

Chapter 1: Historical Revelation

The summons to Professor Brown’s office arrived via email at 8:00 AM sharp - formal, detached, and entirely unassuming. I adjusted my collar in the reflection of the hallway glass, checking the blond hair that I’d spent twenty minutes styling that morning. It had been exactly a week since my eighteenth birthday, the threshold where boyhood was supposed to end and manhood begin, yet staring back at me was still the soft, unformed face of a teenager. I ran a hand over my jaw, desperate to find some trace of hardness, but my fingers only met the soft, unyielding smoothness of adolescence. The mirror betrayed me, reflecting a flushed, pale face dominated by wide, terrified blue eyes. I looked like a child who had wandered into the wrong building, wearing his father’s clothes and praying nobody noticed the fit was all wrong.

When I stepped inside, the air was thick with the scent of old leather and pipe tobacco. Professor Brown didn’t look up immediately. He stood by the window, a silhouette of imposing authority - six-foot-two of tailored dark wool and broad shoulders that seemed to consume the light. I felt instantly small, my five-foot-seven frame shrinking into the carpet as he turned. His face was a landscape of sharp angles and shadow, a close-cropped silver-streaked beard framing eyes that didn’t just look at you, but dissected you. His skin was a deep, dark espresso, a stark and imposing contrast to my own pale complexion, radiating a physical presence that demanded submission before he even spoke.

"Close the door, Tyler," he said, his voice a deep, resonant baritone that seemed to vibrate against my sternum. "And lock it. We wouldn’t want our historical discussion to be... interrupted."

I swallowed hard, fumbling with the lock before turning to face him. He was my Introduction to African American Studies professor, a man whose lectures on systemic oppression and historical violence usually filled me with a distant, academic guilt. But here, in the privacy of his office with the door sealed, that guilt felt personal, heavy, and dangerously physical. He gestured for me to approach the desk, where a stack of yellowed documents lay waiting.

"You've been in my class for two months now," he said, moving around the desk with a slow, deliberate grace that made me want to step back. "But I don't think you truly understand the material. Not yet. Not where it counts." He stopped right in front of me, close enough that I could smell the expensive musk of his cologne. "Do you know what today is, Tyler?"

"My... my birthday was last week, sir," I stammered, feeling the heat rise in my cheeks.

"Ah, yes," he smiled, though it didn't reach his eyes. "Eighteen. A legal adult. But looking at you..." He reached out, his large hand hovering near my shoulder, making me flinch. "One has to wonder if the law recognizes a man, or just a boy who hasn't been held accountable for what runs through his veins."

"I don't... I don't understand, Professor," I managed to choke out, my voice cracking betrayingly.

"Of course you don't," he said, his tone shifting from interrogation to a smooth, terrifyingly calm instruction. "That is the failing of your education. But we are going to correct that today. Come here. Look at these."

He steered me by the elbow toward the desk, his grip firm and inescapable. Spread out across the surface were brittle, yellowed papers - manuscripts, ledgers, and photographs that looked old enough to disintegrate at a harsh breath. I leaned in, squinting at the elegant, looping cursive.

"Do you recognize the name?" Brown asked, his breath hot against my ear as he crowded in behind me. He was so close that his chest pressed against my back, a wall of heat and muscle that pinned me in place.

I scanned the document. It was an inventory list. 'One male buck, 18 years of age. Strong back. Good breeder.' And next to it, a signature: Elias Vance.

"That's... that's my great-great-grandfather," I whispered, the blood draining from my face.

"Correct," Brown murmured, his voice vibrating through my spine. "And this?" He pointed a thick finger at a photograph showing a group of enslaved people posed on a plantation porch, their expressions vacant and resigned. "That is the family your grandfather built his fortune on. The legacy that paid for the clothes on your back and the tuition your parents write checks for."

I stared at the faces in the photo, my stomach turning. I had heard vague whispers about the family history, hushed jokes about 'old money,' but seeing it laid out in black and white - in Brown's office, with him looming over me like a judge - made it sickeningly real.

"It's horrible," I said, my voice trembling. "But that was a long time ago. It's not me."

