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“I can’t believe that you are even thinking about backing out of this,” Jennifer said with disgust in her voice.  “He said you were weak.  I need this.  A week is too long. I’ve made all the arrangements for the party.”

“But, our friends, people from work.  I just can’t do this in front of them.”  Bobbi was almost trembling.  The party was only a few hours away.  “There just has to be someway else.”

She laughed, “They’re going to be here and I’m doing it.  So, they’ll all know anyway.  If you don’t do what our owners want, then maybe you’ll just be left on your own.  You need it too.  I can see it.”

It was true.  He needed it.  Their Master had withheld any favors until they made a public declaration to their friends that they were black owned.  It had been a miserable week.  Bobbi had not tasted his superior’s cum, nor had he been fucked.   Jennifer had not touched the wonderful cock that she craved.

Jennifer reached one hand between his legs and felt his chastity cage and she used the fingers of her other hand to pinch his nipple.  “You’ll feel so much better when everyone knows you’re a black-owned sissy cuckold.  You might even have one of your little sissy-gasms right there,” she said with a laugh.

“I know I’ll feel better with everyone knowing I’m not getting by with that little thing, and I get some good D.  Good for my self-esteem.”

Bobbi sat on the bed with his head down.  “I know it’s the right thing to do.  I also know that life will be different after tonight.  None of our friends.  None of the people at work.  No one will ever look at me the same.”

Jennifer stood next to him and put her hand on his shoulder and pulled him into her.  “It’ll be a big relief.  No more hiding.  We can serve openly.  I’m not sure that it’ll be the surprise to them you think it is.”

She hugged him and could feel him shaking.  “Poor, weak thing.  Get up and take a good shower and make sure to do a little upkeep.  I think I see that your pits could use a quick going over.  Make sure you use the body wash he likes.  And lotions too.  Then we’ll see how you’re doing, little sissy boy.”

Jennifer took her time getting ready for the evening.  She knew that her weak pussy boy of a husband would have a difficult time.  She was excited and looked at the clock in anticipation of the evening.  She had made all the preparations for the party.  To bolster his desire to carry through ordered public declaration, she had greeted him at the door with his favorite toy.  Jennifer smiled at the way he curled up in the chair and sucked on the big black dildo which resembled Master John’s cock.  It was like a pacifier to him, and he calmed down as he took it into his mouth and sucked.

Master John and his wife, Mistress Jessica, arrived early and took their positions in the living room on the couch.  Bobbi and Jennifer greeted them on arrival by kneeling and kissing their feet.  They both wished they could do more, but their soon-to-be owners forbade it until the ceremony was completed.  In order to be their property, they would have to make a public declaration of their intent.

In order to do it properly, Master John and Mistress Jessica were in the closed off living room while the other guests were kept away.   The people they had invited were only told that it was an important announcement that Bobbi and Jennifer wished to make.  All their guests were white as they had been instructed.  Later, their new owners would have another ceremony before their superior black friends.  Bobbi and Jennifer would be serving them however they might request.

Jennifer had not wished to lie to Bobbi but had done so at Master John’s request.  He told her that he knew that Bobbi was weak and would probably not have the courage to make the public commitment to service.  The glass of wine she had served him to make him more amenable had also contained a long- lasting erectile dysfunction drug.  Her Master had told her the extra bit of arousal would make Bobbi so desirous of his wanting to serve that he would be able to temporarily overcome his fears.  Mistress Jessica had added that she knew it was true and laughed at how white boys could be led around by “such a useless little thing.”

When the guests had arrived Bobbi and Jennifer had fed them a few appetizers and had restricted them to one glass of wine each while they waited.  They had instructions to limit their guests drinking until they were doing so in celebration of Bobbi and Jennifer’s new status. 

They fended off their guests’ desires to know what it was all about.  Bill, one of Bobbi’s co-workers had started to become insistent that “another glass of wine wouldn’t hurt.”  He said that they should get the “show on the road” soon or he would be “hitting the road” himself.

Jennifer excused herself and entered the living room and informed Master John and Mistress Jessica that with their permission, they were both ready for the ceremony to begin.

Jennifer came back out and announced that she and Bobbi needed a few private moments to prepare and then the announcements and party would commence.  There was some grumbling that everyone was ready and their disappointment that there was another delay.

“Five minutes and no longer,” Jennifer had informed them with a smile and a wink.  She knew that the wink would intrigue them and allow them the few minutes needed.

Bobbi let Jennifer take him by the hand and lead him to the bedroom.  Several guests leered as they thought they knew why the couple had retreated to the bedroom.

Jennifer slipped out of her clothes while Bobbi seemed to be taking his time.  Once she was naked, she picked up one of the simple white robes she had lain on the bed. 

She kissed Bobbi on the lips and put her hand between his legs so she could briefly hold his balls underneath the pink chastity cage he wore.  “Soon, this will all be over, and we will be a black owned couple.  Just hang in there, sweetie.”

Bobbi forced a smile at her while he put on his robe.  They both cinched up their robes before leaving the bedroom.

Bill said, “Finally.” 

The guests were whispering to one another as Jennifer and Bobbi stood in front of the doors that led to the living room.

They each took a handle and as they opened the door, Jennifer said, “Bobbi and I are honored to announce that we are becoming black owned and wish to introduce you to our owners, “Master John and Mistress Jessica.”

Bobbi followed along and said the words, but his dry mouth made them more of a whisper.  He pulled the door open and used his hand to motion the guests inside where they folding chairs had been set up facing Master John and Mistress Jessica.

Diana said, “What the fuck,” as she passed by Bobbi.  That seemed to be the general sentiment as the confused guests entered.

Master John and Mistress Jessica stood up while everyone took a seat.  Bobbi and Jennifer hung back at the entrance to the living room.

Master John smiled and held his wife’s hand.  “All of your questions will be answered momentarily.  But, let’s do this little ceremony first.”  His commanding voice had served to quiet everyone.

Bobbi and Jennifer entered the room and walked to the front of the room.  They held hands until they stood in front of Master John and Lady Jessica.

Jennifer looked at her new owners and said, “I wish to offer myself to your service.  Please accept me as your property.”

Her new owners smiled and nodded their acceptance.

Bobbi stuttered at first but then started to repeat, “I also wish…”

Mistress Jessica held the flat of her hand out facing Bobbi.  “Due to the beauty of the feminine form, Jennifer is allowed to keep her robe on.  A naked woman would be too distracting.  We allow her the white robe as a symbol of her nakedness as our servant.  Bobbi, you are not allowed this favor and if you wish to enter our service, you are required to do so only in your miserable nakedness.  Remove your robe.”

Bobbi had known this would be required but he had held onto a slender reed of hope that he would also be granted the favor of being able to keep his robe on.  He uncinched his robe.  He folded the robe as he stood there naked.  Bobbi lowered himself and placed the robe beside him on the floor.

He stood and could feel the stares of his friends like sticks poking at him.  He felt the intensity of the stares and could hear murmuring and a couple of laughs.  His voice trembled a bit as he said the words, “I wish to offer myself to your service.  Please accept me as your property.”

Master John and Mistress Jessica smiled with delight as Bobbi knelt before them and kissed the feet of his Master first and then his Mistress.

Bobbi thought as he was kissing Jessica’s feet that he was glad that Jennifer had insisted that he take care to groom himself before the ceremony.  He had to stifle a nervous giggle when he thought about it.  He was naked and kneeling before this black couple while he was exposing his bare ass to the full view of friends and co-workers.  And he was thinking “at least I shaved, and my bottom is nice and hairless.”

“Arise and accept your provisional collars.  These collars are white and are symbolic of our acceptance of you as our provisional property.  If you successfully complete the terms of your probation, a gold-colored collar will symbolize full ownership.”

Bobbi and Jennifer rose simultaneously so they were both kneeling upright.  Jennifer was in front of Master John while Bobbi was in front of Mistress Jessica.  White leather collars were placed around their necks and then drawn up like small belts to complete the fit.

Both Master and Mistress announced, “Congratulations.”

Bobbi and Jennifer each nodded their heads in acceptance and their new owners raised their hands to signal their new property to rise and face their friends.

Bobbi looked around and saw that everyone still looked confused.  A couple of people said “congratulations” in low voices as if they did not know whether that was appropriate. One person quietly clapped but stopped after two claps as no one joined in.

Master John said, “I’m sure all of this is new to you, and I know that they were glad you were able to attend and observe this important commitment.  Part of the reason I insisted they declare this in front of you was so that this new choice of lifestyle is nothing to be ashamed of.  It is something to celebrate.  We wish to be open and honest with all of you, so now, we invite you to ask any questions you might have.”

“What’s that pink thing on his dick?”  Bill asked with a laugh.  “It does make you him look kind of pretty.”

A woman on his right punched Bill’s arm to try and shut him up.

Master John started to answer but Mistress Jessica said, “If I may take this one.”

Master John swept his right hand in front of him in a gesture of deference to his wife.

“It is a chastity cage.  As his owners, we don’t allow him to have” she paused, “unsupervised male orgasms.” She smiled and waited for a few seconds.  “This helps to make him much more useful.”

A woman puts her hand on the shoulder of the man standing next to her.  “You’d have a lot more time on your hands,” she says in a too loud whisper.

Several women laughed and Bills said, “A man needs a hobby.”

The woman who had her hand on the man’s shoulder spoke slowly as if she was trying to understand.  “You said male orgasms.  Like he could have another.  Can’t expect him to come like a woman.  I mean that’s not possible.  Not unless he has some sort of sex change.  Is that what this is about?”

Mistress Jessica places a hand on Bobbi’s shoulder.  “It usually comes down to sex.  I would remind you that their service is much more than sexual in nature.  They will also be cooking meals, cleaning house, maintaining our vehicles, and home.  I will tell you about the sexual service as well, but don’t forget that this is just a part.”

She looked around the room.  “I know this is not a popular opinion, but I believe that we as a society would be much better off if all white males were locked in chastity.  Think of how much better we’d all be if they all thought of the pleasures of others rather than themselves.”

Several women laughed and several men cursed in response. 

“And really, over such a little thing,” she finished.

More laughter from the women and the men’s curse became angrier.

Master John held up his hand.  “To answer the question, Bobbi is finding that he can achieve orgasm through anal stimulation.”

A man whispered to the woman beside him, and the woman’s whisper back was loud enough for all to hear.  “Fucked in the butt.”

Master John said, “Yes.  Crude but accurate.  Both my wife and I will be using Jennifer and Bobbi for our sexual pleasure.”

One woman said, “lucky girl” and another woman laughed.

Bill laughed and said, “Two lucky girls.  I need to get me a slave.”

Master John raised his voice.  “You may not notice many changes with Jennifer, except for a possible change in wardrobe.  We will be choosing what she wears so it might be different from what she wears now.”

Mistress Jessica smiled.  “Bobbi’s changes will be more dramatic.  He will be feminized and sissified.  The proper way for white males.  That’s just what we believe, and we don’t try to force our beliefs on others.  It doesn’t happen unless the male agrees, and Bobbi has agreed.”

“Agreed to become a faggot in other words,” a man near the back laughs.

“Bobbi will be transitioning to female attire.  Including makeup.  He’ll have to check with work.  May identify as transgender.  We’re not sure of what will be required.  But don’t be surprised when he wears a dress to work,” Mistress Jessica explained.

Bill laughs.  “Transgender.  Faggot.  What I want to know is will he be trying to suck my dick in the bathroom?”

Master John laughs.  “I should hope not.  Bobbi’s desires are irrelevant aside from his desire to serve.  He’s submissive and takes orders.”

“Suck my dick then, faggot,” Bill says and stands facing Bobbi.

“I don’t think you understand.  He’s submissive to us.  Let me demonstrate.”  Master John turned toward Bobbi.  “Go and kneel before the gentleman.”

Bobbi stood up.  He was feeling humiliated which always made him horny, but he was hornier than usual since he had been kept from enjoying being of service to his Master and Mistress for a week.  His little dick was trying to get hard by pushing against the restraint of the cage.

He moved toward Bill and then knelt before him.

“Bobbi only takes orders from me or my wife.  He wouldn’t suck your dick unless we ordered him to.  And when we order him to do something like please our guests, he has no choice but to do as ordered or face punishment.”

Bill looked down at Bobbi and met his gaze as he looked up at him.  He smiled and said, “I always knew you’d wind up in this position.”

Bobbi brought his gaze down to Bill’s crotch.  He couldn’t help it.  He could smell the musky odor of his cock and balls hidden in his jeans.  It wasn’t Master John’s cock, but he really wanted it in his mouth.  he hoped that Master John would order him to do it.  He needed cock.

Master John said, “See how it works.  He only does as he is ordered.”

Bill was fast.  His hands shot to the back of Bobbi’s head and pulled him into his crotch.  His bulge was small but hard against his closed mouth.  He ground his crotch into Bobbi’s face and then he suddenly let go and laughed.

“I think your little sissy bitch wants to.”  Bill patted me on the head.

“But he won’t unless I order it,” Master John said. “Bobbi.”

He turned his head to face his Master.  He held his hand out and curled his finger signaling Bobbi to return to him.  He got up and walked to his Master and knelt.

“Good slave,” Master John said.

“Jennifer,” Lady Jessica ordered.  “Why don’t you and Bobbi refill everyone’s glass.  This is a celebration.”

Bobbi followed behind Jennifer as they left the living room for the kitchen to retrieve bottles of wine.

“That’s the end of our ceremony.  We will be here and feel free to join us in our celebration as we accept these slaves into our service.”  Master John said.  “If you need anything, just ask.  And any questions for us or our slaves or anyone wanting to know about the lifestyle, please ask.”

Bobbi was picking up after everyone had left.  Jennifer was sitting between Master John and Lady Jessica.  All three were laughing.  Bobbi was glad that this part of the service was over.  After drinking several glasses of wine, their guests had loosened up and seemed to accept their announcement as just another kinky lifestyle choice.  He knew there were still difficult days ahead.  Not everyone from work had been there.  When he next went to work there would be smirks and secret laughs.  And there was another party.  This time a party where all the guests would be black.

Bobbi walked to where the three of them were sitting together and began placing their glasses on a tray he could take back to the kitchen.

Mistress Jessica was laughing and saying, “Of course all the women came to you and gave you their phone numbers so they could find out more about black “ownership.”  She made air quotes around “ownership.”  When what they really wanted to know about was big black cock.”

Jennifer laughed, “I think that’s what they mostly wanted to know from me.”

Master John grabbed my arm as I passed nearby.  “You did an excellent service tonight, Bobbi. I know this past week has been difficult.  Don’t worry.  As soon as you finish picking up, just leave everything in the sink.  When you come back, I will feed you what you’ve been needing.  Both you and Jennifer deserve your reward.”

Mistress Jessica said, “Very deserving.  I wanted to tell you that a couple of the men approached me.  I’m sure it’s fantasies about playing with a black Mistress.”

“That’s how it all starts, isn’t it Bobbi?” said Master John with a smile.

Bobbi nodded eagerly as he almost tripped with the tray because he was trying to move too fast.  He was so thirsty for what only his Black Master could provide.
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Bobbi watched Jennifer and Mistress Jessica embrace and kiss at the door while he moved the chairs.  His Master had been very kind to him allowing him to feed fully on the black cum he craved.  He had worshipped the Master’s cock and balls with his mouth and tongue until he had been rewarded with his delicious meal.  He had feasted as he cleaned his Master.  He became weak as he was overcome with the feeling of having his deep need satisfied. 

Bobbi felt the usual effects his Master’s seed had on him.  Master John, Mistress Jessica, and his wife Jennifer had looked amused when he had smiled in satisfaction as he looked up at them.  His nipples had gotten hard, and his little dick had pressed against the inside of the pink chastity cage he wore.

Master John had told him that drinking black cum would make a white sissy’s dick and balls shrink.  As Jennifer had said, “it made his little thing littler.”

Seeing Jennifer and Mistress Jessica reminded him of how it had really started.  He almost laughed because those were times when he had thought of himself as a man.  It seemed so impossible that he tended to think that it had to be a long time ago.  In reality the transition had taken less than a year.  Of course, one he had tasted black cum, the process had just accelerated.

3

Jennifer was waiting for him with her legs propped up on the coffee table when he got back from the gym.  His laptop sat on the table with the screen pointed at the door so that it grabbed his attention when he walked in the door.  She was sitting back sipping on a glass of wine.

Bobbi came through the door and just stopped.  The gym bag hung from his shoulder.  On the screen there was a video playing.  A naked man with a big cock was lying between two naked blonde women.

“I found the reason you close your laptop whenever I walk into the room,” Jennifer said with a smile.

“I…I…”  Words escaped him.

“It’s okay.”  Jennifer patted the couch inviting him to sit next to her.  “I’m not mad.  Okay, a little mad.  Disappointed.  I thought we were married and didn’t keep secrets.”

