breakroom to get a cup of coffee.  Bill was sitting at a table with his laptop open eating a Hot Pocket.

Bill said, “Hey, did you get a strange email from Bobbi?”

“I’m looking right at it, I think.”  Richard poured his cup and stood behind Bill and looked over his shoulder to see the same email that he had on his phone.

Richard laughed, “Looks like someone was upset and hit “send all.”

Bill looked over his laptop as Richard sat down.  “This’ll really heat up the gossip.  I remember when she ran off with the guy.  He got so upset, he had to take a few days off.  I remember because I had to cover some stuff for him.”

“I don’t think he’s been the same since.”

“I know.  Some sort of weird shit going on with him.”

Richard said, “I’m going to go show Rachel up front.  She said she knew he was wearing a bra.  She knocked some papers off her desk, so he’d help her pick them up.  Said he squatted to pick some of the stuff up and she could see the top of the thong he was wearing.”

“I think her boyfriend is right,” Bill said smiling.

Almost simultaneous pings announced the arrival of new emails. 

“Sorry.  Told you I’d give in.  But nothing too bad.  He’s sending the others to his website and then a link to TheFutureIsBLACK.  If you haven’t been tortured enough.  You did always like the pics I made.  He said he thinks I’ll get fan mail with these or as he calls it, Blackmale.  Get it.  Male.  Have fun.  We both know what you like to do when you see pics like this.  LOL”

The photo below the text showed a beautiful blonde woman who appeared in ecstasy with her head thrown back.  There were no clothes on her, but two black hands were gripping her shoulders.  It looked like she was in the middle of being fucked.

“Fuck, that must be her.”

“Can you imagine, her with that faggot.”

Bill closed his laptop.  “Let’s go to my office.  I don’t want to check her out here,” he said looking around the break room.

They crossed the front of the office and saw Rachel looking at her monitor.

Bill said, “Did you…”

Before he could finish, Rachel said, “Yeah.”

“We’re heading to my office so we can check her out, if you’d like to come.”

She laughed.  “Be right there.  I’m going to go “accidentally” push his door open.  See if he’s whacking off in there.”
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“Unlock her,” Ron instructed Lisa.  “I want to put a link in the pictures that will take them straight to the interview with Krissy.”  He looked at the blonde girl perched on the stool.  “You’re just too sexy.  Want them to see you’ve got your boy parts.”

Krissy spread her legs open so that Lisa could take off her chastity cage.  “Master Thomas sent me over.  Told me to be obedient.  I didn’t need to be told, Sir.  He knows I like it when he spanks me and sometimes, he thinks I’ll act up in front of other Masters, so they’ll punish me for being bad.”

Lisa pulled the cage off.  “You might enjoy the first thirty seconds, but Master Ron doesn’t play that.”

“Let’s start this.”  Ron clicked a remote.

“Part of what we like to do here at the BNWO is provide an education about the true nature of white boys.  So, we’re talking here with Krissy.”

Lisa said, “Krissy is such a lovely young sissy.”

“Krissy the sissy,” Krissy said with a smile.

“Would you mind showing off for everyone, sissy?” 

“Of course, Sir.”  She stood and took off the diaphanous negligee from her shoulders.

Lisa took her covering and put it over an arm while Krissy stood and slowly turned completely around.

“You have a nice set of tits for a white boy.” Ron said as he looked with lust at the two pert mounds on Krissy’s chest.  “But you have all your boy parts.”

“Yes Sir.  Useless boy parts.  I hope no one mistakes me for a boy.”

“Hold up you little dicklet, so that everyone can see your testicles.”

Krissy complied and showed the camera her small male genitals.

Lisa felt it was a little cruel to make the sissy show her boy parts since she was such a beautiful young sissy.

“Tell us about your tits.”  Ron looked at the camera.  “Was it your choice or did your Master make you get enhanced.”

Krissy looked at Lisa and saw that it was okay for to sit back on the stool.

She sat and put one long smooth leg over the other hiding her genitals.  “I can’t say, Sir.  My Master wanted them, and I wanted to please Master Thomas.  I also wanted to look better in some of the outfits he had gotten for me.  I’m very pleased with them.  I would have gotten them if he had ordered me to, but I was very pleased to get them.”

“How did you meet your Master, and did you know at the time that you were a sissy?”

“No Sir.  I did not know when we first met.  He owned the building and had an office there.  I was part of his janitorial staff.  I went into his office to empty the trash and he was sitting there in his chair.  He was in his gym clothes.  Still all sweaty from the gym downstairs.  I don’t know if it was seeing him like that.  Sometimes I think it was his scent.  So masculine.  Made me weak in the knees.  I had had some fantasies, but it was just fantasies. I got home that night and I masturbated thinking about him.  When I was at his office, I don’t think I…Sorry Sir, that’s not true.”

“I was going to say I hadn’t noticed his bulge, but I did.  I was behind his desk putting in a liner.  When I looked up, his legs spread out on either side of me, and he had this really big bulge in his shorts.”

“Later at home when I was masturbating, I thought about close it had been to me.  I thought about what I would have done if he had pulled down those shorts.”

“Long journey from there to here?  What happened?”

“Before when I cleaned his office, he was never there, but after that time he always seemed to be there.  We talked quite a bit.  He began talking to me about my future at the company and how he could use a personal assistant.”

“I was surprised, but he offered, and I accepted.  It was great.  I appreciated being able to work and learn from him.  The extra money helped out a lot.  But there was a problem.”

“Being around him seemed to make me so horny.  I was masturbating a lot thinking about him.  I even started to sneak into the bathroom at work.  It was like every time I saw him, I’d get this big erection.”