"Isn't it?" Brown’s hand moved from my elbow to my shoulder, his fingers digging into the muscle there. "You benefit from it every day, Tyler. You walk through this campus with the entitlement of a master class, unaware that your very existence is a debt unpaid. But today..." His hand slid down my back, lingering at the base of my spine, sending a jolt of confused electricity through me. "Today, we start the repayment process."

I stiffened, my breath hitching. "Sir?"

"Relax," he commanded softly, the word sinking into my muscles like a heavy weight. "This is merely historical research. A study in the physical realities of the past." He reached around me, his arm brushing against my chest as he flipped to another page in a leather-bound journal. I could feel the heat radiating from his body, seeping through the thin fabric of my dress shirt. "Look here. This documents a common technique used to break the will of new male slaves. 'Restraint and sensory deprivation to induce submission.'"

I tried to pull away, a reflex of panic, but his other hand shot out, grabbing my wrist with a grip that was gentle yet absolute. He didn't just hold me; he guided me, placing my palm firmly against my own chest.

"Feel that?" he whispered, his lips practically grazing the sensitive shell of my ear. The stubble of his beard scraped my skin, sending a shiver down my spine that had nothing to do with the cold room. "Your heart rate. It’s elevated. Fear? Or is it something else?"

I looked down, mesmerized and horrified. My hand was pressed against my white dress shirt, right over my racing heart. Brown’s dark hand covered mine, his fingers long and thick, engulfing my pale, smooth fingers completely. The contrast was stark and undeniable - his powerful, weathered skin against my soft, unmarked youth. I couldn't move. I couldn't breathe.

"Stop," I gasped, but the word came out weak, thin, and pathetic.

"We are just observing the physiological response to historical trauma," Brown said, his voice dropping an octave, thick with a dark amusement that vibrated through my back. "But I suspect there is more to it than fear."

He shifted his hips, a slow, grinding roll that pressed his groin solidly against my buttocks. I froze, my eyes widening as I felt the unmistakable, rigid outline of him through his trousers. He was hard. For me. Or maybe for the situation - for the power. The heat of him was searing.

"Professor, please," I whimpered, my face burning with a humiliation that was rapidly turning my limbs to water.

"Shh," he hushed me, his free hand sliding around to my front. His fingers didn't grab; they traced, dancing along the waistband of my slacks with a maddening lightness. "Look at the documents, Tyler. Read about what your ancestors did to people like me. And while you do, tell me..." His fingers dipped lower, knuckles grazing the fly of my pants, teasing the metal tab of my zipper. "Why is this part of you so awake?"

He squeezed my wrist, guiding my hand in a slow circle over my heart, mimicking a beat that was growing frantic. "You see, restraint was never just about ropes or chains, Tyler. It was about the mind realizing it had nowhere to go. It was about the body becoming... acclimated to the pressure." He pressed forward slightly, pinning me harder against the desk, the edge digging into my thighs. "Acclimated to the weight of a will stronger than its own."

I was horrified to realize he was right. Trapped between the wall of his chest and the desk, overwhelmed by his scent and the terrifying historical evidence before me, my body was betraying me. My cock was swelling, pressing against the fabric of my underwear, throbbing with a sick, unwanted arousal.

"No," I breathed, shaking my head in denial.

"Denial is the first refuge of the guilty," Brown said, stepping back slightly but keeping his hand on my wrist, forcing me to keep touching my own chest. "But the body never lies. It remembers."

He reached for the camera on the tripod, positioning it to face the desk. "Let us document this initial response. For the record."

"Wait, you can't - " I started.

"Quiet," he snapped, and the authority in his voice silenced me instantly. He picked up the camera, checking the lens with a practiced ease. "Stand still, Tyler. Look at the photograph of your ancestors' victims. And let us see what the guilt looks like when it manifests physically."

I stood there, trembling, my face burning, my erection straining against my zipper as the shutter clicked. Click. The sound was deafening in the silent office.

"Good," Brown mused, lowering the camera. "Very good. Now, let's discuss the terms of your research contract."

Brown didn't return to his chair. Instead, he circled the desk like a predator assessing a trapped animal, stopping just inches away. The scent of him - old leather, musk, and something undeniably masculine - filled my nostrils, suffocating me. I could still feel the ghost of his erection against my backside, a burning imprint that made my knees threaten to buckle.

