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"It’s time for girls like us to be the colonizers."

Jade


Mistress Jada

Once Mistress Jada announced she was going away for the night, Todd knew that meant he’d be going away somewhere too. That’s usually meant a “sitter” for him–one of Jada’s other Ebony prodomme friends or even an old classmate from school who’s in town, someone who Jada can leave him with and trust not to spoil or pamper Todd in any way Jada wouldn’t, which is to say not at all. Such has been their relationship for almost two years now, ever since Todd signed a contract to be Jada’s live-in submissive and accepted that from then on, Jada would be in charge of his life, inside and out.

But what Todd’s not prepared for is what Jada has in mind for him this time around: Not just one “sitter” but three, all of them a full twenty years younger than he is, and one of them a very, very familiar face.

“You will remain in chastity the entire evening, naturally,” Mistress Jada says as she leans back in her vanity chair, extending out a long leg for Todd to moisturize. He works this thumbs up and down her tawny calf while trying not to peek up his Mistress’s fluffy white terry cloth robe. “You are not to play with yourself, try to play with yourself, try to stimulate yourself, and may God in heaven above help you should you cum. It won’t be like with your usual sitters tonight and if I find out that you somehow wormed your way into getting release, I will take out Mr. Randy and let him spend the night with your balls. Is that clear, slave?”

“Yes Mistress, very clear Mistress,” Todd blurts out, trying not to let his nerves show.

“Mr. Randy” is Jada’s cheeky name for a black leather hand-shaped paddle she has and which she relishes in using to discipline and train Todd to her liking. He has spent many an evening over Jada’s knee while Mr. Randy spanks Todd’s ass until it’s so pink and tender he’s unable to sit right for days to follow. She’s used it sparingly on his balls and when she has it’s been excruciatingly painful; he can’t imagine an entire evening of having his balls spanked by the stiff, thick hand-shaped paddle.

Todd and Jada had dabbled in chastity before he signed his contract agreement with her, but only as client and prodomme and only in a light touch manner: Todd always had a spare key to his tight clear hard plastic cage just in case of emergencies, making it a matter of trust for whether or not he stayed locked up in between sessions with the Mistress, and though Todd would never admit to it, there had been numerous occasions when he’d let himself free instead of waiting the entire month to see Jada again. But once he moved in with her, that all changed. Chastity became a 24/7 experience for Todd and the clear plastic cage gave him a constant view to what he couldn’t even touch without Mistress Jada’s permission. She wore the key around her ankle as a bracelet–and kept the spare safely hidden away–so that Todd would always be taunted by it as he massaged her legs and worshiped her feet and followed after her on all fours at the end of a leash.

After nearly two years, Todd can count the number of times he’s been released from chastity on one hand–and he doesn’t even need to use all five fingers.

“As with all of your sitters you are to do as you’re told,” Jada continues, switching legs so Todd can moisturize the other. “This is especially important tonight. For you, this may just be another night of service, but for them it will be something much more special–18 and at the start of their adulthood, these girls have never played with a slave before. I expect you to be on your best behavior with them and to make it a night they will never forget.”

“Yes, of course Mistress,” says Todd. The familiar smell of Jada’s moisturizer fills his nostrils, the scent associated with sex–at least the version of it he experiences–in his brain. His cock stirs in its hard plastic chastity.

“I’m serious,” Jada says, stressing the words in a way that suggests she’s a little worried about the outcome of the evening too, and with good reason Todd knows. “I don’t want to hear later that they were let down or disappointed or that they don’t get what the big deal is about having a live-in. Your job is to inspire them to embrace their female superiority, slave–and to make them feel proud of their ethnicities.”

No pressure, thinks Todd, keeping his vision trained on Jada’s long legs.

It’s hard to say what originally drew Todd to Jada. He wasn’t one of those guys with “jungle fever” or some race fetish, but there was something about the way Jada presented and carried herself that was magnetic to Todd and which called to him like no other prodomme had. Sessioning with her and hearing her lecture him on white privilege–while having to hold an endless squat over a chair covered in stinging nettles–made him reconsider his life and what he should devote his time and energy to. Of course, it didn't hurt that Jada was a veritable goddess, with hazel-green eyes and wavy permed hair with golden brown highlights and a petite hourglass figure, and the longer Todd sessioned with her, the more he began to internalize her ideologies as his own: That the future belonged to women of color and that white men have an immense debt from history that they can only pay off by serving at the feet of women like Mistress Jada.

Of course, tonight is not just about giving a couple of college freshmen girls good feelings about the color of their skin, Todd knows that. It’s also about submitting to the woman that Mistress Jada holds above all others: Her daughter, Jade. And that’s what terrifies Todd more than anything else.

After Todd’s moisturized and lotioned Jada’s legs, she disrobes and allows him to moisturize the rest of her. He has to be mindful of his hands and every touch near his Mistress’s most intimate areas–her ass, her breasts, her crotch–comes with a risk that she will think Todd’s touch too greedy and punish him on the spot for it. The work requires him to put the desires of his cock or his “little brain” as Jada calls it far into the back of his mind and instead focus on dutiful application of the lotion, more like he’s waxing a car than putting his hands on a gorgeous woman’s body. Todd has come to see such things as a form of mental chastity, where his Mistress can control his thoughts by threatening discipline should she deem him to be thinking things she doesn’t want him to.

He helps her get dressed and between the exquisite, absolutely scandalous underwear she picks out and her high fashion ensemble, Todd’s certain this is a date night and not a girl’s night out. There’s a twinge of jealousy at that and although Todd does his best not to think of the men Jada takes into her bed, he’s often forced to either through the mildly humiliating work of having to clean up the bedroom afterwards to the deeply, deeply emasculating task of cleaning her up, trading getting to be up close and personal with his Mistress’s pussy in exchange for having to stomach–literally–the man she was with.

As Jada gets her makeup ready, Todd gets dressed. His outfit is simple–black jeans, black t-shirt, studded black leather dog collar with a bone-shaped tag that reads “Property of Mistress Jada” and that’s it. They go out to her Escalade together and Jada opens the trunk so that Todd can climb into the wire dog crate that’s back there; Jada throws a blanket over it to keep prying eyes at bay and so that Todd has no idea where he’s being shipped off to, all part of Jada’s ideology to make the nearing-40 white man feel like chattel.