“Well, big as my five inches would get.  I couldn’t hide it.  I’d be walking around his office, and I’d get this little tent in my pants.  One day, he’d left, and I had to go right to the bathroom to jerk off.  Only he hadn’t left.”

“He’d just gone into the bathroom to change.  He was standing there with his back to me stark naked.  When he turned around, I was just staring at his big cock.”

“He said, I know you’ve wanted this for a long time.  It’s time for you to become my very special assistant.  He held out his cock and I got down on my knees and sucked his cock right there.”

“From that moment, every time he’d let me, I suck him off.  But I started to want more, and I begged him fuck me.”

“Told me that getting head from a white boy was one thing, but he didn’t fuck boys.  I still wanted him to fuck me, but I just thought it wouldn’t happen.”

Ron said, “Hard to think anyone would see you as a boy.”

“Finally, he could see how desperate I was for him to fuck me, he said that if I became feminine enough, he’d fuck me and make me his bitch.”

“I was a little nervous about dressing out in public.  I didn’t have the confidence.  We took measurements and ordered clothes and makeup and everything.  I’d shaved off my body hair.  Let my hair grow a bit so I could do a more feminine look.  I’d come into his office, and he’d lock the door.  I put on my girl stuff and be a girl for the rest of the day I was with him.  Not sure what it was.  I finally was enough girl for him.  He took me there in his office bent over his desk.  Hurt like hell but felt like heaven too.  Just pleasing him made me feel good.”

“Then he started taking me out for lunch, so I’d learn to be comfortable being a girl in public.  That’s pretty much my story.”

“Oh, I’m sorry.  I get distracted when I think about him making me his bitch.  He asked if I wanted him to own me.  I think I cried like he was asking me to marry him.  He collared me and I’ve belonged to my Master ever since and do whatever he tells me.”

Lisa reached over and put a hand on Krissy’s shoulder.  “And you’re happy?”

Krissy grinned, “I’m so happy that sometimes I can’t stand it.  He’s taught me so much.  I’ve learned the proper place for a white boy is serving a black man.  Life is so much better now.  Like I belong.  No more trying to prove I’m a man.  Dating and disappointing women.  Nice women.”

“Is he still teaching and training you?”  Ron asked.

“Yes Sir.  I moved in with him so I can serve him at home and at work.  Clean his house.  Laundry, dishes, cooking.  I’ve had to learn how to please him in other ways besides sex.”

“Any difficulties.”

“I think I’ve been pretty good.  Some stuff was hard.  Like he’d invite friends and make me serve them too.  I thought I was exclusive with him, but he told me that I was his property to do with as he pleased.  Sometimes he’s punished me.  Spanked me for being bad.  You should ask my Master how well I’m doing.  I always want to know so I can do a better job of pleasing him.”

“What do you think of the old you?  Before you became a sissy.”

“My old life.  Being a boy seems like a nightmare.  Like this is where I should have been all along.”

Ron said, “Thank you Krissy. We try to teach white boys their true nature.  They are just meant to be sissies serving Black men.  But we also want to educate our brothers about this.  That they shouldn’t think of white males as boys so much, but as boys who haven’t learned their true nature.  Even when they might have a male appearance with a little help and knowing the truth, they can turn out just like you.  Anything you’d like to say before we close the video.”

Krissy smiled.  “Master Thomas likes to say that white sissies are kind of like mosquitoes.  Slap them and they just keep sucking.  If you’re a white boy that’s had fantasies.  Reality is so much better.  I think black men are sometimes reluctant like fucking a white boy might mean they’re gay.  It’s just not so.  My Master still sleeps with women.”  She looked at Lisa.  “Makes me jealous sometimes.  What the men should know is that we’re a little like fantasy girls.  We get so horny and needy for black cock that we’ll do just about anything.  A real girl.”  Krissy stopped. “I mean I think of myself as a real girl. But girls who were born women are sometimes more reluctant to do things.  Not all.  But some.  Not so with sissies.  Do whatever you want, and we’ll thank you for the privilege of doing whatever you asked.”

“You should be one of our teachers,” Ron said.

“Thank you, Sir,” Krissy said.

Ron stopped the video.  “Really Krissy.  You should be talking more with some of our recruits.”

“I’d love to Master Ron.  But you should talk to Master Thomas and decide how he wants to use my time.”

“I will, Krissy.  Thank you.”  He stopped to address Lisa.  “We’ll get some photos and then I’ll embed all the links.  Send out the emails and all.  Krissy was so good at selling the program.  I want to make it a prominent link on the site.  High up.  Close to the banner.”
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They spent the rest of the workday in Bill’s office.  Thinking there might be some risqué shots of Bobbi’s ex, they’d locked the door.  The pictures were beyond risqué.  They were straight on pornographic.  His ex sucking the guy’s cock.  Her riding the cock.  Her covered in the guy’s cum. 

“Think Bobbi’s seen pics of her like this before.”

“I have no idea,” Richard said.  “My question is that when he does see them, does he think of himself being in the position to fuck her like that or does he wish he was her and taking her boyfriend’s cock in his holes.”

“He’s wearing a bra and panties under his clothes.  I don’t think he sees himself as being all that masculine right now.”

“I know right.  But he did deny it in the email.”

“True.  I mean she talked about her and her guy thinking he was a faggot or was close to coming out as one.  They must have had some sense of him.”

Richard said, “Hold on.  Hit that link.  It’s in all the pics.  See down there at the bottom.”

Bill scrolled his mouse to where it hovered over the link.  He clicked it and a new website came up. 