"Please," I whispered, my voice sounding thin and reedy in the large office. "I... I can't be part of this. I'll drop the class. I won't say a word."

A low, rumbling chuckle vibrated in his chest. "Drop the class? Oh, Tyler. You misunderstand the nature of the debt you’ve inherited. You don't get to walk away. Not when the ledger is this unbalanced." He reached out, his fingers brushing the lapel of my jacket, smoothing the fabric with a terrifying tenderness. "Besides, look at yourself."

He gestured to my crotch. The tent in my slacks was obvious, a throbbing, traitorous spike of need that humiliated me to my core. I tried to cover it with my hands, but Brown caught my wrists, pulling them away.

"No hiding," he commanded. "We must be honest about the data. Your body is responding to the authority it was born to obey. That fear you feel? That’s just the realization of your true place in the historical hierarchy."

My face felt like it was on fire. "I'm not... this isn't - "

"It is," he cut me off, his voice dropping to that resonant, hypnotic baritone. "And it’s beautiful, in a way. The physical manifestation of generational guilt seeking an outlet." He reached behind him to the desk and picked up a single sheet of paper, holding it up between us. "The contract."

I stared at it, my vision blurring slightly. "What... what does it say?"

"It outlines your new role," Brown explained, stepping closer again, invading my personal space until I had to crane my neck back to look him in the eye. "You will become a research assistant. Specialized. Your work will focus on the 'experiential analysis of historical submission and identity reconstruction.'" He paused, letting the academic jargon hang in the air like smoke. "In layman's terms, you will help me demonstrate exactly what your ancestors put my people through. You will be the vessel for that history."

"That's insane," I choked out. "I won't sign that."

"You will," he said, simply. "Because if you don't, I release the photograph I just took. The one of you, erect and trembling while looking at the faces of the people your family enslaved. I’ll title it 'The Arousal of White Guilt' and distribute it to the faculty, the student body, and your parents. Imagine your father seeing that, Tyler. Imagine him seeing exactly what his son is."

My stomach dropped through the floor. The threat was absolute, devastating. He had me. He owned me.

"Good," Brown said, reading the defeat in my eyes. "And I will have your signature. It grounds the experiment in legal reality."

He reached out, his hand moving to my throat. I flinched, expecting a choke, but instead, his fingers grasped my collar. He undid the top button with agonizing slowness, his knuckles grazing the sensitive skin of my neck. Then the second. My tie loosened, falling slightly askew.

"You're suffocating in this costume," he murmured, his eyes locked on mine. "The costume of the oppressor. We’re going to peel it away, layer by layer."

He adjusted my collar, pulling it wide open so it exposed the hollow of my throat. His thumb brushed over my fluttering pulse, a possessive, claiming gesture that made my cock jerk against my will. Then he placed the paper on the desk and held out a pen.

"Sign it," he commanded.

My hand trembled as I took the pen. The terms didn't matter anymore; the photograph he held was the real contract. I scrawled my name at the bottom, the ink looking dark and final against the crisp white page. It felt less like a signature and more like a brand.

"We begin tomorrow," Brown stated, stepping back and breaking the physical contact, leaving me cold and swaying slightly on my feet. "Don't be late."

I looked up at him, dazed, and managed to get out a nod of agreement.

"Good boy," Brown smiled, a dark, satisfied curve of his lips. "Now get out. And remember to think about the people in those photographs while you're falling asleep tonight."

I grabbed my bag and fled the office, my heart hammering a frantic rhythm against my ribs. The hallway was bright and noisy with students, but I felt invisible, like a ghost haunting my own life. I could still smell him on me, could still feel the phantom pressure of his body against mine. I was terrified, shaking with a mixture of horror and a sick, lingering arousal that refused to subside.

Professor Brown had just opened a door I hadn't even known was there, and as I walked blindly toward the dorms, I knew with a sinking dread that I would never be able to close it again.


Chapter 2: Feminization Curriculum

I didn't sleep. The night was a blur of tossing, turning, and half-formed nightmares where auction gavel strikes sounded like camera shutters. Every time I closed my eyes, I saw the yellowed inventory list.

One male buck. 18 years of age.

The words burned behind my eyelids. When the gray light of dawn finally broke through the dorm window, I felt hollowed out, a shell of myself waiting to be filled by whatever Professor Brown had planned.