But Todd doesn’t need to see where he’s going to hear the raucous sounds of a college campus in full swing. The car slows, makes a few tight, navigating turns, and then backs up into a quieter space that Todd figures must be the garage of some college dorm house. He hears the Escalade’s back door open and then feels a crisp breeze as the blanket is pulled off his crate. His eyesight adjusts to the bright garage lights just as Mistress Jada clips a leash to Todd’s dog collar.

Then she hands it to her 18-year-old daughter, Jade.

“Traffic is going to be killer so I really have to get going,” Jada says to Jade, making her way to the driver’s side door. “But have fun! Tell Priya and Beatriz I said hi!” She looks at Todd. “And you: Behave.”

Before Todd knows it, the Escalade is pulling away and the garage door is closing, leaving Todd there just with Jade, his leash held tightly in her hand. Jade has the same hazel-green eyes as her mother and they sparkle as she aggressively stares Todd down.

“This is going to be so much fun,” she says.


Meet the Girls

Jade leads Todd through the dorm house and it’s everything he expects from three 18-year-old girls living on their own for the first time. The space is overly decorated with scattered piles of clothing and half-unpacked boxes lying around, and throughout the house there is a mixture of scents and sounds–heady perfume, music, cooking, a TV on somewhere, fresh laundry, laughter–that blur together to make Todd feel both nostalgic for his own youth and very, very old despite not even being 40 yet. The other girls are waiting for Jade in a carpeted common room that looks like the nexus point of all three bedrooms, Todd getting a quick flash into each girl’s personality based on how their bedroom’s look, even though he doesn’t know which room is which.

Then he takes in the girls who are to be his tormentors for the evening.

Jade is the only one he’s met before, and only for a brief moment when he moved into his Mistress’s home two years ago. She is like her mother, only younger, and has the prideful air one would expect from a girl that was raised in the ethos of the superiority of women of color. She’s wearing low rise, skin-tight shaping jeans and a ribbed white turtleneck that’s thin enough to reveal that Jade isn’t wearing a bra, the outfit enough to make Todd blush on Jade’s belief for how tight and fitted it is.

The dark-skinned woman in the middle of the group with the long kinked hair and nose ring must be Priya. She is lean and lithe yet still has pert breasts and full hips and she’s dressed in a chaotic outfit of a short, tartan schoolgirl skirt, white wide-weave fishnets that end mid-thigh and beneath her skirt hem, and a crop top tee that cutesy artwork of a teddy bear on it that’s wearing a ball gag. Thanks to how short her tee is, Todd can see her belly ring and wonders how many more piercings this college girl might have.

Last, but certainly not least, is Beatriz, who is dressed in all black: Hip-hugging black jeans, black biker boots, black tee, black leather jacket. She’s the tallest of the three and with her boots is as tall as Todd, her voluminous raven hair and contoured makeup giving her a larger than life feel. Her arms are folded across her heavy chest as she sizes Todd up, sending a prickle of panic down the back of his neck.

The girls fan around to flank Todd, looking at each other and gesturing with their heads ever so slightly, as if communicating in some secret language. For some reason, Todd is reminded of the first night in prison movies, when the “new fish” have to fend for themselves–or accept being someone else’s bitch.

Beatriz is the first to strike. “Why are you looking at me, dog?” she snaps, shoving Todd upside his head.

Jade yanks him by the leash the other way and then it’s Priya in her peppy, hyper-sexed outfit who is in his face. “Got nothing to say, bi-atch?” She grabs hold of his shirt and pulls it towards her, stretching out the collar. “If you keep giving us the silent treatment, I’m going to take a shit in your hands and make you hold it the whole night!”

Flabbergasted, Todd turns towards Jade, only to be met with her pursed lips as she releases a spray of spit point blank at him. “Why are you still dressed?” she asks in a shout. “Take your fucking clothes off!”

The next thirty seconds are sheer chaos, the girls taking turns shouting and shoving and kicking at Todd as he scrambles to get undressed. After Jade lets go of the leash so he can take his shirt off, Todd is brought to his knees by Beatriz as she takes her turn holding his lead. He can feel how his hair is mussed, as well as soft, tender spots on his hips and belly where the girls kicked him extra hard. Beatriz comes in close, wrapping the leash’s slack around her tight fist, and shoves her crotch in Todd’s face.

“You’re our bitch tonight. Got it?” Beatriz says.

Todd nods as much as he can with Beatriz so close to him.

“You’re going to do whatever we say and if you don’t, we’re going to tell Jade’s mom to cut your nuts off,” says Priya.

“Maybe I’ll tell her that anyway,” says Jade with a dark chuckle. “I’ll make up some story and that’ll be it for you, bye bye white boy balls.”

“Ugh, they’re so small and gross you’d be doing him a favor,” says Beatriz. “No wonder she put you in a dick cage.” She yanks the leash up. “Get up so everyone can see.”

Todd shakily stands and as Beatriz inspects his cock through the clear plastic chastity device, she wrinkles her nose in disgust.

“Like, really dude,” she says in a deep, husky voice. “How small are you?”

Priya comes close. “Omigod it’s tiny,” she says. “Ewwwwww.”

“I mean, I know it grows a bit,” continues Beatriz. “But it’s like an inch in there. Seriously, what are you, four inches hard or something?”

The lump in Todd’s throat makes it hard to swallow.

“Oh fuck, he’s even smaller than that,” says Jade with a shrill laugh. She claps her hands together in the same bemused gesture her mother makes when she’s mocking Todd. “Bro, I don’t even want to know now. Maybe I should tell my mom to cut your balls off, she’d be doing you a favor.”

“What happens if you try to get hard in that thing?” asks Priya.

She grabs Todd by the balls and squeezes them firmly, but not painfully. Then she takes a step so that they’re crotch to crotch and Priya lifts up her tartan skirt, revealing she’s not wearing any underwear; her pussy is shaved, with a day or two’s worth of stubble on the velvety, dark lips. She pulls his cock and balls towards her to touch the tip of his catch to her pussy. Todd’s cock can’t help itself and stirs to life, surging as much as the hard plastic will allow.