“BNWO?  Black New World Order.  Whoa.”  Bill said.

He scrolled down while he and Richard read about the BNWO and the proper place of Black Men as Masters, and white males as submissive sissies. 

“Go back up,” Richard said.

There was a video with the title, “The Truth about White Boys:  An Interview with a converted white boy.”

They watched Krissy’s interview.  Richard had to run it back to the beginning when Krissy revealed being a male.  They both whistled at the same time and then watched the whole interview.

After the video was over and before Richard could comment, Bill hit a link to “Conversion of the White Boy.”  They were interrupted by a couple of taps on the door.

“Hey, it’s me Rachel.”

Richard went to the door and unlocked it so Rachel could enter.

“You catch him whacking off?” he asked.

Rachel laughed.  “No.  Or at least I don’t think so.  He was just sitting at his desk.  Had his hands under there and pulled them out and put them on his desk.  Is it me or do all Black women always find white boys that hide their hands near their crotches when we’re nearby?”

Bill looked up over his screen and smiled.  “Just give me a second to zip up here.”

“Was he upset?”  Richard asked.

“No, more like confused.”

“I figured he’d be more upset or something by the pics of his ex.”

“Pretty racy.”

“Oh, you don’t know.  You haven’t seen them.”

Rachel sat on a chair in front of Bill’s desk.  She already had her tablet in her hand.  “Let me check this out.”

Richard pulled a chair next to Bill and they went back to page on converting white boys.  There was a list of signs that a white boy was ready for conversion. 

“Exhibits more feminine traits,” Bill read.  “I’d say wearing a bra and panties under his clothes qualify.”

“Sneaks peeks at Black men especially in bathrooms.  I haven’t noticed but maybe he’s just really sneaky.”

“Shit.”  Rachel looked up from her tablet.  “I’m not sure why he’s not freaking out.”

“Hit the link in the pics.  That’s the site we’re looking at now,” Richard said.  “You said he was just acting confused.”

“I told him that he had to be more careful about his email, but it might be okay because I scrubbed it from the site.  He either didn’t know or was good at putting up a front.”

“What is this?” Rachel said as she looked at her tablet.  “Black men fucking white boys.  Nothing for me.  What if I wanted to fuck my own white boy?”  She laughed.

Bill said, “Hit the link near the top and watch the video if you want to see a fuckable white boy.”

“After I told him about the email, I told him I was fully supportive of his transition.  I thought maybe he was gay or trans or something. He tried to act like he didn’t know what I was talking about.  I had to pull my bra strap around so he could see it and then he admitted that he had on lingerie underneath.  I told him he could try a little of my makeup and I’d give him some pointers, but that me being black, it probably wasn’t going to be right for his skin.  Fuck me.”  Rachel was watching the first part of the video where Krissy exposed herself.

“When you’re done, go back to the main page.  I think it’s near the top.  “A Special Message for my Black Sisters” by, I think, a woman calling herself, “Mistress Terri.”

“Almost all white males will have some resistance to conversion.” Richard read.  “Their fragile male egos are centered on their small penises.  They feel threatened by Black Male superiority especially in this area.  Sometimes they will present as overly masculine to hide their vulnerability.”

“Forced conversion is possible.  There are many anecdotal stories of white boys converted by being forced to suck black cock.  Some have suggested that conversion can happen merely from a white boy ingesting a Black man’s cum.  There is some evidence that ingestion of black cum will make a white boy become more feminine.  Enhanced breast sensitivity and some growth.  Declines in penis and testicle size.  Effects usually seen with the use of female hormones.  The BNWO hopes to study this in the future as well as conversion through black cum ingestion alone.  Improving our knowledge base will help in our goal of promoting the new world order.”

Bill said, “There’s a whole list of suggestions on gradual conversion.  Mostly about exposure such as interracial videos showing Black male superiority, the enlistment of white females to gently guide the white men in their lives.  Exposure of the white male to Black superiority in the gym and in public restrooms.”

Richard laughed.  “What do you think Bobbi would do if I flashed him in the men’s room.”

Rachel looked up from her tablet.  “From what I’ve seen, he’d probably wet himself.  But then he’d be down on his knees.”

Bill said, “Maybe we should, just all three of us, go to his office, lock the door behind us, and not let him leave until he’s our sissy bitch.”

Richard and Rachel laughed, and she said, “Talk about a fun day at work.”

“I’m for it, but I’d like to think more about it.  I know I’ve got things to do before the day’s done.”  Bill looked at the two of them.

“There’s a lot of stuff here,” Rachel said.  “I want to read through all this.  Why don’t we all look this stuff over and then we can talk. Make a plan.  Block off some time.  Whatever.  Sounds like fun and I want to be there.”

“She just wants some alone time so she can get back to those pics of Bobbi’s ex so she can look at her boyfriend’s dick,” Bill said.

“Can’t a girl have some quality time without everybody getting into her business.”  She laughed and got up from her chair.  Richard joined her as they left Bill’s office.
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Bobbi had entered his apartment in a rush.  Stripping off his outer clothes, he found his practice dildos and opened his computer.  He wondered if it worked now that Mistress Terri had installed her program

He just wanted to cum.  He wanted to rush home as soon as Rachel had left his office.  She knew.  She knew he was wearing women’s lingerie under his clothes.  She even said he could borrow make-up from her to experiment.  He had been so thrown off by the whole encounter that he did not ask her not to tell anyone.  She had left before he understood what she had been telling him about being more careful with his email.  He had looked back through his emails and didn’t think anything about them would get him into trouble at work. 

