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“So, you’re what, willing to give up your latte once a week and contribute toward some poor, non-latte drinking, black guy and consider that your woke contribution to racial justice.”  Rhonda smiled at me.  It was more of a smirk really, but since she was cute, I’d rather think it was a smile.

“I’m not trying to say it’s enough, but maybe it’s a…”

“Start.” Rhonda completed.

Richard said, “I think it’s all a scam.  Reparations.  I didn’t have anything handed to me.  So, why am I being asked to contribute to something like that.”

Rhonda said, “You’ve benefitted just by being white.”

Sam chimed in, “You just don’t notice the benefit.  Like not being stopped by the cops before you make it to the end of the block.”

Dr. Collins was sitting on the edge of her desk.  She looked at me and then at Rhonda.  “Reparations versus no reparations.  Rhonda, Richard seems to be saying and Richard, feel free to correct me.  No reparations unless you can be shown how you benefitted from the system that denied those benefits to Black people.  Bobbi feels there should be reparations, but you feel like what he’s offering isn’t enough.”

For a moment, Rhonda sat there and then crossed her legs and looked from Richard to Bobbi.  “I think Richard’s an easier case.  He might be more open to reparations if I sat down and showed him say the wealth gap between whites and blacks and ways that the system made sure that happened.  The argument might move toward what he owed for what his ancestors did.  Bobbi’s well.  I think he’s trying to show how nice and woke he is by accepting that reparations are just.  Just as long as it doesn’t really hurt him.”

Dr. Collins looked at him.  “Rhonda’s saying your too cheap.  That you won’t make reparations the cause you any pain.”

“It just never seems to be enough.  I’m trying to think of the right thing and not just for the appearance of being woke.  But how much is enough?  Would I have to give everything to some Black family while I starve myself.” He saw Richard looking at him.

“That’s one thing.  Never enough.”  Richard looked at Rhonda.  “It wouldn’t be you starving, it’d be all of us and still wouldn’t be enough for them.”

Ronda looked exasperated.  “So, then no reparations.  Thank you for giving all your sweat and labor building this country, but we’re skipping out on the bill.  Money is good.  I’m not turning it down, but I’m thinking a collective government response.  For them to pay for what the system did.  But individually, I do think that whites ought to feel some pain for what they did, and money is an easy out.  What about the degradation of just being owned and not having control of your body?  Most Black people have some white blood due to rapes by white masters.”

“Just because there was sex didn’t mean it was rape.  Could have been a mutual thing.”  Damn.  Looking at Rhonda, I could tell it was a mistake.

“Mutual,” she fumed.  “They were owned.  How much say did they have?  If I owned you and told you we were going to have sex, how much choice would you have?”

Richard laughed and I stumbled for words.

“Don’t get your hopes up white boy,” Rhonda snapped.  “If I could whip you if you didn’t get me off, you’d be so nervous, you probably couldn’t get it up anyway.”

“Hold on,” Dr. Collins broke in.  “I’m going to have to put a stop to this here.  We ran past time about ten minutes ago.  And you really can’t talk about hurting other students.  If you want to keep talking, you’ll have to do it elsewhere.  Now, you’ve got your assignments for next time.  Some of you need to be getting to your next class.”

The other students began filing out.  Rhonda was still sitting, and he wanted to apologize for having been a part of making her upset.  Gathering his books from his desk, he made his way over to her.

“I’m sorry.  I learn a lot from these discussions.  Another perspective and all.”

“Thanks.  I think you want to do the right thing, but I also think you don’t understand how this whole thing hurts.  Thinking that white people are going to make history go away by throwing some money at it.”

“If you want to help me understand, I could give you that latte I’m giving up today.”

“Are you trying to get whipped white boy?”  Her look was angry, and he looked crestfallen at how he was perceived at trivializing the whole discussion.

Rhonda broke into a laugh.  “You should see your face.  Hey.  A free latte is a free latte and you’re going to buy me a big one.”
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“Let’s get a booth first before it fills up,” Rhonda whispered as they approached the line.

He said okay, but it seemed unusual.  It wasn’t how things were done.  A small change, but it did draw some looks from the other people in line.  She slipped into the booth, and he started to sit when she stopped him.

“Why don’t you get my latte and bring it to the table?”  She gave her order to him and smiled.

He walked back up front and got in line and thought that if they’d stayed in line to begin with, they’d be a lot closer to having their drinks at the booth.  Seeing her smiling at him from the booth, he got his plain coffee and her much more elaborate order and walked back to the booth.

She took a sip and said as he was sitting down, “They never seem to get it right here, would you mind picking up a couple of sugars up at the front.”

He got up again and picked up a couple of sugar packets and slipped into his seat as he handed her the sugar.

“How is it now?” he asked as she emptied the sugar into her drink.

“Very sweet,” Rhonda smiled, “but not as sweet as ordering you around and making my point.”

“Point?” he asked taking a sip of his coffee which had cooled off some.

“We were talking about reparations.  Reparations for involuntary servitude and all the rest that came after.  To me, it’s not just about payback for the past, but also getting white people to understand the feelings about why it all is necessary.”

“And I should understand that a little bit better from getting you a coffee?”  He looked at her and tried to focus on the conversation, but he was feeling lucky that a woman as beautiful as her was spending time with him.

“Oh, I’m going to enjoy my free latte anyway, but I thought I’d be a bit of bitch to give a bit of a lesson.  I noticed how you seemed to get a little annoyed at my asking for the two sugars and it was all voluntary servitude meaning you did have a choice, and you were wanting something out of it.  Your annoyance was your thinking the price you were paying was too high.”  She took a sip and smiled triumphantly.

“I’m not sure what you mean by I wanted something out of it.  I just thought buying you a coffee meant I’d get to keep carrying on this interesting conversation.”  He saw how the top of her lip now carried the slightest bit of latte mustache.

Rhonda laughed.  “Conversation?  I doubt your following it all that closely since your main motivation here is your desire to sleep with me.”

His coffee was too hot for the big gulp he had not meant to take.  He had to cough.  “I didn’t.  I mean I…”

She laughed a little louder.  “So, you don’t want to have sex with me?”

He couldn’t think of how to save the conversation which had taken a sudden turn and the look on her face told him that she wasn’t about to rescue him.

Rhonda broke into smile.  “It’s okay if you want to have sex with me.  I do think I’m attractive and worth it,” she added with a wink.  “But it’s not like you’re anywhere close to making it happen.”

“How far away am I?” he said with a wink back at her.

“And a smartass white boy comment moves you further back on the gameboard.”

This is turning into quite a dance he thought.  He felt like he couldn’t say anything that wouldn’t offend her, but she wasn’t getting up and leaving either.

“I feel like I need some guidance here.  I thought I detected some interest on your part, but I seem to keep offending you.”  There was a reason he didn’t do well with beautiful women or women in general and this one was way out of his league. 

“You have to do more than smile and wink.  To have a chance, you’d have to try and understand me.  Not understand me to win a discussion point.  Get to know me and why this issue and others are important to me.  Show some commitment and try to understand me and that’ll get you closer to what you want.  Not sure you’d ever get there, but it might give you a shot, who knows?”  She licked the latte mustache from her upper lip after taking another sip.

He wondered if that move her tongue crossing her upper lip was deliberate.  Not that it mattered.  He didn’t think it was possible for him to leave the table.  “So, help me understand.”

“We can talk about voluntary and involuntary service, but for now I need to see a little bit of commitment before there’ll be a next time.”

“Commitment?” he asked.

“Yeah.  You’re not into feet, are you?” She asked sitting back in the booth.

“Feet?  I’m not… I’m not sure what you’re asking me?”

“Just want to make sure you’re not one of those perverts that likes sucking a girl’s toes.  This wouldn’t be any kind of sacrifice if you’re into it.”  She pressed one foot into the other removing one of her sneakers.

“No.  I’m not a pervert.  Not a foot pervert.” 

She laughed and said, “Maybe something else I’ll have to teach you.”  She scooted to the edge of her seat and extended her bare foot.  “I’ve got another class I’ve got to get to.  Show me some commitment.  Get down on one knee and kiss my foot.”

He looked around the room and recognized students from his other classes and then at her and down at her foot.  Why was he now noticing how slender and beautiful it was?  Maybe he was a secret foot pervert?

“Write down your number and I will give you a call, but only if you get down on one knee and kiss my pretty black foot before God and everybody.”

He took a breath and then pulled a pen from his pocket and wrote his number on a napkin and pushed it toward her.  He slipped out of the booth and went to one knee and kissed her foot.

He started to get up, but she flexed her foot upward.  “On the sole whiteboy.  On the sole.”

He took her foot and bent down and kissed the bottom of her foot.

“Give me my sneaker.  I’ve got to run.”

He reached under the table and handed it to her and stood up.  He watched her push the napkin with his number into the pocket of her jeans and then she was up and walking quickly toward the door.  She did pause briefly to wink at Sam who had watched the entire meeting from a stool at the bar.
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Later that evening, he received a text from her.

Rhonda:  You must really want to have sex with me.  You surprised me by kissing my foot in front of everyone.

Bobbi:  It’s a given that I want to have sex with you.  But I’m also interested and a bit intrigued by you.

Rhonda:  Intrigued? LOL. Any girls giving you funny looks?

Bobbi:  Funny? No, why?

Rhonda:  Kissing my foot.  I’m sure a lot of them saw it or maybe heard about it.  Looking submissive and all.

Bobbi:  Submissive?

Rhonda:  You did kneel to me and kiss my foot?

Bobbi:  You said I had to show commitment, so I did.  I told you I’m intrigued by you.

Rhonda:  You don’t know the half of it.

Bobbi:  So, tell me.

Rhonda:  Not going to just blurt everything out at once. But…

Bobbi:  But…?

Rhonda:  If you want, I’m willing to continue talking. 

Bobbi:  I’d like that.

Rhonda:  Good.  I’d like you to know more if you’re interested.

Bobbi:  I’m interested.

Rhonda:  We’ll see.

Bobbi:  Can I see you?  We should talk more.

Rhonda:  Talk more about understanding me?

Bobbi:  Yes

Rhonda:  Ok.  I’ll send you, my address.  Don’t get your hopes up.  I do have a roommate.

Bobbi:  Roommate?

Rhonda:  Yes but let me give you a chance to get your hopes up amongst other things.  You just might have a chance to get naked.

Bobbi:  I’ll be there.

Rhonda:  LOL. That was quick.  Are you always that quick on the draw?

Bobbi:  No (That was his best response.  He was cautious about giving her even more ammunition.  Besides, she said he’d have a chance at getting naked.  Maybe that depended on her roommate being there or not.  Whatever it might be, he wasn’t going to blow his chance by trying to sound witty.  A simple no seemed the best strategy.

Ronda:  8pm and here’s the address.
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Rhonda was not your typical girl.  Not by any stretch of the imagination.  He just knew that whenever he thought about her, he would get an erection.  He unzipped and started rubbing his dick when they finished their text exchange.  Reading where she had written that he might have a chance to get naked made him slow down his masturbation, so he’d enjoy it.  She’d asked if he was always quick on the draw, and he knew what that meant.  One second, she was enticing him and the next she was denigrating him.  He didn’t know why both of those made him want to cum more.  The memory of kneeling in front of her and kissing her foot excited him. He wasn’t into feet.  It was no lie when he told her that.  So, why was he rubbing his dick and thinking of kneeling and how pretty her foot was.  Slender with soft milk chocolate skin and provocative red nails.  Hadn’t she asked first if he liked girl’s feet and sucking their toes?  What would he have done if after he’d kissed the bottom of her foot, she’d have told him to suck her toes and lick her feet.  He shot his cum into his cupped hand and knew that he probably would have.
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He had masturbated again before showing up at her apartment.  Telling himself that he’d make sure he wasn’t going to cum early if it turned out they would be having sex.  It had happened a few times in the past and nothing ruined an evening like cumming as soon as a girl reached into your pants.

He told himself all of this, but he also enjoyed jerking himself off.  It was almost all his sex life anyway.  When he thought about Rhonda and began rubbing himself, it always seemed to end when he thought about kneeling before her and kissing her foot.

When Ronda had opened the door and seen him, she had grabbed and hugged him and gave him a light kiss on the cheek.  She was wearing a football jersey and from what he could tell from the embrace, nothing else.  Maybe panties.  The jersey fit her like a dress hanging down to mid-thigh.  He was pretty sure she was braless.  The quick hug against her body and the kiss had been too quick to give him an instant erection, but once he sat down on the couch and got to take in how she was dressed, his erection soon followed.

“I’m glad you showed up.  Sometimes I’m a bit brash and it’s too much for some white boys.”  She folded one leg up under her as she sat at one end of the couch while he sat at the other end.

“Other white boys?” he asked.

Ronda smiled, “What can I say?  I like white boys for some reason.  They’re very nice like you.  But sometimes it puts them off that I have a roommate.”

“Your roommate.  Is she here tonight?”  Better to get that out of the way so he’d have some idea where the night was headed.

“No.  He’s out.”  She emphasized ‘he.’  “Probably out banging some chick.”

“But you’re living with a guy.”

“Yeah, you know him by the way.  Sam.  Sam from class.”

“Sam’s you roommate?” 

“Ok.  You heard that part, but did you hear me say I like white boys.”

He thought about Sam.  Probably his jersey.  He was tall and muscular and too much competition if that was what he was.  “I heard you say that, but I guess when you said roommate, I was picturing another college girl.”

Rhonda leaned back into the armrest, and he saw how the arch of her back accented her breasts.  Her nipples showed through the shirt.  “Cards on the table and if it’s too much, you can leave like the other white boys.  Sam and I have had sex.  He’s really good at it.  But we are not exclusive.  Not by any means.  He’s not going to walk through the door and get angry that I’ve got a boy here.  And if he brings his little chick home, I’m not going to get into a catfight with her.”

“I think I understand,” he managed.

“Good, cause I’d like to see where our relationship goes.  I do think you’ve got relationship potential.”  She unfolded her leg and put it on the couch and touched his thigh with her foot.

He saw her foot again.  Something must be wrong with him because now he did want to kiss it.  It was the same push and pull with her.  Telling him about Sam and his being good at sex and then pushing on his thigh with her naked foot.  “Naked foot.”  He was getting obsessed.