Priya’s mouth drops open in laughing shock. “I can feel it pulsing!” she cries out. “Look! It’s trying to get hard! Come on little guy, you can do it!”

As Priya continues to squeeze and tug on Todd’s balls, Beatriz reaches over to grab one of his nipples, flicking the pad of her thumb against it until it’s hard. She twists it until Todd starts wincing. “What’s wrong? Don’t like having your tits played with, bitch?”

From behind, Todd feels Jade grab his ass cheeks and pull them apart. “Maybe he’s into assplay instead,” she says. “With a dick that small, he’s gotta be a bottom.”

“We already know he’s your mom’s bottom,” says Beatriz, moving onto the other nipple, making it as hard as the first.

“More like licks her bottom,” says Priya. She’s now stroking the entire cock cage, pushing it roughly against Todd’s half-hard shaft. Even though it feels like dick is being crushed in a vise, there’s some part of the stroking that feels good–as does the warmth of Priya’s bare pussy–and Todd’s reminded of Mistress Jada’s warning about release and of Mr. Randy. He takes a deep breath to try to calm himself down.

“Bro, I don’t want to think about that,” says Jade.

“Yeah, but now you can’t think about anything, can you?” teases Beatriz. She licks her thumb and forefinger and rubs them against Todd’s hard nipples.

“Ugh! Fuck off, Bea,” Jade says. She gives a hot swat to Todd’s ass cheek. “You better at least do a good job of it.”

Beatriz smirks and says,  “Dude, the night of the Delta Chi mixer, I was hooking up with some guy and he was eating my ass and I like totally had to fart so I just did it.”

“You nasty,” says Priya. She moves a nail down the shaft of Todd’s chastity device, to where the small slit is for him to pee through, and pokes into it. Todd jumps in surprise and Priya does it again, this time anticipating his reaction with malicious curiosity.

“I couldn’t hold it anymore,” says Beatriz. “But that’s not the wild part–he kept eating my ass. How fucked up is that?”

“Men are dogs,” says Jade. She sidles up behind Todd, clawing her hands into his ass cheeks and resting her head on one shoulder so she can speak directly into his ear. “Isn’t that right? Are men dogs?”

“Yes,” squeaks Todd, his voice rising as Priya pokes the tip of his cock again.

“Yes!” Beatriz parrots back in a high-pitched imitation of Todd that gets bursts of laughter from the other girls. “Play your cards right and maybe I’ll fart in your face later.”

“Bro, this motherfucker would probably like it,” says Jade.

“So he’s an, ahem, mother-fucker?” asks Priya

“GROSS,” shouts Jade “Not like my mom would let him near her, even without his shrimp-dick. She does BBC only.”

“How the hell would you know that?” asks Beatriz.

“Cause she told me before I started the year, said girls of color have to have standards and not let their pussies get colonized.”

“Get colonized?” asks an exasperated Priya. “Your mom is wild.”

“She has standards,” insists Jade. “She said it’s time for girls like us to be the colonizers.”

“I could go for some colonizing,” Beatriz says. Her tone is sly and furtive. “I bought us something for tonight. A couple somethings, actually.”

“Ooo what what what?” Priya asks.

Beatriz lets go of the leash. “I’m gonna go get it but let’s just say it’s… plug and play.”


Plug and Play

Beatriz disappears into her bedroom–which Todd can now see is the one with an unsurprisingly dark motif with band posters on the walls and low, dim lighting–and returns with a sealed box she sets down on a chair in the common area. Written in bright pink bubble lettering are the words “DADDY’S HOLE TRAINER” and through the plastic film top, Todd can see there are five sizes of pink butt plugs inside, ranging from something no bigger than a small shallot to one that looks like a bulbous sweet potato, a note on the side calling out the fake jewels affixed to the plugs’ bases.

“Whoa ho ho!” says Priya. She lets go of Todd so she can pick up the box for a better look. “‘Daddy’s Hole Trainer’,” she reads aloud. “‘Make that hole know who’s boss’, So who’s Daddy then? J?”

“Hell no,” says Beatriz. “I bought it, so I’m Daddy.” She grabs Todd’s chin and makes him look at her. “Say: ‘Please train my hole, Daddy’.”

“Please train my hole, Daddy,” Todd repeats.

Priya and Jade clap their hands and howl with giggling laughter. “Look it comes with lube too,” says Jade, pointing at the huge bottle included in the box.

Beatriz kicks her feet out and puts her hands on her hips imperiously. “Bend and grab your ankles!” she barks at Todd. “Go on, Daddy’s waiting!”

Todd bends over at the waist and reaches for his ankles and, as he does, Beatriz points his feet inward, causing his cheeks to open up naturally. The girls tear open the box, letting the plugs spill out by Todd’s feet; he listens as they debate which one to use, Beatriz having already popped open the lube to squirt it down Todd’s ass.

“Do we start with #1?” asks Priya.

“That shit’s tiny,” says Jade.

“I’m Daddy, I’m choosing,” says Beatriz.

“#1 through #3 are for like tiny little girl buttholes,” Jade says.

“#3 is as big as a carrot!” says Priya “I wouldn’t want that up my tiny little girl butthole.”

“Let’s see if we can do the biggest,” pushes Jade.

“I said I’m choosing!” Beatriz says, raising her voice above the other girls.

She picks up #4 off the floor. It’s thick, like a zucchini, but fortunately for Todd not as long, even if that’s the only thing he feels fortunate for in that moment. He is no stranger to having his ass filled by Mistress Jada though even for Todd this is pushing things and he’s sure that the last thing on these 18-year-old girls’ minds will be opening him up slow and steady. He feels the push of the plug, his asshole reflexively tightening.

“Open up for Daddy!” says Beatriz. She slaps Todd’s ass and pushes the plug against him harder, testing his tightness. Her voice goes stern: “Open up.”

Todd closes his eyes and takes as deep of a breath as he can, trying to relax his hole. Every little bit he gives is immediately taken by Beatriz as she drives the plug deeper and deeper, not even pausing to get more lube but squirting more as she leans her weight against the plug’s base. Todd feels it forcibly stretching him, reaming his hole open in a way that would be cruel even for Mistress Jada. He wants to tighten up and push it out but knows he must do the opposite and so Todd turns his toes in more and bears down, like he’s relieving himself. The plug fills him up to the sounds of Beatriz’s pushing grunt and just as it reaches its thickest part and Todd thinks with blind panic that the girl is about to rip his hole open, it slides in all the way, his anus closing quickly around its tapered base. He groans as it does and the girls cheer.