Bobbi felt a little flushed and embarrassed.  He had been caught.  Sitting down next to her, he began apologizing.

She put her hand on his shoulder.  “It’s okay.  I’m just curious.  Why do you feel you need to hide something like this?”

“I don’t know.  It’s just that, you know.”  Bobbi was having trouble articulating why he had kept it hidden.  “I didn’t think you’d like it.”

“I like sex.  I hope you know that.”  She moved her hand down to his thigh.  “I do prefer real life instead of watching it.”  She laughed.  Her hand moved up and squeezed his crotch. 

He kissed her and now she was rubbing his sudden erection.

“Maybe I should start watching porn too.  Share your hobbies.”  She unzipped his fly and unbuttoned his jeans.  She found his erection and bent to take it into her mouth.

Bobbi smiled as he remembered how wonderful it had been to have his wife take his dick into her mouth.  Now, he knew what it was like to take a hard dick into his mouth.  How good it felt to slide his wet mouth over a big black cock and taste a real man.

4

Jennifer knew that Bobbi would never satisfy her.  She had thought his views of sex were quite conventional and his small dick meant that if she was going to get what she needed, well then, she’d have to rely on her toys.  She had pretended to be mad when she had found that secret folder on his computer.  Secretly pleased that he wanted more than the missionary position, she needed him to accept that there was more to sex than just up and down until you came.

He had everything she wanted in a marriage except for sex which was odd because that was supposed to be so central.  She had faked her orgasms from their fucking.  She thought she was quite the actress when she had not laughed out loud when she first saw his tiny penis. 

He was a good friend and had a good job and she liked cuddling with him.  Her girlfriends had warned her, but she had been in love.  But six months in and she was looking for more.  She had been inspired to look on his computer by her friend who had discovered the porn her boyfriend had on his machine.  She had explored his fantasies with him.  Her friend had told her that the spanking had not been bad at first, but the boyfriend seemed to be hitting her harder lately.

Jennifer watched the video of the three way.  She put her hand between her legs and thought of getting her vibrator, but she knew Bobbi would be home soon.  She probably wouldn’t be able to get off from Bobbi’s fucking her, but she could always do that for herself later.  What she wanted was for Bobbi to see how horny she could get from something like this.  Maybe that would help him relax and explore.

Afterwards, Jennifer snuggled up beside him after he fell asleep.  She watched the movie again, but this time she slipped her fingers between her legs.  She had been right about Bobbi’s not being able to satisfy her.  He had just been able to restrain himself enough that he had fucked her about fifteen seconds before he started cumming. 

He was right about one thing.  The video was hot.  She knew that Bobbi would enjoy seeing her with another woman.  She smiled because she knew she would enjoy it too.  Probably a good start to what she wanted.  A three-way with another woman was what he was looking for.  But then turnabout was fair play, and she would insist on a man for the time after that.  She pressed harder on her clit when she thought of getting fucked by a real man with a real dick. 

Jennifer knew she was being manipulative.  But she knew that it was either this or she would be forced by her desires to cheat on Bobbi.  And she knew where that would lead.  She’d make sure they watched again, and she would tell him how hot she found it.  She wished Bobbi would take charge, but he was too submissive for that.  Jennifer played with how to make him think he was the one suggesting they take the idea of making the fantasy three-way into a reality.  She felt completely certain she would be able to, and she began thinking of how to find the right woman for them.
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John walked around the car and opened the door for Jessica.  She took his hand and climbed out. 

“Such a nice house,” she said as he took his arm.  They had parked in the driveway and strode along a trail through the yard.

“What do you think, a million maybe.”

“Million and a half probably,” he replied.

“Well off, but not the top one percent.”

“Still, nice to be invited.  In a few years, if I make partner, we’ll have something this nice.”

“When you make partner,” Jessica said to emphasize that she knew it was not up to chance.

Before John could knock, a tall blonde woman in a French Maid’s outfit opened the door for them and curtsied.

Jessica started to laugh but stopped herself.  She had expected there might be servants, but a French maid was a little outrageous in these times.

“We’re here to see the Jeffersons.”  John wasn’t sure how to handle this.  He had expected the hosts to greet them at the door.

“You’re expected,” the maid said in what to Jessica’s ear was a squeaky high- pitched tone.  “Let me show you to the living room.  I’ll let the Master and Mistress know that you’ve arrived.”

The maid curtsied again before turning to lead them to the living room where a beautiful white woman with long blonde hair dressed in a long white dress rose from a chair.  Her dress was cut low and there was the dark spot of a tattoo at the top of her right breast.

“I’m Lisa,” the woman said. 

Jessica nudged her husband in the ribs and whispered, “I thought he was married to a black woman.”

Lisa smiled.  “I apologize and hope you don’t think I was trying to eavesdrop, but my husband I are both servants of our Master and Mistress.  They should be…

A black man and woman entered through the door that John and Jessica had just walked through. 

John and Jessica drew close together supporting each other as they tried to figure out what was going on.  Jessica stared at the French maid and thinking, ‘my husband.’  John was focused at first on Lisa and was certain she was not wearing a bra and probably no panties either.

“It’s so good of you to come,” said the man as he walked in with the black woman on his arm.  The blonde woman and her French maid husband both curtsied. 

“Please, have a seat.  I don’t believe we’ve met.  I’m Emma, Greg’s wife,” said the black woman greeting John and Jessica.

“You have a beautiful home,” Jessica said as she kissed Emma on both cheeks before turning to the couch.

“Thank you,” Emma said.

Greg said, “It was a good fit for us.  Close to the city but isolated enough that we don’t have neighbors right on top of us.” He took a seat in a large, upholstered chair opposite the couch.

John sat next to Jessica on the couch.  He held her hand as he looked at the artwork hanging on the walls, but his eyes lingered for a moment on Lisa.  The light from a lamp behind her showed that he had been right as it shown through the thin fabric of her dress.

Jessica pressed his hand with both of hers when she noticed his lingering glance.

“Would you like a drink?  I’ll have Felicia bring us something.  Wine, perhaps?”  Greg asked.

John and Jessica agreed to a glass of wine and watched as Felicia retreated from the room after giving one more curtsey.

Emma sat in a St. Anne’s chair several feet from Greg while Lisa pulled her dress up so that she could kneel on the carpet between the two.

John’s eyes widened a bit as he watched Lisa kneel. 

Felicia returned with a tray and Lisa rose and helped serve the wine to the guests.  After filling glasses for Greg and Emma, the white couple knelt side by side between them.

“Must be nice having such good service,” Jessica said nervously.  She thought how odd it looked to have servants kneeling in the room.  She was not used to the thought of servants but surely, they didn’t kneel like this.

Greg laughed and placed a hand on Felicia’s shoulder.  “I’m sorry.  I know that this must look strange to you.  Felicia and Lisa here.  Kneeling here.  Ready to serve.”

Emma smiled and ran her hand down Lisa’s blonde hair.  “Much more than what you think of as servants.”

“I apologize.  Emma thinks I could be more subtle about this and introduce this all more gradually.  But I think that bringing it all out at once is the best way.”  Greg was grinning as he sipped his wine. 

“You see, the entire firm, the rest of the partners and I, and I hope after today this will include you and Jessica as well.  We all believe in Black superiority, and we all own white servants.”

“Own?” asked an astonished John.

“Of course, Lisa and Felicia are our servants and our property.”  Emma ran her hand down Lisa’s arm.

“You can’t own people.” Jessica said.

“Quite true.”  Greg explained.  “Technically.  Just think of it as a mutually beneficial arrangement.”  He placed his hand on Felicia’s back.  “Do I own you, sissy?”

“Yes Sir, Master.” 

“Are you, my property?” Emma said directing her question to Lisa.

“Yes Mistress.  I belong to you and serve you.”  Lisa said as she turned to smile at Emma.

“I don’t understand.”  John said as he looked at the kneeling white couple and then at Greg.

“I’ll explain,” Greg said.  “There’s the legal part and that’s just service contracts and such.  But Emma and I believe that whites are inferior to us, and they should accept that.  Lisa and her husband, Felicia, also believe that Blacks are superior and that their proper place in the world is serving them.”

“However, we wish to be served,” Emma added as she squeezed Lisa’s shoulder.

“It’s our lifestyle,” said Greg.  “I am hoping you will join us in this as the other partners have done.”

John took a sip of wine as he gathered his thoughts.  “I’d like to have a nice house like this and servants at some point, but it’s nothing we can afford at present.”

Emma laughed.  “It’s not about the money.  It’s what you deserve as superior black people.  We own them so they cost nothing.”

“Some white servants even bring in money.  Lisa and Felicia happen to be lucky enough to serve full-time, but some of the partners have servants who work outside the home to bring in extra cash.  Provide for their and their owner’s upkeep.”

“Felica worked as a sissy maid for other couples when we first acquired her,” Emma added.

Jessica stared at the kneeling Felicia trying to detect even the slightest hint of maleness but failed to find any.  “So, Felicia is a male.  As sissy man.”

“Goodness no,” laughed Greg.  “I mean yes, she does have male genitalia.  But as a white male, she also knows she’s not a man by any measure and has accepted full feminization as she should as a white boy.”

“Get up, Felicia.  Don’t be shy.  Show them.” Greg said as he helped her up by holding her hand.

Felicia got up and stood before John and Jessica and lifted her skirt.  She pulled down her panties to show the pink chastity cage holding her penis.

Jessica laughed.  “He was pretty much feminized already.”  She looked up at Felicia.  “I’m sorry sissy.  Your little penis is really cute.”

“Thank you, Miss Jessica,” Felicia said pulling up her panties and lowering her skirt.

Emma said, “A real white boy dicklet.  If you haven’t had any experience with white boys, it does make you wonder why any woman would ever have sex with them.”

“When you say serve…” John stopped as he searched for the right way to ask.

“Yes, they serve in many ways, and I already know what you want to know.  It does include physically.  Massage and sexually,” Greg smiled.  “It’s especially important in their training.  White males such as Felicia here.  Important to use them sexually to break down any thoughts in their heads that they are men.”

“Much better for you than trying to pretend, isn’t that right, Felicia?”

Felicia looked down at the floor, but she had a smile on her face.  “Very much Sir.  I am very grateful you have taught me my proper place in the world.”

“We had a Super Bowl party,” Greg watched Felicia take her place on her knees at his side.  “The men were quite disappointed at first that Lisa was not available.”

“She was busy serving me in my room,” Emma interjected.

“Yes, but they relaxed when they saw Felicia giving me head.”  Greg laughed.  “By the end, we were having to get our own beer and snacks since Felica spent most of the game on her knees.”

Jessica watched Felicia and was amazed to see a look of pride spread over her face. 

“Now, I know all of this is new and it takes getting used to.”  Greg looked at his wife and then at John and Jessica across from him.  “It’s a sacrifice for us, but I wanted to suggest that you take Lisa and Felicia home with you.  Let them serve you this weekend.  It gets easier, but at first it is hard to accept your superiority over your white servants.”

John and Jessica were shocked at first.  Jessica liked the idea, and she could see that John was taken by the idea of having Lisa take care of his needs.  She felt a little jealous when she saw how John looked at Lisa, but she liked the idea of white servants so much, she was willing to put up with it.  He could have fun while she remained the number one lady in his life.

Before they left with their weekend servants, Emma put her hand on Lisa’s shoulder and whispered, “It’s very important that John use Felicia.  A lot of men think that having sex with a white sissy somehow makes them gay.  But that’s just wrong.  Means they are still thinking of white boys as men instead of the little dicked girls they really are.  Once he’s fucked Felicia and had her suck his cock, he’ll never look at white boys as men again.”
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Jessica sat sipping her latte as she watched the people on the sidewalk rushing past.  She had been impressed by the whole situation at Greg and Emma’s house.  They had enjoyed the weekend of being waited on hand and foot “and everything in between,” Jessica thought.  After dropping Felicia and Lisa off, they had a long talk about how they might obtain white servants of their own. 

Two options, Greg had explained. You could go for white slaves who for some reason had lost their positions with their owners.  There were various reasons for this like death of an owner or the owners had put their slaves back in the market so they might acquire new, usually, younger slaves.  Or they could do what Greg referred to as a conversion. 

Jessica alerted when she saw a woman walk past who looked like the profile on the swinger site.  The woman opened the door and entered.  She appeared nervous.  Her hand disappeared into her purse so she could pull out her phone.  She looked around as she stood in line for her coffee. 

Finishing her latte, Jessica was going to raise her hand if the woman looked in her direction, but then decided she would rather continue to observe her.  She was asking herself if the woman would make a good servant.  One could never truly know in advance, but she imagined the woman in the role.  She hoped that if it progressed that far, this woman would turn out to be as talented as Lisa had been with her tongue.  But then maybe that had been about endurance and the ability to serve instead of feeling any need for reciprocation.

Conversion was riskier, but had the advantage that if it were successful, the white servant was trained in how to serve you and not service in general.  There was also bonding which took place during the conversion process which left the white servant imprinted on you as the ideal black superior. 

Jessica raised her hand when she saw the woman looking in her direction.  The woman took her cup from the barista and waded through the tables and stood in front of Jessica. 

“Jessica?” she asked and when Jessica nodded, she sat put her purse and cup on the table.

Before she could sit down, Jessica held up her cup.  “I’ve been waiting a while.  Would you mind getting me another cup?”

Jennifer didn’t hesitate and took the cup.  She put it down realizing that she didn’t need to take the cup with her.  “What are you having?”

Jessica told her how she liked her latte and then watched Jennifer as she went back to the front and got back in line.  So far, so good she thought.  Maybe she had the serving gene if there were one.  She smiled.  According to Greg and Emma, all white people had the gene or maybe she was the one with the gene that caused white people to want to serve.

Jennifer brought the latte back to the table and had a seat across from Jessica.

“I’m a little nervous.  Never done this before,” Jennifer said.

“Me neither.  First timer here as well.”

“I’m glad you mentioned wanting to meet first in public,” Jennifer said taking her phone and turning it screen down on the table.

“Seemed like a good way to cut down on psychos.”

“Good idea.  I guess you never know about such things.”

Jessica laughed, “And you really don’t know until you’ve done it.  There’s a lot of vulnerability involved, but that goes for dating as well.”

“Your married, right?  Is this something that your husband pushed, or you, or did you both want it?  I mean, your husband is so attractive.  I mean, you are too.  Very hot.  I’m talking too much.  Nervous, I guess.  Shutting up now.”

Jessica smiled.  “You’re pretty hot yourself.  I have the same questions for you.  But to answer you, my husband and I decided to do this together.  He’s very good in bed and I want to watch him give pleasure to a woman the way he does me.”

Jennifer stared down at the table as she listened.  She wanted to be careful and not blow the deal, but the thought of having sex with Jessica’s husband made her so horny.  Imagine having sex with a man who could give her pleasure.

“I’m the one pushing Bobbi.  Oh, it’s his fantasy, but he’d never go through with it on his own.  In fact, I’m the one who told him it’d be okay.  That turning a sexual fantasy into reality was much better than jerking off in private.”

Jessica laughed.  “I bet he’s looking forward to having another woman in bed, but how does he feel about another man?”

Jennifer smiled.  “Typical man.  I don’t think he ever considered that his fantasy of a three-way would ever be two men and one woman.”

“So conventional,” said Jessica smiling back.

“What about John?” Jennifer asked.

Jessica thought of John’s reluctance to use Felicia.  He had certainly warmed to the idea after he let her suck his cock.  John had fucked her hard while Jessica watched the sissy moan like a bitch and beg for more.  That’s why she was having the meeting with Jennifer.  John had told her that if he could get over his feeling about touching another man, then Jessica could get over her objections to having some little dicked white man touch her.

“Let’s say, he’s more into it than I thought.  But here’s my suggestion.  If you want this, have me over.  Bobbi can have his little fantasy of having sex with two women.  Then you can push him into how it’s only fair if you get to enjoy two men.” Jessica reached across the table and took Jennifer’s wrist and gave a firm squeeze.

“How about you being with another woman?”  she asked.

Jennifer wondered about her reaction when she felt her nipples grow erect.  “I’ve been.  I mean I…”

“It’s okay,” Jessica said releasing her grip.  She stroked Jennifer’s forearm.  “I should tell you, I’m a little dominant, if that’s okay.”

Jennifer took a breath.  “Wonderful.  I mean, that’s okay.”

“How about this weekend?”

“I’m looking forward to it,” Jennifer said quickly.  “I mean.  I’ll talk to Bobbi, but he won’t be a problem.”
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Jessica bit down on her tongue as she watched Bobbi pull down his boxers.  She knew what to expect from a white boy, but she wanted to keep from laughing when she saw it.  And then there I was.  The little pink thing as hard as a rock.  She turned her amusement into a smile knowing that it was something he would misinterpret.