Her hand was lying along the back of the couch.  He extended his arm across the back of the couch to meet her fingertips with his own.  “I’d like to see where it goes too.”

“Have you thought any more about what we were talking about?” she asked.

Rhonda was obsessed.  Reparations and slavery again.  It was better when they were talking about Sam.  At least that had included sex talk.

When he didn’t say anything, Ronda continued, “I bet you think it’s the only thing I have to talk about.  Here’s why?  I told you about my infatuation with white boys.  That’s what Sam calls it anyway.”

“Yeah,” he quietly answered.

“I’ve dated white boys before, and it hurts when you share, and they just don’t get it.  It’s not like they don’t think slavery was bad.  Everyone knows that it was.  Bu, it’s not in a deep, feeling sense that it was bad.  More like it was bad, let’s move on.”

“So, to build a relationship with a white boy, you want someone to feel in their gut that it was bad.  Not just the intellectual knowledge that it was bad.”  He seemed like he had summed it up, but how was he to get through to her that he knew it was bad and felt that it was bad.

“Exactly.  And it’s why I developed a test to see if a relationship is going to work.”

“A test.  Like what kind of test?”

She took a breath and moved her hand away from his and gripped the back of the couch.  “I haven’t run you off so far, but this may do it.”

She frowned and looked frustrated.  “I feel like I should open the door right now, so you wouldn’t have to do it when you run out of here.”

“How about I promise that I won’t just run out?  Not saying I’ll agree to the test.  Just tell me.” He was fascinated as how her breath made her breasts rise and fall inside the jersey.

“Be my slave for a week.  I’m not sure.  Just so you’d get some feeling for having to do things that you don’t want to do just because your Mistress ordered you to.”

“Mistress ordered me to.”

“Yeah, I’d be your owner.  It’s not even a millionth of what real slavery was like but I’d give the orders and you’d have to do it.”

He wasn’t sure how to answer.  It wouldn’t be hard.  Probably have to tote her books around for her.  Stuff like that.  But he should act with caution.  After all, this was important to her even if it sounded a little insane to him. 

“Crazy, right?”  Again, that slight arch of her back against the armrest making her breasts tight against the fabric of the shirt.

Throwing caution to the winds, his dick decided to take over the conversation.  “No.  I get your point and if it helps us maybe in a, I mean, our relationship, then I’m game.”

“Really?” she asked.  “That’s never happened.  Usually, the boys are out the door at this point.”

“See, you’re better than the other white boys, you’ve got a chance with her.  Don’t blow it.”  His dick having achieved its aim retired until the next time, he would need to assert himself to keep from blowing the deal.

Ronda got up from the couch and took a step toward him and bent down and kissed his forehead and caressed his cheek with her finger.  His mouth was so very close to her breasts when she kissed his forehead.

“So, slave, let’s talk some so you’ll know what I, as your owner will need.”
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“You do realize that I’m talking for real and not some fantasy sex game.”  Rhonda looked serious as she sat there.  “I mean it.  This is important to me if you and I have any hope of a relationship at all.”

“I understand,” he said.  “This is important to you and I’m not going to trivialize it into a game.”

“First, I need some leverage.”

“Leverage?  I’m not following you.  I thought this was me agreeing to be your slave for a week and follow your commands.  I’m willing to do that to prove myself.”

“I can’t just own you.  Not like back then.  A real slave couldn’t just decide he didn’t like it anymore and end the game because it wasn’t a game.  It was real.  I know this isn’t real, but I need something where you can’t just end it when you want. That makes it trivial like you said.”

“Ok, Rhonda.  You tell me.  Obviously, you’ve thought about this a lot more than I have.”

She grinned. “I have done that.  I’d like to take a picture of you naked.”

He looked at her dumbly.  What could he say to that?  It excited him but also scared him.  Maybe scared wasn’t the right word, but she’d also said something about taking a picture.  He thought about her seeing him naked once they’d at least made out a little.  He definitely wanted to see her naked, but this seemed one-sided.  She’d see him, but he wouldn’t see her.  His dick was hard and screaming “yes.”  He finally said, “OK.”

“Really.  I thought there’d be more resistance.”

“I admit I have concerns.  Does it have to be pic?  I mean seeing me naked, isn’t that enough?”

“I’d love to see you naked, of course.  But this is leverage.  Don’t do what I say, and I’ll send out the pic.”

“Like blackmail.”

“Kind of.  I prefer to think of it as leverage.  Do what I say, or I’ll send it out?  You already said you’d be my slave and do what I want.  It’s no problem as long as you do that, and you already promised that.”

“That’s a lot of trust.  A picture can be sent at any time.  Just because you want to.  Could be a whim.”  He knew he was going to do it.  In fact, his dick was getting hard thinking about being exposed to her.

“You’re right about the trust.  I’ll own you and that’s trust.  But as my property, you just can’t imagine how I’ll care for you as mine.”  Rhonda smiled knowing she had a card to play to get his agreement.

Rhonda smiled mischievously, and he couldn’t help smiling back as she once again arched her back against the armrest.

“It’s not all punishment.  I give rewards too.  No pictures but I’m willing to show my tits to my slave.  You’ve been staring at them since you got here.  Before that even.  You’ve given them a lot of attention in class,” she added laughing.

He tried to think of a way to defend himself, but he did want to see them and that was the truth.  He didn’t need to speak since she was getting up.  She reached down for the bottom of the jersey and raised it up over her breasts.  Pale blue panties covered her pubic area, and she was not wearing anything else.  Her breasts were light chocolate mounds with small pert and erect brown nipples.  Each breast was an inviting warm handful and he wanted to suck her nipples, but the flash ended as she dropped the jersey and took her seat on the couch.

He said nothing and sat there as she took a seat. 

A moment passed and she said, “Well.”

“Well?” he repeated.

“Your turn.”  Rhonda was amused at how the sight of her tits could take away a white boy’s ability to act or speak.

Remembering his side of the bargain, he got up and began unbuttoning his shirt.  He kicked off his shoes and laid his shirt over the back of the couch.  He began to feel embarrassed under her gaze and slight smile.  He unzipped and pulled down his jeans and then stepped out of them.  He was wearing boxers and felt lucky that his dick had not poked through them. 

He pulled off a sock and she said, “Come on.  Now, you’re just being a tease.”

After he pulled off the other sock, he stood there for a second.  This was it, Nothing else left.  His hard cock popped out immediately when he pulled down his boxers.  Momentarily, he remembered how he had masturbated so he wouldn’t cum prematurely.  He was so hard that he wondered if he would have cum just from her looking at his dick.

“Nice,” she said.  “Go fetch my purse off the table over there so I can take some pictures.”

Pictures and not just a picture.  A brief thought that passed quickly as he focused on the hot Black girl looking at his hard dick. 

She watched him as he walked to the table and brought back her purse.  He started to walk back away from her.  Maybe he thought he would be able to put his clothes back on after she took his picture.

“Stay right there.  I want to take good look.”

He stood there awkwardly not knowing what to do with his hands.  Normally, he would have been trying to cover up, but the point of all this was her seeing him naked and taking his picture.

Rhonda got her phone and she looked at his erection.  “You really are a white boy, aren’t you?”

“Yes,” he said although the comment did not make any sense to him.

She held her phone in front of his face and focused on his erection.  “Now, back up.  Not a good leverage photo if I don’t get your face.  He stepped away and she took another picture. 

She had him turn around for another shot and then said, “One more.  I’m your Mistress and I want one of my servant in his natural position.  Kneeling.”  She got up and stood in the middle of the room.  She motioned him in front of her with her hand.

“Kneel, right here.”

He got down on his knees in front of her and she took one picture as she looked down on him.

“Hold on.  Stay right there.”  She moved to his side and looked through the phone taking a step back, so she got a full shot of him kneeling.

“Okay,” she announced.  “That’s enough for now.”

“Now?” he asked.

“I like seeing you naked.  I hope you’re okay with that.”

“Sure, but I just… you know, the pictures.”

Rhonda laughed, “Just imagine what I might do with those pictures when I’m alone.”  She dropped a hand to her thigh, and he got the message that she might masturbate while looking at them.

“Okay,” he said smiling.  He reached down to pick his boxers from the carpet.

“No,” Rhonda said as she continued to smile.  “I’d prefer for my slave to be naked for now.”

He looked at her and then sat down on the opposite side of the couch.  She like his hesitation as if he were waiting on her to tell him what to do.

“I’m still finding out about you.  And your dick is such a good truth teller.”

He looked puzzled.

“As your owner, I’m finding out about you, but I have to push your limits.  We talked about it.  Being a slave is not just you getting to do things you like.  Seeing you naked can tell me the truth no matter what your mouth says.”  She laughed.  “When I asked you if you were into feet and then had you kneel in front of everyone and kiss my foot, you said you weren’t into feet but did it anyway.  If I’d told you that and you’d been naked, I would have known the truth.  Your dick would have gotten hard if you were into feet.  It’s not a hundred percent.  You might have gotten hard just from touching me.  You might not have gotten hard if you’d just masturbated.”

The look in his eyes was also a truth teller.  She knew that he probably jerked off a lot so at the word “masturbation,” he had suddenly looked away from her.

She knew that Sam would be home soon, and having a slave made her wet and she would want to jump on his big cock when he came through the door.

“I’m going to need to go to bed soon.  Probably you too.  I’ve got an early class.”

“Okay,” he said looking down at his boxers.  He was being dismissed.  He had no idea when he would get to sleep.  He was going to masturbate thinking about all of this.

He got up from the couch and picked his boxers up from the floor.

“Hold on.  I just thought of something.  An assignment.  Homework if you will.”

He stood there as Rhonda got up and walked to what he assumed was her bedroom.  He was holding his boxers out and about to step into them.

“Hold on, slave.”  She tossed a pair of white satin panties at him.  “These might be a little tight.  I want you to wear them home instead of your boxers.  Underneath your jeans.”

“What, I’m sorry... what, I can’t…” he stammered.

“Can’t is not a word my slave should know.  He should just say, ‘yes, Ms. Rhonda.’  And I think you should start calling me that instead of Rhonda. Ms. Rhonda sounds like what you should be calling your Mistress.”

“Yes, Ms. Rhonda,” he said as he held the panties in front of him and figured out which side went in back.  Stepping into them, he pulled them up his legs.  They felt very tight when he pulled them to mid-thigh, but a tug brought them up over his hips. 

She smiled when she saw that the stiff erection that he had had earlier was returning and he was making a tent in his panties.  “Now, you have permission to get dressed, slave.”

After pulling on his shirt and his pants, he sat down on the couch and pulled on his socks.

While he was bending to tie his shoes, she walked in front of him.  She handed him a lacy pair of pink panties.  “These are for you to wear tomorrow.  I’ll see you in class and I’ll be checking.  If I like it, we just might need to get you some of your own.” She laughed and bent down and kissed the top of his head.  “You are such a good slave.”

He got up and thought for a moment that she might kiss him on the lips this time, but she made no attempt to get up from the couch.

“Oh, don’t forget,” and she put her feet up on the coffee table.  “Remember how to say good night to your Mistress.”  She pointed at her feet.

He got down on one knee and kissed the top of one foot and then the other.  She seemed to not be ready to dismiss him, so he kissed the bottom of her feet.

“Use your tongue this time, slave.”  He looked up at her as she gave him a wink.  “Show me what you can do with that tongue.”

He lowered his other knee and bent down and began licking the bottom of her feet.  Glad this time that he had his jeans on so that his ‘truth teller’ would not give him away.

“That’s enough slave, for now.”  She watched him rise to his feet.  “Be sure and have those panties on tomorrow.  I’ll check.  And you don’t want me pulling you over my lap and spanking you in front of the rest of the class.”

Or maybe he did she thought.  His little even for a white boy dick looked like it was as hard as a rock in his jeans.

“Yes Ms. Ronda,” he said and walked out closing the door behind him.

She knew that on the way home, he’d be rubbing himself and then jerking off as soon as she got home.  Her own hand parted her thighs.  She needed Sam’s big cock, but her hand would have to do for now.
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Sam looked up at the ceiling with his head perched on a pillow.  Rhonda had one leg draped over him.

“Date with your white boy must have gone well,” he said.

“It did.  Amazing what he can do with that little pecker.  One time, I almost felt it,” she laughed.

Sam knew she was joking but it was best to be sure.  “You’re not going give that white boy any pussy, are you?”

Rhonda put a hand on his chest.  “Maybe, I’m not sure.”

“Rhonda.  No.  I mean.”  He put a hand on her breast.

“Hear me out before you go off.  Reason none of my other white boys didn’t turn out like I wanted was that I was too mean.  I like this one and want to hang onto him.  Maybe it was a mistake to just try and force it before.  I need to use carrots and sticks to shape his behavior.  His desires.”

“Maybe I’ll just use my big stick on him,” Sam said thinking about how he’d turn the boy into a sissy, and it wouldn’t take long.

“Sam,” she reached down to touch his cock and see if he was ready for round two.  “You’re still the man here.  But you know how much I want this.  Imagine this white boy as our sissy slave doing what we want.  If he was here right now, he’d be licking you and me clean and thanking us for the privilege and then he’d be out in the kitchen making us a snack.”

Sam smiled to himself.  Having a white slave would be good for her.  Good for him too. No more chores meant more time fucking her.  And he’d show him who the man of the house was.  He’d fuck him good and have him sucking on his cock whenever he wanted.

Rhonda rolled over him to pick up her phone from the bedside dresser.  “Look.”  She held it out so he could see the pictures.

Sam laughed. 

“If I’ve got to do a little of this or that to shape him into our slave, you’re just going to have to let me do what I need to.  I’m not intending to fuck him if that’s what’s bothering you.  I’m just saying that I might if that’s what it takes.  Just let me do my thing.”  She felt his cock move and knew that he was going to give her another good fuck.

Sam rolled to his side and kissed her.

“Promise me you’ll do the photoshop thing later.”

“Don’t worry.  Before you head off to class tomorrow, I’ll take his picture and do my magic.  You’ll have your blackmail pics.  He’ll look like he’s kneeling for a chance to suck my big dick.”

His dick felt so good in her hand.  “Just in case.  I’ll take a lot of shots when he’s doing it for real, but I do like to have that for insurance.”

“Good,” Rhonda said.  “Better if we don’t have to use them.  But I do like having them.”