“There we go!” cheers Beatriz. “Nothing to it! You can stand now.”

Todd rights himself, able to feel the plug much more acutely when he’s fully standing.

“How do you feel?” Beatriz asks.

“Full,” he says uncomfortably.

“Full, Daddy,” Beatriz corrects. “And that’s how it’s supposed to feel. That means the plug is doing its job.”

She takes Todd’s leash and starts towards the far end of the common area, making him follow. Todd has to take short, shuffling steps and he’s able to feel the plug with every one of them. Beatriz walks him as far as she can, like she’s strutting down a runway, and then turns, going faster this time so that Todd has to rush behind her, his discomfort visible to the other girls.

“Make him follow you on your knees,” says Priya, who’s clearly enjoying the show.

“And make him kiss your ass as he does,” adds Jade.

“Better hope she doesn’t fart!” Priya taunts.

Beatriz tugs the leash down, bringing Todd to his knees, and she resumes her walking. The carpet rubs rough against his skin as he shuffles after her and the plug bobs against his prostate, making Todd try to get hard in his chastity cage. Every few steps Beatriz stops, turns, and says “Kiss”, waiting for Todd to kiss her black denim-clad ass. They make it far wall and when Beatriz pauses for Todd to kiss her behind again, she grabs his head and shoves it against her. A moment later there’s a muffled trumpeting sound followed by a pungent stink as she farts in his face.

“She did it!” screams Priya.

Caught off guard by the intense smell, Todd pulls his head away, fighting Beatriz’s grip. This enrages her, and she immediately spins around and slaps him hard across the face.

“No!” she shouts, wagging a finger at him. “You do NOT disobey Daddy!” Her expression turns fiery, her face contorting into the signature rage unique to Latina women. Todd can see the devious gears turning in her head and only has a split-second to react before Beatriz makes for the couch, pulling Todd after her. He can’t shuffle fast enough to keep up with her but doesn’t dare get up either, leaving Beatriz to yank and pull on his leash until Todd’s knees are raw from carpet burn.

Beatriz sits on the couch and angrily points to her lap

“You disobeyed Daddy and now you have to be punished,” she tells him, Priya and Jade going “Ooooooo” in unison like the audience of some daytime talk show. “Come and take your spanking.”

So far, Todd has been taking the moments in stride with the girls, reacting and obeying without letting him get lost in his own head. However, now reality settles in and Todd comes to his senses, realizing he is being told to lay himself over an 18-year-old girl’s lap and take a spanking from her. He’s thinking how she’s twenty years younger than him but making him call her “Daddy” and that he was not only made to crawl after her on his knees but put his face to her ass before she knowing farted. He feels small, even smaller than he usually feels with Mistress Jada, and knows that once he takes his “punishment” from Beatriz for not wanting to inhale her passed gas, he will feel smaller still.

Glumly, Todd lays across Beatriz’s lap. Her thighs are warm through her jeans and before she begins, she rubs a hand across his ass in smooth circles.

“You have to always listen to Daddy,” says Beatriz, playing up her self-appointed title. “Because Daddy knows best.” She pulls her hand back and swats Todd on the ass, right against the jeweled base of the zucchini-thick #4 plug. He yelps as the tip of the plug knocks against his prostate, sending a surge of forced pleasure up his trapped cock. “Say ‘Thank you, Daddy’.”

“Thank you, Daddy,” Todd says, his face buried in the couch cushion. He hears Priya and Jade snickering in the background.

Beatriz spanks him again, harder this time and right on the base of the plug. Todd yelps loud enough to get the girls giggling and copying his wimpy noise. The plug pushes and bobs against his hole, reminding Todd it’s “training” him.

“Thank you, Daddy,” he says.

Beatriz drags her nails down Todd’s ass and then suddenly grabs a handful of flesh, twisting it in her grip. She does this several times, like she’s kneading hamburger meat in her hands, and then spanks each cheek twice with quick, blistering swats that are followed by a third blow to the plug’s base. Todd’s cock is as hard as it can get in the tiny, hard plastic cage now and his ass sizzles with the prickling sensation of Beatriz’s swats. He squeaks out a “Thank you, Daddy!” before Beatriz goes on a rampage, spanking Todd’s cheeks back and forth, with him counting five, ten, fifteen, twenty swats until he loses count to the burning, aching metronome of Beatriz’s incessant rhythm that she brings to a grand finale by hitting the base of the plug some seven or eight times in a row. Todd squirms and thrashes against the girl, whimpering and trying to thank her fast enough to keep up with the swats, and losing his breath so that by the time she’s done, he’s gasping for air.

“Have you learned your lesson?” Beatriz asks.

Todd nods. “Yes… Daddy.”

“Good. Now get on your knees.”

Todd slides off Beatriz and moves to his knees, sitting back on his heels and then jumping up as he feels just how battered his buttocks are. Beatriz stands up and turns around and as she starts to unbutton her pants, Todd realizes with dread what’s about to happen.

“Remember, Daddy knows best,” Beatriz says as she pulls her pants down. She’s wearing the skimpiest of thongs, with just barely a hint of sunshine yellow showing between her tanned, gym-toned cheeks. Beatriz reaches back and plucks the back of her thong out from her ass and now Todd can see her twitching, dark hole. “Put your nose in there…” she tells him.

In the background, Todd can hear Jade and Priya excitedly yammering, but he can’t focus on what they’re saying as he slowly leans forward and dips his face between Beatriz’s cheeks to press the tip of his nose against her asshole.

“...and take a nice, big deep breath in, big enough so I can hear and feel it,” says Beatriz.

Todd starts inhaling, sucking air whips down Beatriz’s cheeks and carries her musk right to his nostrils. Even though Todd knows it’s coming, there’s really nothing that can prepare him for when Beatriz rips a loud, pungent fart right in his face that he’s forced to not just endure, but to breathe in enthusiastically. It goes on for a long time–five, maybe ten seconds–and his lungs are filled with it, Todd barely able to keep from gagging and coughing. The overpowering scent lingers for even longer and it’s made even worse by what Beatriz says next.