She sat on the bed and had one arm over Jennifer’s shoulder and her hand in hers.  She turned toward Jennifer and the two engaged in an open mouth kiss.  They laid down on the bed together and Bobbi joined them.  She focused on Jennifer and felt Bobbi’s hand reaching in to grab her breast.  His little dick was poking her ass.

Jessica had her tongue down Jennifer’s throat.  She shifted a leg to allow Bobbi access to her pussy.  Feeling him pushing his dick against her and then she couldn’t be sure, but she felt something.  Maybe a finger.  She broke off the kiss to say, “Is it in yet?”

Bobbi mumbled and she asked again, “Is it in.  I can’t…  She felt warm cum dribbling on the inside of her thigh.  She laughed.  Then she was able to repress the urge to berate Bobbi for cumming so soon.

Jennifer kissed Jessica’s breast.  She could hear it.  She knew what had happened.  He was not going to do this to her.  Cumming after two strokes.  She wanted to slap him.  Bobbi was not going to take this away from her.  She was going to make sure that Jessica had a good orgasm.  Bobbi was not going to keep her from the fucking she deserved from Jessica’s big dicked husband.

She licked her way down Jessica’s body and then slid over her body so that she pushed Bobbi out of the way.  If Bobbi did become aroused again, she wanted to make sure that he’d be poking her instead of Jessica.  She found the wet stickiness from Bobbi’s load and licked it from inside Jessica’s thigh.  She ran her tongue between her cheeks and began prodding her asshole with the tip of her tongue.

Jennifer parted Jessica’s cheeks so she could tongue her hole more deeply.  She felt Bobbi’s body pressing into hers and she reached behind her to feel his leg.  Pressing her face into Jessica’s ass, she brought her other hand up Bobbi’s thigh to touch his balls.  She couldn’t get a good grip because of the angle, but she was able to touch his dick with her fingers.  She knew this would be enough for him and it was.  She could feel him poking into her body.

Jennifer brought her face down to where she could lick Jessica’s slit.  She felt the wetness as Jessica pressed herself into Jennifer’s mouth.  Bobbi was rubbing himself into her.  He stopped and then she felt the warm stickiness and knew he was done.  He wouldn’t be able to get hard again.  Not for a good while and probably his part of this was over.  She half expected him to start snoring.

She was licking deeply into Jessica’s pussy.  Her hands reached up for Jessica’s breasts.  Feeling the nipples which were hard, she found Jessica using her hands to press Jennifer’s hands into her breasts.  She shuddered against Jennifer’s mouth.

They lay there for several moments and then Jennifer crawled up into Jessica’s embrace.  Bobbi lay on his stomach beside them while they cuddled and kissed.
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Jessica licked Jennifer’s ear and whispered, “I brought something special for you.  After talking to you, I was thinking you needed…I should show you.”

“Okay,” Jennifer said reluctantly when she felt Jessica moving away from her. 

Jessica rolled over her and off the bed.  She grabbed her handbag from the dresser and walked quickly into the bathroom closing the door behind her. 

Jennifer rolled onto her side and used a pillow to prop her head up.  Bobbi revived enough to throw and arm over her and push his body against hers.  This time there was no poking, so she knew that his little dick remained soft.

Jessica opened the door to the bathroom, but only enough to show her face while her body remained behind the door.

“Ready?” she asked.

Taking the smile, she saw on Jennifer’s face to be a yes, she pulled the door back and stood there with light from the bathroom showing her in silhouette.  She turned to the side and Jennifer was able to make out what she had only dimly seen.  Jessica had a dick. 

Jessica stroked it a couple of times and then walked toward the bed. 

“You’ve been hiding something from me,” Jennifer said with a smile as she looked up at Jessica.

“You like it, don’t you?”  Jessica stroked the strap-on showing it off to Jennifer and how she wore it.

Jennifer reached out and pulled on a strap.  “You know I do, Mr. Jessica.”

“Mistress will do my little slut,” Jessica said with a smile.  She held the fake cock toward Jennifer who kissed it.

Bobbi was looking over Jennifer at Jessica’s cock, “Damn.”

Jessica looked at Bobbi.  “Is it two sluts, then?”

Jennifer could feel Bobbi shrink back from her.  She opened her mouth to take the dildo into her mouth an inch.  She sucked her mouth off it and moved her hand back to feel Bobbi’s thigh.

“Come on, baby, Miss Jessica’s dick is so big.  I can’t handle it on my own.”  She squeezed his thigh. 

Jennifer held out her hand to Jessica who took it and fell into bed between them.  She rolled over on her back with her dick sticking straight up.

Jennifer pushed herself down to where she could lick the dildo.  She looked at Bobbi.  “Kiss me.”

Bobbi looked and hesitated.  She wanted him to kiss her, but she wanted the kiss with Jessica’s dick between them.

Laughing, Jessica held her dick while Jennifer licked it.  “I was going to fuck her, but if you’re wanting it first.”

“Bobbi, come help me lick it.  Make it good and hard so she can fuck me.”

“It’s already hard.  It’s plastic.”

“You’re no fun.”

Seeing the look in his wife’s eyes and not wanting to be the wet blanket on the kink that he had pushed for, he moved down the bed.  Bobbi met Lisa’s lips with his own and then he and Jennifer were both kissing the dildo.  Jennifer took it and sucked down on it and when she brought her mouth off, she held it out to Bobbi.  He opened his mouth and took the dildo in.  Imitating his wife, he sucked once and then held it out to Jennifer.  She took it, but instead passed it back to Bobbi.

“All yours,” she said, and Jessica’s hand came down to stroke the back of Bobbi’s head.  He began sucking up and down on the dildo.  Jennifer kissed up her stomach and began licking Jessica’s breasts and sucking on her nipples. 

Jessica moaned and pushed Bobbi’s head down a little more on the dildo.  “Such a good cocksucker.”

Jennifer swung a leg over and straddled Jessica’s chest.  “I want you in me.”  She walked back down Jessica’s body on her knees.  Bobbi stopped sucking as Jennifer’s ass pushed him out of the way.  She rose up over the dildo and held it as she guided it up into her pussy.

Jessica reached up and squeezed Jennifer’s breasts as she began fucking her.  Bobbi moved down the bed and lay on his side to watch Jessica fucking his wife. 

“Make yourself useful.  Lick her ass,” Jessica commanded.

Bobbi didn’t hesitate and did what Jessica told him to do.  He was half off the bed, but he held himself up on his elbows and pressed his tongue to his wife’s moving ass.  He licked and kissed the best he could but had trouble keeping up until he pressed his lips to Jennifer’s ass and moved with her.

Bobbi felt his wife shake as she bore down on the dildo holding it deep inside her.  She collapsed onto Jessica who moved her arms around Jennifer to hold her tightly.

He crawled up beside the two women who seemed to ignore him.  Jennifer finally moved and fell to the side. 

Jennifer pushed her arm under her and ran her fingers over Jessica’s stomach.  She reached down to dildo.  “I should get something and clean you up.”

“Don’t move yet.”  Jessica looked over at Bobbi.  “Show me how good your wife tastes.”  She raised a hip so that the dildo tilted toward him.

Jessica was pleased that he seemed to be learning to obey her.  He crawled forward and began licking his wife’s juices from her fake cock.  She kissed Jennifer’s cheek and whispered to her as they both watched Bobbi clean her cock. 

“Want be long until he’ll be asking you to bring a real cock for him to clean.”

Jennifer kissed Jessica and they lay in each other’s arms spread their legs with Jessica’s leg resting over Jennifer’s. 

Jessica looked down at Bobbi and told him that when he was through with her cock, he had more cleaning and licking to do.
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Emma placed a white box on the table.  Jessica smiled and picked up the box and touched the pink box on the lid of the gift box.

“How cute and how appropriate,” she said as she took the top off and placed it on the table.  Reaching in, she pulled out the small pink male chastity cage.

“I hope it’s the right size, but if I recall my thankfully long-ago experiences with white boys, there’s no such thing as too small.”  Emma took the cage from Jessica and then demonstrated how it worked using her little finger.  “His little thing goes in like this, and then it should be too small for him to get hard.  Then, you lock it on and there’s this little key here.”  The key was attached to the cage by a small chain.  “Put this on a necklace or something.  Good for him to see it.  Hanging there in front of him.  Key to his happiness.”

“I’ll try not to lose it,” Jessica said.

“Or just tell him that you’d like to let him out, but you’ve lost the key.”  Emma eyed Jessica with a mischievous look.  “And you’ve sent for a replacement, and it should be here in six months or so.” 

Jessica laughed and Emma grinned.

“I’ve called the locksmith and they’ll be here any minute,” Jessica said.  She picked up her glass and swirled the wine before taking a sip.  “You’ve had experience with white boys.”

“In high school.  I see Felicia every day, but she’s a properly trained white sissy.  But not since high school have I seen an unlocked white male.”  Emma closed her eyes and then opened them.  “Thank God.”

“Wasn’t that bad.  At least, it was over quick.”  Jessica remembered the warm sticky mess on her leg and frowned.

“Rubbing his little thing on you and making his little sissy mess.”  Emma shook her head.  “I would’ve spent the rest of the date in the shower trying to get clean.”

“His wife, Jennifer, seemed to realize what a disaster it was, and she licked it up as soon as she could.”

“Good instincts.  Good slave potential,” said a pleased Emma.

“I took the plastic cock with me like you suggested.  I’m sure I fucked her better than her husband ever has,” Jessica said remembering the strange pleasure of being the one doing the fucking for the first time.

Emma laughed.  “Don’t get too full of yourself dear.  It’s not exactly a high bar.  Being a better fuck than a white boy.”

“I guess I’ve been lucky.  That’s the only time I’ve ever been with a white boy.”  Jessica turned the cage in her hand and thought of how small it looked, but then she had another thought that Bobbi would have no trouble fitting into it.

“I dated a couple of white guys in high school.  Adolescence.  So glad that’s in the past.  I’d seen a few dicks.  Cousins, neighborhood boys.  All black.  But I’m making out with this white guy, and he pulls it out.  My first thought was that it was my fault.  He didn’t find me attractive and that’s why it was so little.  It was only later when I heard girl talk that I realized that’s just how most white boys are.  I did go with one more white boy.  He was such a sweetheart.  Looking back, I think he would have made such a good slave.  I mean, maybe he has.  I don’t know.  But having sex with him was more like fingering myself.”

“Why do white women put up with it?”  Jessica sighed.  “I just can’t imagine putting up with not having good sex.”

“I’m sure that there are many reasons.  He’s nice, like that boy I liked in high school.  Has money.  He’ll make a good father.  Trouble is that some white girls have discovered black dick and now they can’t get enough.  One of the reasons, we need to make them our slaves.  They can still get the big black cock, but the price is that they become our servants.”

“Jennifer seems to have good potential.”  Jessica smiled.  “Even if the only black cock she’s gotten has been plastic.”

Emma placed a hand on Jessica’s wrist.  “To assume her proper place in the hierarchy of the new order, she must not only learn her submissiveness to us, but also her superiority and mastery of her white husband.”

“How can I do that?”  Jessica asked.

“Some of it just happens naturally through her husband losing his maleness and his descent to the bottom of the hierarchy.  He’ll learn his true nature which is under her.” Emma picked up the pink cage from the table.  “Good place to start, and I’ve got some other ideas of things you can try.  You and John know the goal.  It’s a matter of the path you take on getting there and any adjustments you need to make on the way.  Just keep the goal clear in your minds.”
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“I know I can do better.  This really isn’t necessary,” Bobbi said.  Jessica sat on the bed and Jennifer stood beside him.  All three were naked and Bobbi was fully erect.

“I’ve been talking to Jessica, and I told her that you always or almost always cum too quick.  We just want to help you get more out of us being together.”  Jennifer had her hand on the back of his neck, and she let it slide down to give him a pat on his ass.

“A lot of guys have the same problem,” lied Jessica thinking that ‘a lot of guys’ should have been ‘a lot of white guys.’  “I’ve looked it up.  This will help.”

“Think of how much you’ll enjoy us.  None of that down time after you’ve cum.”  Jennifer pinched his ass playfully.  “I know you’re really getting off on this kinky stuff.”

Bobbi felt ganged up on.  Jessica and Jennifer had been talking.  Talking about his problem.  Figuring things out without him.  They had all undressed in the living room and he had been made to stay there while the women had gone back to the bedroom and closed the door “so they could talk first.”

“I just don’t think I’m going to like not being able to cum,” he complained, his voice a little high.

“Nonsense, Bobbi.  In fact, you get to cum first,” Jessica said.  She deliberately spread her legs in front of him by picking up one foot and moving it to the side and then the other.

Jessica tried to make her voice deeper and sexier.  “I want you to stand there and let me see you show off.  Play with that,” she started to say little and stopped herself, “big cock for me.”

Bobbi gave his dick a stroke as he stared at Jessica’s breasts.  Jennifer left for the bathroom and quickly returned holding toilet tissue in one hand and a rag in the other.

Bobbi stroked slowly with a light touch.  He knew he needed to take it easy, or he would cum too soon.  This was like a test of how long he could last.  Thoughts of being judged softened his dick just a little bit. 

Jessica cupped her breasts and then squeezed her nipples hard.  This forced the small grin that had started on her face.  She licked her lips as she closed her eyes and thought of Bobbi’s little thing in its proper cage.

This was too much for Bobbi. He was cumming just from the light stroking he’d been doing.  Looking at her had made him lose control. He was spurting, but he hadn’t seen Jennifer kneeling beside him.  She caught the cum in the tissue and then held it over the end of his dick to absorb the rest.

Once he had finished, Jennifer peeled back the tissue that was becoming stuck to his deflating penis.  She brought up the cold wet rag Jessica had told her to prepare.  Cleaning and wrapping his dick in it caused the deflation to accelerate and when she removed it, his dick was clean, cold and extra small.

Jessica pulled her handbag from the floor next to her.  Her hand disappeared into the bag and emerged with the pink chastity cage.

“That…that wasn’t fair,” Bobbi whined.  “I didn’t mean to. Let me do it again.”

Jennifer slapped him hard on the ass.  A stunned Bobbi stopped talking. She slapped him hard on the ass again and he looked down at Jennifer and saw how much she was enjoying this.

“You agreed, Bobbi.  No backing out,” Jessica said as she took his penis with her thumb and index finger and pushed it through the cage opening.

Bobbi looked at Jennifer and she raised her hand.  “No backing out,” she said.

“I’m not. I’m not,” Bobbi said and even he could hear how high pitched and trembly his voice was.

Jessica clicked the cage closed and then as Bobbi watched, she took the key which she had placed on a long gold chain and put it over her head.  It hung down between her breasts. 

“Better do as I say, Bobbi or I just might lose it.”  Jessica smiled broadly as her eyes narrowed.  He gulped and looked down at Jennifer who was giving him the same look.

Jessica reached forward and took his wrist.  “Don’t worry, Bobbi.  We’re going to focus on you.  Give you a chance to learn.  Not all pleasure is focused on the head of your dick.

Jennifer patted him on the ass.  She was gentle and it was not a hard slap, but he tensed anyway. 

Jessica pushed herself back on the bed.  “Kneel, Bobbi.”  She raised a hand and said, “Jennifer.”

Bobbi got to his knees while Jennifer picked up her handbag and pulled out a black dildo.  She handed it to Jessica.

Jessica put her hand between her legs.  She inserted a finger.  Bobbi thought he was going to lick her pussy, but she held up a hand to stop him.  Caging the little white boy had made her wet.  Seeing Jennifer slap his ass had made her wetter.  She took the dildo and pushed the head against her slit.

Jessica spread her legs a little more and pushed the dildo into her.  She reached out and gripped Bobbi’s balls hanging under the cage.  Squeezing, she heard him moan in pain and then the dildo was in her.  She fucked herself while she patted his balls softly at first and then harder.  Jessica knew that torturing the little white boy’s balls was going to bring her so much pleasure in the future.

But for now, she pulled the dildo out looked Bobbi in the eye.  “Suck my dick” and she propped the dildo between her legs. It stood straight up looking like she had a hard black dick for him.

Bobbi hesitated. 

Jennifer slapped his ass hard.  They both said ouch at the same time as she had struck him so hard that her hand stung.

“She’s offering to let you taste her.  You like my taste.  Now, lick her dick.”

Bobbi lowered himself to his elbows and kissed and licked the glistening black cock.  Jessica looked down at him smiling.

“Give it a good sucking,” she said.  “Makes me wet watching you do it.”

He opened his mouth and took the dildo into his mouth and began sucking. 

Jessica watched for a moment, but then it was too hot for her.  She felt like she might cum just from watching her future slave suck her cock. 

Jessica took the cock from him and handed it to Jennifer.  Raising her legs, she trapped his head between her thighs.  “Main course,” she said.