His cock was hard as a rock, and it was time to forget about her slave for a little while.
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He knocked on her door and thought about seeing her at class a few hours previously.  It was so exciting to be sitting next to her after having that discussion in class.  He would never have believed that so soon after that, she’d have seen him naked and he would have seen her, well almost naked except for the panties.  During class, she had licked his ear and stuck her hand down the back of his jeans to check his underwear.  He had obeyed her, but the after leaving her last night, he had masturbated to thoughts of her spanking him.  After a break halfway through the class, she had gone off to the bathroom.  When she came back, she had put her fingers to his lips and told him to open his mouth.  She had rolled the panties that she had been wearing into his mouth.  “I want you tasting me for the rest of the class.”

He reached down and squeezed his bulge white he waited for her to answer the door.  A little pain to keep his erection down.  His balls ached and he wanted to fuck her instead of his hand tonight.

She opened the door.  It must have been another one of Sam’s shirts.  This one an unbuttoned dress shirt with none of the buttons fastened.  He hoped that she would just take it off since he had already seen her tits.  If not, he was going to spend a lot of time watching her move to get a glimpse of them.

He put out his arms hoping for a hug and a kiss, but she backed away.  She stood there with a stern look on her face and he wondered why she was mad at him.  What could she be mad about?  He had barely stepped inside.

She sat down on the couch and placed one arm along the back and another on the armrest.  She tried to resist smiling but her eyes flashed in delight at his confusion.  It was such a sweet moment for her seeing how she had an opportunity to train her slave. 

“How do you greet your Mistress?  Especially now that it’s just the two of us.”

“Hello Ms. Rhonda,” he said tentatively.

“Close,” and this time she did smile.  “But I also told you how I want my slaves to present themselves.  Naked.  Or in panties and unless you’ve changed you should still be wearing the thong from this afternoon.  I do like thongs for you.  Shows off that nice butt of yours.  You should also be on your knees in case I allow you to kiss my feet.  It may or may not happen, but I don’t expect to be kept waiting if I want your lips and tongue on them.”

“Yes Ms. Rhonda,” he said as he quickly removed his shoes and socks, and shirt and jeans.  He carefully folded them and made a small pile of his clothes.  He got down on his knees in front of the coffee table where she had perched her bare feet.

He did wait and did not try to kiss them.  It was certainly a good sign she thought that he waits for her permission.

“Go ahead and kiss them.  I know you like that.”

He kissed her feet and realized she was right.  He wouldn’t have thought so before, but now he did like kneeling before her and kissing her feet.

“Now, this is not one of those fun play times.  I want to see how well you serve me by doing actual work.  Bathroom and kitchen.”

He stood there until she said, “What are you waiting for?  Cleaners, paper towels.  Everything you need is in the cabinets.  I’m not going to hold your hand while you work.  I will be doing an inspection when you’re done.”

That got him moving.  She picked up her phone and began texting Sam.

Rhonda:  Still on for the walk through so you can meet him.

Sam:  My appointment should be over by then.

Rhonda:  Not a biggie if you can’t, but I’d love it.

Sam:  Time still the same.

Rhonda:  I’ll manage it.  If he’s not finished, I’ll just get him to take a break.

Sam:  So, you know.  I gave him a double dose.  Mix it well.

Rhonda:  Double dose?

Sam:  Couldn’t sleep so I went to the kitchen and grabbed the jar you set out and made a second contribution.

Rhonda:  LOL.  I just wonder how fem the white boy will be after a double dose.

Sam:  LOL.  You know it takes time to work on a white boy.  He’s not going to greet me on his knees and beg for my cock.

Rhonda:  A double dose.  I bet he takes a look at that bulge.

Sam:  White boys do that already.

Rhonda:  And lick their lips and not know why.

Sam:  Some do.  Some don’t.  Now, that we’re talking about.  A nice pair of female lips would do nicely tonight.

Rhonda:  Licking my lips and I do know why.

Sam:  I should skip the appointment and come home now.

Rhonda:  Everything works out like I want, I’ll apply extra suction.  Suck that hot cum right out of there.
 

Sam:  I’ve got a double dose for you too.

She continued texting until she decided she would get up and go check on his progress.  She found him on his knees scrubbing her toilet.  Smiling to herself, she wished Sam was here right now so she could climb onto his big cock.  Nothing hotter for her than watching her panty wearing white slave working hard to clean her toilet.

She decided to go back to the couch and do some reading for class, but she couldn’t seem to focus.  She turned on the television and checked the news.  Watching the clock, she decided that she didn’t have time to get involved in a show.  She got up and walked to the kitchen where her slave stood in front of the sink in his panties finishing up the dishes and putting the last of them into the drainboard.

“I appreciate your hard work, slave, but time for my inspection.”  She smiled.  He had actually done a decent job, but finding flaws was not difficult.

She took him by the wrist and led him to the living room where she had him sit on the couch.  “I’ve got something for you.  A treat.”

She fetched the special shake from the refrigerator after swirling the glass to make sure the special ingredients stayed dissolved. 

“I don’t want to offend you.  I think you look hot.  But take off a couple more pounds and you’d be super-hot.  This meal replacement shake tastes great and can help take off those couple of pounds.”

“This instead of dinner?” he asked.

“Yes.  I know it’s a sacrifice, but don’t you want me getting all horny from seeing you naked.”

He grabbed the glass and began drinking.

White boys are so easy, she thought.  “Now, about your work today.  A for effort but maybe C+ if I grade you on the curve for results.  I did find many deficiencies.”

Ronda almost laughed out loud when he licked his lips and told her how good the shake tasted.

“I’m glad,” she said as she watched her slave drink a shake doctored with her boyfriend’s cum and a long-lasting erectile dysfunction drug.  “But, it’s good news and bad news.  I’m going to punish you.  Don’t worry.  I know you’re new at all this, but I really can’t allow you to get away from this without some punishment.  But I am going to reward you for your efforts.  Sound fair.”

“Yes Ms. Rhonda.”

“Clean your upper lip.  A bit of a milkshake mustache.”  She watched him lick the sticky milkshake from his upper lip with his tongue.  She’d be thinking about that later when Sam was pounding her pussy.

Rhonda moved forward on the couch and opened her shirt so that it would not interfere.  She patted her thigh. “Come over here and lie across my lap so I can give you a good spanking.”

“Yes Ms. Ronda.” He answered and got on his knees to crawl toward her as he thought this was no punishment.  This was a dream come true.

“Pull down those panties first.  You’re going to feel my hand on your bare ass.”

“Yes, Ms. Rhonda,” he said as he pulled down his panties and eagerly placed himself across her lap.

She smiled.  His little dick was already hard.  She could feel it between her thighs.  She slapped his ass hard.  He cried out in surprise.  Serves you right white boy for getting your little pecker hard between my thighs.

She slapped his ass three more times in quick succession.  “Maybe this isn’t the punishment I thought it would be.  Your hard dick tells me you’re into it.”

She spanked his ass twice more and felt her hand start to sting.  She would have to get a paddle for him.  Aiming another strike a little lower, she caught a bit of his ball sack, and he cried out.  “Think I’ve found the spot to make this a punishment.”

Two more strikes to the ass and then two quick hits to his balls.

“Please Ms. Rhonda, please.  I’ll do better.”

She hit his balls again, but then stopped.  She reached between his legs and grabbed his balls and squeezed.

“Please, please, Ms. Rhonda.” He was almost squealing she thought.

She put more pressure on his balls.  “Promise to do better next time.”

“Yes, Ms. Ronda, I promise I’ll do better.”

She let go of his balls but patted them a couple of times to remind him that she knew a punishment that he did not like.

Rhonda watched the clock.  She thought of spreading those cheeks and introducing him to finger fucking but that would come later.

“Okay.  Punishment’s over.” He eagerly got off her lap as she added, “for now.”

He looked up at her from his kneeling position.  She winked at him, “I think you deserve a hand for the effort you put in.”  She curled her fingers into her hand and simulated a hand job.  “But, because I’m still a little disappointed in you, it’ll have to be your own hand.”

He continued looking at her to get more instruction.

“You may masturbate, jerk your dick, and I’ll watch.  I do want to see it.”

He brought his hand to his erection and began stroking.  Maybe this was punishment too.  He wished it was her hand.  But he was hard and needed relief.  Every time he was around her, he’d just stay hard.

“Now, use your other hand to catch it.  Don’t make a mess are I’ll spank your balls and I won’t stop until I get tired.”

He didn’t know if it was deliberate, but her movements shifted the shirt exposing her right breast.  He came at once and had his hand ready.

She was watching him cum.  He would cum later that night when he masturbated after going home imaging her eyes on him.

He didn’t seem to cum very much considering how horny he was.  He saw the cum on his hand and it looked like he had spit in his hand.  Just a little bit whiter.

He was about to get up and go to the bathroom to wash it from his hand when she stopped him.

“I want you to lick your hand clean for me.”

“You don’t mean…” He stopped when he saw the angry look, she gave him.

“I know men.  You’d very much like to cum in my mouth.  But you’re telling me that your too good to have your load in your own mouth.”

He looked at his hand.  Not much there.  He didn’t want to but doing it to please her seemed like the better option.

Rhonda heard footsteps and thought of how perfect the moment was.  He was licking the cum from his hand when the door opened, and Sam walked into the room.

He froze with his tongue out licking his hand when he saw the Black man step through the door.

“Sam,” Rhonda said.  “I didn’t think you’d be around until later.”

“I’m sorry.  Forgot my gym bag.” 

He walked further into the room and saw her white slave kneeling beside her.

“I’m sorry. Didn’t mean to interrupt.  She told me about her new boyfriend. I’m Sam, you know from class.”

“Hi,” he said and brought his hand down to hide it.  His first impulse had been to get up and extend his hand, but he couldn’t do that.  He had his own cum in his mouth.

Sam stood there for a moment and took it all in.  His girlfriend on the couch who had just spanked the white boy who had just cum into his hand and was licking it clean when he came in.  He took a moment and looked at Rhonda.  His cock was getting hard.  He could feel the white boy’s eyes on his crotch.  “I’m sorry.  I don’t know my manners.  Let me get my bag and I’ll be back out the door.”  His eyes caught the white boy looking at his bulge and then their eyes met.  “It’s great gym.  It’s close.  If you ever want to get in a workout, I’d be happy to take you as a guest.’

“Thank you,” escaped his lips and he wondered why his register was so high.

Rhonda was looking toward Sam and knew that her slave could not see her.  She stuck out her tongue and ran it over her lips.

Sam left the room, and Rhonda began giving her slave instructions.  “Tomorrow’s the start of the weekend and I want to make it special. Bring a nice bottle of wine.  Skip lunch, but I’ll give you two shakes this time to make up for it.”

She put her hand out to help him up.  He pulled his panties up.

“We can skip the foot kisses tonight, but I’ll want your tongue to be prepared for a good workout tomorrow.”

He wasn’t prepared when her hand slipped around his waist and pulled him against her body.  She pressed into him, and she felt his little white wienie poking her.  “And please.  You came so quick tonight.  Please don’t play with yourself tonight.  Maybe tomorrow you can show me what a big cummer you are.”  Her hands slipped down to grip his ass and then she was kissing him full on the mouth and briefly her tongue pushed between his lips.  “You’ve got to learn a little control.  It’s no good for a woman if her man cums before he can take his pants all the way off.”  She laughed lightly pretending her laugh was for her little joke.  She wanted to laugh louder because she knew there was no way he would not be whacking his little dick. 

She watched him dress.  There was no question he would go home and masturbate.  She wondered if he would jerk off thinking of kissing her feet, being spanked, cumming in front of her, licking up his cum, or being caught by her boyfriend or would he be thinking of the big bulge in Sam’s jeans.
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He kissed the top and bottom of each of Mistress Rhonda’s feet.  Then he began licking the sole of each foot as she had promised the day before.  Looking up to see her smiling, he continued licking.  He remembered when she had asked if he was into feet, and he had said no, but now he realized how beautiful her feet were.

She let out a low moan.  “I didn’t think I’d enjoy it this much.”  Let me see how good you are at sucking.  Keep rubbing with your hands but give my big toes a good sucking.”  He took a toe into his mouth and began sucking enthusiastically while continuing to massage her foot with his hands.

“You suck so well.”  She brought her other foot close to the other one.  “Now, this one’s lonely.”

He moved to her other foot and licked the sole before taking the big toe into his mouth.  His mouth moved up and down on the toe as he sucked.  He rubbed the foot as he sucked the toe and then moved one hand back to the first foot. 

“Not cumming was good for you,” Rhonda said.  “You are so much better at this today.  Holding in all that sexual energy instead of going home and playing with yourself.”

Caught, he thought.  Was it lying if he didn’t say anything.  Maybe he could pretend he hadn’t heard.  He was afraid to look up at her.  She would know he was lying.  She’d see it in his eyes.  What else would she see?  He knew she could look straight into his soul.  She’d notice how his ‘truth teller’ reacted.  Better to tell her or she’d see that he had thought about lying.

He took his mouth from her toe and looked up at her.  “I’m sorry Mistress.  I’m so sorry but I did masturbate after I went home.”  He immediately went back to her toe.  He was sucking her toe when she pulled her feet away from him and placed them on the carpet.

“You what?”

He looked at her and lowered his eyes.  “I did masturbate last night after I went home.”

“After I explicitly told you not to.”

“Yes, Ms. Rhonda.”

Rhonda stood up.  He tried to look at her, but he looked down at the floor when she saw the disgust in her face.

She walked to the table and back to the couch.  He tried to crawl after her.

“I’m sorry, Ms. Rhonda.  Very, very sorry.  I couldn’t help myself.  I’m so sorry.”

“No,” Rhonda said, pointing at the floor.  “Stay right there.”  She walked back and forth across the apartment.  She kept looking at him with disgust but smiled when her back was turned away from him.  She had known he would not be able to keep from masturbating even for the one night.  Before he had come over, she had practiced her disgusted look in the mirror.

She stopped walking and stood in front of him.  “Why couldn’t you follow one simple order?”

“I don’t know, Mistress.  You made me so horny, I just couldn’t help it.”

“So, you just masturbated one time.  Relieved the pressure and then you were good.”

He cringed and stammered, “No Mistress.  More than once.”

“How many times, slave?” she asked with anger and some curiosity.

“Four, Ms. Rhonda, four times.”

“You broke my rule and then decided to break it an extra three times.”