“Remember to say ‘Thank you’.”

“Thank you, Daddy,” Todd says into Beatriz’s ass and she finally breaks character, joining in with Jade and Priya as all three girls howl with cackling, derisive mockery, like a pack of vixeny, 18-year-old hyenas.

Beatriz shoves Todd away from her ass before she adjusts her thong and pulls up her pants. He stews with humiliation, lungs still full of the acrid smell of the ripped fart and his ass and knees still raw. She leaves him kneeling in front of the couch as she marches over to the other girls victoriously, giving them loud high fives as they both make obscene farting sounds with their mouths.

“Daddy in the HOU-SE!” she roars. She snaps her fingers at Todd. “Get over here, I got another one brewing for you.” Todd grits his teeth while the girls can’t see and goes to stand up. “I didn’t say to get up,” Beatriz says before Todd can rise. She impatiently snaps her fingers. “Knees, bitch, get over here on your knees!”

It takes everything Todd has to hide his growing irritation and wounded pride. He puts on a flat, emotionless face and turns around, the carpet rubbing against his sore knees. As he nears, Beatriz turns around and pats her ass with the cup of her hand.

“You better ask for this nicely,” warns Beatriz.

Todd’s lip trembles with anger. “Please fart in my face, Daddy,” he says, unable to keep his displeasure from seeping into his voice.

“Is that attitude I hear?” Jade asks.

“I think it is,” agrees Priya.

“It better not be,” says Beatriz, looking over her shoulder at Todd. The fiery look returns to her eyes and Todd knows he has only one more chance to get this right.

Todd sighs very, very quietly and says much more sweetly: “Please fart in my face, Daddy.”

“Good boy,” says Beatriz.

For the third time, Todd is made to suffer the indignation of getting a fart to the face. This one is shorter and quieter than the last one, though it’s little consolation as he has to fight the desire to wretch and gag. There’s a chime as Jade gets a text and the girls’ attention is drawn to her, allowing Todd the slightest of grimaces as he stares at Beatriz’s ass just inches away from him.

“It’s my mom,” says Jade. Her mouth drops open and her eyes flick to Todd. “You didn’t tell us this.”

“Tell us what?” asks Beatriz, turning around.

Jade clears her throat and reads the text: “Hey baby, hope you girls are having fun with my slave. Make sure you show him his place, he can use the reminder.” Jade pauses to look at Beatriz. “Bro, Bea’s got that down.” Then she continues reading: “He is NOT to cum, no matter what he says or does. He hasn’t–” Jade snorts a private laugh. “–cum in 7 months and I want to keep it that way. White cocks cum only when women of color say so. Love you baby.”

“7 months?” asks Beatriz. “Sucks to be you, dude.”

“I have an idea,” Priya says. “J, your mom said he’s not supposed to cum but, like, that’s on him right?”

“What do you mean?” Jade asks.

Priya steps towards Todd and flips up her skirt, showing him her shaved pussy again. She keeps walking until she’s pushing it against him, making his cheeks feel the rough stubble; she has a heady, horny scent and when she reaches down to tease herself, Todd can smell it all the more strongly, his cock getting excited despite the hopelessness of the chastity cage.

“What I mean is, we can tease him,” Priya says. “Make him feel realllly good… and force him to keep himself from cumming or else we tell your mom.” As she speaks, Priya rolls her hips against Todd’s face, making him feel her on his nose and mouth. He fights the urge to stick out his tongue and taste her and feels his balls ache as his cock throbs in desperation.

“You’re a twisted fuck,” says Jade with more than a little admiration in her voice. “But let’s do that later. I have something else I want to do first.”

“What’s that?” asks Beatriz.

“You’re not the only one who picked up some things for tonight,” Jade tells Beatriz. “Let’s show shrimp-dick what some real cocks look like.”


Strapped

It’s Jade’s turn to go into her bedroom, the one with the painted dark green walls and colorful red, yellow, and white fabric hangings. When she returns, she introduces Todd to three of her “friends” that she’s arranged to have over for the night: Domingo, Andre, and Vic. It should be a bigger consolation that these are not in fact real men looking to revel in Todd’s humiliation, but as his eyes pass over the black and tanned strap-on phalluses, he can’t help but feel fine being unappreciative.

Priya’s got Vic on, the smallest and lightest of the three and the only that isn’t realistically molded. But even though it’s the shortest and least girthy of the bunch, that doesn’t mean it’s small–the hanging cock is easily twice the size of Todd and is more likely a full seven inches that seems even bigger hanging from Priya’s petite frame.

Domingo is on Beatriz and it’s about an inch and change bigger than Vic, with a realistic head and mock balls that are detailed right down to the last wrinkle. It’s darker too, matching Beatriz’s tawny skin, which makes its reddened head all the more obscene looking as Beatriz wags it at Todd disparagingly.

The final strap-on phallus, Andre, belongs to Jade and it’s as dark and Ebony as her, with huge balls, a girthy shaft, and even realistic faux pubes. It hangs heavily from Jade’s crotch and the way she stands with her hips jutting out and arms across her chest reminds Todd exactly of her mother, who has assumed the same pose many, many times before.

“Good news, white boy,” says Jade, tossing Todd a small bottle of lube. “You get to stroke now. Ladies–who wants to go first?”

“He’s got two hands,” says Beatriz. “He can stroke two at once.”

“Good idea,” says Jade. “But you had your turn with him–me and Priya get to go first now.”

“Fine, I’ll record it then,” Beatriz says.

Todd’s head snaps around to her. Record it? For who?

“Really good idea,” says Jade. “We can send it to my mom later, give her some ideas.” She narrows her eyes at Todd. “How about it, huh? You can be my mom’s fluffer. I’m sure there’s plenty of black guys out there who would love to see a cucked, caged white bitch on his knees whose job it is to get them hard. Then you can go in the corner and wait til they’re doing fucking.”

“Or go under the bed,” offers Priya. “So he has to listen and feel the mattress bouncing up and down.”

Jade snorts and grabs the shaft of her strap-on. “Get to work, bitch. Our cocks aren’t going to stroke themselves.”