The door to Professor Brown’s office was closed, but unlocked. I stood in the hallway for a full minute, my heart hammering against my ribs like a trapped bird, listening to the muffled silence inside. The hallway smelled of floor wax and old paper, but I knew what waited behind that heavy oak door. I knew it would smell like him.

I knocked, three sharp raps that sounded pathetic in the empty corridor.

"Enter," his voice came through the wood, deep and resonant, bypassing my ears and vibrating straight into my chest.

I stepped inside, and the air hit me - warm, thick, and smelling faintly of sandalwood and something sharper, antiseptic yet chemical. The blinds were drawn, casting the room in a permanent, amber-hued twilight. Professor Brown sat at his desk, but he wasn't grading papers. In the center of the mahogany surface sat a single, dark glass decanter, the liquid inside catching the low light like molten amber. He didn't say anything immediately, letting the door click shut behind me, sealing me in. The sound was like a cage locking.

"You're punctual," he said, his voice smooth as velvet. "Good. Punctuality is the foundation of obedience. Close the lock, Tyler. We have a lot of ground to cover, and I prefer not to be disturbed while I'm working."

I turned the deadbolt with a shaky hand, the heavy clack echoing in the quiet room like the final seal on a tomb.

"Good. Now, come here. Remove your shirt and place it on the chair."

My fingers froze on the top button. The command hung in the air, heavy and absolute, but something in me recoiled, a sudden, violent flare of self-preservation. "I... I don't think I can do that," I said, my voice trembling but gaining a thread of defiance. "This is wrong. I'm leaving."

I took a half-step back toward the door, my heart hammering against my ribs. I wasn't just a student anymore; I was a cornered animal realizing the trap had already sprung.

Brown didn't shout. He didn't move to block me. He simply leaned back in his chair, steepling his fingers under his chin, his dark eyes boring into mine with a terrifying, calm assessment. "Sit down, Tyler."

"I'm going," I insisted, though my feet felt like they were encased in concrete.

"The photo," he said softly, the words stopping me cold. "The one of you, erect and trembling while staring at the legacy of your family's crimes. I imagine the Dean of Students would find the juxtaposition... fascinating. Or perhaps your father? I believe he sits on the university board, does he not?"

The blood drained from my face so fast it made me dizzy. The threat was noose around my neck, tightening with every second I hesitated. My hand shook violently as it moved to my collar, but this time, it wasn't just obedience - it was defeat. I hated the way my fingers fumbled with the buttons, making me look clumsy and weak. I hated the way the cool air kissed my exposed chest as I pulled the fabric free, raising gooseflesh that had nothing to do with the temperature. I felt naked, exposed, and incredibly small standing there in my jeans while he remained fully clothed in his imposing suit.

Brown finally looked up, his dark eyes scanning me with a clinical detachment that was somehow more humiliating than if he had leered. He stood and walked around the desk, moving with that fluid, predatory grace that made my instinct scream to back away. I held my ground only because I had nowhere else to go, rooted to the spot by a mixture of fear and a bitter, choking resentment.

He stopped inches from me, reaching out to unscrew the cap of the decanter. A scent drifted up - spicy, earthy, and oddly sweet and somewhat medicinal.

"Turn around," he ordered softly. "Face the desk."

I stood there for a second, my jaw clenched tight, every muscle in my body locked in a futile attempt to deny him. But the memory of the camera shutter, the leverage he held over my future - it was a weight I couldn't lift. Slowly, stiffly, I obeyed, turning my back to him. I could hear the liquid sloshing gently as he poured it into his palm. Then, his hands were on me.

The contact was electric. His palms were slick with the oil, and as they made contact with my shoulders, the liquid began to heat up instantly. It wasn't a burn, but a deep, penetrating warmth that seemed to sink past the skin and settle into the muscle.

"This is a specialized formulation," he murmured, his voice right next to my ear as his strong hands began to knead the tension in my shoulders. "Used historically to prepare the body for... exertion. To soften the flesh while heightening sensation."

His thumbs dug into the groove of my spine, working their way down. The heat was spreading, following the path of his hands, making my skin feel incredibly sensitive. Every nerve ending felt raw, exposed. I let out a breath I didn't know I was holding, my head dropping forward as my muscles betrayed me, liquefying under his touch.