She started stroking his hair as he ate her pussy.  “Such a good cocksucker,” she said with a moan.  Maybe that would be his new nickname.  No, she thought, Bobbi would be enough of a fem name for him plus it was his real name.

Bobbi licked and was lost in the taste of her.  He pushed his tongue in and out of her wetness.  He felt a hand on his balls and knew it was Jennifer.  Then that hand moved between the cheeks of his ass.  A finger pressed against his hole, and he tried to get up from Jessica’s pussy.

Jessica held him down with her hands and her thighs.

“It’s okay, Bobbi,” Jennifer patted his ass with one hand and pressed her finger against his hole with the other hand.  Her finger slipped in.

Jennifer rubbed his ass while she began finger fucking him.  “It’ll be more pleasure.  I swear, just relax.”

Bobbi tensed instead but he kept licking.  Jessica was rubbing her fingers through his hair. 

Jennifer removed her fingers and Bobbi felt relief.  Jessica moaned and looked at Jessica down at the foot of the bed.  She had pulled the strap on up her legs and was rubbing Vaseline on it.  Jessica extended her legs and then wrapped them around Bobbi’s back so she could hold him in place.

Bobbi felt the fake cock wet with lube probing between his cheeks.  She was sliding it up and down searching for his hole.  He tried to pull away from Jessica’s pussy.  It was then he realized he was trapped, and Jessica had a strong grip on each of his wrists.

Jennifer had her hands on his hips as she pushed, and the tip of the dildo entered his hole.  Pulling against his hips and pressing the dildo forward, it slipped into him. 

Bobbi struggled, but Jessica was stronger than he realized.  Her legs held him to her pussy, and he did not have leverage to break her grip on his wrists. 

Jennifer slowly pulled out and pushed in again quickly and then she was fucking him.  He continued to tense against the assault, but he just couldn’t get away.

It got worse.  He started to like the feeling.  Bobbi told himself he was being assaulted but he began moaning against Jessica’s pussy.  He could feel Jennifer’s breasts against his back.  Her hands were reaching underneath him to play with his nipples. 

It was all so wrong, Bobbi thought.  It was even more wrong when he began to moan in pleasure.  Jennifer continued fucking him harder and faster.  Then he shuddered and moaned loudly in pleasure as Jennifer pulled out and Jessica released him.  He rolled over on his side and began to cry. 

Bobbi was not sure if it was pleasure or pain.  He felt so confused as he lay on the bed and wept.  Jennifer leaned over and kissed him.  She wiped at his cage with the rag.

“It’s okay, honey.  I’m sure it’s confusing, but your body liked it.  You leaked cum in your cage.”

Jennifer laid down in front of him and pulled his arm over her.  Jessica slipped in behind him and then threw her arm over both of them.
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Jennifer was worried when Bobbi did not talk to her about what had happened.  She had called and spoken with Jessica who told her to give him some time.

“Being locked up in the cage will help.  I’m sure he’s having some confusing thoughts about things.  But horniness will help open him up.  Just let it be for now.”

Jennifer asked if she and Jessica could get together.  She had told her that it was important that Bobbi be there to participate.  This shot down the idea she had wanted to ask, but she asked anyway.  “What about just us and John?” 

“John said he doesn’t want to risk a jealous husband coming back at him, so Bobbi had to agree and had to participate so he would know that fucking her was okay.”

Jennifer was having a hard time of it herself.  How horny did she have to get before her needs were met?  She missed Jessica and how good her fucking had been.  She got hornier when she thought about how it would be with Jessica’s husband, John.

Jennifer decided to help things along.  That’s what she tried to tell herself anyway.  She began watching porn with black guys with big dicks fucking white women like her.  She found herself in front of the computer with her hand between her legs and she found it even hotter when the video showed a cucked husband as his wife got fucked by the big cocks.

Jennifer went to her bedroom and opened her drawer to get one of her toys, a big black dildo.  She didn’t realize that Bobbi had followed her.

“When are we seeing Jessica.  I’ve been so horny.  She has the key and I need to be unlocked.”  He saw what she had in her hand and said, “I’m sorry.  I didn’t…”

Jennifer shut the drawer but held the dildo in her hand.

Finally, she thought and turned and patted the bed.  “I was wondering about you.  You haven’t been very talkative since the last time we were with her.”

Bobbi sat on the bed and stared at the floor.  “I don’t know what to say.”

“Well, what are you worried about?  You’re upset, but you don’t want to talk about it.”  Jennifer slid along the bed to put her arm around him.

“I think I’m gay or something.  You said I came that night.  I came from getting fucked.”

Jennifer could feel a slight tremble in his shoulders. “You’re you and I love you.  Cumming’s a physical thing.  You were stimulated and you came.  It’s physiological.”

She took his hand and placed it against her breast.  “Still like my tits.”

Bobbi gave a light squeeze. 

Jennifer hugged him.  “Whatever you are, I love you.”  She kissed his cheek and put her finger on a tear that she found there. 

She put her hand between his legs and felt the chastity cage.  Bringing the dildo across to him, she laid it in his lap.  “Remember the last time you came.”

Bobbi looked down at the dildo.  He touched it tentatively like he thought it might shock him.  “This is just so big.  You like big, don’t you?”

Jennifer sighed.  “Yes, I like big cocks.  All women do or most of them.  I like big cocks, but I love you.”  She squeezed his shoulder.  “I’m sorry I haven’t been more honest, but I didn’t want to hurt your feelings.”

“If I’m honest with myself, I think I already knew that.  I’ve seen what you’ve been looking at on the computer.”

Jennifer used her hand to turn his face towards her and she kissed him on the lips and thrust her tongue into his mouth.  She pulled back and smiled at him.

“To be completely honest, I’m at least as horny as you are.”  She reached up and pinched one of his nipples.  “And I really want to fuck my husband.”

She got up and took her robe off and laid it on the bed.  “Take off your clothes and get on the floor on your knees.”

Bobbi obeyed and slipped quickly out of the t-shirt and boxers he had been wearing.

Jennifer stood over him and remembered some of the videos she had seen.  Holding the dildo in front of her she walked in front of her kneeling husband.

“You want me to fuck you, don’t you?”  Jennifer pointed the dildo at him.

“Yes,” he said as he looked up.  “I really need to cum.”

“Beg me, then.”

Bobbi looked up at her confused. 

Jennifer looked back at him and smiled to let him know it was okay.  She patted his head affectionately.  “Beg me.  Beg for my big dick.  Beg to be my bitch.”

Bobbi felt strangely relieved and began begging.  “Please fuck me.  Please.  I need your big cock.  Please fuck me.”

Jennifer stood in front of him holding the dildo in front of her.  “Well then.  Be my bitch.  Suck my cock.”

He leaned forward and kissed the tip of the dildo.

“I said, suck it.”

Bobbi opened his mouth and began sucking back and forth on the dildo.  He looked up at her as he licked it all over and kissed the hand holding it.  He continued sucking as she bent over him and slapped his ass.

“Hope that ass is tight bitch.  I’m going to fuck it hard.”

Jennifer heard Bobbi moan and slapped his ass again.  “Hold on a sec.”  She let go of the dildo, but Bobbi held it and continued to suck on it.

She ran to her nightstand, opened it, and pulled out the jar of lubricant she had there.  Opening the jar, she handed it to him.

“Make my cock nice and slick for your pussy.”

Bobbi ran lubricant all over the dildo and then handed it to her.

Jennifer got behind him and kneeled.  She wished she had the strap-on, but this would do.  She used the tip of the dildo to separate his cheeks and then pressed it against his hole.

“Ready for my cock, bitch.”

Before he could answer, she pressed the dildo against his hole and saw it slide into him.  She brought one hand underneath him to feel his balls as she used the other hand to pump his ass with the dildo.

“Looks like I’m not the only one who likes big cocks.” 

She fucked him hard and fast and squeezed his balls and heard him shake and moan.  She brought her hand up between her legs and pressed hard into her pussy and rubbed roughly against it.

Bobbi moaned and shook, and she thrust hard and deep.  He moaned and then tensed and relaxed and then he was thanking her over and over for the ‘good fucking.’

He lay on the floor in front of her.  Using her foot, she prodded his ass.

“My turn, bitch.  Clean it off and come to bed.  Hope you like hot pussy in your mouth.  Bring your big cock with you after you get it clean.”

Jennifer laughed and jumped onto the bed on her back.  She looked over at the nightstand for her phone.  She needed to call Jessica and tell her that Bobbi was ready.
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Jessica had listened to Jennifer and had made a suggestion.  Bobbi seemed to enjoy having his ass slapped and he would probably enjoy being spanked.  She said that men were basically selfish and didn’t tend to think of their partner’s needs, so they wanted sex on their schedule.  Jennifer should initiate the sex instead of waiting on him.

“I think he’s a little on the submissive side,” Jessica said.

“A little,” Jennifer exclaimed thinking of her husband on his knees sucking on her dildo.

“Or a lot,” agreed Jennifer laughing.  “Lean into it and the sex will get better.  Oh, John would love it.  He’s dominant.  Not submissive, but it makes him horny seeing a wife do that to her husband.  Especially when he’s about to give that woman a good fucking.”

Jennifer had a quick thought about how Jessica had said that being with another couple was a first for them as well.  But her comment could have meant something different, and it didn’t really matter.  Besides, prior experience would have just made them better at it.  Thoughts of being manipulated never occurred to her.

What did occur to her was the arousal that came over her when she thought about dominating her husband and her imagining what John’s big cock would feel like inside her.

It had been much easier than she thought it would be.  She had imagined his resistance to being paddled.  Perhaps he would cry and then question what it said about him that he was being spanked by his wife.  Or that he was being spanked and fucked by his wife and he liked it. 

She had simply snuck up behind him and grabbed him around the waist while he was washing dishes.  It was amazing how much more helpful he was around the house since he had his dick caged.  She should have done that when they first got married.  She had squeezed him into her and bumped her pelvis into him and told him she was going to fuck him.

Jennifer was happy that he submitted so easily, but she also wanted him to fight back a little.  Just so she could be more dominant and force him to submit to her.  She told him that she would spank him, and he had crawled over her lap without a word.  He didn’t even wait for her to convince him with her argument that she thought that it aroused him. 

She wanted to spank him harder, but her hand wouldn’t take it.  She needed to get a paddle and had one in mind.  There was one she had seen online that had ‘husband trainer’ written on it and she wanted it.  She thought not only of using it, but also hanging it on a wall where other people could see it.  They’d laugh because it was funny.  She would laugh with them while thinking of how red she made her husband’s ass with it.

Jennifer had to improvise when she stopped because of how her hand hurt.  She grabbed her purse and switched to a hairbrush.  She could not hit as hard but could tell from the sounds he made that the bristles stung.  She spread his legs to finger fuck him.  His balls hanging right there gave her another idea.  She paddled them with her hand making sure to use a light touch.  Then using the hairbrush until he was begging her to stop.

Hearing her husband beg was like music to her and she planned to use that whenever she wanted something.  That was a lie she told herself.  She would do it just because it gave her pleasure.

Jennifer became so aroused that she needed her toy.  She took the dildo from the table and had him get off her lap. 

“You need to learn something new.”

He had kneeled in front of her as if it was his natural position in front of his wife. 

Jennifer spread her legs and pushed her hand against her crotch.  “I want to watch you masturbate.”

Bobbi grabbed his cage and looked at her.  “How can I…”

“Not like that.  Play with your ass.  Rub your tits.  Don’t be so limited.  Play.  Explore.  Let me watch you learn all the ways that you haven’t learned before because you focused on your dick.”

She watched as he uncertainly began rubbing his ass.  He played with his balls and then inserted a finger into his ass.  He stroked his nipples for her.  She watched and began riding the dildo as she watched her husband squirm before her as he explored his own body.

After bringing herself to orgasm, she held the dildo in front of her slick with her wetness.  She did not have to say a word.  He crawled to her and licked the dildo and began sucking it.  Bobbi continued licking when she moved the dildo aside and pushed his face into her. 

Bobbi licked and sucked at her pussy and thought he was doing a bad job when his wife picked up her phone.  He began thrusting his tongue against her more urgently.  She reached down and pried him away.

“Gently, gently, Bobbi.”

Jennifer let out a low moan when he applied the right amount of pressure.  She had had an orgasm earlier and was feeling deliciously close.  She wanted to ride the edge for a bit longer.  She texted Jessica to tell her how well her suggestions had gone. 

She tried to just ask, but she knew her repeated asking was really a way of her begging.  So, she begged that she be able to finally meet John.  Jessica asked for one thing and after that, she would tell John that they were ready.

Jennifer laughed at the request.  Then she pushed Bobbi back and handed him the dildo.

“Grab the lube, honey.  Jessica says she misses you.  She wants to see you masturbate with the dildo.  You know.  She wants to watch because it makes her hot.  Then she said, all of us can get together.”

Bobbi took the dildo from her but got up slowly and took some time getting the lubricant.

“Bobbi, Bobbi.  Come here right now.”

He walked in front of her and knelt.  Why was he choosing now to be resistant?  She didn’t really care because she knew this had to happen for her to get the dick she craved.

“Get down on the floor and fuck yourself with the dildo so Jessica can see.”  She held the phone in front of her and started recording.  “Or she’s going to see me paddling your ass and then she’s going to see you fucking your bright red ass with the dildo.”

Jennifer knew she had been right about how good dominating him made her feel when she felt the shudder of an orgasm pass through her as she watched her husband lube the dildo and insert it into his ass.

When he finished, he just laid there with the dildo in his ass.  She knelt beside him and cleaned his cage.  She was happy that he was able to have another of these new types of orgasm.  Kissing him, she stroked his hip with her hand and removed the dildo.  He tried to get up but only got as far as his knees.  He crawled along on the carpet as she bent with her on his shoulder and led him to bed. 

Jennifer crawled in behind him and put her arm around him.  “You’re such a good boy.”

Bobbi sighed with pleasure.
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John and Jessica welcomed their new white slaves to their home.  Jennifer and Bobbi did not think of themselves as slaves, but John and Jessica did.  John told Jessica that she had done an excellent job of preparing them and that he was ready to take things to the next level.

Jennifer felt overcome when John had opened the door.  Here was a man.  He made her aware of Bobbi’s weakness and inadequacy just by his presence.  His arms were strong, and he stood there with a confidence that eluded her husband. 

Jessica greeted her with a kiss that made Jennifer weak in her knees.  This woman had fucked her better than Bobbi ever had.  She had a passing thought of how much better her husband would be.  A real man to fuck her and she would give herself to him as a real woman should.

Bobbi felt like an afterthought at first, but then Jessica kissed him hard on the mouth and reached around to grab his ass with her hand.  “You make me hot,” she told him.  It made him feel good but also confused.

He was not used to a woman tell him that he aroused her.  Jennifer tried but he felt he detected a hint of her lying as she tried to bolster his self-confidence.

John led them to the living room where he sat in one chair while Jessica took the other.  They directed Bobbi and Jennifer to the couch.  Jennifer sat down and Bobbi started to, but Jessica stopped him.

“Bobbi, there’s a bottle of wine in the kitchen and some glasses on a tray.  Be a dear and fetch them for us.”  Better to start her new servant out right, Jessica thought as she saw Bobbi walk in the direction she pointed.

“I’ve been looking forward to meeting you,” Jennifer told John as she felt a nervous energy move through her body.

He smiled.  “I have been looking forward to meeting you as well.”

Simple words, Jennifer thought but she already felt wet.  She crossed one leg over the other.  “Bobbi’s been looking forward to it too.”

Bobbi returned with the bottle and the tray.  “I heard my name mentioned.”

“I was telling John how much you were looking forward to meeting him,” Jennifer said. 

He put the bottle and tray on the coffee table in front of the couch.  “Yes, but maybe not as much as my wife.”  He shut up when Jennifer did not smile at his little joke.

“Bobbi, if you wouldn’t mind serving us,” John said with a wink at Jessica that only she could see.

“Of course, no problem.”  Bobbi took the glasses and poured from the open bottle he had found in the kitchen.  The damp cork on the counter showing that it had been opened just before their arrival.  He served everyone and as he presented each glass, he fought against the instinct to bow.

“You look a little jumpy, Bobbi.  Are you nervous?”  John asked.

“I’m just… Maybe a little,” Bobbi stammered.  “I’ll be okay.”

Jessica stood up.  She held out her hand.  “Give me that,” she said indicating the wine glass.  “I’ve got something a little stronger in the kitchen.  Let me get you a glass.”

Bobbi sat down on the couch next to Jennifer. 

John smiled.  “If we all just take moment to relax before we start.  I think we’ll have a much better time.”

Jessica returned with a large glass full of a pale orange liquid.  She held it out for Bobbi so he could taste it through the straw.

“Now, it does have some alcohol in it.  A little more than the wine anyway.”

It had a sweet orange taste, but he could taste the alcohol in the burn it left in his throat.