Priya and Jade come forward while behind Todd, Beatriz pulls out her phone and starts recording. Todd squirts lube onto both hands and reaches for one cock and then the other, gliding his hands down the shafts. It’s tough to get a rhythm in unison going because of the different sizes of the strap-ons, but Todd does his best, eventually settling pumping one hand down while the other slides up instead of trying to match them together. It makes for a ridiculous scene, one the girls snicker and smirk at, as if Todd is doing some bizarre, fist-pounding dance.

“Work it, bitch!” cries Jade, humping her hips at Todd.

“Stroke me gooood baby,” says Priya with a shotgun laugh.

Beatriz steps around the trio like an amateur director, capturing Todd’s twin handjobs from the side and from between Jade and Priya, pushing the phone in to get a close up of Todd’s face.

“Stick your tongue out,” says Beatriz. “More. More. Open your mouth wide. Roll your eyes back.”

Todd follows the instructions until his tongue is out like a wet carpet, his mouth is stretched wide, and he feels an ache in his sockets from rolling his eyes back so hard. But it seems to please the girls, the three of them slipping past the usual mocking laughter to offer Todd crooning words of encouragement instead.

“I know you want this chocolate sauce, bitch, but there ain’t gonna be enough room on that tongue for it,” says Jade.

“Ooo baby, you make me wanna swoon thinking about jamming my cock in there,” Priya chimes in.

Doing another circle around with the camera, Beatriz puts her phone away. She steps behind Todd and grabs his head to force his mouth open even wider with her fingers; he tastes stale cigarettes and college perfume.

“Say ahhhh,” mocks Beatriz.

“Aggghhgh” is all Todd can say with Beatriz’s fingers pushing into his mouth.

“You look soooo fucking stupid,” says Priya.

“Not too stupid to suck dick,” Jade says.

It’s not just a taunt. Jade pushes forward, moving Todd’s hand off her strap-on, and jams as much of her dildo into Todd’s mouth as she can, pushing all the way to the back of his throat. It’s jarring and is enough to make Todd stop stroking Priya in shock. Jade pushes so far back she triggers Todd’s gag reflex and suddenly he’s dry heaving and feeling his stomach suck up against his spine. When he raises his face, he’s immediately met with a slap from Jade’s strap-on and she shoves herself into his mouth again, going even deeper this time; Beatriz grabs his head to keep him from moving and Todd dry heaves again, feeling his eyes start to water. He goes to reach for Jade to shove her away but thinks better of it, flapping his arms helplessly at his side as he desperately tries to open his throat to accept the cock.

Finally, he’s had too much and he starts to paw pathetically at his own face, still too afraid to touch Jade. She pulls out of him and he lets out a huge, loud gasp, thick dribbles of saliva flinging out of Todd’s mouth as he bends over and dry heaves so hard he thinks he’s going to be sick.

“Up here, cocksucker, you’re not done yet,” hisses Jade.

But Todd can’t do it. He can’t bring himself to raise his head, knowing his Mistress’s 18-year-old brat of a daughter won’t stop until she’s slid her monster cock down his virgin throat. He shakes his head in fear as he stares glassy-eyed at the thick rivulets of spit that are hanging down from his lips.

“What was that?” asks Beatriz. “Did I just see you shake your fucking head no?” She reaches for his head.

“Let him go, Bea,” says Jade. “This white bitch is mine.”

Todd feels the other women back away, leaving just Jade. Her voice grows low and menacing.

“I’m going to give you one goddamn chance for you to lift your ugly-ass face and start sucking my Andre again,” Jade says. “One chance. And do you know what I’m going to do if you don’t take that chance? I’m gonna send a text to the brothers at Alpha Phi Alpha and you’re going to have some real black cocks to in your face. Choose wisely.”

If it were the other girls, Todd might think it was an empty threat. But this is Mistress Jada’s daughter, who is not only her spitting image but also the inheritor of her affectations and attitudes. She means business, he knows it, and the stomach-churning fear of being a naked, almost 40-year-old white guy with his dick in chastity surrounded by a bunch of drunk, black frat boys is enough to get Todd to lift his head. His face is wet with tears and spit but he can see well enough to see the smug smile on Jade’s face.

He moves his mouth towards her strap-on, but she stops him.

“No,” she says. “You hurt Andre’s feelings. Tell him you’re sorry.”

“I’m sorry,” mutters Todd.

“He has a name you know,” says Jade in a grating, singsong voice.

Todd exhales through his nose. “I’m sorry, Andre.”

Jade holds her cock by the base and waves it up and down. “What are you sorry for?” she asks.

They lock eyes and even though Todd can feel the frustration in his own, Jade’s are dazzlingly bright in all their hazel-green glory. She knows he doesn’t want this–knows how angry he is deep down at the nonstop humiliation–and that’s exactly what she wants, what she gets off on. Just like her mother.

“I’m sorry…” Todd sighs as quietly as he can. “...I’m sorry for not sucking you well.”

“And for being rude,” adds Jade.

“And for being rude,” Todd says through gritted teeth.

Jade points to the strap-on’s fake pubes. “You put your nose here and all is forgiven,” she says.

It takes a moment for Todd to fully understand what she’s saying: She expects him to deep throat the dick all on his own, all the way to the base. He sees that Beatriz has turned her camera back on and taken a position beside he and Jade to capture every frame of the ordeal. He closes his mouth tightly. How the hell is he going to do this?

Just do it fast and quick, before you can think about it, he tells himself. Even if you get sick, even if you can’t talk for hours after, it’s better than trying over and over and over until Jade is satisfied…

…and definitely better than her texting Alpha Phi Alpha.

Todd opens his mouth wide and presses his tongue down, trying to form as much of a cavity as he can. He concentrates on opening his throat up and knows this is going to be very, very unpleasant.

He’ll remember the pain and suffocating panic later, when he reflects on this night, but as he takes the dark cock into his mouth and pushes his nose towards the impossibly far away faux hair, what he’s focused on instead is Jade’s hard, expectant expression that he stares up at through his teary vision. She is her mother but more so–a perfected version of the woman Todd has been a slave to for the last two years, improved in every way in this new generation. She is surer, colder, more exact in her ideology of superiority over men like him. In his mind’s eye, as a spike of discomfort wracks Todd’s throat, he sees an entire lineage of Jades stretching out into the future, young, hard women of color with naked white men like Todd in their knees beside them, wearing their chains and serving at their feet in a great rebalancing of the injustices of history.