"Relax, Tyler," he whispered, one hand sliding around to my chest. His fingers found a nipple, already hard from the cold air and the sheer terror of the situation. He rolled it between his thumb and forefinger, the oil making the friction slick and intense. A jolt of pleasure shot through me, sharp and unwanted, making my knees buckle slightly.

"You see?" he said, a dark amusement coloring his tone. "The body remembers. It knows what it is to be handled."

His other hand drifted lower, skimming over the ridges of my ribs, down to the waistband of my jeans. The heat from the oil was becoming unbearable, a feverish thrumming under my skin wherever I was being touched.

"Please," I whimpered, not sure if I was asking him to stop or begging him for more.

"Hush," he chided, his hand dipping just inside the waistband, teasing the sensitive skin of my lower abdomen. "We are merely mapping the erogenous zones for the historical record. Just as your ancestors documented the breeding potential of their property. We must document your... responsiveness."

He stepped closer, his clothed body pressing against my oily back, trapping me against the edge of the desk. I could feel his heartbeat, or maybe it was mine, thundering against my ribs. His hand slid further down, cupping me through the denim, squeezing the length of my growing cock through the fabric. I gasped, my hips jerking forward involuntarily, seeking the pressure of his hand.

"So eager," Brown murmured, his lips brushing the sensitive skin of my neck. "But we have a long way to go before you earn release. This is about control. About understanding that every inch of you is a part of the history we are recreating."

He withdrew his hand, leaving me cold and aching, the loss of contact almost physically painful. The oil continued to burn on my skin, a constant reminder of his touch.

"Turn back around," he said.

I turned, my face flushed, my chest heaving. My nipples were red and swollen from his attention, glistening with the sheen of the oil. I felt like a piece of meat on display, inspected and graded.

Brown looked me up and down, satisfaction evident in his eyes. "The response is... adequate. The oil opens the blood vessels, makes the skin more receptive. More... supple."

He reached out and wiped his hands on a towel, the casualness of the gesture contrasting sharply with the intensity of what had just happened. "We will continue the grooming sessions daily. By the time we are finished, you will be unable to distinguish between your own arousal and the humiliation of your history. They will be one and the same."

"Get on the desk," Brown said, his voice leaving no room for interpretation.

I hesitated, the oil still slick and burning on my skin, making me feel hypersensitive and unclean. "The desk?"

"The leather is too absorbent," he said, gesturing impatiently toward the mahogany surface. "Climb up. On your back. I want you accessible."

Humiliation washed over me in a hot wave. I felt like a slab of meat being prepared for the butcher, but the threat of exposure hung over me like a guillotine. I swallowed my pride, hoisting myself up so that I was lying prone on the hard wood, my jeans-clad legs dangling off the edge. The ceiling was a blur of plaster and shadows, and I squeezed my eyes shut, wishing I could dissolve into the air.

Brown moved to the side of the desk, and I heard the metallic snick of a latch opening. A moment later, the cool glint of steel caught my eye. He held a straight razor in one hand, the blade gleaming ominously under the amber light, and a basin of steaming water in the other. He set them down on a tray with deliberate precision, the sound echoing like a gunshot in the quiet room.

"Arm up," he commanded.

I obeyed, lifting my left arm away from my body, exposing the light hair on my underarm. Brown dipped a cloth into the hot water and wrung it out, pressing it firmly against my skin. The heat was shocking, making me gasp, but it softened the resistance of the hair. He removed the cloth and applied a thick layer of shaving cream.

"Do you know why we do this, Tyler?" he asked, bringing the razor to my skin.

I flinched as the cold steel touched me, but his hand was steady. "No, sir."

"Hair is primal," he murmured, dragging the blade upward in a smooth, confident stroke. I watched, mesmerized by the path of the razor as it stripped away the hair, leaving a strip of pale, naked skin in its wake. "It signifies maturity. Autonomy. The power to grow, to protect oneself." He rinsed the blade and returned to my armpit, another stroke clearing the follicles. "By removing it, I am stripping away the markers of your adulthood. I am taking you back to a state of prepubescence. A state of total dependency."