Before he could get to the site, there was a flash and a page appeared with writing on it.  “This computer is controlled by Mistress Terri.  Its use is monitored, and no use of this machine should be undertaken that would not be approved of by Mistress Terri.  You’ve been warned sissy.”  Then that screen disappeared, and he was able to log onto the training site.

He began by watching videos of Black men using white sissies.  He paused the video and got lubricant from the bathroom.  He carefully removed his bra and panties and hung them over the back of the couch.  He inserted the medium sized black dildo in his ass and fucked himself as he watched.

He wanted to be the white sissy in the video riding a big black cock instead of the dildo.  A Black man pulling him close as he shot cum into his ass.  He would thank him and if the man would let him, he would lick his cock clean.  He was getting better at sucking on the biggest of the black dildos.  Not that he could deep throat it, but he hoped that he could show a Black man how much he’d like having his cock in his mouth.

“Congratulations,” the message read.  “Mistress Terri said you are back in the program.  She said you begged to get back in and she accepted.  I know having your cock locked with no hope of release was a big sacrifice.  Remember that soon, you’ll fulfill your mission and be serving black men.”

He wrote back immediately and told her what had happened with Rachel.

“I bet she spotted it the first time you walked into the office in your panties.  Maybe she even suspected it before.  I’m sure some people have thought you were a faggot before now.”

He told her what she had said about helping him out with his makeup.  She responded by telling him that he should thank her and take her up on the offer.

A few seconds later a message came through: “When you get to work tomorrow, turn your phone over to her.  I can’t wait to talk to her.  Point out my number and have her call.  She’ll want to know all about you, I’m sure.  First thing, give her the phone.  I’ll be expecting her call.  Now, I have a special assignment.  I need to check your progress. Do your best with your training dildos and take pictures to show how well you’re doing.  Show off for me Bobbi.  Send me lots of pictures so I can brag about my sissy.”

He did that for the rest of the evening.  Fucking himself with the dildo.  The medium one since the big one was just not going in no matter how hard he tried.  He had a hard time sleeping.  Thinking about the next day when he would give Rachel his phone. Would Lisa truly tell her everything?  Maybe Rachel would tell other people in the office and his secret would be out.  He hated the idea of everyone knowing, but he wished for it at the same time.  Would she tell Richard and Bill?  Maybe with his secret out, he could apologize and then suck their cocks to show he was sorry.  He fell asleep thinking of licking the cum from a black cock.
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He walked into the work the next day. Handing his phone to Rachel, he thought he might collapse.  He was trembling when he told her that Lisa had been helping him and she was looking forward to her call.

An hour later, Rachel had come into his office.  He thought she was going to tell him about her phone call.  Instead, she held out her hand.

“Lisa said that you should give me your wallet.”

He handed it to her, and she told him she would bring it back later.  Then they would talk.  Lisa had told her to treat herself to a ‘nice’ lunch.  Then she smiled and turned around and left his office clutching his wallet in her hand.

He didn’t know what to do until she came back.  Lisa had told him that she shouldn’t be giving him practice make-up, he assumed that was what she was getting.  It excited him to know that she knew about him, but how much did she know.  She had talked with Lisa, and he did not know what she had told him.  He tried to focus on work to pass time, but it was useless.

It was noon before he heard the tap on the door.  She had a big smile when she stepped into the office.  She also had a large black bag slung from her shoulder.

Rachel said, “Thank you for a fabulous lunch.”  She handed his wallet back to him.

“You’re welcome,” he said.

“Call me, Ms. Rachel.”

“Yes, Ms. Rachel.”

She locked the office door behind her.  “If you’re ready, we can start our fun time.  Any questions?”

“What’s fun time?  What are we going to do?”

She frowned at him.

“Ms. Rachel.  What are we going to do?”

“Don’t worry.  I had a long talk with Lisa.  All things that a sissy like you will enjoy.  Now, strip.”  She was smiling now.  “I want to see what I’m working with.”

He stood up from his desk.  Feeling uncertain about undressing here in the office in front of her, he hesitated.

She slapped him on the ass.  “I said strip.  I could always ask for help.  Maybe Bill or Richard could step in and help.”

He unbuttoned his shirt and revealed the bra he had on underneath. 

“Too bad you’re so flat-chested.  Maybe you can find a man to buy you some fake tits.”  Rachel moved a chair to where she could watch him undress.  She sat and crossed one leg over the other and waved her hand at him indicating that he should get on with it.

He kicked off his shoes and took off his belt.  He could feel her eyes on him when he unzipped and lowered his pants.  His thong was stretched over his chastity cage.

Rachel laughed.  “Typical white boy.  Stuffing something down there to make his dick look bigger.  Pull down your panties and show me.”

He pulled down the panties revealing his chastity cage.  She smiled.  “Walk over here and let me see.”

He walked awkwardly toward since he had not removed the panties but just pulled them down. 

She reached between his legs causing him to spread them.  She lifted his balls as she examined his limp dick through the cage.

“Too big.  I would have gone a size or two smaller.  But who knows?  I’ve never bought one.  Maybe this is as tiny as they make them.”

She pulled the black bag into her lap.  She pulled out a cloth measuring tape and a notebook with a pen in the middle of its pages.

She opened the notebook and reached between his legs again and lifted his balls.  “Grape size.  Maybe cherries.”  She held the tape along the side of the cage.  “Maybe I should use the metric side to make you feel better.”

Rachel also measured his hips and waist.  Bringing the tape around his chest, she said, “baseline.  You’re strong.  Bet you could support a couple of Double D’s.”  She laughed and tweaked a nipple.