Jessica sat so that Bobbi was between her and Jennifer.  She held the glass so that Bobbi could suck down some more.  She placed it on the table and looked at John who had a bright smile on his face. 

She thought it a little juvenile when John had insisted on marking the glass with his cock.  He had taken the glass and rubbed his cock in it and dangled his balls in it.  He told her he knew that she had only let this white boy come close to her pussy because it was part of the plan.  He insisted that this was part of the plan as well.  John told her that coating the inside of the glass with his pheromones would make Bobbi more submissive.  Maybe, she thought.  Or maybe he just wanted to mark his new white slave with his scent.

Bobbi did seem to relax a little and he picked up the glass himself and sucked down another gulp.

“I’ve been looking forward to seeing you again, sweet boy.”  Jessica put her hand on Bobbi’s chest and rubbed a nipple.  Jennifer watched Jessica and joined in by rubbing his other nipple. 

Jennifer knew that John would not touch her until he was satisfied with her husband’s submissiveness, and she kissed him and ran her tongue in his ear.  Jessica extended her hand across Bobbi so she could feel Jennifer’s breast and then she joined her as they attempted a three way kiss with Bobbi in between them. 

“Have some more,” Jennifer said holding the straw to Bobbi’s lips.  “Show John that little thing you’re wearing.  He hasn’t seen your cage.”

Bobbi sighed with pleasure as the two women stripped him.  Jennifer pulled his t-shirt over his head while Jessica unzipped his jeans.  Together the two women pulled off his jeans.  Jennifer helped him to his feet and helped steady him while Jessica yanked down his boxers.

John smiled as he looked at Bobbi standing there naked except for the little pink chastity cage.  His little balls hung just underneath, and he was so small that he could have hid that he was a male with one hand.  White boys are just a different kind of girl, John thought.  He felt his cock stir at the thought that he was just a different kind of girl that needed to be broken in.

John stood up.  “My turn.”  He started to unzip.  “But I don’t want to be impolite.  Ladies first.”

Jessica got up and took off what she was wearing while she watched Jennifer.  She smiled as Jennifer took her clothes off so fast it was like they were on fire.

John looked at her as she stood naked before him.  He licked his lips and saw her tremble with her desire.  Turning to Bobbi, he unbuttoned his shirt and pulled it off revealing a taut six pack of stomach muscles and a powerful chest.

He unzipped his pants and lowered them revealing that he wore no underwear.  His cock hung thickly down his thigh.

Bobbi stared.  Jennifer had talked to him beforehand.  He knew what was expected and he had agreed.  But it was different when it was just the two of them and it had been theoretical.  Then it had been about pleasing and obeying his wife.

John’s voice was low and commanding.  “Bobbi, I just can’t feel comfortable without knowing Jennifer’s husband is okay with this. I told her you had to tell me it was okay to be with her but not just with words.  Your body and heart have to be in it as well and you have to prove it.”

“Yes Sir,” Bobbi said, and he realized that he had not meant to use “Sir”, but it had seemed so natural. 

“Giving my cock to her means I’m giving it to you as well.  If you accept, then cover over here and kneel.  Take it into your mouth.”

Bobbi knelt in front of him.  John held his cock up to his face.  Bobbi brought it close to his mouth and he took in a breath.  The musky scent was a real man he thought.  He looked up at John and kissed the head of his cock.  A real man who he was not.  A strange sense of arousal spread through his body.  His balls tightened and his dick filled his cage.  His nipples became erect as he opened his mouth wide and took the head of John’s cock into his mouth.

He looked up into John’s eyes as he tasted his cock in his mouth.  He held as much as he could which was only an inch or so past the head.  Then he just sucked for several moments feeling like he needed to have this big black cock in his mouth.  It felt warm and full on his tongue.  Soft as it matched his tongue but urgent as it pulsed with power.  John slid it gently in and out of his mouth.  John’s hands rested on his head. 

John pulled his cock back from Bobbi’s mouth and painted his face with the now wet tip. 

In a low voice, he ordered Bobbi, “Worship it with your tongue.”  Bobbi licked at the large black cock.  He licked from the base where the pubic hair scratched his face and tongue back out to the tip where there was a change in taste.  Pre-cum and piss and the musk of a real man.  A taste of masculinity which overcame him telling him that he was in his place kneeling before the real man. 

John held his cock up and Bobbi tilted his head slightly so he could kiss the big black balls hanging underneath.  He kissed each one and then opened his mouth to suck each one.  Bobbi knew he could never pretend to be a man again, but he didn’t care.  He wanted to be right here worshipping this man’s balls with his mouth.

He licked the balls with his tongue, and he continued licking up the underside of the cock as John lowered it so he could have in once more in his open mouth.  

His mouth opened and he held as much in his mouth as he could.  As he sucked, Jennifer knelt beside him and kissed this cheek.  Her lips separated from the cock in his mouth by the thin flesh on his cheek. 

“Jennifer, shall I feed him?”  John asked.

Bobbi looked to the side and his eyes met Jennifer’s.  She brought her hand up and stroked the shaft on the cock that he could not get into his mouth.

“Yes Sir.  Please feed him.”

“He will never be the same,” John said.

“I know, Sir.  Please feed him.”  Jennifer stroked fast while Bobbi continued to suck.

“Forever a sissy cocksucker.”

“Yes Sir,” Jennifer said stroking faster.  Bobbi gulped and sucked harder moving his mouth back and forth faster and faster.

“Then feed, sissy, feed.”

Bobbi felt a man cumming in his mouth for the first time.  The urgency and release.  Hot, salty cum filling his mouth.  Choking him as he tried to gulp it down his throat.  Too much for him, it began leaking from the sides of his mouth.

He felt Jennifer licking the side of his mouth where the cum leaked on that side.  On the other side of his mouth, the cum ran down his chin and dripped down onto his chest.  He held the cock in his mouth and drank what he could until John gently pulled his cock away.

Bobbi kissed the cum on the end of the big cock in front of him and then he opened his mouth.  He swept his tongue over the cockhead licking it clean.  Then he moved to lick the shaft clean.  There was so much.  He licked more that had dripped down on John’s balls.

Finally, he looked up at John with cum smeared on his face.  “Thank you, Sir.”

Jennifer was there licking the cum from his face.  “Thank you, honey.  Thank you so much.”  She cleaned the cum from Bobbi’s face.

He sat back with a feeling of intense satisfaction.  He knew it was his imagination, but it felt real.  The cum still coating his throat.  It seemed to spread through his body making his nipples, balls, and dick vibrate with warmth and ache.

Bobbi knelt there and lowered his head to his chest.

“You need more don’t you Bobbi,” John said.

Hearing John’s voice made Bobbi aware of the itch he felt in his asshole. An itch and the need to have his hole filled.  The need to be fucked.

“Yes Sir,” Bobbi said looking up at John.

“What do you need?  Tell me.”

“I need you to fuck me Sir.  I need your cock.  Please fuck me.”

John smiled down at him.  He put his hand on Bobbi’s head.  “Very good.  I will make you, my bitch.”

“John,” Jessica said.  “He’s not up to that.  Not yet anyway.”

“Yeah, he’s not ready yet,” Jennifer added.

“I’m sorry Bobbi.  They’re right.  You’ll have to train your ass and your mouth to be able to fully service my cock.”

Bobbi looked up at John with his need and yearning.

“Don’t worry sissy.  You’ll get there.  Perhaps your wife or Jessica can help with your current need.  Satisfy your need for now.”

“With pleasure, Sir,” Jennifer said.  Looking at Jessica she said, “Do you have…”

“Of course,” Jessica laughed, “I’ve got the toys for the party right over here.”

Jennifer followed Jessica to a small chest set against the wall.  The two women stood up and strap-ons with black cocks hung from their arms.  Bobbi watched as they stepped into them and tightened the straps.  Then the two women approached him with their fake cocks sticking out in front of them. 

Jennifer opened a jar of lubricant and placed it on the floor.  She kissed him on the cheek.

“I’m going to fuck you now.  Help train that boy pussy.  We’ll have to get bigger dildos to open up that pussy so Master John can fuck you like you want.  Lots of fucking.”

Jessica took a position in front of him.  Her dick waving before him.

Bobbi turned his back looking at his wife as she smeared lubricant on her fake cock.  “It’s Master John, now.”

“Of course, sissy,” Jennifer said slapping his ass.

“And I’m a sissy?” Bobbi asked.

“Honey, ask yourself, would a real man be on the floor begging to have his mouth and ass filled with cock?”

It was true he thought.  He wanted cock.  He needed cock.  Cock fucking his boy pussy and cock fucking his mouth.

Jennifer placed the tip against his hole.  “Now, no more questions bitch or I’ll tell all your friends how much you like getting butt fucked.”

Bobbi opened his mouth in surprise.  Jennifer slid her cock into him while Jessica took the opportunity to fill his mouth and he heard John laugh.

John settled in his chair so that Jennifer could see him.  He spread his legs so she could see how watching her fuck her husband aroused him.  Running a hand slowly and loosely along the shaft of his big cock. 

Bobbi sucked on Jessica’s dildo as he felt Jennifer fucking him harder and faster.  She reached underneath him to stroke and rub his nipples.  He moaned with his ache and need.  He closed his eyes and sucked on Jessica. 

Then with his eyes closed, he remembered what Jennifer had said.  He was a sissy now.  Would his friends be able to tell by looking that he should be bent over and fucked?  Would they push him to his knees and feed him their cocks?  The thought shamed him, but it was what he wanted.  Hot shame and hot cum.  They would laugh at him as he begged to serve their cocks.

Jennifer fucked him with long strokes which were getting faster as she watched John’s cock harden.  She wanted it.  He would fuck her hard.  Right now, it was making him hard watching her fuck her husband.  Maybe she’d make sure he got plenty of cock.  Plenty of cock if it meant that she’d get fucked by big cocks as well.  She bent over Bobbi’s back and pressed her aching tits into his back.  Using his back to rub her nipples as she pounded her husband’s pussy. 

John smiled at Jennifer and pointed his hard cock at her. She drove her fake cock deep in Bobbi’s ass and felt the base push into her clit as she ground into him.  Jessica held his head deep onto her black dick.  Bobbi moaned and shook with a deep, powerful pleasure.

Jessica pulled out of his mouth as Jennifer withdrew from his ass.  He could hear Master John’s voice.

“Bobbi, I’m going to fuck your wife.  Is this okay with you?”

Bobbi looked at his Master with his big hard cock and then saw his wife with her eyes wide and her mouth open.  He could see the anticipation, hunger and need in her.

“Of course, Sir, please fuck her.  She needs and deserves better than me.  Please fuck her Sir and Thank you for fucking her.”  The words tumbled from his mouth.  He wanted nothing more than for his Master to please himself with his wife and he wanted nothing more than to see his beautiful wife get the pleasure from being fucked by him.

“Jennifer,” John said.  “Bring your sissy into the bedroom.  It’s only appropriate that he help you.”

Jennifer took his arm and pulled him roughly forward.  He was crawling and trying to get up.  She would have dragged him into the bedroom if she had to.

John led the way.  Jennifer followed with Jessica behind them.  She had grabbed something else from the toy chest.

John stood with his back to the bed.  Jennifer knelt before him and kissed his hard cock.  Bobbi watched and knew he had never seen such desire in his wife. 

John fell backwards onto the bed with his cock sticking up like a long thick pole.  Jennifer straddled his legs and climbed onto the bed. 

She crawled forward on her knees turning back to shout at Bobbi, “come here, bitch.”

Bobbi knew what was needed.  He knelt next to the bed and held his Master’s cock feeling it’s girth.  He held the cock still as his wife held herself above it.  As she lowered herself, Bobbi held the cock, so it made contact with her pussy.  As she continued to lower herself, the tip of his cockhead split her and entered her.  Then, Jennifer lowered herself and he watched his Master’s cock disappear up into his wife.  She shook and then raised herself and moaned as she lowered herself again.

He watched in amazement at how his wife was able to ride up and down on the big cock.  A hard slap on his ass and Jessica was yelling at him.

“Lazy, sissy bitch, come over here.”

Jessica took his forearm and pulled him to the foot of the bed. 

Bobbi watched his wife riding his Master’s cock.

“Your Master’s balls could use some attention.  Get in there with your tongue.  His balls, her ass.  Put your tongue to use.”

Bobbi knelt and began licking as Jessica had told him.

Jessica continued, “I’ve got something to break in.”

He heard but didn’t realize what Jessica had also said until he felt the sting as she hit his ass with a paddle.

“Sometimes a sissy gets punished for doing something bad.”  Jessica laughed.  “Sometimes a sissy gets punished just because we want to.”

She was warming his ass with the paddle and then she hit harder.  Softer, harder.  He never knew what was coming but she was making his ass hot.  He felt desire.  He liked it.  He didn’t like it.  It was all mixed with pleasure and pain running through him.

Bobbi licked his wife’s wetness from his Master’s balls.  He smelled her desire and the mixture of their mingled sex from her ass.  Then he couldn’t keep up as it all blended.  She gave a big moan as he held her hips with his hands and they both shook in ecstasy.  His wife collapsed on Master John’s chest.  Bobbi was licking cum that flowed out of his wife’s pussy and onto Master John’s balls. 

His ass burned from Jessica’s paddle.  Then it was over, and he buried his head into the bed between John’s legs.

After a few moments, Jennifer rolled off John.  She laughed.

“I… I’ve never felt that good in my life,” Jennifer sighed.

“Where’s my sissy cleanup?” John asked as he held Jennifer.

“Bobbi,” Jennifer called.

He got up and looked at his wife lying there with John’s arm cradling her. 

“I’ve made such a mess.  Be a good boy and clean up John, then you can have the treat he left for you,” she said as she stroked John’s chest.

John held his softening cock out for Bobbi who began licking the cum.  “Thank you, Master.  Thank you.  He licked the cum even as he was also trying to express his gratitude for his Master having given his wife such a wonderful fucking.

Bobbi felt a hand spreading his legs and tapping his balls ever so lightly and then suddenly a hard slap and he grunted with pain.

John laughed.  “Don’t mind her Bobbi.  I told Mistress Jessica that a white boys balls were playthings and she could do anything she liked with hers.”

Jessica gripped them firmly. 

John laughed as he saw the pain in Bobbi’s eyes.  “Just please leave them attached to the sissy dear.”

Bobbi felt her pull on his balls.  “Do I have to dear?  I was thinking they would match nicely if I tore them off and wore them next to the key.”

Jennifer laughed along with John and Jessica.  “Whatever,” she said.  “They’ve never been very useful.  Bobbi, time for your treat.”  She raised the leg that was not lying over John’s leg and set it out to the side displaying her pounded leaking pussy.

“May I Miss Jessica?”  Bobbi asked.  “Please.”

“Such a polite white boy,” Jessica said.  “Yes, you may.  You can have all the cum you want.  It’s good for a sissy.”

Bobbi knelt between his wife’s legs and began sucking and licking her pussy.  He was grateful to have a Master who gave him so much cum to drink.  He licked and felt the bed depress as Jessica climbed on.

John said, “Jessica and I have something we’d like to discuss.”

Jennifer said, “The answer is yes, whatever it is.”  She curled a leg over her husband’s head pulling him into her pussy.

Jessica said, “We’re serious.  We believe in black superiority, and we want you to serve us.”

Jennifer looked at John and Jessica.  She looked at John’s magnificent cock.  She looked down and felt her inferior husband’s tongue eating her pussy.

“That’s just an obvious truth isn’t it,” Jennifer said.

“You would be our servant,” Jessica said.

“What would that entail?” Jennifer asked.

“Whatever we say,” said Jessica.  “But Bobbi would serve under you.  So, you also gain a servant in a way.”

“You would serve Jessica and myself sexually of course, if you’re open to that.  But you should take time to consider,” John sad.  “In fact, we have friends who own a white couple like you and Bobbi.  We can make arrangements for you to meet them, and they can tell you all about it.”

“The joys, happiness, pleasure, and even the downsides.  I’m sure there a quite a few.”  Jessica smiled.  “Probably more than a few.”

Jennifer released Bobbi by removing her leg.  He looked up.

Jennifer said, “I’d be happy to talk to them.  Perhaps, I should consult my husband.”

Bobbi looked at them, his face covered in cum and smeared with his wife’s juices.  He smiled and they laughed.

“A horny white sissy bitch like that,” said John.  “If you told her to go suck a fence post, you’d be taking splinters out of her tongue.”

They laughed again.

14

Lisa and Felicia met Jennifer and Bobbi at the door.  Bobbi saw Felicia curtsy and tried a little bow to be polite.

“Now, Felicia, that’s not how two sissies greet each other,” Lisa said admonishing her husband.

Felicia took a step towards Bobbi and put her arms around him and kissed him on the cheek.  Bobbi hugged her back awkwardly and kissed her cheek in return.