“Yes, Ms. Rhonda.”

“First time was to relieve your horniness and the next three were for…?”

“I’m sorry, Ms. Rhonda.  I shouldn’t have done it, but I stay horny thinking about you.”

“I suppose I should be glad that you find me so beautiful that you can’t help but rub your dick.  But I think you were being willfully disobedient.  You will be punished for your disobedience, but willful disobedience that will require something more.  Stand up and pull down your panties.”

He did as she ordered, and she was surprised to see that his dick while not in full erection was full enough that it stuck out from his body.

“I’m surprised you didn’t rub it off,” she laughed.  She sat down on the coffee table in front of him after dragging her purse next to her.  She looked into her purse and pulled out a round hairbrush with stiff bristles sticking out from the center.

“Slave.  Tell me what you were thinking about that made you so horny that you just had to spend the evening fucking your hand.”

“I was thinking about you, Mistress.”

“And?”

“And how beautiful you are.”

She laughed.  “I bet you were thinking of crawling over my lap and my spanking you.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

She saw his dick twitch.  “You liked being spanked?”

“Yes, Ms. Rhonda.”

She reached around him to slap his ass.  “You like being punished.  Maybe I didn’t do it hard enough.”  She slapped his again but with more force.

“What else made you so horny, that you chose to disobey me?”

He did not want to tell her.  “Just that, Mistress.  You spanking me made me horny?”

“Tell me slave.  When you made your little messes, did you clean it up like I showed you.  Licked it up with your tongue?”

“No, Ms. Rhonda.  I just wiped myself up with some toilet paper and washed my hands.”

“From now on, when you’re allowed to cum, you will clean your little messes with your tongue.  Hear me slave.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

That certainly brought his little dick to full erection.  “Anything else that excited you and made you have to rub your dick?”

“No, Mistress.”

“You answer so quickly.”  She laughed.  “What are you trying to hide?”

He felt there was nowhere to go or hide.  His mind was as naked to her as his body was.

“It made me horny when Sam walked in, and I was almost caught.”

“Almost caught?”

“I mean he did catch us.  I mean me on my knees.  Just a moment earlier and he would have seen me licking up my cum.”

“Go ahead, whiteboy.  Tell me everything.  If you hide something, how can we have an honest relationship.”

He was almost crying and then a tear formed and ran down his cheek.  If he told her about looking at Sam’s crotch, she’d think he was gay and want nothing more to do him.  No relationship at all since she’d assume he was attracted to Sam, but that wasn’t true.  If he didn’t tell her and hid it, she’d know that too.

“It was Sam, Mistress.”

“Sam?  What about Sam?”

“He just stood there and looked.  He had such a big bulge in his pants.  His cock is so much bigger than my little one.  It…  I don’t know.  How could you ever want me?  You’ve been with Sam and he’s so much bigger than me.”

Rhonda laughed and then stopped and put her hand on his head.  “I’m sorry.  Yes, it is true that his cock is so much bigger than yours.  And he certainly knows how to use it.”

She stroked his hair.  “It doesn’t mean that we can’t have a good relationship despite your dick being on the little side.”

“Now, tell me.  Anything else I should know about what made you horny enough to disobey me.”

“No, Mistress.”

“I’ll take you at your word then. This is going to be a good night.  I have a special night planned, but I do have to see about your punishment before we move on.”

“Yes, Ms. Rhonda.  Thank you.”

“Good, now, back on your knees and face me.”

She picked up the hairbrush and looked at the offensive little white wiener sticking out at her.  Holding the hairbrush by the handle, she brought it sharply against his erection.

“Owww,” he cried.

“Correct word is thank you.”

“Thank you, Mistress,” he said weakly.

She hit his dick with a swing from the other direction.
“Thank you, Mistress,” he said with more strength.

“That’s two,” Rhonda said, before striking him again.

“Thank you, Mistress.”

“We’d be done if you had only done it three times, but you had to go for number four.”

She struck his dick with more force than she had been using before.

“Thank you, Mistress,” he said with a slighter higher voice.

She reached for his face and stroked his cheek.  “I’m so glad there wasn’t a fifth one.”

H smiled weakly.  “Me too Mistress.”
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“Now, hop up.  There’s pasta on the stove.  Bring me a bowl and a glass of wine.  And as promised.  I got a couple of shakes in the refrigerator for you.  Grab one and we’ll have dinner.”

Rhonda sat on the couch.  She was interested in how he’d react to the shakes.  Sam had friends over and after telling them what was going on they had laughed and been eager to contribute to the conversion of the white boy.  She was worried about how much cum was in the shakes and that he’d be able to taste it.  Sam had told her not to worry and that if he did taste the cum, her only problem would be how thirsty it made him for more.

She had been mad at Sam.  Especially when he promised to lend out her sissy after he was converted.  After all, he was supposed to be her property.

She watched him bring in a tray and set her bowl down before her.  Patting the couch beside her she said, “You’ve got your shake.  Go ahead and sit by me.  It’s a privilege, but you deserve it.  Yes, I’m still a little mad at you for cheating on me with your hand.  But I do appreciate your honesty.  I shouldn’t have had to work so hard to drag it out of you, but still.”

He sat down being careful not to disturb the bowl his Mistress had balanced in her lap. 

Rhonda put a hand on top of his thigh and felt a slight tremor in his skin.  He is so excitable she thought.  Maybe he’ll be jerking of later to her having touched him. 

“How’s your shake?”

“Good, Mistress.  I hope it helps me drop those pounds like you want.”

“It will.  It will.  I added some supplements to these.  A little extra help.  I wanted to make sure they hadn’t given it a sour taste or something.”

“Maybe a little saltier, sweeter.  I’m not sure.  A little stronger than yesterday.”

Rhonda smiled.  Maybe I’ll ask again when you’re drinking your “shakes” straight from the source.

“If you finish it, you can go get yourself a glass of wine and refill my glass while you’re at it.”

Rhonda smiled as her whiteboy slurped what remained of his shake so that he could serve her second glass of wine.

When he got back, she had the internet browser open on her television screen.  “You can sit here by me.”  She patted the couch.  “I won’t bite,” she smiled, “unless it’s one of those things that turn you on.” She playfully opened her mouth and put it on his shoulder and pretended to chew.

“No, Mistress, I think I’m okay without that.”

Wait until those special ingredients in the shake take hold, and you’ll be surprised about what makes your dick hard, she thought.

Rhonda said, “Here’s what I thought we might use to help you control yourself.”

“Show male chastity devices,” she said into the remote and then the screen was filled with different chastity cages.

“Mistress?”

“Yes, they fit over your cock.  They can be small, bent, whatever it takes. It goes on your dick but keeps you from getting an erection.  Keeps you from cumming.  You won’t be able to get it off.  It has a key and locks on.  I keep your key, so that anytime you’re going to cum, I have to unlock it.  No more disobeying me.  At least by masturbating without permission.”

“But you will let me out so I can cum, right?”

“Look into my eyes slave.”

He looked at his Mistress.

“I truly want to see you happy.”

It’s true, he thought.  She does want me to be happy and she wants the best for me.

“I’ll wear one, Mistress.  For you.  I’ll be very happy for you to have the key.”

That was easier than she thought it might be and also how easy it had been for her to dodge the question of how often he would let out of his cage once he was locked up.

“Good.  Now, I want to pick out some movies.  Some porn to make us both happy.  I am going to want you to masturbate later so we can take some measurements so we can order the right size for you.  But for now, have some more wine.”
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Rhonda paused the video.  On the screen, there was close shot of the big white cock dripping the load of cum into the willing mouth of a blonde woman.  He’s not bad for a white man, she thought.

She had her arm around him, and his little dick was very hard and had been for the first video she had picked out.

“Okay, I want you to play with yourself and you may cum.  I want you to cum and then you know what to do with your mess, right?”

“Lick it up, Mistress?”

“That’s right.”  She kissed him on the cheek.  “Maybe once you’ve cum and you get soft, we can take some measurements for your cage.  I do want you to have one as soon as we can.”

He began rubbing his dick while he continued to look at the screen.

“I think I can get next day delivery.  But I can’t get one for you today.”  She laughed.  “Maybe we’ll just have to let you rub yourself raw so that you won’t be running home tonight and jerking off in secret anymore.”

“Yes, Ms. Rhonda.”

She patted his arm as his hand was stroking his dick.  “Pace yourself.  You’ve got four more after this.  I want you worn out so let’s go for a record.”

“Ms. Rhonda?”

He was looking at the screen as his hand moved up and down his dick.

“Yes, slave.”

“You like big cocks, don’t you?”

She smiled when she looked at him.  “Yes, whiteboy.  I do love a big cock.”

“And I have this little cock.”

“Yes, you do.  You have a rather small dick.”  She raised up a bit so she could get the tail of the football jersey she was wearing.  She rolled it up over her head revealing her breasts.  “I think I’ve got a nice pair of tits.  Some guys might think there a little on the small size.  Some guys, maybe even you, love really big tits.  Bigger the better.  But I don’t believe you would turn down getting your mouth on these babies.”  She took a breast in each hand and squeezed them.

He said breathlessly, “you have beautiful breasts, Mistress.”  He barely got the words out when he moaned and began cumming.

“Catch it.  Catch it.  Don’t let it drip onto the couch.”

He used his other hand to catch his sperm and he brought his hand to his mouth to lick it.  Then he was using both hands to move any drips to his mouth.  He ran a last finger along the head of his dick to catch the last drop and stuck it in his mouth.

“Good job, slave.  Let the swelling go down and we’ll take some measurements.

Rhonda picked up the remote and hit play.

After several minutes, he said, “I think I’m ready Mistress.  Should I get the measuring tape.”

“Spread your legs a little.”  She looked at his dick.  “Still a bit swollen, I think.  Tell you what.  Get the tape.  Should be in the second drawer down on the left in the bathroom.  But, go get a small glass and fill it with ice cubes.  I want a measure when it’s fully deflated.  Make sure it’s as small as can be so we get a secure fit.”

“Yes, Ms. Rhonda,” and he left the couch, and she watched his ass walk away and she thought that it wouldn’t be very long before she brought out her strap-on to give him a good fucking.

She took the cloth tape from him and made measurements of his chest, waist, and hips.  “Just wanted to write this down so we can see how your diet changes you.  It’s not all about your weight.  It’s also how it’s distributed.” She patted his butt.  “You do have such a nice ass.  I’m thinking maybe a shopping trip.  Get you some new panties to show it off.”

He sighed.  Apparently, she had no brief with him wearing boxers again and he grinned at his own internal joke. 

Rhonda took the glass of ice from the table.  He sat back down beside her, and she said, “Hold the glass between your legs for a few minutes.  That should do the trick.  You probably don’t want ice directly on your dick, so I hope that this works.”

She decided the glass of ice had done the trick and his dick had shriveled to a good size for measurement.  He took the measurements, and she wrote them down.  Poor slave.  He’d taken measurements before but only when his dick was hard, and he was as big as he could get.  Measurements taken when he was at his smallest was something he’d never done. 

She watched him take the measurements to make sure he was not measuring long in order to inflate his numbers.  Besides she would order a slightly smaller size anyway figuring that she could use the ice to make it fit.  After making a decision on the size, she showed him the little pink cage he would be wearing.

“Pink, Mistress.  I saw some that were stainless steel.”

“Well, pink is as close as we can get to your skin tone.”  Stainless steel for big boys she thought.  I’m not sure that your little thing can support more than the plastic one.  You’re wearing a cock cage.  Not exactly the most masculine thing.  Besides, pink is the perfect sissy color.  She took a breath and let the thoughts fly by and said, “Maybe for your birthday, we can get the stainless steel one.  If you’re good and I think you deserve it.  I want this one to get here some time tomorrow so I can get it locked up, so I don’t have to worry about you beating your meat as soon as you walk out the door.”

She laughed, “Watch the movie now.  Let your dick warm up and we’ll do something special for your next load.  Wait, first.  More wine for me.”

He brought the bottle back and filled her glass.

“Maybe a half glass for you.  Unless it’s too much and keeps you from getting hard.  I do have an idea for your next time.”

He brought back a half glass of wine and she thought that it would be time for his next shake soon and she knew it would revive him.

The next video featured Black men with big cocks and women who cheated on their small dicked white husbands.  Poor slave, the cuckolded husbands had bigger dicks than him. 

“There are some Black guys in here who have bigger cocks than Sam even,” Rhonda said. 

He wasn’t sure how that might make him feel better.  It was probably just a comment.  She had said some.  He looked at the men’s big cocks.  That meant that some of the black cocks were smaller or maybe the same size.  Now he was thinking about Sam’s cock.  Probably looked like one of the ones in the video.  His cock was erect, and he began stroking.  Sam probably looked like that guy on screen right now feeding the girl his big cock.

Rhonda nudged him.  She looked at his hard dick and said, “Looks like you’re about ready.  Get down on that end of the couch.”

After he had moved, she swung her legs up onto the couch.  “Move this way a little.  Put my feet in your lap.” 

He moved under her feet, and she playfully touched his dick with her feet.  “Let me give you a foot job.” She laughed.  “This time I want your cum on my feet and then you get to lick it off.”

The touch of her was electric against his dick as it grew even harder.  He brought his hands down to her feet and rubbed them.  Then he was rubbing his dick against them.  He watched the Black men with their big cocks.  Big cocks like Sam.  Fucking those women.  Women who wanted their big black cocks because they wanted more than their small dicked white husbands could give them. 

He was her slave, and he was being allowed to cum on her feet and lick it up.  He was so hard, and it felt so good, he was going to cum on her beautiful feet.  And then.  And then he’d lick it up.  But later, she’d need more.  More than his little dick.  His beautiful Mistress would need a real man’s cock.  She would need a big cock like Sam had.  He would fuck her like she needed and deserved to be fucked.  A big cock.  A real cock.  Not a little wienie like he had.

He was cumming.  Rhonda looked down when the little white splatter touched her feet.  She looked at him.

“Yum. Nice hot cum.  Perfect lotion for my foot massage.  Rub it in and lick it good, whiteboy.”

He brought her foot to his lips and began to lick.  There had not been a lot of cum this time, so he quickly finished. He continued to rub and lick her feet.  She moaned a couple of times, and he was proud that he could make her feel good.  He would use his tongue to please his beautiful Mistress.  Maybe he did not have the dick that she needed but maybe he had the tongue.