Using her index finger, she lightly scratched his other nipple.  He trembled and she said, “Of course, don’t want to lose that sensitivity.”

“Now, lose the bra and panties,” she ordered.

“Yes, Ms. Rachel.”  He took them off and laid them on his desk.

“Arms over your head and turn around slowly.”

She inspected him as he turned in front of her. When he was turned to the side, she reached up and yanked one his underarm hairs.  “This will never do.  A sissy should not have any boy hair.  None below the neck.  You should shave it all off.  You’re not very hairy, but you should be sissy smooth.  Do that when you get home.  I’ll be doing daily inspections.”

“Yes, Ms. Rachel.”  He thought of his future workdays when he would report to her, and she would take him to his office so she could inspect him.  He would be so horny every day that he would never get any work done.

“Pull your chair around here and we’re going to have a little make-up session.”  She pushed the papers on his desk aside and began pulling bottles and tubes out of the bag and placing them on his desk.

She picked up a small bottle.  “Sissy pink.  I want to see polish on your nails before we leave work.  Fingers and toes.  You can do that later.  I suggest you take your time.  Want to stay pretty for all those Black men out there.”

“Lean toward me,” she ordered as she opened a jar and began smearing an ointment on his face.  “I’m going to take a pic on your phone when I’m done.  Before I leave, I’m going to take it all off with some make-up remover.  Tonight, you should practice.  Try to replicate the look I’m going to give you.”

As she applied the different ointments, she wrote in her notebook.  “I’m making a list.  Directions.  It should be easy.  Do this and then do this.”

When she was done, she took her phone up to his face so he could see what she had done.  He was amazed.  He looked like a pretty girl except for his short hair.  She snapped his picture.

“Give me your phone and I’ll take a picture so you can practice.” 

“Oh, that’s right.  I forgot.”  She dug into the bag and pulled out his phone.  She looked at and said, “Lisa wants to know how you turned out.  Let’s send her a pic.”  She held the phone in front of him.  “Smile.”  He smiled and she took his picture. “Now, try to look sexy.  Lick your lips.” 

He did what she said, and he could taste the lipstick on his lips.  She took his picture again and she tapped a message into the phone and sent it along his pictures.

“You make such a sexy girl.”  She pulled the bag onto her lap.  She opened it and was digging through it.”  She found what she had been looking for and smiled.

“Such a sexy girl.  Making me horny.”  Rachel dropped the bag and held a dildo in front of him.  It was a strap on with the belt and straps hanging from it.

He stared down at the dildo as she dropped the bag and held it so that it was jutting out from between her legs.

“Look at you, sexy girl.  Giving me a hard-on.  It is the color you like, right.”

“Yes, Ms. Rachel.”

She stood up and stepped into the harness which slipped over the blue jeans she was wearing.  It did look like a big black cock standing out from her.  She sat back down in the chair and took one hand and held the fake cock toward him.

“You better get on your knees and suck my dick.  You’re the one who made me hard.”  Rachel laughed and spread her legs.

He got down on his knees and crawled a step so that he was between her legs.  His eyes looked up at her as he kissed the head.  He didn’t break eye contact as he licked the dildo. 

“Such a good little cocksucker,” she said as she used one hand to stroke his hair.

His mouth opened and he took the black dildo into his mouth.  He moved his mouth back and forth making it shine with his spit. 

“You’re going to make me cum in your mouth.”

He continued to lick and suck the dildo.

“Bet you’d like that.  Slut like you.  Make you swallow my cum.”

Rachel moaned and continued.  “You’d like that.  Taking men’s cum loads into your mouth.” 

She breathed heavily.  “But I want me some pussy.”  She whispered, “Big jar, bottom of the bag.  Slick it up sissy boy.  Then, ride me so I can get some pussy.”

He turned and picked the bag from the floor in front of his desk.  The jar of lubricant rolled out when he picked up the bag.  He turned and bent to pick it up.

“I’m going to fuck that tight sissy ass.”

He turned to her with the jar and dipped his fingers into the lubricant and began smearing it over the dildo.  He made the head and the shaft shine as he ran his hand up and down the dildo.

“Come up here and ride it.  I know you want my big black cock.”

He took and step and straddled her.  Then he lowered himself while he reached between his legs so that he could guide it.

Rachel put a hand on his cage.  “My big dick is making your little clitty hard.”

The head of the dildo touched his hole.  He was thankful for his practice as her dildo pushed into him.  He lowered himself onto it.  She was right.  His dick wanted to become erect but was denied by the tight constraints of the cage.

“That’s it sissy.  I’m going to fuck that white sissy ass.”

The dildo slid in as Rachel reached her hands to his chest.  “You need to big pair of tits.  Like a slut.”

He moaned as she rubbed his nipples.  It turned painful as she pulled on them.

“You like it when I play with your tits, don’t you faggot?”

“Yes, Ms.  Rachel.”

He slid up and down on the dildo.  “I like it when you play with my tits, Ms. Rachel.”  He was breathing rapidly.

“I’ll cum in your ass and your mouth.”

He was trembling.  He rode her dildo faster.  She moved her hands to his waist and began pulling him into her.

“You like my big dick, faggot.”

“Yes, Ms. Rachel.  I love your big dick.”

He couldn’t talk but was riding fast and deep.  Rachel dug her fingers into his ass.

Then he felt a wave of pleasure and he bore down hard.  Her dildo was deep in him.  He pressed into her as his arms were around her.  She held him as he settled into her and stopped.

Rachel whispered into his ear.  “Hot bitch.  You’ve made a mess.  You need to get your ass up and lick my dick clean.”