Lisa smiled and extended her hand toward Jennifer.  “I’m so happy to meet you.  Master and Mistress are out, and we have the house to ourselves.  I believe they’re seeing a movie.”

Jennifer smiled back and took Lisa’s hand as Lisa moved in to hug her.  “John and Jessica said I should talk to you.”

“I know.  Come on in.  Welcome to our home and to our lifestyle, I hope.”  Lisa turned to Felicia.  “Show Bobbi the kitchen.  Jennifer, would you like some coffee?”

“Sounds good.”

“Bring it to us on the terrace.  Bobbi knows how you like yours, I hope.”

“Hot and black.  Like my men.”

“Preach, sister, preach.”

Jennifer laughed politely and followed Lisa.  She noticed how perfect the house seemed.  Polished floors.  Nothing out of place.  No dust.  Like it was ready for a photo shoot, she thought.  “You have such a beautiful home.”

“Yes, keeps us busy.  I have Felicia do most of the work.  I do some, but mostly, I supervise her.” 

“Her?” Jennifer asked.

“Much easier.  Hard to think of her as a man anymore.  Just something I’ve gotten used to. Being feminized was hard on her and took a lot of work.  But now, she likes being a girl.  Being told she’s pretty.  The whole nine yards.  I found it best not to confuse her.  Not flipping from male to female.  Just a girl all the time.”

Lisa opened the door to the patio and led Jennifer to a chair at a table overlooking a long green lawn protected by a high wooden fence.

Jennifer pulled out a chair and sat.  “I’m not sure what I’m supposed to ask.  Do you have other staff?  This,” she pointed at the wide expanse of the yard, “must take a lot of work.”

“Felicia works hard.  Occasionally they might have someone in to do some planting or trimming or this or that.  But Felicia mows the whole thing.  Push mower.”

Lisa smiled as Felicia appeared at the doorway with Bobbi trailing behind.  Each had a white porcelain cup they presented to their Mistresses and then stood at attention.

“You should see her out there in her bikini pushing that mower.  Very unladylike, sweating.”  Lisa sipped her coffee and smiled her approval at Felicia.

“Bikini?” Jennifer said sounding puzzled.  “Wouldn’t she want to be more covered up with all the cut grass flying around and such.”

“So, she’ll have appropriate girlish tan lines.  Master’s idea.  Of course, she dresses that way if we go to the beach or to a pool.  Otherwise, she’d make a commotion. She likes the way the string bikini shows her ass.  She’s quite the flirt around men.”

Jennifer sipped her coffee and noticed how Felicia appeared anxious moving from foot to foot and holding her hands behind her.

“Would you mind just a moment.  Okay, Felicia, I’ll ask.”  Lisa smiled and turned to Jennifer.  “She’s so happy to have another sissy over that she can talk to.  Is it okay if she paints Bobbi’s nails?  I’m sorry.  I don’t mean to interfere with how you handle your sissy husband.”

“No problem.  Bobbi, that would be wonderful, don’t you think?  Pink like Felicia.”

“Of course, Miss Jennifer.”

“Felicia.  Bring it out here.  That table over there in the shade should be fine.  I do want you near in case we need anything.”

Felicia said, “Thank you Miss Lisa.  Thank you, Miss Jennifer.”  She grabbed Bobbi by the wrist and pulled him toward the door.

“It’ll be good for Bobbi.  He needs help being a she.  Let’s just say, she’ll need a lot of help.”  Jennifer smiled and sipped her coffee.  “And I am going to enjoy every moment of it.”

Lisa laughed and put her hand on Jennifer’s wrist.  “Now, you just ask anything you want.  Just be aware, I’m going to try and sell you on it.”

Jennifer said, “I’m not sure what you mean.  Why sell me on it?”

“It’s been wonderful for me.  It’s a great life.  I’m very fulfilled.  I have a great relationship with my husband.  But sometimes I wish there was another woman around like me.  Black owned with a sissy husband.  Sister slaves.”

“You don’t know anyone else like this?”  Jennifer asked.

“There are others.  Just not around here that we see.  There are black owned women, sissies, and such.  But singles.  At least up to now.  I know Master thinks as the lifestyle spreads and becomes more acceptable there will be more.”

“Thanks for being honest.  It’s a big step.  Any advice?”

Jennifer watched as Felicia came back out carrying a makeup bag and holding Bobbi’s hand.

“Try before you buy.  Make some sort of trial ownership.  You and Bobbi already have lives.  Are one or both of you going to work outside the home?  Is Bobbi going to go along with being femmed or he is going to balk at some point and try to reclaim his manhood?  Consider that being owned means they can have you do anything.  You really have to know them.”

“You’re right.  So many questions.”

Lisa laughed.  “I bet you’re like me.  I had been so miserable with Felicia over there as my husband.  I finally got some good black dick, and I was ready to do anything.”

Jennifer looked uncomfortable at how well Lisa had described her situation.

Lisa said, “It’s like moving in with a guy.  All those little things you didn’t know.  Getting used to them being grumpy in the morning or how they leave the bathroom, etc. etc.”

Jennifer said, “Thank you.  I’ve been so focused on how good the sex was.  But I’ve got a lot to think about.”

Lisa said, “Now, just remember.  I love it.  I’m happy.  I’m more than sexually satisfied.  Oh, how do you feel about having sex with someone else.  I mean, being told to be with one of their friends.”

Jennifer laughed nervously.  “They do that.”

“Of course, honey. You are property and they can do what they want with you.  Me personally.  I was a little shocked at first.  But turns out I’m a real slut and I mostly love it although there are a few times.”

“Thinking about it makes me kind of hot.” 

“Good, another slut like me,” Lisa laughed.

Both women watched Felicia giggle as she painted Bobbi’s nails. He looked uncomfortable.

“Now, Bobbi.  Do pay attention.  You’ll have to learn how to do all this for yourself.  You can’t be depending on Felicia to do this.”

“Yes Miss Jennifer,” Bobbi said turning back to Felicia.

“Of course,” Lisa said, “Felicia’s the real slut.  If she had her way, she wouldn’t curtsy to say hello, she’d drop to her knees instead.”

Jennifer laughed.  “You’d have a lot of happy deliverymen.”

“And free pizza,” Lisa added and both women laughed.

“Thank you, Lisa.  I’m going to do what you say.  I want to do this.  I’ll talk to our new owners and maybe do some sort of temporary thing to start.  Being femmed is going to be difficult for Bobbi.  Do you think, Felicia would be up to showing her how to do her makeup?”

Lisa smiled and took Lisa wrist.  “If it weren’t for the cage, she’d be up all the time.”

Both women laughed and Jennifer looked forward to bringing Bobbi back to Master John and Mistress Jessica.  She knew that they would be pleased at how well she was doing with her sissy.
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“She did an excellent job, Bobbi.”  Mistress Jessica held his hand and examined his nails. “I’m just surprised she didn’t do your toenails as well.”

Jennifer knelt by the chair and was masturbating Master John.  “Oh, I told her not to.  We stopped on the way and got another bottle of the same color.  Bobbi should do his own and he could use the practice.”

John saw Bobbi watching and licking his lips.  “Don’t worry sissy.  Your wife has such wonderful hands.  So soft, Jennifer dear.  She’ll have some nice hot cum for you in just a minute, Bobbi.”

“Yes Sir.  Thank you, Sir,” Bobbi said looking disappointed because he wanted the cum straight from Master’s cock.

Mistress Jessica squeezed his hand.  “It was a great sacrifice for Master John to allow an unfeminized sissy to touch his cock.  Now, as soon as he feels you’re enough of a girl, he’ll feed you like you want.”

Master John let out a low moan and Jennifer milked him into a condom.  Her hand massaged his massive cock as he filled the condom with hot cum.  She pulled off the condom and knelt to lick and clean her Master’s cum.  Bobbi watched as the condom swung in her hand as she licked John’s cock clean.  He was afraid it might fall out of her hand as it swung back and forth.

Jennifer looked up to see Bobbi watching the condom and she deliberately swung in back and forth.  “Hypnotized, are you?  Maybe I should see if I can get you to cluck like a chicken before I feed you?”

John and Jessica laughed. 

Jessica said, “I’m sure he’d do it if you waved your dick in front of him and promised he could suck it if he clucked.”

Bobbi looked hurt but didn’t take his eyes of the cum filled condom.

Jessica squeezed Bobbi’s hand.  “I’m sorry.  We shouldn’t play with your feelings when you’re so thirsty.”

“Come here, Bobbi.  Feeding time.”  Jennifer stood up and held the condom up.  “Get on your knees and I’ll feed you.” 

Bobbi got on his knees in front of her and looked up.  Jennifer held the condom at both ends and placed the opening in Bobbi’s mouth.  She raised the other end and used her fingers to squeeze the cum out to Bobbi’s mouth.

Bobbi drank the cum and waited patiently for the last drops.  When Jennifer finished, he stayed there making sure he got each drop.  She gave the empty condom to Bobbi.

“Here you go, sissy chewing gum,” Jennifer laughed as he took the condom into his mouth and moaned.

“Remember Bobbi.  More cum from a black man that you drink, the more of a girl you’ll be,” John said pleased at seeing Bobbi’s lust for his cum.

“He’s even talked to his friends about it,” Jessica said.  “Told them he had a new white sissy boy and he need to drink as much cum from black cocks as they could supply.”

“What did they say, Sir?” Bobbi asked eagerly.

“Before or after they laughed their ass’s off,” John said with a grin.  “They said that they’d make sure you had all you can handle.”

“Be careful slut,” advised Jessica.  “Every drop of black cum makes a sissy’s dick shrink.  You might overdose and never see it again.  That cage’ll just drop off.”

“I told them that your wife would be calling them.  Of course, telling them you were married was a whole other conversation.”  John looked at Jennifer.  “Don’t worry.  They know that you both belong to me.” 

“Go in the bedroom and get my phone,” John directed Jennifer, “and I’ll get you the number. Now they did mention that they’d like you to be around and watch while they fed him.”

Jessica said, “Take a video.  I’d like to see that.”
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Jennifer had laughed when they told her what they wanted to do.  She drove to the address provided.  Her sissy husband was excited about the prospect of being fed.  He begged her to teach him how to be more feminine for Master John.  She told him that she would talk with Lisa and that if he was lucky, she’d get Felicia to give him lessons and perhaps they would shop for clothes for him.

“Her.”  Jennifer told herself that she had to quit using male pronouns when referring to Bobbi.  Why was it so hard?  He never was, she thought, laughing at her own joke.

“This is the address they gave me.  If Master John hadn’t said it was okay, I’d be worried about this.  I think he probably knows more than he’s letting on.  The guy on the phone said that “the sissy restaurant is having an ‘all you can suck’ special for white boys.”

“Are you sure that it’s safe for you Miss Jennifer?  I mean, I hope it’s safe for me.  Feels a little dangerous.  I don’t want anything to happen to you.”

“Why, thank you, Bobbi.  Always nice to know you still care.  Are the guys going to hit on me?  Of course.  They asked me what I like to drink.  John knows them and he knows where we are.  I’m going to call him and let him know we’ve arrived and then check in with him at regular intervals.  I think he’s more worried about me keeping my hands off those gorgeous black cocks.”

Jennifer didn’t tell Bobbi that it was probably a bit of a test for her.  He wasn’t saying it too her directly.  It was like Lisa had told her.  These were men that John and Jessica would have over to the house and then give her to them.  Thinking of that made her want to masturbate.  She was a white slut just like Lisa.

She reached under the seat and pulled out a collar and leash.  “All sissies must be leashed.”  That’s what they told me, honey.  She slipped the collar on Bobbi and attached the leash. 

“Here, turn to face me.”  Jennifer dug in her purse and pulled out a tube of lipstick.  “This is cheap.  You might be going through a lot of it if they want you to freshen up between loads.”  She applied the lipstick to her husband’s lips and blotted at with a tissue.

Jennifer looked around and was surprised she didn’t see anyone about.  They would have been quite a sight if someone had been looking.  A white woman with a white man on a leash walking up the sidewalk to the front door of a house in a black neighborhood.

She started to knock but then she saw an envelope on the door with “Jennifer” written on it.  She opened to find a note that told her to enter through the door where there were more instructions.

She opened the door and pushed her leashed sissy inside ahead of her.  Inside was a small mudroom.  Work boots next to the door.  Two small straight back wooden chairs.  One had a single sheet of paper on top of a bag.  She read the note and laughed.

“Strip down Bobbi.” Jennifer reached up and took off his leash.  “It says strip the white boy naked, join him if you like, clothing optional for you.  I think I’ll wait and see.  But for you, let’s strip you down to your cage.”

Bobbi took off his shirt and pants.  He removed his shoes and socks letting his boxers be last.  As he pulled them off, he thought that Master John was right.  Too masculine for him.  He looked forward to shopping with Felicia.  He could get some nice panties to wear.

“Now turn around, Bobbi.”  I’m supposed to blindfold you and then cuff your hands behind your back.  Slip the leash back on and then knock.  Then I guess we’re going to see what and who’s up.”

Her phone chirped.  Jennifer finished with the blindfold.  She took a moment to answer the text.  “Master John says for you to enjoy yourself.  Of course, he tells me not to enjoy myself too much.”  She laughed.  She handcuffed Bobbi and knocked on the door.

A young black man opened the door.  He smiled brightly when he saw Jennifer.  “Hi, I’m James.”  He glanced at Bobbi and saw Bobbi’s small cock cage.  He laughed, “And this must be your husband.”

Two other young black men paused their video game and looked over their shoulder toward the door.

James said, “Mark, TJ.” Introducing them.

Mark said, “Get you something to drink.”

“Sure,” Jennifer said, “Got any good beer.”

“We got just what you wanted,” James said as Mark got up and walked out of the room to get it.

Jennifer saw that in the corner of the room there was a place cleared out with towels laid down covering the carpet.

James saw her looking at the corner.  “So, there’s no mess.  We didn’t know.  Might be a sloppy eater,” he said looking at Bobbi.

Jennifer took Bobbi’s arm and led him to the corner.  “Kneel down,” she commanded him. “These nice men have a place all set up for you.”

James held his finger to his lips.  “Sissy.  John didn’t tell us how much cum you wanted.  So, it’s just all the guys from the neighborhood.”

Jennifer tried hard not to laugh.  “Oh, Bobbi.  You are such a lucky sissy.  Your jaw will be sore, but your tummy is going to full of delicious black cum.”

Bobbi moaned which made Jennifer and the men in the room all have difficulty in not laughing out loud.

Mark brought Jennifer a beer which she cracked open.

TJ patted a spot on the couch next to him.  “You play?” he asked turning his attention to the game.

James announced, “My house, so I go first.”  He stood next to the television making sure that Jennifer got a good look.  He unzipped his jeans and pulled out his big black dick and started stroking it. Smiling as he got hard.

He walked over to where Bobbi knelt.  He put his hand on the sissy’s head and touched the head of his cock to Bobbi’s lips. His cock pushed into the sissy’s open willing mouth.

Mark sat down next to Jennifer and opened his own beer before picking up a controller.  Jennifer kept an eye on her sissy. 

TJ glanced at Jennifer and Bobbi in the corner before going back to his game.  “Did you know he was like that when you got married?”

“No, but I’m finding out more about him and white boys in general.”

“Truth.  A lot of them are like that.  Wouldn’t know it from the outside and next thing you’re walking in on one sucking a black dude off in the men’s room,” TJ said.

Jennifer laughed.  “You ever been the black dude in the men’s room getting his dick sucked by some white boy.”

“Me.  Never.”  TJ laughed.  “I prefer in the dark at the back of the club.  You know, like a gentleman.”

Jennifer smiled as she watched James clutch the back of Bobbi’s head and hold him tight against his crotch.  He pulled out slowly and let Bobbi lick some off as he wiped it across the sissy’s lips.

James turned around with his deflating cock hanging out of his jeans and said, “Next.”

Mark was already standing up and unzipping his jeans.  He held his cock up as he approached Bobbi and unbuttoned his top button.  He pulled down his pants and presented his balls to the sissy.

James sat down next to Jennifer where Mark had been sitting.  He noticed Jennifer looking at his big soft cock lying on his denim covered leg.

“No use putting it away.  I’ll be ready to go again in a minute.”

“Minute or two or half an hour,” snickered TJ.

Jennifer watched Mark feeding her sissy.  She asked James, “What made you think of the blindfold and the cuffs?”

“That’s what John told me.  Said he and Jessica saw it on some porn and she thought it was hot.  In the movie, the white boy doesn’t know which guys he’s sucked off, but the guys know he’s sucked them off.”

Jennifer laughed.  “Interesting.  So, he could be hanging out with friends pretending to be all macho, but the guys would know he’s a sissy and has sucked their cocks.”

“Yeah, that’s the idea,” James said.

“Oh, fuck.”