He continued watching the video.  After he finished with her beautiful feet, she held out her arms and he moved back to a position where they could cuddle while they finished that video.

She cradled the slave in her arms and kissed his cheek.  “I’m feeling very good.  I don’t want you to move, but why don’t you run out to the kitchen and grab that second shake I’ve got for you.  And…” She paused.  “Go ahead and get another bottle of wine.  It’s in the cabinet next to the fridge.  Not as expensive as the first, but we’ll make good use of it.” She laughed.

He got up and she put her hand on his ass as he left.  He returned with the shake and the bottle.  He opened it for her.  After pouring her glass, he sat back down next to her and began drinking his shake.

“How’s this one?” She asked.  “Did I get it all blended up right?”

“It’s delicious, Ms. Rhonda.  Thank you for making it for me.  Maybe the vitamins you put in.  It makes me feel warm and flushed.”

“That warm feeling might be the warm, naked chick sitting next to you,” she laughed.

“Yes, Mistress.  That certainly has something to do with it.”

She looked at his dick and while not erect, it was not shriveled up next to his body.  She couldn’t ask at this point but wondered if the shake was making his boy pussy feel that itch that needed to be filled.

The video she showed was Black men and Black women.  Her slave could see many big black cocks and beautiful Black women.  There were white sissies in it, but for most of the video their tiny white genitals were not shown, at least at the start of the video.  They were beautiful white sissies identical to white girls and they were all servants.  Like it should be, she thought.

Rhonda looked at her slave and smiled.  He was drinking his shake like he could not get enough.  “What do you think of that?” she said looking at the video where the sissy was sucking her black Master’s cock.

“Very hot, Ms. Rhonda.  His cock is so big.”

She smiled.  “Very hot, but I like how beautiful it is.  The black cock and the white mouth.  The contrast.”

“She’s beautiful too. And…” He paused as the sissy made the entire black cock disappear down her throat.  “Very talented.”

“Talented.  Yes, and very practiced.  No girl could do that on her first try.”  She laughed.  “Maybe she’s a sword swallower in her day job.”

“A magician.  The way she can make that big cock disappear.”

Ronda laughed.  “That she is.  You about finished with that shake?”

He drained the last of the shake and said, “Yes, Ms. Rhonda.”

“I’m ready for some play.”  She used the remote to pause the video.  “I want you to go into Sam’s room.  In the dresser next to the bed, fetch a few of his condoms.  They won’t fit, but I think I can fix that. I’m going to get up and use the bathroom.”  She put her hand on his thigh and squeezed. 

They both got up and she told him which door was Sam’s bedroom.  “He won’t mind,” she said.

He opened the door to Sam’s room.  He could see by the light of the screensaver on his computer but turned on the wall switch so he could see better.  On the computer there was a picture of Sam.  He was naked and looked like he was showing off his muscled body.  He did say that he was going to the gym the other night when he had walked in on them.  It wasn’t just his muscles though.  His cock while not erect was thick and hung loosely halfway down his thigh.  Mistress had said she liked big cocks and Sam did have a big one.  Thoughts of his Mistress reminded him.  He had been looking at Sam and not doing what Ms. Rhonda had told him to do.

He walked to the dresser and was about to open it when the light shifted, and he glanced at the computer screen.  She really did like black cocks, he thought.  The picture was Ms. Rhonda who was holding Sam’s erect cock.  It looked like she was taking a selfie with it.  Maybe her comment on the video meant that she had practiced on Sam.  He opened his mouth wide and thought about how impossible it would be to make Sam’s cock disappear down his throat.  He licked his lips and put his hand on the drawer and pulled it open.  The box said, “Magnum” on it and he pulled a handful of condoms out.  How could his Mistress make do with these?  They would simply fall off him.

The screensaver changed to another picture.  Sam and Rhonda standing proudly naked side by side.  In this one, there was a third person.  She was blond and kneeling before the Black couple.  One hand on Sam’s erection and the other on Ms. Rhonda’s flat belly.  The girl had long blonde hair and she was naked with her ass fully on view.  They had shared a slave girl he thought.  His eyes were again taken by how big Sam’s cock looked in the girl’s hand.

He remembered the condoms he was getting for his Mistress.  Closing the drawer, he walked to the door of Sam’s bedroom.  Turning off the light, he took a last look at Sam’s erect cock.  He closed the bedroom door and turned to see his Mistress carrying an armful of towels back to the couch.

Rhonda placed the towels down beside the couch where she could reach them.  She sat down and held out her arms so that her slave would resume his position beside her.

He put the condoms down on the coffee table.  She picked one up and opened it.  “Give me your hand.”

She held his hand.  “Now, hold these two fingers like this,” she said as she straightened two fingers and the rolled the condom over them.  She reached down into the pile of towels and brought up tape she had under the top one.  Taking a piece of tape, she wrapped it loosely around the condom on his fingers.  “I know it’s too big for you, but this should make it just a little tighter.  You’ll still have to hold it, but it will make it easier to avoid any mishaps.”

“I didn’t know they made them this big.”

She smiled.  “This is mostly what they sell in some neighborhoods.  Black ones.”

“Do all Black men…”

“Have big cocks?” She laughed and spoke in a fake southern accent.  “Honey, how would I know.  What kind of girl do you think I am?  You seem to think I’m some kind of harlot who’s seen a lot of men’s privates.” 

He smiled back at her.

“In my very limited experience mind you, a lot of black men do, but not all.  A few white men, you’ve seen some in the videos, have big peckers.  I usually expect a Black man to have a big cock and a white man to be, well more like you, with a nice little dick.  Which I might add, you’ve been trying to show off since you got back here.”

His dick was hard.  Rhonda had looked so beautiful in the picture of her and Sam and the white girl.  Sam’s cock had been so big and hard in the girl’s hand.

Rhonda pulled the condom from his fingers.  “See how this fits.”

He pulled the condom over his erection.  It easily slipped over his dick, and the restricted opening did make it easier to hold the condom in place. 

“Let that one stay but give me your hand and we’ll make a couple more just in case,” she ordered.

After making adjustments to two more condoms, she put them on the coffee table.  Rhonda moved forward on the couch.

“Get the table back a step and then lie across my lap and try to hold the condom in place,” Rhonda said.

She saw the look in his eyes and responded, “No, you haven’t been bad, but this is something that you did masturbate to.  It’s not punishment.”

He crawled over her lap as she parted her thighs so that his erection was between them.

Rhonda slapped his ass softly.  “Of course, I don’t know how hard you need to be spanked so that you enjoy it.”  She spanked him harder this time.  He reached between her thighs to hold the condom in place.  She ran her hand over his ass and pinched. 

He moaned and she kneaded his ass with her fingers.  “I think you like having your ass played with don’t you slave.”

“Yes, Ms. Rhonda.”

“I bet you’re a little attention whore too.”  She hit is ass three times quickly.  “You love showing off.   What if you had an audience?  Make you get over my knee when we’re out in public and pull down your panties and give you a good smack.”  She slapped his ass again.  “Or Sam could walk in and see you.  A naughty slave being put over his Mistress’s lap.”  She hit his ass twice more and ten began to rub it. 

Rhonda reached down beside her and brought up the lubricant jar under the towel.  “You trust me slave?”

“Yes Mistress.”

She opened the jar and lubed two fingers.  “Relax and trust your Mistress.  I want the best for my property.”

She began rubbing her lubed fingers up and down his crack.  “Some men like having their prostate’s stimulated.”

She could feel him tense.  Rhonda slapped his ass twice more.  She ran her fingers up and down his crack again and the placed one finger at the entrance to his hole.  She pushed and her finger entered him.

“Try to relax and let me take good care of you.”  She pushed her finger in and out.  “Feels good doesn’t it, slave?”

He answered yes, but the tension in his body told her otherwise.

“It takes some getting used to.”  She began finger fucking him with the one finger.  “Maybe something bigger will feel better.”  She pushed a second finger into him.  She slapped his ass with her other hand.

She could feel his little dick straining between her thighs.  “You like being finger fucked by your Mistress.  Feels good having her fingers in you like this.  Having that ass played with.”

“Yes Mistress,” he said, and she could feel more truth in his words.

“Now, play with your dick while I finger fuck you.”

He began pulling on his dick while still holding the condom in place.  It felt strange but good.  His Mistress was using him.  Finger fucking him. He loved his Mistress and wanted to please her.  He wanted her doing this to him.  Her fingers sliding in and out of his hole. She was fucking him.  Fucking him with her fingers.  He moaned and he was cumming into the condom.

Rhonda slowed the pace of her finger fucking and then held her fingers deep in his hole.  He sank over her legs as the tension left his body.  She removed her fingers and then used both of her hands to massage his ass.

“You still with me, slave.”

“Yes Ms. Rhonda.”

“Take a moment but you’ve got clean up duty.”

He slid back from her legs and was kneeling next to her.

“Let me see the condom.”

He held it up for her inspection. 

“Must have been a pretty dry one that time.  Just a couple of spots.  This one is still good.  Check yourself for any drips.”

He reached down and touched the head of his dick and brought up some wetness on his finger and he put it in his mouth.

“You need to clean this too.”  She moved a leg closer to the couch and then held the fingers she had used to fuck him between her legs.

He obediently crawled between her legs and began to suck and lick her fingers.  “Very good. But go get a wash rag with some soap and come back and clean them good.”

He did as she asked and as he was cleaning her fingers he said, “Thank you, Mistress.”

“For finger fucking you?”

“Yes, Ms. Rhonda.”

She smiled and stroked his hair.  “Good to know of things you find rewarding instead of thinking about punishments.”

“Pour yourself some more wine.  It’ll help get the taste out of your mouth and get back up here so I can cuddle my slave.”

Rhonda held him for a minute and then her hand found his chest and rubbed his nipple.

“Have you been enjoying yourself?”

“Yes Mistress, very much.”

“Do you want me to have a good time too, slave?”

“Yes Mistress.  I …”  He stopped.  “Please Mistress, is there something I can do?”

“I have some old towels over here by me.  Take them and spread them on the floor so I can lie down.”

He got up and pushed the coffee table back and made room for his Mistress. 

Rhonda got up and removed her panties.  She took the bottle and sat cross legged in the middle of the towels.  She motioned him to sit there with her.

Taking the bottle, she held out her forearm and ran a small amount of wine onto her skin.  “Lick it off, slave.”

He kissed and licked the wine from her skin, and he saw wine drops falling onto the towels.

Rhonda smiled.  My body is open to you.  I want you to lick the wine from my skin with your tongue.  My entire body is open for my slave’s tongue.  You’re going to get drunk on my body.”

He opened his mouth and she put her finger to his lips.  Hush.  Get as drunk as you want licking wine off my body.  You are not going anywhere.  My property is spending the night.”

“You’re going to save my pussy for last.  Saving the best for last.” She laughed.  “I’ll start on my stomach, and you start on and in my ass.  I want your tongue deep in my butt.”

Rhonda put her hands over her head and stretched and then she laid down on her stomach.  With her head turned, she said, “Remember.  If you get hard and think you’ll cum, grab the condom off the table.”

He got up on his knees and watched her as she spread onto the floor.  She stretched her right leg and then her left.  Her legs parted before him.  He held the wine in his right hand.

“So beautiful,” he said in a low voice.  “Thank you, Mistress.”

She let out a small purr of pleasure at his words. 

He crawled forward and kissed her ass one cheek at a time.  He wanted the clear taste of her ass before he added the wine.  Lifting the bottle, he poured a small amount over her ass and began to lick.  He poured a little bit more so he could lick between her cheeks.  He put down the bottle so he could spread them.   He licked her asshole and then began pushing his tongue into it.  Finding he had to bring his whole face into her ass so he could get his tongue in deep as she wanted. 

She raised her feet in what he hoped was pleasure.  His tongue ran in and out of her hole and he felt her moan and bring her feet up to touch his butt.  She squirmed on the floor as he tongued her. and she reached back with her hands.  He took her hands as she squeezed.  He felt her thighs pulsing tight against him.  She moaned loudly.

“I love your tongue, slave,” she moaned.  Her body relaxed deeply into the floor. 

He poured more wine on her lower back and licked up every drop.  He put his hands on her shoulders and began to massage her as he licked the wine from her skin.  He kissed and licked her back and then retreated down to her ass.  He poured more wine and licked her ass and then dribbled wine down her thighs which he licked.  Licking one thigh while massaging the other. 

He poured wine into his upturned hand and used that to rub the wine into her feet.  He licked her foot clean while he massaged it.  He raised her foot so he could suck on her toes.

She raised her other foot to bring it to his attention before he was finished with her other foot.  He grabbed that foot and began rubbing it while he licked and kissed the other one.

She lay there while he licked and kissed her feet.  She felt pleasure but also a yearning.  She wanted his mouth all over her.  She wanted his tongue buried deep in her pussy.  Wanting it badly, but her tits needed his mouth too. 

She was going to fuck him tonight.  She had not been planning on it thinking that tomorrow would be the night to introduce him to her strap-on, but now she felt a need to hold him while she drove her fake cock into his boy pussy.

“I need your mouth on my tits,” she said loudly in a deep voice as she rolled onto her side.  “I can’t wait.  Get up here and tongue my tits.”

His dick had come to erection again.  He thought of grabbing the condom from the table, but her need had been so urgent.  He put his mouth on one nipple and sucked.  He moved to suck the other nipple while he used his hand on the other breast.

Taking the wine bottle, he poured more than he intended over her chest and down her stomach. Then he was licking and kissing up her stomach and back to her breast.  He sucked on a nipple and then ran his tongue over it.  His hands were on both of her breasts as he massaged her.  Gently at first, but she brought her hands up and pulled his head down roughly into her breast and then pushed his hand into the other breast.  She shuddered with the pleasure of his tongue on her.

He really needed the condom.  She looked into his eyes and saw how he looked toward the table.

“Get your tongue in my pussy now.  Move to where you can cum on my tits if you have to.”

Her legs were spread wide for him.  His mouth was against her as his tongue sought her slit.  His tongue pushed into her, and he began licking and sucking.  Blindly finding the bottle, he poured it down her stomach and groin as he licked and drank.  She brought her thighs up to squeeze his head.  She was moaning as her hands groped for his head.  She pushed his head down and lifted her hips looking for more of his tongue.