Regretfully he raised himself up until the dildo left his ass.  He kneeled before her, and she watched as he cleaned the mess on her fake cock with his mouth and tongue.

“Breaking in a white bitch is so much fun,” Rachel said as she got up.  She stepped out of the harness and put the strap-on into the black bag.

“You scrub my dick clean tonight.  Bring it with you tomorrow.  I like fucking you and I might be doing it every day when I do your inspection.”  She laughed.  “Might have some competition around here.”

He thought about Richard and Bill.  Were they going to be fucking him next?”

She stood up.  “Kiss my feet before I leave.”

He knelt in front of her and kissed her left foot and then her right.

“You have so much to learn.  Now, get dressed.  Leave your shoes and socks off.  I expect those fingernails and toenails to have a good coat of sissy pink polish on them before you leave for the day.

Rachel stood at the door and turned to smile at him before leaving.  “You clear on all that I told you to do tonight.”

“Yes Ms. Rachel.”

“Good.  I think I’ll bring my paddle anyway.” She opened the door and stepped into the hallway.
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Friday night and all he had to look forward to was his practice dildos and his video training.  He would miss his daily inspections with Ms. Rachel.  A long weekend was all that he had to look forward to.  He had begged Ms. Rachel to let him suck a real black dick.  But she had deferred to Ms. Lisa, and he knew that she took direction from Mistress Terri.  He was just so horny all the time.  Richard and Bill had smirked when they saw his pink nails which Rachel made him wear.  He had wanted to drop to his knees when he had seen them at work.  He had said “hi” once and they must have told Rachel.  She had come to his office and blistered his ass for insubordination.  It wasn’t the regular paddling that he had gotten used to.  In fact, he had begun to enjoy them although she sometimes swung wildly and connected to his balls, and he would moan so loudly that she had taken to stuffing her panties in his mouth.

He didn’t know what the women were waiting for.  He was becoming more submissive by the day, and he had a hard time thinking of himself as male.  True, he still wore male clothes on the outside, but he thought about cock all the time.

Big black cocks shooting cum into his mouth.  Licking one clean while another one fucked him. 

He heard a knock and took the dildo from his mouth and put it down next to his computer.  He laid a towel over it.  Getting a towel before he started was a lesson he had learned.  Better to have it ready, then to need it and have to hobble into his bathroom.

More knocking and this time more insistent.  He called out, “just a second.”

A loud voice sounded outside his door.  “Get your white faggot ass out here.”

Mistress Terri? He had not heard her voice since she had allowed him back in the program.  There was also laughter.  She was not alone.

He opened the door to find the three women who controlled his life.

He tried to greet the women by dropping to his knees, but as he opened his mouth, they pushed past him.

He had not met Lisa in person, but he did not have a chance.  Mistress Terri walked to his computer and took the towel from the recently sucked dildo.

“Playing with your toys,” she laughed.  “Don’t you think it’s about time for you to make yourself useful to real men.”

Still on his knees, he looked at the women, and said, “Yes Mistress Terri, please.”

She looked down on him with disdain.  “First, let see if you pass inspection.”

Lisa and Rachel reached down, and each grabbed one of his hands to pull him up.  They both gave him a careful inspection and one spread his cheeks to make sure he was keeping a clean pussy.  They both announced his passing grades with pinches on each ass cheek.

Mistress Terri laughed at the sounds he made when he was pinched.  “You even squeal like a bitch.”  She smiled and added, “good.”

“Is she still wearing boy clothes at work?”  Mistress Terri asked.

Rachel answered yes and Terri said, “Must look funny.  Sissy walking around pretending to be a man.”

“This is your graduation, Bobbi.  You’ll be dumping your boy clothes and that means dressing like a bitch all the time.  Even at work.  Rachel will handle the paperwork so that you can transition.

Mistress Terri looked at Lisa. She was carrying a bag.  He had thought they had been on a shopping trip.  He just didn’t know it was for him.  Lisa dumped the bag’s contents onto his couch.

“Your graduation gown, Bobbi,” Lisa said smiling at him.

Rachel said, “But first, you need to put your face on.”

Lisa said, “That’s right.  A good sissy wouldn’t dream of being seen without her makeup on.”

“Make sure to pack your makeup to take with you. I’ve got a feeling it might get a little smudged.”  Mistress Terri smiled at him. 

He hesitated and waited for Mistress Terri to say more, but all she added was, “Get going or I’ll beat your ass.  Don’t want to keep them waiting.”

His hand trembled as he applied his lipstick in the bathroom.  She had said them.  The lips he was painting were going to taste black cock and she had said ‘them.’  So, two cocks.  Or maybe more.  He shouldn’t get greedy.  One was enough.  He brushed his eyeshadow in and looked at himself in the mirror.  He hoped the men would find him attractive.  Sexy.  Just so long as they deemed him worthy of their cocks.

When he emerged from the bathroom, Lisa said, “A little slutty, but it fits you.”

“Goes with her outfit,” Rachel said.  She held up a pair of pink shorts and a matching pink tube top. 

“First, Bobbi.  No underwear.  Naked underneath.  We do have some lingerie there if we decide you should put on a show,” Lisa said.

“We’ll need to help you slut,” Rachel said.  “I had your measurements and then I got smaller.  It’s going to be super tight and super sexy.”

Rachel led him to his bedroom.  They had him lay on his back and then pulled the shorts up his legs.  He wiggled around on the bed, and they pulled to get them as far up as they could.  Rachel and Lisa grabbed the top of the shorts and held on as Mistress Terri pulled him up from the bed.  Their combined action helped slip the shorts up his hips.  He gasped as he felt his balls being brought up tight against his groin.  He took a small step, but he found he had to move his ass from side to side when he moved.