“What?” asked TJ.

Jennifer watched Mark wiping his cock on Bobbi’s face.  TJ put down his controller as he got up to take his turn with Bobbi.  “Jessica wanted me to make a video of it.”

“Taken care of,” James pointed at a red light of the camera setting on top of his computer monitor on the desk against the wall from Bobbi.”

“Ok, great.  Thanks.”

“Just give me your number and I’ll send you a copy.”

She laughed, that’s one way to get my number she thought.

TJ sat back down.  He looked over at James.  “Maybe it should be a regular thing.  You know, have a white boy in that corner for whenever we come over.”

TJ followed James’ example and let his cock hang out from his pants.  James got up to go use Bobbi’s mouth again.  He stood there for a moment.

“Once, your husband gets tired, there’s still plenty for you.”

“Nice,” Jennifer said licking her lips, “but you do know I have a Master, right?”

“Maybe he’ll owe us a favor for feeding his sissy.”

Jennifer winked at him.  “You’ve been so good to Bobbi, maybe he’ll send us back so you can train his sissy pussy.”

James winked back at her.  “I’m real good at training white pussy.” 

Jennifer laughed as she watched him walk over and give his cock for Bobbi to suck.  This time, Bobbi had to suck him before he became fully erect.

The men all went four times each and it was getting late, and Jennifer was ready to leave.  They told her they could keep going.  She thought they were trying to impress her, but also thought that they would just keep going the rest of the day and night.  She had to help Bobbi up.  He was wobbly after spending so much time on his knees.  His face was smeared with their cum and drips and drops had dried on his chest.  James brought a wet rag and she cleaned him off as best she could.  He would still need a shower when he got home.

Jennifer made Bobbi thank “all the men” in the room.  For all he knew there had been a dozen or more men there.  She took him out to the mudroom and took the blindfold and handcuffs off.  He rubbed his sore jaw and began putting on his clothes.

“Get enough?” Jennifer asked.

“Yes, Mistress.  Are we coming back tomorrow?”

Jennifer laughed.  “We’ll see.  I think we need to see Felicia.  Maybe take you out shopping.  But who knows?  Maybe I should check with John.  See if he knows of any glory holes, I could drop you girls off at afterwards.”

She put the leash back on her sissy and led him to the car.  A passing car full of black teen-age girls shouted and honked as they drove by and saw Jennifer putting her leashed husband into the car.
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Felicia said, “I’m so excited.  Aren’t you?”

Bobbi looked across the backseat at her and smiled but did not reply.

Lisa looked into her rearview mirror at her sissy and then at Jennifer.  “I knew she would get excited.  It’s like shopping is now her favorite thing.  Well, second or third maybe.  You know sissies.”

“Yes, I saw Bobbi with his favorite thing the other day.  Spent the day on his knees,” Jennifer said before conspicuously licking her lips.

“That reminds me.  Felicia, dear.  Mind your manners.  Don’t make me put you on a leash.”  Lisa tapped her handbag which lay between her and Jennifer.

“Yes, Mistress,” Felicia said with a sigh and a sideways glance at Bobbi.

“Good, set a good example for the new sissy.”

“Do you really?”  Jennifer asked looking at the bag.

“Of course, always good to have.  Felicia knows to be more ladylike in public.  But you never know.  Especially early in their training.  Just pulling it out let’s Felicia know she’s getting out of control.”

“That reminds me.  Could your sissy teach mine to be more fem?  I’m afraid, she’s going to wind up just being a man in a dress.”  Jennifer gave a frown as she turned to the backseat to look at Bobbi.

“First lesson,” Felicia told Bobbi.  “No more manspreading.  Keep those knees together, girl.”

“Sounds like she’d love it,” Lisa said.

Lisa drove up to the store, “Sasha’s,” which stood alone in middle of the parking lot at a strip mall.  She was able to park in front next to the entrance.  There were a few cars scattered around the parking lot.

“Funny place to put a lingerie store,” Jennifer said as she got out and closed her door.

“Think it was a fitness place or something,” Lisa said slinging her handbag over her shoulder.  “One stop shopping for sissies.  Sex store is on the end down there,” she said pointing toward one end of the line of stores.

Jennifer watched Bobbi and Felicia coming around the rear of the car holding hands.

“Maybe we’ll stop by.  Bobbi needs some training toys.” Jennifer said stepping up on the sidewalk and opening the glass door.

Lisa held the other door as the sissies walked in together.  “I’m sure they’d have something that would fit.”

A tall, young, black woman saw them enter and approached them.  “Felicia?”

“Miss Thomas?” Felicia curtsied as the woman drew near.

“It’s good to see you, dear.  Been saving up that allowance?”  Recognizing Lisa, she said, “Good to see you as well, Lisa.  Who did you bring us today?”

Lisa introduced Jennifer and Bobbi.

“So, you’ve brought me a new sissy to dress?” Miss Thomas asked.

Bobbi wondered how she knew since he has on typical male attire: jeans and t-shirt.

Noticing the look, Miss Thomas said, “I see a white boy coming in here, then I know.”  She laughed.  “Even when they come in saying they’re shopping for a friend.  Imagine my look of surprise when the friend has the same measurements as they do.”

Jennifer laughed and then said, “He’s…I’m sorry I keep forgetting.  She’s just starting out.  I want to get a few basics for now and then later see about expanding.”

Lisa said, “That’s still going to be a lot, don’t you think?”

“Just for starters,” Miss Thomas said, “undergarments, a couple of outfits at least, shoes, a nightie for sleeping.”

“Only two outfits?”  Felicia said with outrage which quickly faded when Lisa looked at her.

Miss Thomas laughed.  “Why don’t we start with some measurements first?”

She led them to the back of the store.  She guessed at Bobbi’s sizes as she walked just by glancing back at him.  Bobbi did not know any of his sizes.  When he shopped, he had to look at labels on his clothes to know his sizes and he did not shop often.

Miss Thomas put the measuring tape around Bobbi’s waist and looked at Jennifer.  “As her Mistress, I assume you’ll be deciding what she wears.  Poor dear doesn’t know the difference between a thong and a bikini at this stage.  How about a bra?”  She placed the tape around Bobbi’s chest.  “We don’t carry training bras, but are you planning on her getting tits?  Some do, some don’t.”

“I hadn’t really thought about it,” Jennifer said.

“Come here,” Lisa said leading her to Felicia.

Lisa put a hand on Felicia’s chest and invited Jennifer to do so as well.

Jennifer laughed.  “They’re real.  I thought she stuffed her bra.”

Lisa said, “She does.  To enhance the effect, but she does have little boobs.  Very proud of them.”

“Hormones?” Jennifer asked.

“Poor dear has asked for them, but not so far.”  Lisa looked around and then at Miss Thomas.  “Is it all right?”

Miss Thomas gave the okay, and Lisa unbuttoned Felicia’s blouse.  Lifting her bra, she exposed Felicia’s small, firm breasts.”

“You can button up now, dear.”  Lisa said as Felicia slipped her bra back up.

“How?  No hormones.”

Felicia smiled while Lisa explained, “She has a machine.  A pump. She’s very attached.”  She laughed.  “Sucks at her nipples.  Master says that black cum also has this effect on white sissies.  I mean, they all say that right.  Used to think that they said it, so they’d get their dicks sucked, but who knows.”

“What do you think, Bobbi?”  Jennifer asked.  “After yesterday, you should have a pair of double D’s by now.”  She grinned.  “Master John wanted to see you more fem, and nothing more fem than have a cute set of titties.”

Bobbi looked appalled.  He had never thought of having his body altered. Thinking of the way Felicia’s small firm breasts had looked, he felt an ache and his nipples became erect.  What would it be like to have them sucked?

Jennifer said, “Small cup to start with.  She can stuff it with tissue to start.  Then, we’ll just have to see how hard she works at it.”

“Good for a girl to get used to wearing one.  Even if the girl is flat-chested.  She grinned and added, “For now.”

Jennifer picked a variety of underwear for her sissy.  She picked a pink see through peignoir for bedtime.

Felicia enjoyed the experience and kept holding up articles of clothing and smiling at Lisa hoping she would be enticed into buying things for her.  She did allow Felicia to keep an item here and there.

Jennifer had trouble deciding what to buy for the different outfits Bobbi would need.  If she were rich, it would be no problem, but choices had to be made.

Miss Thomas said, “I’d love it if you bought more, of course.  But here’s a suggestion. She looked thoughtful.  “To men, especially black men, a sissy is a kind of special girl.  A regular woman, they must balance respect and lust.  That woman demands and deserves respect but she’s also sexy and beautiful.  A sissy gets no respect and loves them for it.  A man gets to use the sissy any way he wants.  No questions.  Use her.  Degrade her.  Show her off.  If you must make a choice between ladylike and slut, go with slut.  It'll be what he wants for his sissy.”

Jennifer laughed.  “That does make it easier.”

With that advice, Jennifer picked out a simple black dress that hung two inches below Bobbi’s cage.  A pair of feminine blue jeans which Felicia had to help put on him in the dressing room because they were so tight.  A pair of tight, high cut pink shorts to show off his ass.  She added cut off t-shirts with glittery sissy slogans and a couple of halter tops. A pair of pink high heels completed Bobbi’s outfits.

“Think you’ll recognize her when she comes back in to add to her ensemble?”  Jennifer asked.

Miss Thomas said, “Of course, how could I not remember such a cute little white sissy?”

When they were checking out, Felicia noticed the cosmetics counter on one side of the register.  Jennifer had forgotten about make-up.  She had spent as much as she could, but she did need Bobbi to look as Master wanted so she added even more to her bill.

As they were about to leave, Lisa pulled her aside and whispered to her.  Jennifer looked back at Bobbi and then at Jennifer.  “You sure about this?”

“Absolutely.  Master would insist.”

Lisa leaned across the counter and whispered to Miss Thomas who took a quick look around the store.

“No problem.  No problem at all,” Miss Thomas said.

“Felicia,” Lisa commanded.  “Take Bobbi back to the dressing room.  Put something on her.  Just a touch of makeup.  Lipstick.  Then, we’ll go over and pick out some toys and before you ask, yes, you can have one new toy.”

Felicia smiled and grabbed Bobbi by the hand.  “Like dressing a new doll.  And they have wigs too.  But, before we pick something out, you do shave those unsightly male hairs, don’t you?”

Bobbi looked confused at first but then it donned on him that being a girl was going to be a lot of work.

“No problem,” Felicia said.  “Helps me figure out what we ought to put you in, but seriously honey, you are going to have to do some manscaping.”  She laughed, “I mean sissy-scaping.”
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It had been a long and tiring afternoon, Bobbi thought as he stepped through the door so he could be presented to his Master and Mistress. He wanted to be at his best so he could impress Master John and Mistress Jessica with their new feminized sissy.

Jennifer felt otherwise and what Miss Jennifer said was law.  He should not have been so insistent which gave her the excuse to use her new paddle.  She had pulled down his panties and spanked his newly shaved ass in front of not only Felicia and Lisa but their owners as well.

Her Master became so aroused at the sight that Felicia was given an extra gift of his cum.  He was sure that is why she paddled him for so long.  Felicia deserved it after how hard she had worked on him.  As soon as they got the bags through the door, Felicia had taken him to the bathroom and shaved him “from the neck down” as she said.  A shower and lotion had followed making him soft and feminine.  Jennifer had watched to make sure the two sissies had not gotten carried away when she had briefly unlocked Bobbi’s cage with the key she borrowed from Mistress Jessica, so his pubic area could be shaved.

Bobbi had thought that the shopping had been all that he would go through and had not realized how much more work had to be done.  In the dressing room, he had felt on display as Felicia examined him and was appalled to see an unshaven sissy.   He was not very hairy for a man, but he’d still need good coverage for the outing to what Felica referred to as the toy store.

So, she helped Bobbi into the tight feminine cut jeans and t-shirt cut to show his mid-riff.  Glittered letters on the shirt spelled out ‘Sissy Luvs It’ and then in small cursive script that included extra whirls and loops to make it difficult to read were the words ‘big and black.’  He was trying to imitate Felicia as his feminine guide and they both giggled as they read it.

The tight jeans kept him from bending down to put on his shoes, so Felicia had to adjust the straps.  He still felt he might tumble, and she told him that two sissies walking arm in arm would make them both look cuter. Felicia’s practiced hand dusted some powder on his face, and she applied the lipstick.

Lisa and Jennifer watched them come out of the dressing room and Lisa said, “All that giggling made me think we should check your cages to see if you’ve been playing with each other.”

“That’s always a problem with white boys,” Miss Thomas said as she escorted a customer past.

Jennifer reminded Bobbi the rest of the afternoon about how kind she had been to him by letting him get back into the car and driving to the adult toy store rather than making him walk the entire way.

Lisa had said, “No way these two sluts would have walked all the way without some men picking them up.”

“Maybe they would have earned some money to pay for their toys,” Jennifer said as she brought the car to a stop and looked back at the two sissies as if she were reconsidering driving them.

Felicia had a sissy confidence that Bobbi lacked.  She thoroughly enjoyed looking at the toys.  Bobbi had felt embarrassed and knew the clerk and handful of customers knew exactly what he would do with that dildo he was looking at.  Felicia reveled in her swishy, sissy self.  Bobbi was grateful for her example but would not be that confident for some time if ever.

Jennifer was no help.  When he had been looking at dildos to help train his mouth and ass, her voice carried when she would remind that “his Master was much bigger than that.”

They were about to take their purchases to the counter when Lisa had seen a set of wigs in the corner.  One had been a natural brunette that Bobbi preferred.  The other had been more of a punk style blonde with pink highlights that screamed sissy. 

Jennifer decided that she would let his new owners make the choice.  She sent a picture of each to Master John and Mistress Jessica.  His Mistress had sent back a text that read “She is a sissy, and everyone should know she is a sissy.”  Then she had sent eggplant emojis interspersed with big red lips.  The choice was made.  Bobbi would be a blonde.
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“John.  That white sissy boy you ordered is here.  Hope you got enough cash.”  Jessica pretended to be surprised and yelled, “I’m sorry John.  It’s Bobbi.”  She began laughing.

Jennifer pulled Bobbi into the middle of the room so that John and Jessica could get a good look.  He was wearing the same half T-shirt but had changed to the tight pink shorts with the high cut that bared much of his lower ass depending on how he stood.  “Tight jeans show off your curves, but you should anticipate bending and kneeling once he sees how good you look.”

Bobbi was not used to the attention.  Master John appeared from the hall and whistled at him.  Mistress Jessica circled him and pinched his ass and then bent for a closer look to see how well the shorts hid his cage so that there was no unsightly bulge.  It took her a moment to make out the smaller lettering on his t-shirt and it had made her laugh.

The sissy smiled at having pleased his owners.  He tried to keep his eyes down, but he was also taking glances at his Master’s crotch to see if his new look was having the desired effect.  He smiled when he saw the fullness of Master John’s crotch. Maybe it was his imagination because his Master’s crotch looked fuller than most even when he was not aroused.

He knew that he was right when his Master had gripped him by the waist and pulled him back into his body. 

“Every white sissy girl needs to know this,” John said rubbing against him.  “When a black man pulls you into him, the sissy doesn’t fight against it.  She pushes back out of desire to have her holes filled.  It’s also a sign of her total submission to black superiority.”

As his Master gave him this dancing lesson, Mistress Jessica had her arm around Jennifer. “Excellent job, Jennifer,” she said aloud before whispering more quietly into her ear.  “Remember, we’re always aware of how we treat you in front of your sissy, but we’re about to walk into my room and when we are there, I’m going to treat you like the white whore slut you are.”

Jennifer answered with a quiet, “Yes Mistress.”

Master John smiled at Jessica and ran his hands up Bobbi’s stomach and then raised up the half t-shirt exposing his chest and nipples. “What do you think, honey?  Should we make the investment?”

Bobbi tensed against him.  Was he talking about getting him boobs?  Implants?  No, he didn’t want that.  Well, not right away. He had been thinking more about it since he had discovered what Felicia had.

Master John felt his tension and tried to soothe him.  “It’s going to be okay.”  He raised his hands and Bobbi felt the roughness of a man’s touch on his nipples.  The strange but wonderful feeling sent his own hands up to press his Master’s hands into his chest.

“See.”  Master John pressed his hands tighter and felt Bobbi’s erect nipples.  “More black cum and you’ll be begging to have tits.”

Mistress Jessica had her arm around Jennifer.  “His wife says that we should get her a pump like her sissy friend, Jessica.”  She raised a hand to grip her white whore’s breast and said, “Tell her to turn up the music when she uses it, so she’s doesn’t disturb the neighbors with all her moaning.”

Jessica led Jennifer toward the bedroom as Master John whispered to Bobbi, “Get on your knees so I can feed you, slut.”