He moved to my chest, swirling the lather over my pecs. My breath hitched as he scraped the flat blade around my nipple, the sensation sharp and terrifyingly intimate. I was completely at his mercy; one slip of his wrist, one moment of anger, and he could cut me open. But he didn't. He worked with the meticulous care of an artist, erasing the hair that had defined me as a man for years.

"Your ancestors didn't see the men they enslaved as men," he continued, his voice a low drone that hypnotized me as much as the rhythmic scraping of the razor. "They saw them as livestock. Livestock is groomed. It is stripped of its natural defenses to make it docile. To make it easier to handle." He wiped the foam from my chest, revealing skin that looked shockingly smooth, almost alien in its vulnerability. "You are no longer Tyler, the college student. You are a canvas for history."

He worked his way down my torso, the blade humming against my ribs, my stomach. I lay paralyzed, staring at the ceiling, trying to disconnect my mind from the table where my body was being systematically altered. But I couldn't. Every pass of the razor felt like a violation, a theft of something I could never get back.

"Take them off," he ordered, his hand resting on the button of my fly.

My stomach dropped. "Sir?"

"The jeans, Tyler. I cannot work properly with obstructions in the way. Remove them."

I wanted to refuse, to curl into a ball and hide, but the dark promise in his eyes told me there was no choice. My hands shook violently as I undid the button and lowered the zipper, the sound deafening in the quiet room. I lifted my hips, peeling the denim down my legs and kicking them off onto the floor. I was left in only my boxer briefs, the thin cotton doing little to hide my modesty or the unwanted stirring beneath the fabric.

"And the underwear," he said, his voice hard. "Everything off. I need a clean canvas."

The humiliation was a physical weight, crushing my chest. I hooked my thumbs into the waistband, my face burning with a flush so hot I thought I might ignite. I squeezed my eyes shut and pushed the fabric down, lifting my hips to slide them past my buttocks and then kicking them away to join the heap of denim on the floor. I was completely bare, my cock lying limp and vulnerable against my thigh, the smooth skin of my torso gleaming with oil under the amber light.

"Legs up," he commanded.

I whimpered, a sound of pure shame, but I couldn't stop myself. I lifted my legs, planting my feet on the desk, my knees falling open. I was exposed in a way I had never been with anyone, my most private areas on display. Brown didn't even blink. He applied the cream to my legs, his large hands rough and efficient as he coated his skin.

He started at the ankles, moving up with agonizing slowness. "This is the final step," he said, scraping the hair from my shins. "The stripping of identity and dignity. When I am finished, you will be smooth. Hairless. Like a doll. Like a thing." He paused at my knee, looking me in the eye. "You will look in the mirror and you won't recognize the person staring back. And that is the point. The person you were doesn't deserve to exist."

He moved higher, to my thighs. The razor glided over the sensitive skin there, so close to my groin that I held my breath, terrified of what he might do next. But he only shaved the hair, leaving the skin baby-soft and pink.

Finally, he wiped me down with a towel, removing the last of the foam. I lay there, shivering, my body feeling strange - lighter, somehow, but also colder. The air currents in the room felt different against my bare skin, invasive and unfamiliar.

"Sit up," Brown said.

I pushed myself up, my arms trembling. I looked down at myself. My chest, my stomach, my legs - all were completely bare. The few sparse hairs that had been there were gone, and without them, I looked younger. Softer. Weaker.

Brown ran a hand over my smooth chest, his palm lingering on the skin that now felt too sensitive, too raw. "Perfect," he whispered, a dark satisfaction in his tone. "Now you are ready for the next phase of your... re-education."

"Stand up," Brown commanded, his voice cutting through the haze of my shame.

I slid off the desk, my bare feet hitting the floor with a soft thud. The air felt colder against my newly smoothed skin, every draft a reminder of how exposed I was. I crossed my arms over my chest, trying to hide, but he knocked them away with a sharp tut.

"None of that. Modesty is a privilege of the free. You are currently in a state of... evidentiary review."

He walked back to his desk and opened a drawer, pulling out a thick, manila folder. He dropped it onto the mahogany surface and opened it, revealing a series of photocopies - ledgers, diaries, and inventory lists from the Harrison plantation.

"Read," he said, pointing to a line on the top page.

I leaned in, squinting at the spidery, faded handwriting. 