She moaned and moved her head from side to side.  He wanted to move so he could cum on her tits, but he was held in place.  He straddled her leg and began to rub himself against her.  He licked and sucked her pussy.  His tongue driving in and out of her. 

He came against her leg as he humped it.  He kept licking her pussy as she moaned.  She clenched and relaxed and then clenched hard against his face and tongue.  Then she suddenly relaxed deeply, and her head fell to the side.

“Such a good boy.  Such a good boy.”

His face was covered in her wetness as he moved down her leg and began licking the wetness he had left on her lower leg.  He crawled up beside her and lay still. 

She rolled to her side to put her arm around him.  “Such a good boy.  A good slave.”

He closed his eyes feeling loved by his Mistress.  He would do anything to please her.

Rhonda lifted herself up onto her elbows.  She carefully kissed him on the back of his head making sure she found a place that was clean.  She saw how his face glowed with her wetness. 

“I’m taking a shower.  Your tongue bath was so nice, but I still need to clean up.  Take a minute more to rest and then pick up all these towels and throw them in the hamper.  You can wash them tomorrow.  Go through the house and make sure everything is good.  Then, when I’m out, I want you to get a good shower yourself.  Once we’re both good and clean, you’ll be sleeping with me tonight.”

He lay there until he heard the shower running.  He got up and gathered the towels and cleaned up.  There was a lot to pick up.  He was busy until after his Mistress had completed her shower and gone into her bedroom. 

The shower helped revive him.  He had a tired body and an excited mind.  He was spending the night with his Mistress.  He wanted to fall asleep beside her and wake up in the morning to serve her.  Maybe he would make her breakfast in bed.  But he worried that he was getting his hopes up.  Spending the night in her bedroom did not mean sleeping beside her.  Maybe she had something on the floor where he would sleep on the floor by her bed.  He would have been ecstatically happy with that if he had not started thinking of being in her bed.
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Rhonda lay in bed listening to the shower.  She had slipped her strap-on over her legs choosing the smaller size fake cock.  Training him to take the larger of her fake cocks might take time.  She had not meant to move so fast in his training, but it felt right to her.  She was on her back with the covers thrown over her so that her cock was hidden.

The shower stopped and she waited.  She heard a soft polite knock on the bedroom door.

“Come in, slave.”

He came in and she was amused that after all that they had done, he seemed shy and his genitals behind his hands that he held before him. 

“I’m sorry, Mistress.  I didn’t know if I should put on my old panties.  I don’t have any new ones here.”

“No worries.  When I invite my property to bed, I’m wanting skin to skin.  So, no panties is perfect.”

She watched him approach the bed.

“There is a last thing I want from you slave, and I won’t to know you will do what I want so that it pleases your Mistress.”

“Yes, Ms. Rhonda.  I wish to obey and make you happy.”

She threw back the covers revealing her waiting black cock.  Her hand was on it, and she stroked it.  He watched.

“I want you to suck my cock and then I want to fuck you.”

He saw something he had not seen before in her eyes.  The slightest sense of doubt that he might refuse.  He felt a sudden desire to have his mouth on her cock.  He also felt a sense of opportunity to do this for her.  Before he had given obedience but now, he could show his love for her by doing something that she had a doubt that he would do. 

He knelt in front of the bed and promised himself that he would be the best cocksucker for her.  Crawling onto the bed between her legs, he looked at her as he kissed the head of her cock and then he kept eye contact as he licked from the base to the tip. 

“I love your hard cock, Mistress.”  He opened his mouth and took it into his mouth.  He sucked while he looked up at her and saw how beautiful she was.  The nipples on her breasts were brown and perfect.  Erect with the pleasure he hoped he was giving her.  He made her cock wet as he licked and sucked. 

She brought her hands down and ran them through his hair as he sucked.  A smile spread over her face.  She would fuck his boy pussy.  There was no doubt that he would become her sissy.  More than that.  He would become her sissy because he loved her and not because he was threatened by her punishments.  She could take her time.  He would be sucking Sam’s cock soon or other men’s cocks as she chose.  It was only a matter of time because her sissy loved her and would do what she wanted.

She reached for the jar of lubricant on her dresser.  “Such a wonderful slave.”  Handing him the lubricant, she said, “Rub this all over my cock. It will help when I fuck you.”

He took the jar and began applying the lubricant to her cock.  He used both hands making her cock shine with the lubricant. 

“Is this enough, Mistress?  I really need you to fuck me.”

“Such a wonderful slave girl.  Come up here and lie in front of me so that I can fuck you.  Fuck you hard like you need.”

He crawled up next to her.  “Your slave girl needs your hard cock.  Please fuck me.”

Rhonda turned on her side and he crawled up to her turned so that his ass was there for her to fuck.  She brought her hand up and over him and began playing with a nipple.  He moaned and shifted back toward her.  She slid the lubricated cock between his cheeks.  Rhonda pressed up and into his hole.  As she entered him, he trembled, and she reached around and grabbed his dick.  His dick was hard in her hand even after all of the orgasms he had had today.  She slid her cock into him while she rubbed his little dick.  He wanted and needed her to fuck him. 

He moaned.  “Fuck your slave girl.  I need your cock.”

She was rocking back and forth as she began fucking him.  Short slow strokes as she built her rhythm.  She found a better position so that she could use her hips to force her cock into her slave’s boy pussy.  She could feel his little dick responding to her fucking.  He was even helping as he was driving his hole back and onto her cock.  Her slave was moaning in rhythm with her fucking.  She drove her cock in and out of his hole.  She moved her hand over her slave’s body.  Rubbing his erect nipples and then back down to his cock as she masturbated him while she fucked harder and faster. 

She felt the nearness of his orgasm with her hand.  Slamming his boy pussy hard.  She wanted him to orgasm from her fucking.  The energy was building in her as well.  She felt an urgent need to cum.  Harder, deeper, and faster.  He was cumming and she was too.  Her cock deep in his boy pussy with her body pressed against him.  He trembled under her arm.  She held him in her arms as her orgasm passed through her.

She held him there and lifted her head to kiss the back of his neck.  He seemed to nestle himself into her body.  She would need to remove her cock and clean up, but for now neither of them wanted that.  She held him close with her fake cock buried deep within him.
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The next day, he had woken before her.  He laid there not wanting to get up.  He wanted to fix her breakfast, but it might get cold since he was not sure how long she would sleep.  He could hear Sam turn on music.  He had not been aware that Sam had come home.

He stayed in bed and pulled her arm around him.  He thought about last night.  What would this all mean?  Being her girl.  He felt strange but good.  He would do whatever she wanted even if being her girl was strange.  His week of servitude to her would be up soon.  He wanted to remain her slave.  He felt protected by her ownership.

He felt her stirring.  She pulled him in tight to her and held him.  She kissed him on the back of the head and released him, pulling her arm back.

“I’d like to fix you breakfast.  Breakfast in bed, Mistress.”

“Sounds good.”

“What would you like?”

“Today, anything you can find.  I promise to get fussy later.  But, today, I’m happy with your serving me.”

He managed to slip out from the bed while leaving her covered.  He was going to walk out the door stark naked when he remembered that Sam was home.

He knelt by the bed.  “Mistress.  Sam is home and I don’t have anything to wear.  Not even panties.”

She gave a mumbled laugh.  “You’re fine.  More than fine.  Sam walks around naked all the time.  Says he likes being nude.  I think he just wants to show off and throw his big dick around.  I think he knows you’re my slave already.  If he asks, just tell him I’m sleeping in and didn’t pick an outfit for you.”

She reached out and patted his ass.  “Just don’t forget my coffee and don’t burn your little dick pouring it.”

She closed her eyes and pulled the blanket back over her.

He went to the door and opened it cautiously.  Maybe Sam would stay in his room while he got coffee for her.

He had the coffee percolating and was searching through the kitchen for something he could fix for her when Sam walked out of his room. 

He was naked.  He walked into the kitchen and pulled out a chair at the table and sat.

“Must have been a late night,” he laughed.

“I was going to make her some coffee and maybe something to eat.”

“Toast her a bagel.  Should be some in the breadbox.  Cream cheese in the fridge.  Two sugars and one cream for her morning coffee.  She’ll send you back out if you don’t do that.”  He smiled and laughed.

Sam stood up and walked to him and put a hand on his shoulder.  “I’m sorry.  You probably feel a bit uncomfortable.  It’s all fine.  I’ll go back to my room and let you do what you need to do.  Just bring me a cup of coffee, black, to my room when you get hers done.  He turned and walked back toward his room.

He felt he could breathe again.  Sam was such a powerful presence.  His muscles and that big dick.  It felt like it had a presence of its own.  He almost stepped back because he felt like Sam’s cock might touch him when he turned.  Sam’s cock.  He had ended the night by being her cocksucker and then being fucked by her.  Would he have to do the same for Sam?  It made him nervous but also excited him in a strange new way.

He toasted a bagel and made coffee for Ms. Rhonda and a cup for Sam.  He did pour a cup for himself.  He thought he might sip his coffee while his Mistress ate.  He put everything on a tray and stopped by Sam’s room.  He saw Sam was sitting at his computer and he tried to set the coffee down and retreat from the room, but Sam swiveled around and thanked him.  He said you’re welcome and backed out of the room.  He felt flushed and welcomed being able to get back to his Mistress.  Sam’s cock had seemed bigger like he was getting an erection.  He wasn’t sure what he had been doing at his computer.  Trying to keep his eyes away from Sam, his eyes had been on the floor until Sam had turned toward him.  His feelings confused him.  All he knew for sure was that there was safety with his Mistress.

Rhonda was sitting propped up on pillows.  He knelt by the bed while holding up the tray for her. 

“Get up and sit on the bed here,” Rhonda said patting the side of the bed.

He sat with the tray in his lap.  “I got you a bagel.  I didn’t see a tray with legs so that you could eat in bed.  This is all I found.”

“This is wonderful and like I said, today we’re kind of winging it.”  She put her hand on his back.  “I do like how eager you are to please me.”

“I love doing things for you, Mistress.”

Rhonda moved her hand up and down his back.  “Coffee’s good.  How did you know how to fix it?”

“Sam told me.  He was out there this morning.  He came out of his room when he smelled the coffee.”

She smiled.  “Sam.  Well, we got a lot to talk about.  But, first up, there is one thing I need you to do this morning.”

“Of course, Mistress.”

“I wish to take good care of my property which is you.” 

“Yes, Mistress.”

“You may be my slave, but you’re also still a student as am I.  Can’t be fun and games all the time.  Go home.  Take care of what you need to but bring back books and whatever else you need.  Until we get things more sorted out, bring what you need back here, and I’ll try to set it up so that we have time to study.”

“Yes, Mistress.”  He would do as he was told but he hated the idea of doing something that took him from his place serving her.

A knock on the door and Sam was standing there holding a drink.

“I know that you were giving him those shakes, so I made a fresh one for him.”

Rhonda smiled.  “Fresh.  You’ve been busy already this morning.”

“I do try to be helpful,” Sam said as he approached and extended the shake. 

“Let me see it first,” Rhonda said.  She knew Sam and he was liable to cum on top of the diet shake without mixing it.  That was exactly what he had done so she used the straw to stir the cum into the shake.

“Here you go,” she said as she handed him the shake.  “Breakfast for you.”

He thanked her and thanked Sam who grinned and left.

“Before you leave, remember my rule.  No playing with yourself while you’re away.  I’m to be there whenever you have an orgasm.

“Don’t worry Mistress.  I do think you wore me out last night.”

“You never know.  Your energy goes up when you have a shake.”

“I won’t be gone long Mistress.  Just long enough to get stuff for my classes.”

“Finish your shake then.  Your dick cage should be here this afternoon and I’d like to get you locked up.  I already have a chain where I can wear your key around my neck.”
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He had his books piled in front of him on the kitchen table.  Occasionally he would flip through pages in the text, but his thoughts were elsewhere.  Mistress had called this his study time.  She was in her room doing her own work saying that being around him left her too distracted.  Sam had brought him another shake and he was about finished with it.

He saw the door open to Rhonda’s bedroom and hoped she was finished.  She had come out before but only to get a snack.  Walking by she had patted his ass when he got up and told him that it was not time yet.  He wanted to talk to her and express how grateful he was to serve her.  He had thought about how it had seemed so natural to fall to his knees and suck her fake dick the night before.  Being able to offer his ass for her to fuck had felt so fulfilling and how he hoped she would do it again and maybe more than the one time at the end of the day.  He wanted to end every night wrapped in her arms and to sometimes have her dick deep inside him.

His heart leaped.  Rhonda was walking toward him.

“I’m not getting anything done.  Feels like I have a new toy and I haven’t broken it in yet.”  She laughed and put her hand on his forearm.

“I feel like a new toy that got played with once and then put back in the box,” he said.

Rhonda smiled.  “Good.  Let’s talk about the plans I have for my new toy. Come with me, toy.”

She put her arm around him and led him to the living room and sat down with him on the couch with her arm around him.

“Did you like serving me last night?”

“Very much, Mistress.  It was like that was what I was meant for.”  He was getting an erection and it made his panties stick out.  He hoped she wouldn’t think he was distracted and not listening to her.

“You liked sucking my cock and my fucking you?”

“Yes, Mistress, I hoping that you will use me again like that.”  He smiled at her.  “It would feel like a much worse punishment than paddling my ass or even balls if you didn’t.”

“I think I can guarantee that you will be getting plenty of cock and that’s one of the things we need to talk about.  Let me ask you a question first.  How many women have you had sex with before me?”

“A few, Mistress.”  When she kept looking, he clarified, “two Mistress.”

“Were either of them happy with your fucking them or do you know?”

“The first.  I met her when I was coming out of a club.  I hadn’t met anyone, and I came out of the club, and she started talking to me.  I got excited but then she asked for money.  So, I got the money and then I fucked her, but it was the only time.”

“I’m sure she was happy with the tip you probably left for her.  What about the second girl? 

“I don’t think she was happy.  We dated for a while and then we moved it to the next level and started having sex.  We broke up soon after.  Told me she had decided to see someone else.”

He was surprised when Rhonda kissed him on the cheek.  “Poor baby.”

“I think one reason you liked last night was being submissive is natural for you, and you like someone else being in charge.”

“I’m sure you’re right, Mistress.”

“You fit more into the girl role.”