Jennifer and Bobbi get used

“Let’s take a look at you,” Mistress Jessica said as she closed the door behind them.  “After all, I need to inspect my property.”

Jennifer felt an excitement in her stomach as she disrobed.  She knew her sissy was on the other side of the door having his first experiences with his Black Master as a feminized sissy.  Now, was her time to experience use at the hands of her Black Mistress.

Jessica stood in front of Jennifer and smiled.  She put a hand on Jennifer’s hip and drew it up her side to cup her breast.  With her other hand Jessica touched her neck and traced one finger to Jennifer’s lips. 

Jennifer kissed her Mistress’s finger and made it wet.  She felt it’s cool wetness against her nipple and sighed with pleasure. 

“I’ll inform you of your duties, but we need to get something out of the way first.”  Taking Jennifer by the hand she led her to the bed.

Jessica sat on the edge of the bed.  “You should know, dear, that it will not all be pleasure.  Lie across my lap and I’ll introduce you to my hand which you will feel should you disobey.”

Jennifer knelt beside the bed and then crawled over Jessica’s lap.  She felt Jessica’s touch on her ass and then the fingers began kneading her flesh.  Jennifer relaxed into her lap and then a sharp spank.  Then the hand touched her ass and stayed for a moment. Jennifer was aware of the warmth of the hand.

“You see some of the time you’ll do something wrong, and you’ll need to be punished.”  Jessica slapped her hand down on the white ass lying across her lap.  “Sometimes, I might get a little jealous to have two white girls.  Let’s face it, that’s what your husband is.  Two white girls enjoying my husband’s dick.  Jealous like I said.  You know what us girls are like.”  Jessica delivered another blow and then kept her hand on Jennifer’s ass and began to massage it.  She hit Jennifer’s ass again followed by her hand resting on Jennifer’s ass.  Jessica rubbed her slave’s ass and said, “And sometimes, I just want to warm you up so we can enjoy one another.  Just remember, you are here to serve me and give me pleasure.”

“Yes Mistress,” Jennifer answered feeling the warmth and heat passing through her.

“Good,” Jessica said, “Now, be a good girl and crawl down and let’s make good use of that tongue.  Then I’ll have you draw my bath.”

Jennifer crawled off of her Mistress’s lap and knelt before Jessica as she spread her legs.  From the other room, she heard sounds of her Master using her husband.

20

Bobbi watched Jessica take Jennifer through the door.  His Master was pressed against the thin pink shorts he was wearing.  The embrace continued and Bobbi could feel the cock growing and hardening between his ass cheeks.  He wanted and needed it.  He really was girl to this real man who held him.  Pressing back into his Master’s cock, he ached to have his hole filled.

“You’ve come a long way, sissy bitch,” John said as he let go of Bobbi.  He put his hands on Bobbi’s shoulders.  “It’s time for your feeding.”

“Yes Sir,” moaned Bobbi as he dropped to his knees.  He felt his Master’s hands on the back of his wig holding his head.  John stepped forward and ground the bulge in his blue jeans against his slave’s mouth. Bobbi took in a breath and could smell the musky odor of his Master and he needed the large bulge released so he could worship it with his lips and tongue.

Mouth open, Bobbi eagerly waited as John unzipped his pants and loosened his belt.  He held his hands to his Master’s crotch in anticipation as he undid the top button of the blue jeans.  John lowered his pants and his cock sprung to almost full erection as his sissy took it in his hands and held it up to his mouth so he could kiss it.

Bobbi began licking it.  His hands gently caressing Master John’s big balls.  Kissing back and forth on the shaft making it wet, Bobbi returned to the cockhead.  Licking and tasting it, he looked up to his Master as he took the cock into his open mouth and began to suck.

Sucking back and forth on his Master’s long fat cock, he looked up and saw pleasure in his Master’s smile.  He loved Master John fucking his mouth and he felt his nipples harden.  He was his Master’s bitch and he loved it.  The full yearning erection pressed against the full wetness of his mouth.

Sliding in and out.  Applying the pressure of his wet sucking mouth.  Master fucking his wet mouth pussy.  His owner taking his girl which he now was and using his holes.  He felt his own…Bobbi could no longer think of what he had as a dick.  His clit was full and pressed into his cage as he sucked. 

Master John moaned.  He stared pulling Bobbi’s head in as the sissy slid his mouth on and off his cock.  This white boy kneeling before him sucking his cock was now his sissy slave girl and he would feed her the cum she craved.  He would feed her, and she would never get full, but would need more and more.  She was his and he would do whatever he wanted to her.  Thoughts of how completely he would use her filled his head.  He began to cum and stroked in and out of Bobbi’s mouth as his cock began to erupt. 

“Every drop, bitch.  Every drop.  Let’s grow you some titties.”

John felt the release as he pumped his sperm down his slave girl’s throat.  With his final strokes the cum began to run down the sissy’s chin.  He held his spent cock in his bitch’s mouth for a moment before pulling it out and wiping a string of cum across her face.

Bobbi swallowed his load and began to lick his Master’s cock clean.  His tongue finding the remaining drop of cum in the peephole of the cock and then licking the shaft clean.  The taste sent shivers of pleasure through him.  Briefly satisfied, he knew that he would never have enough.

Master John ran his fingers through the top of Bobbi’s wig.  “I see you brought some toys.  Grab some lube from the bathroom and then show me what you can take.  Come back in here and play with your pussy for me.  Maybe you’re ready to have my cock open up your pussy and I can make you a real girl.”

Bobbi started crawling toward the bathroom and then got up and walked.  Maybe his Master would fuck him, and he wanted it.  He moved faster as he thought of his Master fucking him with his wonderfully big cock.
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Jennifer peaked in on Bobbi lying on his bed.  Poor little sissy is really suffering.  She’s trying to make up for what she really needs.  Bobbi held a dildo in one hand as she fucked her own ass as she sucked a second that was in her mouth.  The machine hummed as it sucked on his nipples through the attached cups.  She moaned as Jennifer watched.

She walked up to the bed and touched her hair.  Bobbi was growing it out, but it was still mannishly short.  Jennifer flipped the machine off, and she sat on the bed. 

“We need to talk, sissy.”

Bobbi pulled the dildo from her boy pussy and set it aside.  She pushed herself up on pillows and looked at  her wife.

“You can’t go on like this.  You have to agree to what our Master and Mistress have asked.”

“I know.  I want to say yes.  I just can’t.  I want to say yes.  I really do.  I need his cock.  I need cum.”  Bobbi looked sorrowfully at Jennifer.

“I know what they’ve asked is difficult.  It’s difficult for me as well.  But I’m willing.  What’s holding you back?  Are you scared?”

“I’m…I am scared.”  Bobbi took a breath.  “Having to tell all of our friends that I’m a sissy and that we’re black owned.”

“Mistress Jessica said we should be proud that we’ve found our proper place.  She told me that the other white women would be jealous that I’m getting fucked by a real man,” Jennifer smiled, “with a big cock.”

“The other women will be jealous of you.  The men will look down on me.  I know it might seem trivial.  Women will look down on me too.”

“But being who you really are is always best.”  Jennifer rubbed her husband’s shoulder and ran the hand down his chest.  “Don’t you miss how good it made you feel.  It’s you pretend life that’s getting in the way of your happiness.”

Bobbi blinked back a tear.  “I’m weakening.  You know that.”

Jennifer smiled and kissed the top of the sissy’s head.  “I’m surprised you lasted this long. 

“I think about having to announce it to our friends and maybe I could do it.  Just get it over with.  But, everyone will look at me differently from that time forward.  I can never get back to where it was before.  Always the black owned sissy faggot.”

“Well, faggot, how long are you going to keep us from enjoying that big black cock and the cum you crave.”

“I don’t know, Miss Jennifer.  Soon.  I think.  My need and desire are stronger every day.”

“Okay, Bobbi.  I’ll call Master John and tell him.  Maybe he’ll give me permission.  When you told him, it was something you couldn’t do, I wanted to throw you down and beat your ass until you said yes.  But he said this was something you had to do of your own free will.”

“I wish you had beaten me too.  It’s just so hard.”

“You say soon.”  Jennifer patted Bobbi’s arm.  She picked up the black dildo he had been sucking.  “You don’t have to suffer.  Make soon, now.  Get it over with.  We’ll both be a lot happier.”
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Bobbi and Jennifer wore matching white dresses. The white collars around their necks matched as well.  They walked hand in hand up to the garage of Greg and Emma’s home.  Lisa and her sissy, Felicia, both dressed in matching pink dresses met them at a side entrance.

“It’s a commitment celebration and not a wedding, but we try to use those traditions as best we can,” Lisa told them.

“But you’re brides.  Brides. So exciting,” exploded Felicia.  “I just had to be here to see you.  I’m supposed to be greeting guests, but I had to see you first.”  She kissed Jennifer and then Bobbi before Lisa turned her and slapped her on the ass and sent her back to her duties.

“That’s the man I married,” laughed Lisa.  “I swear she’s more of a girl than I am.”

“Believe me, I can relate,” Jennifer said looking at her sister bride.

“Don’t be jealous, Mistress,” Bobbi grinned.

“I know what you have on underneath dear.  I think everyone would enjoy a good bare-ass spanking as part of the ceremony,” Jennifer said in reply.

“Let’s go to my room,” Lisa said as she led them.  “I want to tell you as best I can what you might expect today.”

Lisa opened the door to her room and sat in a chair so that the couple could sit together on the bed.

“I just know the basics,” Lisa began.  “Our superiors make all the arrangements, and we show up.  Which is me saying that I don’t know what they have planned.  Felicia and I had a smaller commitment ceremony.  The movement has grown larger.  More blacks wanting to own white slaves.  More whites desiring to serve their superiors.”

“Felicia and I will escort you down the aisle.  You’ll kneel and recite the vows they give you and you’ll sign contracts.  The signing might be afterwards or could be part of it.  You’ll be asked to perform acts of service.  It will be sex.  Technically, your act of obedience and service could be your kneeling and shining their shoes.”

Jennifer smiled, “But you’re sure it will be sex.” 

“Sure, as I can be,” Lisa said.

Jennifer looked at Bobbi who had his knees pressed together and his hands pressed against the bed.  “I know one sissy who would be very disappointed if it didn’t.”

She leaned over to take Lisa’s hands.  “I want this so badly, I’d do anything.”  Jennifer smiled and looked back at Bobbi.  “Even if Jessica unlocked her cage and forced us to have sex to demonstrate white male inferiority.”

Jennifer and Lisa both laughed.  A moment later Bobbi joined in.

“Let’s hope it doesn’t come to that,” Lisa said.
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Felicia knocked on the door frame and leaned in.  “Everyone is here.  Doors are closed and we’re ready to start.”

Lisa and Felicia walked ahead, and Jennifer and Bobbi held hands behind them.  The music began. It was a traditional wedding march.

Lisa and Felicia opened the double doors and stood aside as the new slave couple stood at the doorway a moment while about twenty black heads turned back to see them.  Master John and Mistress Jessica stood in front of a raised podium.  Their hosts, Greg and Emma were standing on the stage at each side of the podium.

The music changed suddenly as Jennifer and Bobbi took a step into the room.  It was a rock song that Bobbi had not heard but he smiled when he heard the lyric, “I wanna be your slave,” coming from the speakers.

John had on a suit and Jessica wore an elegant black dress with a gold necklace that Bobbi knew held the key to his cage.  They took a step apart and held their hands toward their new slaves inviting them forward.

When they reached the front of the stage, John and Jessica stood with the new slaves between them.

Stepping to the podium, Greg commanded, “Kneel slaves.” 

Jennifer and Bobbi knelt unaware the Lisa and Felicia who had followed them down the aisle knelt as well.

“We are gathered together,” Greg continued, “in celebration as this white couple have recognized their inferior status and give themselves as property to their superior black owners.”

John and Jessica smiled down on their new slaves as Greg continued speaking for several minutes about the need for all whites to recognize the true superiority of black people.  He intoned the need to recognize the natural order of black supremacy before looking down at the new owners and their new property.

“Do you, Jennifer, agree to submit to your new owners as it is only right that you do so?  And do you do this of your own free will?”

“I do,” said Jennifer.

“And do you, Bobbi, agree to submit to your new owners as it is only right that you do so?  And do you do this of your own free will?”

“I do,” Bobbi said.

“And do you, John and Jessica, agree to take them as your property, to use as you will.”

“We do,” John and Jessica said together.

“Then, display your property to the community, so that we may know the white slaves you have acquired.”

John took Jennifer’s hand and helped her up while Jessica did the same for Bobbi.

John pulled off Jennifer’s dress and Jessica pulled off Bobbi’s.  The new slaves stood naked before their superiors.  Bobbi’s pink chastity cage being the only covering between them.

Greg smiled down at them and said, “I pronounce you, Masters and slaves.”

John and Jessica took the white dresses the slaves had been wearing to Lisa and Felicia while the audience stood and applauded.
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John and Jessica stood together with their arms around one another.  John began to speak.  “We wanted to thank you all for coming.”  Jessica joined in with “and we mean that literally.”

John smiled and continued, “This concludes the simple public declaration, but we are hoping that everyone stays to help us celebrate.  We, both, understand if you choose not to.”

He looked around the room to see it was mostly men who had attended.  “To all the men, we wish to offer our slaves to you and wish that you all christen them in your black seed.”

“And ladies, we don’t want you to feel left out,” Jessica looked at her husband with a frown that was only half playful, “this time.  We have gathered some toys and lubricant and appropriate sanitary equipment to keep us all clean, and we invite you to enjoy our slaves yourselves.  For today’s celebration, we are opening them,” and here she did smile, “for your use.”

From the podium, Greg said, “And we offer our slaves, Lisa and Felicia, to help in any way necessary.”

Emma directed her slaves to prepare the area by removing the folding chairs and covering the floor with towels.

Jennifer took Bobbi’s arm in hers and together they walked to the middle of the towel covered space that had been made.  John stood next to Jennifer while Jessica was next to Bobbi. When ordered to kneel, the white couple maintained their entwined arms and held their hands together as well.  With their owner’s help, they were able to keep their hold on each other as they lowered themselves down but kept their heads elevated as their elbows touched the floor.

Bobbi watched the black men before him unzip and take out their cocks.  He now knew that he thought of their cocks as large but in truth they were average in size, but average in size for black men.  His wife’s grip on his hand tightened and then he felt the tip of a dildo on his own ass.

Men stood before them stroking their cocks to hardness.  Felicia stroked those who wished it while Lisa stroked others.  Sometimes the slaves got up and attended to the ladies behind him.

Jennifer moaned and he knew that one of her holes had been penetrated.  A slap on his ass preceded his own penetration.  Bobbi’s cage shook as the woman behind him who had chosen a strap-on began fucking him.  He felt the contact of her belly on his ass as she fucked him harder.

Bobbi began to moan along with his wife.  The woman pulled out of his sissy pussy and another hand was on his ass.  This time a woman holding a dildo used it to spread his legs and rub against his balls.  The well lubricated dildo slid up between his cheeks to tease his hole.

He saw glee and envy on Felicia’s face as she stroked the black cock in her hand.  She blew him a kiss.  Lisa snuck a hand between her legs as she worked on some man’s erection.  Other men stroked their own cocks as the enjoyment of a white couple on all fours was enough to excite them.

A woman began slapping his ass as another dildo entered him.  Bobbi knew his cage was a wet mess because he had been unable to help himself. He had felt his wife’s shaking and her moans from her that he had never been able to bring about his own little dick.

Bobbi saw the first spurt of cum.  The ejection of semen had shot directly onto his wife’s face.  Then a white jet of a black man’s seed fell onto his own upturned face.  He licked at a trickle the ran down his face as he felt the rest drying on his skin.  Then another hot spurt shot onto his upper lip as he held his mouth open hoping to tempt a Black superior who also had better aim. 

He tasted and lusted for cum.  As it rained down on him, he licked and swallowed.  He wished desperately that all would feed him.  He wanted his wedding present to be a belly full of black seed.  He had a brief thought that maybe that would happen on a honeymoon.

Bobbi reveled in the hot sperm that covered him and dripped from his hair and face.  The men finished and the last woman withdrew.

John stood over them.  “It is a sin to waste black seed.  You may enjoy it as you clean each other.”

Jennifer and Bobbi stood and kissed as they tasted the cum between them.  Seeing the need in her sissy’s face, Jennifer allowed him to kiss and lick the cum from her face.  When he was done, she licked the cum on her sissy’s face and then used her tongue to push it into his mouth.

Bobbi delighted in the beauty of his white wife’s body covered in black cum.  He licked it from her breasts and her belly.  When she did the same for him, she sucked briefly at his nipples and could feel him tremble with pleasure.

With the last of the cum licked from their lips, they looked up and saw Master John and Mistress Jessica standing over them.  Together they knelt and cried with gratitude as they kissed their owner’s feet.

The End
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