The scratch of fake hair on his nose and bellowing roars of the college girls tell him he’s completed his task and his body knows before his mind does that he has to pull away. The gasping breath he takes in is almost enough to make him sick all by itself and it’s nothing shy of a miracle that Todd is able to hold onto his stomach. He doubles over and coughs until it hurts, Jade and the other girls not pushing him to get up this time, content instead with the mastery they’ve demonstrated over him.

The grating humiliation Todd has suffered still weighs on him like a yoke, but there is something else there too now, something that was only a performance before: Subservience to these haughty, demanding girls and an innate acknowledgment of their status as his superiors despite their age, attitudes, and lack of experience.

For the next twenty minutes, the girls take turns with his mouth, and though there’s no deepthroating as rough as with Jade, it’s not because of mercy but because of Todd’s abject servility as he worships the strap-on phalluses, his self-debasement entertaining enough for the girls that they feel no need to degrade him in any other way.

“That’s enough,” Jade says when she’s finally bored of Todd’s submission. “He’s all yours, Pri-pri.”

Priya claps her hands together excitedly. She strips off her strap-on harness, letting it fall to the carpeted floor, and rushes into her bedroom, which is all pinks and satiny whites. She returns with a small vibrator wand with a wide, fat drumhead that she’s pulled a condom over.

“Stand him up,” she says to the others. “I want to try something.”


Randy

Jade and Beatriz hoist Todd to his feet. He is still dazed from being used by the girls as Priya steps around behind him and it’s not until he feels her press the condom-wrapped vibrator against his ass does he snap back into coherence. Priya flicks it on and there’s a tremendous buzz in his ass that thrums against the #4 plug, right to his prostate. Todd can’t help but moan at the sensation and it takes him a second to remember the rules Mistress Jada set out for him; he tries to collect himself, but as Priya pushes the vibrator against him, Jade and Beatriz begin to play their part in his torment as well.

Jade grazes her fingers down Todd’s chest and belly as Beatriz reaches under his caged cock to tickle his balls with her long nails, distracting him from his attempts to remain chaste.

“Be careful,” warns Jade, her fingers teasing up to Todd’s nipples. She pinches one firmly. “You better not have an accident.”

Beatriz rakes her nails against Todd’s balls and then clutches his sack in her fingers, pulling it down in a one-two one-two milking motion. “This lock looks pretty simple,” she says to the other girls. “Think I should try to pick it?”

Todd grunts as Priya pushes the vibrator hard against him, feeling the pressure on his prostate and the squeeze of precum inching up his trapped cock. He knows he shouldn’t want them to release him but after 7 months of denial, the idea of being free from the chastity device sounds like bliss. He grunts again and bites down on his lower lip as Beatriz wraps her fingers around his balls and grips him.

“What about you?” she asks him. “Do you think I should pick the lock of your little dick cage?”

The words that come out have the same obedience as the ones he’s used to saying to Mistress Jada: “If it pleases you, Miss.”

Jade raises her eyebrows. “Well, well, well,” she says. “Looks like a little BBC got this white boy properly behaving finally. Bea–go get your magic wand.”

Beatriz is back in a flash with a small handheld tool that reminds Todd of something he’d see at the dentist office. He watches wide-eyed as she gets down on her knees in front of him and carefully inserts its tip into the lock of his chastity cage. She lightly presses a button on its side and Todd feels a slight pressure as the lock’s tumblers are turned, its pins clicking into place. Beatriz slides the device out of the lock and Todd feels the two pieces of the device–the base ring and the shaft–ease apart.

“Jackpot,” says Beatriz proudly. “Does anyone want to do the, uh, honors?”

Both Jade and Beatriz wrinkle their noses at the thought of it.

“Me me me!” says Priya.

Priya swaps off with Beatriz, giving the vibrator to the Latina girl to use to keep stimulating Todd’s prostate against his will. She comes around and pulls the shaft off Todd’s chastity cage, leaving the base ring around his cock and balls to act as a makeshift cock ring. Immediately, Todd is fully hard even without a single touch from Priya.

“Shrimp-dick’s excited!” croons Jade, holding up Andre to compare her fat, long strap-on to Todd. It absolutely dwarfs him but what’s even worse is when Jade uses the dildo to stroke the underside of Todd’s cock. He gasps and clenches his fists and, seeing his reaction, Priya comes up nice and close to him to rest her bare pussy against the side of his leg.

“Do you wanna fuck me?” she whispers hotly in his ear. “Think about it–your cock in my tight, dark, wet pussy…”

Beatriz holds the vibrator against the jeweled base of the plug and Todd squeezes his ass cheeks together, trying to contain himself but only causing the plug to push on his prostate more and more. She flicks a setting on the vibrator that makes it begin to pulse short-short-short-long, short-short-short-long, those long pulses bring Todd closer and closer to the edge.

“I can’t wait to tell my mom you came,” says Jade. She’s now rubbing the big head of her strap-on against Todd’s cockhead, right at its most sensitive spot. “She’s going to be sooooo pissed bro.”

Meanwhile, Priya continues to whisper in Todd’s ear: “How long would you last with me on top of you, riding you, grinding on you, my tits in your face, your hands on my ass…” She takes one of Todd’s hands and moves it under her skirt to press it against her backside. “Feel me,” she whispers. “Squeeze me, grab me like you would if you were fucking me…”

“Better not cum, better not cum,” Jade sings in a mocking, chipper tone. She leans forward to whisper in Todd’s other ear. “We both know what a piece of shit white faggot loser you are. You have no control, bitch. You want to be punished, you want to grovel at my mom’s feet while she fucks real men, don’t you?”

Beatriz reaches under between Todd’s legs and presses her thumb against his taint. She holds it there and adjusts the vibrator, the short pulses getting quicker and the long ones getting longer. “You gonna cum for Daddy or am I going to get the bigger plug to finish you off?”

Priya pushes Todd’s hand harder against her ass and grinds her wet pussy against his thigh. He can feel the slick lips and the slight stubble as she whispers, “I need some dick, baby. I need it bad, I need to be fucked and spanked and made to scream!”