“Swing that money-maker,” Lisa said with a laugh.

The tube top was tight, and he could feel it rub his nipples, but it was easier than the shorts.  They completed his outfit with pink sandals that were a little big so that he could only take small mincing steps.  Mistress Terri completed his look by putting a neon pink wig on his head.

Lisa took pictures and she showed him how the tight shorts which rode halfway up his ass fit his curves.

Rachel laughed, “That outfit just screams, I’m a sissy faggot for black cock.”

“Good,” Mistress Terri said.  “I was thinking we might need to hang a sign around her neck.

Lisa and Rachel each took one of his hands and led him outside.  He could feel eyes on him.  He saw the curtains of his next-door neighbor swaying as he was hustled to Mistress Terri’s car.

He wasn’t told anything of their destination.  Mistress Terri sat in front as Rachel drove.  Lisa sat in back with him and held his hand.

“It’s entirely up to the men of course, but I think we’ve done an excellent job with her,” Mistress Terri said.

Rachel laughed.  “I know two men who can’t wait for her.  I had a hard time keeping them from dragging her off to the men’s room and making her a woman right there.  Made them promise to wait for graduation.”

He looked out the window as they drove.  His deepest fantasies might be realized.  He grew nervous about his performance and tried to reassure himself that the men would simply use him as they pleased.  He watched the passing traffic but was lost in his thoughts.

“Hey,” Rachel said pointing to a woman dressed in pink shorts who had walked up to a car that had pulled over.

“Bobbi’s sister,” Mistress Terri laughed.  She turned back toward Bobbi.  Looks like she’s already graduated.  Maybe we should take the block and come back around so you can ask for fashion tips.

Bobbi sat there silently but smiled back at her.  He felt so horny that being the street corner hooker made him excited.

“She’d forget to ask for the money,” Rachel smiled at Bobbi through the rearview mirror.

After driving for fifteen more minutes, Mistress Terri pointed and said, “Pull over here.  We’ll take her in through here.  You know where to park?”

Lisa chimed in with “turn right at the end of the block and you’ll see the driveway.

A three-story house surrounded by a black wrought iron fence stood back from the busy street.  Bobbi felt relief when he got out of the car.  His shorts made walking difficult but sitting had been torture.  Lisa came around the car and took his hand.  Mistress Terri led the way to the gate as Rachel drove off.

Bobbi felt exposed as he followed Mistress Terri to the gate.  Half of his ass was hanging out of his shorts, and he had to wiggle as he walked.  Mistress Terri lifted the latch and they walked through the gate.  Bobbi saw a Black man in a second story window watching as they approached. 

The door opened and Bobbi saw Richard and Bill with big smiles on their faces.  Another Black man was descending the stairs behind them.

“I love the wig,” the man said as he reached the bottom of the stairs.  He looked at Mistress Terri.  “I think all our graduates should wear them to the ceremony.”

Mistress Terri laughed.  “She was so excited.  She insisted that she wanted to look as faggy as she could for you.”

“Maybe she should wear it to work,” Bill said with a grin.

Ron said, “We’ve got the room all ready.”  He led them through a double door into a large carpeted room.  There was no furniture except for chairs placed against the walls facing the center of the room.  Three high backed dining room chairs were placed in the center.

“I’m Master Ron,” the man said as he took Bobbi’s hand from Lisa.  He was led to the center of room.  Bill and Richard sat down on the chairs at the center of the room pulling them back to form a small circle.

Rachel came into the room and she and the other women took seats in the outer circle. 

“Bobbi,” Ron directed.  “I want you to kick off those sandals. Then I want you to walk to each of us,” he indicated the other men.  “Give us a good look at that outfit.  Then you’re going to strip. I know you might need some help.”

Ron took a seat and Bobbi showed off for him first.  He wasn’t sure of what to do so he tried shaking like he was a stripper.  He turned and tried to bend but he only got so far.  He shook his ass for Ron and was surprised by the slap on the ass that he got.

He turned and smiled at Master Ron and then turned toward Bill who had his legs spread wide.  There it was.  The big cock extending down his thigh.  Looking up at Bill, he licked his lips.  He felt arms encircling his waist and then Richard was pressing into him, and he could feel that hard cock pressing between his cheeks.

“Told you they couldn’t wait,” laughed Rachel. 

A hard tug on his shorts almost brought him down but the shorts slid down over the curve of his ass.  The sudden pull took him down to his knees and he was down between Bill’s thighs. 

Bobbi fell forward between Bill’s denim clad thighs.  He kissed the bulge while Bill put his hands on the back of Bobbi’s head.

Richard picked him up and held him by the waist as he ground into his ass, and he could feel the hard pole of Richard’s cock between his cheeks.  Ron held up a hand and motioned to Lisa.  She took lubricant and knelt behind Bobbi and slapped his ass.  Smearing the lubricant over Richard’s hard cock.  She kept her hand on his cock and guided him in to where his cock met Bobbi’s hole.

Bill unzipped.  His cock pushed through the opening as Bobbi looked with his mouth open.  Eagerly and impulsively, he took as much of the cock into his mouth as he could as he felt the head of the cock behind him pressing him forward.  Richard had his hands on Bobbi’s waist and slowly opened him by pulling him back onto his cock.

He was tasting the big black cock in his mouth like he had in his dreams.  He looked up at Bill as he began sliding his mouth up and down making the cock wet with his spit.  He licked and kissed the cock and then moaned as Richard began fucking him with deep rhythmic strokes.