“Girl role, Mistress?”

“The submissive one.  The one that gets fucked.  Not the male, dominating role.  The one who does the fucking.”

“Yes Mistress, that sounds right.  But…”

“But you were born with a dick.”  She looked directly at his crotch and said, “I do see you down there.”

Rhonda took the remote and switched on the television.  She already had the movie cued up.

“Your dick will be fine in your new role. I want for you and remember this will be very pleasing for me and very pleasing for you once you accept it.”

The video began playing.  He saw that it was the one where the pretty white slave girls were serving the Black man and woman.

“You didn’t see all this last night.  I do believe that you were busy playing with your dick and missed some of it.”

He smiled.  “I remember how pretty the slave girls were.”

He gripped her hand.  “They’re not slave girls are they Mistress.”

“Slave boys.  Sissies.  Sissy girls.  Call them what you want.  Sissy is fine.  That’s what I want for you.”

She fast forwarded to where the sissy slaves were still serving but were also naked so that here small genitals were in view.

“But, Mistress, I could never…”

“Never what, slave.”

“Be that pretty for you.”

She laughed.  “You wouldn’t have to worry.  A little work.  Some makeup.  I’m sure we could make you into a pretty sissy.  Pretty is nice.  I love pretty and I think you would make a beautiful sissy.  Attitude and being submissive are more important anyway.”

“Mistress.  Those sissies are serving men too.”

Rhonda reached into his panties and pulled his dick over the waistband.  “How would you feel about serving men?”

“Their cocks are so big.”

Rhonda laughed.  “So, the size is what concerns you.  Your body seems to like those big cocks you’re looking at.”

“They do excite me, Mistress, but they are just so big.”

“Yes, they are sissy.  You know, I’ve got different sizes of dicks I can wear.  What if I had a big cock for you?”

“I would do my best for you, Mistress.  I would do what I physically could.  I’m just not sure I could do what those sissies are doing.”

“Ok.  All I want from you sweet slave, is the willingness to try.  Your willingness to please me by doing this.”

“Ms. Rhonda.  To please you I will do whatever you ask.  I love doing what pleases you.”

“You said they scare you, but they excite you.  How so?”

“It like I want to be like the girls in the videos.  The sissies I mean.  I wish I could take the big cock into my mouth like they do.  To be fucked like them.  But I couldn’t.  I couldn’t breathe.  Being fucked like that would tear me open.”

“Do you have any other concerns I need to worry about?”

“I don’t know how to say it.”  Rhonda waited and squeezed his hand as he looked for the words.  “Will it affect us, our thing, our relationship?  I know you want me to do it, but will I no longer be your slave, your property, if I’m serving others?  Men.  Will you see me differently being gay like that?”

Rhonda laughed and then quickly stopped.  She put a hand to his face and caressed his cheek.  “You are my property, and you will remain my property.  You’re my sissy.  The love between a Mistress and her sissy is special.  It’s about your proper role.  I’m sure that you’d fuck me if I asked, and you would do your best to please me.  But you just couldn’t.  I mean you’re just not equipped and besides you’re submissive.  Gay and straight just don’t apply to you as much as submission does.  Your role is to serve me.  It’s also your desire.  I’m your Mistress and I will still be your Mistress and I need a sissy.  Who else could I depend on to bring coffee and then massage my feet and let me do the things I want to do to him to bring me pleasure.”

“Thank you, Mistress.”  He brought his hand to cover her hand on his cheek.

She smiled.  “You may not understand, and you have done nothing wrong, but I wish I could put you over my knee and spank you just because I’m happy.  May be all the happy energy.  Right now, I want bring Sam in here.”

She noticed how her slave looked nervous.  “You’re not afraid of Sam are you.”

“No, Ms. Rhonda.  Of course not, but he’s big.  His cock is huge.”

“My sweet sissy.  Sam does have a big cock.  Like a lot of Black men.  I’m not expecting you to do tonight what the sissies in the movie did.  They were able to do those things after a lot of practice.  This is about you getting acquainted with his cock.  I’ll be right here with you.  We’ll work on him together. He’ll love that.  Believe me.”

Rhonda stood up and took a step toward the hall.  “Come on out, Sam.  She’s ready.”

She looked back at her sissy.  “I forgot.  Being my sissy means being more feminine and that’s how we’ll refer to you.  I’ll explain later, but from now on you’re a she and a her.”

Sam, still nude, came down the hall with a smile on his face.  His soft cock swinging with his walk.

“Come over here, sissy and get on your knees,” Rhonda directed him.

He took a deep breath and assumed his position with his eyes riveted on Sam’s cock.

Rhonda smiled and put her hand on his head.  “Sam is your new Master, and you should start calling him that.  And being respectful and calling him Sir.  No more, ‘Sam.’  Now, it’s Master Sam.”

Sam walked up in front of him.  “That’s right, sissy.”

“Yes Sir, Master Sam, Sir.”

Rhonda got down on her knees and put an arm around him.  “You want to touch his cock, don’t you sissy?”

“Yes Mistress.”

“Then you should ask him.”

“Master Sam, may I touch your cock.”

“Yes, sissy.  I was hoping you’d ask.”

Sam held his cock in his hand and held it toward the sissy.

He held out his hand toward the cock and then Rhonda took his hand and placed it on Sam’s cock.

“Feels good, doesn’t it Sissy?”

“Yes Mistress,” he said with a moan.

He could feel the cock under his fingers start to become erect.  Rhonda took his other hand and guided it to his balls.

“Feel how big and heavy they are.  Full of cum for you.  For us.”  She held up his cock while she bent and kissed them and then licked them with her tongue.”

“Go ahead, sissy.  Let him start enjoying your mouth.”  Then he was following her lead as he kissed and licked Sam’s balls.

“Just remember that a man’s balls are like yours and you know they can be delicate.  Try kissing and licking them while you look up at Sam.  You can tell how pleased you are making him.”

He looked up at Sam as held his balls and kissed and licked them.  Sam was smiling and his big cock was near to a full erection.

He saw his Mistress kiss and lick the head of Sam’s cock and then she passed it to him where he imitated her by licking and kissing the head.  She opened her mouth to encourage him, and he opened his mouth.  She smiled at him and moved her mouth back and forth.  He managed to get the head of Sam’s cock into his mouth and then sucked back off the little bit of the cock he had been able to get into his mouth.  He lips came together as the cock slid from his mouth.

“Let’s get it wet so we can masturbate him,” Rhonda said.  She began kissing and licking the shaft and he began on the other side.  They continued kissing and licking and their tongues met underneath the shaft at times.

Rhonda put her hand behind her sissy’s head as they met at the cockhead.  She stuck her tongue into the sissy’s mouth as they were both licking and kissing the cock. 

He continued licking and kissing his Master’s cock when he felt his Mistress reaching down to hold his little dick.

“I’m locking up your dick later.  But, I won’t you to remember how good it is to have your Master’s cock in your mouth.  This is your reward.”

He moaned and her hand moved slower over his dick.  He kept his Master’s cock in his mouth while he joined his Mistress’s other hand on Sam’s cock.  Their hands moved together as they began masturbating Sam. 

Sam put one hand on Rhonda’s head and one hand on the sissy’s.  He had some control and he intended to give the sissy a full cum load to feed on.  They kept jacking him and the sissy sucked on the end of his cock. 

Rhonda met Sam’s eyes and she knew he was close.  “Slave, he wants to cum in your mouth.  Keep your mouth on the head.  Let it fill you and try to swallow.”

Her sissy could feel her increase the speed on her hand on his dick.  He was preparing himself to take Sam’s cum.  Would there be a lot?  Could he drink what he was given. 

There was a shot of cum he could taste, but then came the flood and it was overflowing his mouth and dripping from the corners of his mouth.  Rhonda pulled harder and faster on his own dick, and he was cumming as well.  He swallowed but more just seemed to flow out of his mouth and down his chin.

Rhonda took Sam’s cock and moved the head across her sissy’s face and then down the center leaving a trail of cum.

“I christen thee my sissy cocksucker,” Rhonda laughed as she kissed her sissy sending her tongue deep into his mouth.  She held her sissy’s mouth against hers and they moved cum between them with their tongues.

She licked her sissy’s cum covered face and then she showed him her tongue as the both cleaned the cum from Sam’s cock. 

When they were done, Rhonda kissed her sissy.  He tried to apologize to her by saying he had made a mess referring to the little drips from his own dick when he came. 

She patted his face.  “Perfect.  Now I can paddle your little ass just like I wanted.”

Her mouth slid close to the sissy’s ear, and she whispered a command.

He looked up at Sam.  “Thank you, Master, for feeding me.”

Sam looked down at him and laughed.  “Come on back to my room when you’re ready for dessert.”

15

“Ready, sissy?”

He put down the book he was reading.  “Yes, Mistress,” he answered.

Rhonda smiled.  “Do you know what you’re ready for?” she asked.

“I know that you wanted to put the cage on me, and I know a package arrived for you.  But I’m glad to do whatever you want.  And truth is I’m ready to be finished with studying.”

“Locking your dick up is right.  Now, I’m thinking about what to do about your grades.  Can I motivate you by spanking you if you get a bad grade or should it be reversed?  Deny you the pleasure of going over my knee if you get a bad grade,” she said as she smiled and licked her lips.

“Nothing could be worse than denying me your touch, Mistress.”

“I’ve got your present right here.” She showed him the pink cage she had been hiding behind her back.  “I do need to take care of something first, so follow me.”

She led him into the bathroom and turned on the shower to let it begin warming up. 

“First thing, before we do the lock, is to shave your body hair.  Make you more fem.  Easier to do the shaving around your dick and balls before we put the lock on.  But I figured we do the whole thing at the same time.  Up to you to maintain the body shave once it’s done.  Once the water’s warm, jump in.”

He took his panties off and stuck his hand into the shower spray and stepped into the tub. 

Rhonda pulled the back of the curtain forward and told him.  “Once you’re all wet, put the nozzle down so we don’t get all soaked and come to the back here and stand.”

She sprayed shaving cream onto his groin and rubbed it into a lather.  His dick responded with an erection.

Rhonda laughed.  “Maybe we should have done this with cold water.  Or he just wanted to remind me why I need to put him under lock and key.”

He trusted his Mistress, but he had to remind himself of that trust when she began shaving him and lifting his balls this way and that.  When she was done, she had him turn around and spread his cheeks so she could shave there.

“All done.  Now you take the shaving cream and the razor.  Shave under your arms, that light hair on your arms and legs.  A sissy has no hair at all on her body.  No hair except for what’s on her head.  And that we’ll be growing out to look more girly.”

She pulled the curtain all the way to one end of the tub so she could watch and give pointers.  When he finished, she told him to rinse off.

“You’ve got a choice here.  You can finish off with a nice cold rinse and we’ll see how that does to shrink your dick down to a lockable size or we can ice it.  Might have to do that anyway.”

Neither seemed like good options but he decided to try the cold shower.  He finished the cold rinse, and he turned off the shower. 

Rhonda was ready and pulled back the curtain.  His dick had definitely gotten smaller.  She tried to get his dick into the cage but looked up at him. 

“Still just a little too big.  It’s going to have to be the ice anyway.”  She threw the towel at him.  “Dry off and we’ll do it in my bedroom.  I’ll get the ice.”

He rubbed himself dry with the towel and felt better when his body began to warm.  Good thing about cold showers.  Makes walking around naked feel warm, he thought.

In her bedroom, Rhonda sat on the bed holding the ice water in front of him.

“Spread your legs and then I’m going to dunk your dick and balls in the ice water.  I’m going to keep it in for a little bit to shrink it.  Don’t be moving around.  If I don’t think it’s gotten small enough, I’ll dunk it again.  Once it’s locked, I’m going to stand up and give you a nice warm hug.  Try and think about your reward or maybe not,” she laughed.

She was surprised when he didn’t make a sound when she brought the ice water up between his legs.  She felt a slight tremble in the fingers he had placed on her shoulders. 

Rhonda smiled when she removed the glass and saw the results of the ice bath.  It was still a close fit since she had gotten the smallest size, she thought he could handle.  Once, his dick was in, she locked it, slipped her shirt over her head and embraced him pressing her breasts against his chest.

She hugged him to her and kissed his ear.  “I wanted you to have a special reward for your patience.” Plus, this is a good way to make sure it’s secure, she thought.  She released him from her hug and looked down to see how his dick had increased in size and was pressing the cage, but the cage held.

“Congratulations, sissy.  I’ve got you under lock and key now.”

“I’m always under your control Mistress.”

“This little key I’m going to wear around my neck will let everyone else know too.”
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“Mistress,” he said knocking on her door.

“Come in.”

“Mistress, Master Sam wants me to come to his room so I can practice on sucking his cock.”

“Did you finish the chapter you were on?”

“Yes, Mistress.  He asked earlier but I told him you said I had to finish my study time.”

Rhonda stood up.  “Come with me.  I want to talk with Sam and with you.”

He followed her to Sam’s room.  He was sitting in front of his computer and had one hand between his legs stroking his cock lazily as if he were keeping it up until the new sissy could help him.

“Sissy, when I’m not around and it doesn’t interfere with your other duties, your Master here can do what he likes.  If he wants you to suck then you suck.”

She looked at Sam, “But no fucking until I think she’s ready and I want to be there.”  She looked at her sissy.  “Once you’re done, come to my room.  I’m going to try a bigger size tonight.”

“Sam, I could use a good fucking tomorrow night.  I want to show her how she can serve us before and after.  So don’t be having her mouth on your cock all day tomorrow.”

“You hear that sissy.  I can only feed you three times tomorrow.  I’ve got to save something for her,” he said with a laugh.  “Now get over here and get on your knees.”

Rhonda put her hand affectionately on her sissy’s shoulder and looked at Sam, “Go easy on your cocksucking trainee.  You want her to enjoy it so she comes begging for more.”  She squeezed his shoulder, “Sorry, shouldn’t have put it like that.  Poor dear can’t cum at all without her owner unlocking her.”

He kneeled as soon as his Mistress left and crawled on his knees between Master Sam’s legs.  Remembering his training he looked up at Sam and said, “Master, may I please suck your cock.”

Sam held his cock out toward the sissy.  “Yes, you may.  Enjoy yourself.  Do a good job and I’ll give you your reward.”  He moved forward in the chair to let his balls dangle off the edge.