“What’s it going to be?” hisses Jade in his ear. “You gonna hold out on me? Or are you going to give me what I want and cum so I can watch my mom use ‘Mr. Randy’ on you?” Todd tenses up. “Oh did I not read that part of the text out loud? Silly me.”

Beatriz: “Daddy says cum!”

Priya: “I need cock, I need it!”

Jade: “Come on you fucking loser!”

With a loud, croaking grunt, Todd cums, squirting right onto the common area coffee table as the girls laugh and cheer. Jade moves the strap-on away the second he starts to spill and Priya moves too, leaving Beatriz to milk what’s left in Todd’s balls out with the vibrator. There is a lot–a copious, obscene amount–and Todd is so fixated on it pooling down on the coffee table and then by his feet that he doesn’t even realize Jade’s got her phone out. Todd looks at the camera wide-eyed in shock.

“Say hi to Mom,” she sneers, turning the camera around to show that she’s on a video call with Mistress Jada.

Fuck.

“HOW DARE YOU!” roars Mistress Jada through the phone, eliciting more laughs from the girls. In the background, Todd can see the messy bed and, based on Jada’s hair and flushed face, it’s clear she’s been fucking. “We are going to have a LONG discussion about this when you get home, slave!”

Jade ends the call and the girls’ laughter dies down. “Well?” she asks. “You made a mess, slave. Clean it the fuck up!”

Beatriz shoves Todd forward and he loses balance, nearly tumbling onto the coffee table. She shoves his face right into the puddle of spilled cum. “Eat it!” she snarls.

With Beatriz holding Todd by his hair and Priya and Jade kneeling down on either side of the table to scream at him, Todd is forced to lick up 7 months’ worth of cum. It is foul and salty and bitter and once Todd’s done with what’s on the table, Beatriz makes him suck up what spilled onto the carpet, forcing Todd to lick and eat up all kinds of filth that hasn’t been cleaned up in who knows how long. And, when he’s done with that, the girls take turns inspecting his mouth to make sure he’s swallowed every drop before they make him put his own chastity cage back on and expel the plug, leaving Todd in the bathroom to clean it.

He doesn’t think he’s been in the bathroom long, but it must’ve been longer than he thought because when he exits, he sees that Mistress Jada has already arrived. She and the girls are sitting on the common area couches engaged in small talk. In Mistress Jada’s hand is the dreadful black leather hand-shaped paddle.

Mr. Randy.

Mistress Jada raps it against the coffee table. “Up here on all fours, slave,” she says. “I want the girls to have a good view.”

Todd obediently clambers up onto the coffee table. The women shift seats so that all three of the 18-year-olds are facing Todd’s backside.

“Did you girls have fun tonight?” Mistress Jada asks.

“Yes, Ms. Williams,” Priya and Beatriz say in unison.

“And you?” Mistress Jada asks her daughter. “Has tonight made you think any more about what we talked about?”

“It has,” Jade says, nodding.

“And do you have an answer for me yet?” asks Mistress Jada.

“I do. And my answer’s yes.”

“Answer to what?” asks Priya.

There’s a smug smile in Mistress Jada’s voice as she says, “You three are going to have a new roommate.” She pats Todd’s ass with the paddle. “He’s all yours now.”

Before Todd can stop himself, he blurts out: “What?”

A second later, Mistress Jada brings Mr. Randy down on Todd’s balls. He shouts in thudding, biting pain.

“Shut up, slave,” Mistress Jada says. Then, to the girls “He’s your property now. For the year, anyway. We’ll reevaluate after that.”

“Really?” asks Beatriz. “Like… we can do anything we want with him? We don’t need, like, your permission or anything?”

Mistress Jada huffs a laugh. “Of course not. He’s all yours. And I think we can make it official by letting you girls discipline him for cumming.” She hands Mr. Randy to Jade.

“How many were you going to give him, Mom?” asks Jade.

“I’m not sure,” says Mistress Jada, shrugging. “Let’s go for the hour and see how we feel.”

Todd’s eyes widen with sickening dread.

“Wait, wait, wait!” says Priya. “Let’s get one of the plugs first. We can do #5 this time!”

“And he can eat my ass,” says Beatriz. “I’m feeling a little gassy again.”

“As long as we take turns for him to suck off Andre,” says Jade.

The girls giddily discuss what to do with Todd as they discipline him and Mistress Jada slides into view to give him a severe, mean smile.

“Whatever you girls want,” she says.

THE END
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Oink oink piggies, it's time to pay up.




When Yasmine Wright receives a mysterious invitation to a party hosted by the Ladies of Color Collective, she has no idea what to expect. And when she arrives to the party, she finds a scene she never could have imagined: white men paying ten thousand dollars apiece just for the chance to serve food and drinks to strong, powerful women of color who are disdainful of their very existence. Stranger still are whispers of the upcoming auction at the party, where the white men involved have paid a staggering hundred thousand dollars each to take part in a cryptic evening of humiliation, power exchange, and race-based domination.




Yasmine thinks there's no way she could ever feel more powerful than a white man, but she's about to learn that the Ladies of Color Collective has been focused on changing minds just like hers and has developed an ironclad system for elevating women of color at the expense—literally—of well-off white men. By the end of the night, Yasmine will have a new view of not just herself but also her place in the world.
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At the Athena School, the only way to pass is to kiss some ass.




When college sophomore Ben Brandeis gets in deep trouble at school, he’s offered a choice: Either face expulsion or spend the rest of the semester at the fabled Athena School, an all girls university designed to rehabilitate wayward men who need a firmer female hand in their lives. But, as Ben knows, the Athena School also goes by another name–Pussy U–a nod to how domineering and unapologetic its female students and professors are.




As Ben tries to get a passing grade for his six-week stay at the Athena School, he’ll take both classes for his major and also classes mandatory for Pussy U, like Psychology, Home Economics, Physical Education, and Female Anatomy. In these classes, the staff and students are waiting to put male students through their paces, subjecting them to humiliation, harsh punishments, degrading challenges, and constant worshipping of their gorgeous, demanding bodies.




Will Ben be able to withstand the constant debasement of Pussy U and shake off his past wrongdoings? Or will he snap under the pressure and lose everything he’s worked for?
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