Ron got up from his chair.  He unzipped and pulled down his pants.  Stroking his cock to bring it to erection, he sat back in his chair.  He loved seeing a white boy get used.  It was how it was supposed to be.  He imagined the white boys he could lure into his program and how they would eventually wind up here and in some other Black man’s house getting their holes stuffed with black cock.

Bill took his cock from Bobbi’s eager mouth and held it so that the sissy could kiss and lick his balls.  He thought of how work would be changed now that a white sissy was just down the hall and would willingly and eagerly take care of his needs.  He laughed silently to himself.  His only trouble would be if he and Richard wanted the same hole.

He pushed his cock back down and fed it to the sissy.  Sensing Bobbi’s need to be fed he stroked the wig and it fell to the side.  He grabbed it and threw it on the floor.  Bobbi should get a good dye job.  Nothing was better than running his fingers through a bitch’s hair so she couldn’t pull away when he shot his load.

Bobbi felt tears running down his cheeks.  The cock in his mouth was pulsing with a need for release as it ran over his tongue and Richard was fucking him harder and faster.  He needed cock and he needed cum.  Nothing could be as good as this.  Nothing but more.  More cock and more cum. 

Bill and Richard both slowed and cum flowed into his mouth and his ass.  A couple of strokes and his mouth and ass were leaking cum.  He wanted all of it.  He looked up and moaned a thank you to Bill and began licking the cum from his cock.  Richard was pulling his cock from his ass, and he felt empty, and he needed more cock.

Richard slapped his ass twice.  Cum leaked from his hole and down his thigh.  Bobbi was so happy that he had been of service to the two Black men.  He had wanted this so badly and he knew that he would do whatever they wanted just so long as they kept feeding him their cocks.

Bobbi felt her fingers slip through his hair and then she pulled him up and he heard Mistress Terri.

“Sissy.  Stop enjoying yourself.  All you can think about is yourself.  Turn around.  You’ve left this man with quite a mess.”

She pulled his hair and guided him to Richard.  His cock was a mess.  He held it out and when Bobbi crawled to him, he held out the hand that had been holding the messy cock.  Bobbi licked his hand to clean it and then began licking the cock.  He sucked and kissed and licked until it was clean.  Looking up at Richard with grateful eyes when he had finished.

“Thank you, Sir.”

“Sissy bitch, come here.”

Looking in the direction of the voice, he was Ron sitting in his chair.  His cock was big and erect.  He was giving it long slow strokes.

Bobbi crawled to him.  He knelt between Ron’s legs. 

“Please, Sir.”

Ron held his cock toward him, and Bobbi kissed the head.  Ron smiled and sat back with his legs spread wide giving the sissy full access.  Bobbi kissed and licked his balls.  He opened his mouth and took as much of his ball sack into his mouth as he could and sucked.  Moving back up to his cock, Bobbi saw Lisa kneeling before Mistress Terri.  She was stroking lubricant on the big black fake cock that stood out from Mistress Terri’s groin.

He licked Ron’s cock from the balls to the head pressing his tongue flatly against the flesh.  He held the cock in his hands and looked up at Ron before pressing his lips against the tip and then opened his mouth to swallow what he could of the massive cock.

He felt hands on his hips and then the cool plastic as Mistress Terri probed between his cheeks.  He found his hips moving to accommodate her and pressed into the fake cock trying to get it into his boy pussy.  He felt it slide in as he moaned with his mouth full of cock.

She plunged into his hole and then her fucking pushed him more onto Ron’s cock.  It was like one great cock that was fucking his mouth and his ass.  Mistress Terri was push forward with her cock as he swallowed more of Ron’s and then Ron would press forward pushing him onto Mistress Terri’s cock. 

Moving in rhythm until Ron’s hands dug into his head and held him as he pumped his seed into Bobbi’s mouth.  There was so much cum.  Bobbi swallowed and as it leaked from his mouth, Bobbi was relieved that the cum had not flooded out through his nose. 

Mistress Terri pulled her strap-on from his ass and then unexpectedly slapped his balls.  She laughed and wiped her hand on his lower back.

“Did she pass?”  Terri asked Ron.

“I’d give her a C-.”  Ron laughed. “Just enough to pass, but a lot of room for improvement.”

“We can always put her on the street.  She’d get a lot of practice that way.”

“Horny, sissy faggot like her would end up paying guys to let her suck their cocks,” Ron said with a smile.  “But you did pass, sissy.”  He put a hand on Bobbi’s shoulder.

“Sissy.  You did pass and we have this for you.”

Mistress Terri handed Ron a lanyard with a plastic card hanging from it.  He slipped it over Bobbi’s head.

Bobbi turned the card so so he could see it. On one side was his picture or rather her picture was on it in full makeup.  The other side showed an icon similar to the ones indicating male or female on a restroom sign.  But this showed a sissy kneeling before a Black man sucking his cock. Text below the icon read, “Sissy in Service to Superior Blacks.”

Mistress Terri smiled at him as he knelt. Ron stood beside her, and Bobbi stared at the big cock hanging softly between his legs.

She said, “This allows for some discretion when needed.  You can wear it underneath your clothes.  But you can pull it out and let it hang proudly from your neck when you are around your superiors so that we will all know exactly what you are.”

“Bobbi,” Ron said, “I was going to tell you to rest while we all recover for a second round, but it looks like Mistress Rachel and Mistress Lisa have grown inpatient for their turn. 

He heard Mistress Rachel’s voice, “Come over here and suck my big black dick, you faggot.”

The End
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