“Item 42: Female, age 18. Good breeder. Sold for $800.”

"Memorize it," Brown said, moving behind me. His presence was a wall of heat at my back. "Now, touch yourself."

My breath hitched in my throat. "What?"

"You heard me. Take your cock in your hand. We need to establish a baseline for your arousal response in relation to historical data."

I stared at the paper, the words blurring through a sheen of sudden tears. I couldn't do this. I wouldn't. But then I felt his hand on my shoulder, heavy and possessive, and the memory of the camera shutter clicked in my mind like a bomb timer.

My hand moved as if pulled by invisible strings. I wrapped my fingers around my limp shaft, the sensation of my own grip feeling alien and wrong brushing the hairless skin all around.

"Stroke," Brown ordered. "And recite."

I began to move my hand, the friction on the sensitive skin sending jolts of confused pleasure up my spine. My body, traitorous as always, began to respond. Blood rushed into my cock, hardening it despite the revulsion curdling in my stomach.

"Item 42," I choked out, my voice trembling. "Female... age 18. Good breeder. Sold for..."

I gasped as my thumb brushed over the head, a spark of pleasure that made my knees weak. "Sold for eight hundred dollars."

"Good," Brown murmured, his breath hot against my ear. "Keep going. Next entry. Don't stop stroking."

I moved to the next line, my hand working faster now, the pleasure building a heavy, tight knot in my groin. 

“Item 44: Male buck, age 16. Attempted escape. Branding required. One ear removed.”

"Item 44," I read, tears leaking from my eyes now. "Male buck, age 16. Attempted escape. Branding required." My breath came in ragged gasps, the shame burning hotter than the oil had, mixing with the sickening heat of my arousal. "One ear removed."

"Feel that?" Brown whispered, his hand sliding down my back to rest on my buttock, squeezing the soft, hairless flesh. "That is the weight of history in your hand. You are getting hard over the suffering your family inflicted. That is the legacy of the Harrisons."

I was. I was rock hard, dripping pre-cum over my fingers. The words were vile, but they were fueling the fire in my blood, twisting something deep inside me until I didn't know where the guilt ended and the lust began.

"Next," he commanded.

I scanned the page, my vision swimming. 

“Punishment log: Whipping for slow cotton pick. 50 lashes. Result: Permanent scarring, loss of use of right arm.”

"Fifty lashes," I moaned, my hand flying over my cock now, chasing a release that felt both inevitable and terrifying. "Result... Permanent scarring. Loss of use of right arm."

"Look at you," Brown said, his voice dripping with dark satisfaction. "A white boy, dripping with privilege and cum, getting off on torture. You aren't just a descendant, Tyler. You are a participant."

The knot in my groin tightened to the breaking point. I was panting, my hips bucking into my fist, unable to stop myself.

"Ask for permission," Brown said sharply.

"Please," I sobbed, my hand moving frantically. "Please, can I... can I cum?"

"Not yet. One more. Read the punishment for the woman who hid her child."

I frantically searched the page, my eyes wild. 

“Discipline of Field Hand #12. Hiding of offspring. Child sold to Virginia. Mother forced to watch.”

"Mother forced to watch," I cried out, the words tearing from my throat. "Please... I can't... I'm going to..."

"Cum," he commanded.

I let out a broken scream, my body seizing up as the orgasm ripped through me. It was violent, shaming, intense. My cock pulsed in my grip, spurting thick ropes of cum onto the floor, splattering the documents I had just read. I stood there, shaking, my chest heaving, watching the evidence of my depravity pool on the floorboards.

"Look at the mess," Brown said, his voice calm amidst the storm of my panic. "You've defiled the records with your filth. Exactly as your ancestors defiled the lives they held in their hands."

He walked over to a cabinet and returned holding a small, polished wooden box. He opened it, revealing a sleek, metallic device made of stainless steel. It looked like a cage, small and cruel - barely more than a nub, a tiny tube.

"Clean yourself up," he ordered, tossing me a towel. "And then we will secure your future."

I wiped the cum from my stomach and hands, my movements jerky and ashamed. When I looked up, he was holding the device.

"This is a chastity cage," he explained, holding it up to the light so I could see just how minuscule the tube was. "It will prevent you from achieving an erection. It will serve as a constant physical reminder of your lack of control. You will wear it at all times. Only I hold the key."