He took his Master’s cock in his hand and kissed and licked the head while reaching underneath to feel the weight of his balls with his hand.  He looked up at Sam as he put the head into his mouth to check how his Master liked his performance. 

Lifting the cock, he kissed and licked his balls and opened his mouth to them.  Sucking them partially into his mouth, he loved how big his balls were.  One at a time, he licked and kissed and sucked on them.  There was just so much of his Master, and he wanted and needed it all in his mouth all at once.  But he couldn’t and turned to the shaft of Sam’s cock and began making it wet with his tongue. 

He massaged Sam’s balls that were wet from his tongue.  Moving back to the head, he licked and kissed it before opening his mouth to it.  Then he began to move his mouth back and forth trying to take more of it in while he brought his hands up to rub the shaft.  He liked looking up into his Master’s eyes as he sucked. He was so horny.  He needed his Master’s cum.

He felt an aching need in his hole and wished his Mistress was there to fuck him.  He moved his mouth faster on the cock and thought of what it would be like to be fucked by the monster cock.  It would hurt and it might tear his hole open, but he wanted it too. 

Tasting his Master’s cock running over his tongue he began to moan.  Deep inside him, he could feel a thirst for his warm salty reward.  He could see his Master’s pleasure in the way he looked and he rubbed the shaft harder and faster.  He moved a hand to his balls and held them in gratitude for what they held.

He wanted more of his cock.  He wanted it sliding deeper into his mouth and throat.  His Master placed his hands on the sissy’s head and began helping the sissy move in rhythm.  He wanted to face fuck the sissy, but he held back knowing that would happen before too long. 

Sam liked the hunger of the sissy.  His need for cum apparent in his eager sucking.  “Open up.  I’m about to feed you,” he grunted, and he held the sissy’s head and felt his cock pushing a little bit more into the sissy’s mouth and then holding.  Continuing with a few more pushes into the sissy’s mouth, he liked the look in the sissy’s eyes as he flooded his mouth with warm cum.

The sissy tried to swallow with his Master’s cock in his mouth but found it difficult.  The cum ran from the sides of his mouth which he caught with his fingers.  As Sam removed the cock from his mouth, he began to lick the cum from it.  He tasted and sucked his fingers as he mopped cum into his mouth.

He looked up at his Master with cum running down his chin.  “Thank you, Master.  He licked his Master’s cock clean and then used his fingers to get as much cum from his face into his mouth as he could.

“You’re welcome, sissy.  Now, go to your Mistress.  I forgot to ask her if she wanted you to clean up before you went to her room, so you’d better ask her first.”
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“Mistress,” he called out as he knocked on her door.

Rhonda smiled and muted her television and motioned him over.  “Let me see.”

She saw the drying cum on her sissy’s face.  “Looks like you both enjoyed your practice session.”

“Yes, Mistress.  I know I did.”

“How are you feeling about his big cock now?”

“I love sucking it, at least what I can suck.  I just don’t know about being able to take it all.”

Rhonda said, “For that now, just enjoy it.  Soon, we’ll start measuring your progress, but right now, I want it to be something you crave and look forward to.”  She took her sissy’s hand.  “Come with me.”

She led him into the bathroom and wetted some tissue paper and started scrubbing his face.  Once his face was clean, she had him wash his face with soap and water while she looked through the cabinet.

After he had dried his face, she handed him the lipstick she had found.  “We need to get you more cosmetics.  Have to teach you how to use them so I can make you my sissy girl, but I do want you to start with this lipstick.  Nice red color.  Good contrast with your pale skin.”

She extended the lipstick and gave it to him.  “Here, practice painting your lips.”

She took a tube from her cabinet and demonstrated for him.  He imitated her and his Mistress smiled at her sissy with his painted red lips.

Rhonda laughed, “Kiss me, you slut.” She pressed her lips to his. 

“MMM.  You taste like sex.  If you’re trying to get my dick hard, I gotta warn you.  It’s in the other room,” Rhonda laughed.

He smiled at his pleased Mistress who put a hand on his shoulder.

“First thing tomorrow.  Maybe right after you pee.  Wash your face good and then put on your lipstick.  Then, get my coffee and my bagel.  Remember, I want you to get used to having lipstick on.  Also, while I’m thinking about it.  Take care of your Mistress first after the lipstick.  Tell Sam that I said, you’re free to ignore him until your owner’s taken care of.  He might be running around with his cock hard just to distract you.”

“Lipstick, and take care of you first,” he said.

Rhonda said, “Let’s go see you put some lipsticks on the dick I picked out to fuck you with.”

Her sissy happily followed.  His Mistress was going to fuck him and that would scratch that itch he felt in his hole.

Rhonda went to the side of the bed where she had placed the strap-on.  She pulled the long t-shirt she had been wearing over her head.  Her sissy watched and could not help but feel a growing appreciation of how beautiful his Mistress was.  She turned her back and adjusted it before turning to show him the larger fake cock she would be wearing tonight.

He went to his knees when he saw how she looked.  Beautiful and powerful with the black cock standing out from her crotch. 

“Give me a big kiss on the head of my dick.  Let’s see how those sissy lips of yours look when you plant them on my cock.”

He kissed her cock and moved his head back so he could see his lip print.

“You have such pretty lips, sissy.  Now, let me see them sucking this cock.”

He opened his mouth to take his Mistress’s cock into his mouth and looked up into her eyes.  He kept looking at her as he sucked back and forth on her cock.

“You look so good sucking cock.  Like you were made for it.”

She smiled when she saw how complimenting his sissy skills made him suck harder and faster. 

He loved his Mistress and the wonderful body he was allowed to taste with his tongue, but he also wished at times like these that she had a real cock that would shoot warm cum into his mouth.  The wish to be taken and to swallow her load was strong. 

She stroked his hair as he sucked and thought of how her sissy would look as his hair grew.  Her sissy girl had been good and deserved the good fucking she was about to get. 

“Get the jar,” was all his Mistress had to say and he was making her cock shiny with lube.  He scooped some out with two fingers and stuck them into his hole to lubricate it.

He thought about how good it was going to be as her cock replaced the fingers he had run in and out of his hole. 

“Come here slave.”  She walked him to the edge of the foot of the bed and had him stand against it.

“I want you to think of us out in public.  People don’t know us.  But maybe they have a sense of my being dominant and you being submissive.  Or they don’t.  All you know is I have come up behind you and hugged you from behind.”

She pressed the slippery dildo between his legs.  He felt it slide between his thighs and ride under his balls.

“I want to hug you in public and you to remember and for you to want my cock in your pussy.  Lean forward into the bed.  I want you to remember me fucking you with my big cock.”

He put his hands down on the bed and she pressed her cock into his hole.

“You’ll remember how much you crave my big cock in your sissy pussy.”

She pushed into him.  His sissy pussy had only minimal resistance to her black cock. He felt stretched by her bigger cock this time, but the initial resistance was gone, and he wanted her in him.  She gripped his waist and began fucking him.

He could feel the stretch and release as she pumped in and out.  She moved her hands up to his chest and took his sissy nipples in her fingers and twisted them like she was twisting a dial.  His Mistress knew how sensitive his nipples were becoming as he became more and more her girl.

He was leaning into the soft mattress hard as she fucked him.  Faster and harder she moved her cock in and out.  He shuddered with pleasure as her breasts flattened against his back and she began kissing and licking his neck.

He lost his balance and fell onto the bed as she stayed on top and kept fucking him.  She pressed him into the bed, and she moved her hand down his thigh and slapped it. 

She stopped moving and he felt a shiver of pleasure at her full weight on top of him and her cock deep in his sissy pussy.  She pulled out and rolled him so that they were on their sides still locked in an embrace.

Rhonda kissed his neck and held him to her.
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He had put on his lipstick first thing that morning.  Sam had been ready to have his cock sucked early and wanted him to take a picture of him leaving lip prints on it.  His Mistress had wanted to watch while she had her coffee.  She had watched him work on his Master’s cock with his mouth.  He fed on his Master’s cum and happily thanked his owner for giving him the opportunity to become a cocksucker for them. 

He had smiled when his Mistress complained about him giving such a good performance with Sam’s cock that she had let her coffee grow cold.  She had put him over her knee and spanked him.  After he had gotten back up, she had admonished him to go fix his lipstick.  It was going to be difficult being the girl around Master Sam having to fix his lips several times a day.

The worst part of the day was having a long study period.  She had promised a special evening for the three of them.  He had to sit at the kitchen table with his schoolbooks all afternoon trying to focus when all he wanted to do was think about the evening.

They had ordered pizza to celebrate the breaking in of their new sissy, so he did not have to worry about making dinner.  Mistress had kindly consented to his wearing a short pink robe when he answered the door.  The man who delivered the pizza had looked at him strangely and he thought it was because of the short pink robe and the possibility the man had caught a glimpse of his panties.  Later when he passed a mirror, he knew that it was not only what he was wearing on his body but the lipstick he was wearing. During the course of that one day, wearing lipstick had become his new normal. He ate his salad with anticipation that the evening’s activities would soon begin.

His Mistress had come from her bedroom with a big smile on her face and nothing on her body.  She took his hand and walked him down the hall.  Sam had come out of his room and followed them.  His Mistress sat down on the bed and pulled him to her.

“Sissy.  This man says he wants to fuck me.  I need a good fucking and I deserve it, don’t I?”

“Yes Mistress,” he said.  He thought of how much he loved her and wanted to see her being given the pleasure of being fucked by his Master’s big cock.

“I want you to help prepare me for his big cock.”  Rhonda lay back on the bed with her legs spread before her sissy.

“Yes Mistress,” he said as he crawled between her legs.

He kissed up her thighs and she parted them.  She reached down and played with his hair, and he began kissing her slit and then parted it with his tongue.  He smelled her readiness for fucking and moved his face fully into her wetness.  He licked and pushed his tongue in and out until his face was covered by her juices.  Feeling Sam’s large hand on his shoulder, he knew his time in the paradise between his Mistress’s thighs was over.

He felt Sam pulling him down onto his knees in front of the bed.  As he did so Sam’s cock slid up the sissy’s ass and over his back.  Once he was on his knees, Sam presented his cock.  The sissy licked and sucked but Sam’s cock was already hard and ready.  He moved to the side as Sam mounted the bed. 

“Try and keep your lips and tongue on my balls.  Takes practice.  Just do your best,” Sam instructed him.

His Master was on top of his Mistress and when he entered her, he heard the moans of delight from them both.  He put his hands on his Master’s thighs and opened his mouth as he briefly touched the balls with his lips.  It took many attempts, but he was finally able to match his Master’s rhythm as he fucked her.  He licked and kissed and when he would fall off of the rhythm, he would try to make contact again.  In gratitude for the pleasure Sam was giving his Mistress he tried over and over to kiss and lick his Master’s balls. 

As they climaxed, he was finally able to fully connect and lick his Master’s balls in gratitude.  He stayed with his mouth touching them as they relaxed into the bed.

His Mistress spoke as Sam rolled off of her.  “Sissy, it’s your duty to clean us.”

She laughed when he responded with “Thank you, Mistress.”

He licked Sam’s cock of cum and her wetness.  Tasting their fucking was a delight to him because he knew the taste was a part of his Mistress’s joy.  Being careful and tender in his licking, he kept looking up at Master Sam to make certain he was not causing any discomfort.  His tongue moved down to Sam’s balls so he could lick them clean.

He saw his Mistress extend a leg into the air and then she brought it down letting it fall to the side and he knew she was inviting him to clean the cum from her pussy.  Crawling between her legs he looked up at her and smiled as he was being allowed to do his special duty.

He tasted her fucking on his tongue and he drank the cum from her pussy as he lapped it up.  His face was again covered in her wetness and Sam’s cum.  His Mistress moved her thigh, and she pushed her hands through his hair to let him know she was clean enough.

“Crawl up here sissy and let us cuddle you between us.”

Happily, he slipped between their two bodies, and they embraced around his with their arms around one another.

His Mistress whispered into his ear, “You are such a wonderful sissy.  I am lucky to be your Mistress.”

Master Sam laughed and said, “I think you need to fix your lipstick, but you can do that later.”

Afterward

His Mistress was very happy when he completed his training with Sam and was able fully swallow his cock as well as enjoying his Master’s fucking.  They began to have parties where Sam could bring over friends to sample her sissy’s talents.  Mistress Rhonda enjoyed the parties where she could be served by her sissy and could be satisfied by multiple men. She kept growing closer to her sissy as she fucked him most nights and kept her cuddled in bed with her.

His transition to feminine attire took place between semesters.  At first, she had wanted to do it immediately, but felt it might distract her from her studies.  She did insist on lipstick and painted nails immediately because she did not want anyone making the mistake of thinking she was a man.

Her sissy was uneasy with the transition at the start but went through with it because it pleased the Mistress that he loved.  His Mistress was delighted to help him achieve various looks that she liked on him.  Sometimes she would insist on him attending a class as a demure schoolgirl and then dress her as a slutty whore the next day.  Her sissy hated turning down any men who approached her but told them she would be happy to serve them if they got the permission of her owner. 

In the fall, one of Sissy’s relatives died and her Mistress went with her to her home town for the funeral.  She had him wear male clothes so as not to cause a fuss and take away from the family in time of their grief.  But by this time, she had fully transitioned to talking and acting as a female and she made the mistake of wearing a touch of makeup and clear polish on her nails.

Someone he had known from high school had confronted her for acting like a fag.  The man noticed her deference to her Mistress and told him “That woman has ruined you and turned you into whatever this is.”

Her Mistress was at the bar getting drinks when she heard the conversation and rushed over thinking her sweet, submissive sissy would be in tears, but she stood up to the man.

“I love this woman and she is the best thing that has ever happened to me.  She has never done anything that was not in some way of benefit to me.  She knows me better than I know myself.  Being with her is the greatest happiness I have ever had in life.  Go back to where you came from and be with whomever would be stupid enough to have you.  Leave us alone so that we can enjoy the great happiness she brings me, and I hope in some small way I may have brought her.”

When she heard him, she had deliberately stayed back to hear what she had to say.  She just kissed and hugged her as she often did.  Later that night, she unlocked him and while she fucked her, she put her hand to her dick and masturbated her.  She did not know why she treated her. She just basked in her Mistress’s words when she whispered what a treasure she was to own.

The End
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