He turned the device in his fingers, a smirk playing on his lips. "Notice the size, Tiffany. Or rather, the lack thereof. It’s barely a nub. This isn't just about restriction; it’s about reality. This is all the room a... research subject like you needs. It compresses you, hides you, keeps you neat and compact. No more unsightly bulge. No more pretending to be a man."

He stepped closer, his expression unreadable. "Hands behind your head. Legs apart."

I obeyed, humiliated beyond belief. He knelt in front of me, his face level with my groin. He took my limp, spent cock in his hand, his touch clinical and impersonal. He slid the metal ring around the base of my scrotum and shaft, tightening it until the skin bulged slightly. Then, he aligned the tiny tube. It was so small I didn't think I would fit, but with a firm, persistent pressure, he slid the metal nub over my shaft, pushing it home until the lock clicked with a final, terrifying sound.

The metal was cold and unforgiving, hugging my flesh tightly. I looked down. My cock was gone, swallowed by steel. In its place was only the smooth, rounded tip of the cage, barely protruding from my body. I looked neutered.

He stood up and dangled the small silver key from his finger. "There," he said, pocketing the key. "Now you are truly beginning your research, Tiffany. The cage ensures that your arousal is always painful, always restricted. You will learn that your pleasure is not yours to give. It is mine to dispense."

I looked down at the metal encasing my manhood, cold and unyielding. A heavy, locked shackle around my most private parts, dictating what I could and could not do with my own body. It felt like slavery in miniature, a constant, metallic reminder that I was no longer the master of myself.

Tiffany. The name echoed in my head, a death knell for my identity.

"Get dressed," Brown said, turning back to his desk. "Same time tomorrow. We have more work to do."


Chapter 3: Service

The walk across campus was a constant, low-grade torture. The cage didn’t just sit there; it lived. It was a cold, unyielding weight between my legs, a second skin of steel that bit into my flesh with every step. The ring at the base was the worst, tight enough to cut off circulation just enough to keep me in a state of panicked awareness, squeezing my balls in a grip that was impossible to ignore. And the smooth skin... God, the smooth skin. Without the buffer of hair, the coarse denim of my jeans felt like sandpaper rubbing against my thighs and calves. Every shift of fabric was an electric shock, a reminder that I had been stripped down, sanded clean, and rewired.

I felt phantom sensations where my hair used to be - a ghost itch that couldn't be scratched. My chest felt tight and exposed, the air conditioning in the lecture halls biting at the skin that had once been protected. I walked hunched over, terrified that if I stood up straight, someone might notice the strange, flat bulge in my crotch or the way my nipples poked against the fabric of my shirt, hard and sensitive from the constant friction. I wasn't just Tyler anymore; I was a raw nerve ending wrapped in clothes, carrying a secret that was slowly crushing me.

When I reached Professor Brown’s door, I didn't hesitate. I knew the drill. I knocked and entered, the now-familiar scent of his office and authority hitting me like a wall.

"Lock it," he said without looking up from his papers.

I turned the deadbolt, the sound settling heavily in my stomach. When I turned back, Brown was standing, holding a small clear glass bottle in one hand and a syringe in the other. He gestured to the exam table he’d set up in the corner of the room, a padded leather bench that looked terrifyingly clinical.

"Strip," he ordered. "And assume the position. Face down."

My hands shook as I undressed, the shame of exposing my new, hairless body to the bright lights of the office not getting any easier with repetition. I folded my clothes neatly, my eyes fixed on the floor, and climbed onto the table. The leather was cool against my stomach and thighs, making me shiver. I lay prone, my face turned toward the wall, trying to prepare myself for whatever came next.

I felt the cold swipe of an alcohol wipe on my upper buttock. "This is the beginning of your chemical re-education, Tiffany," Brown said, his voice calm, almost bored. "Hormones. Estrogen. Anti-androgens. We’re going to speed up the softening process. We’re going to melt away the hard edges of that boyish aggression."

I flinched as the needle pierced my skin, a sharp, burning sting that spread quickly through the muscle. Panic flared in my chest, hot and jagged. I tried to scramble up, to get away from the invading metal and the poison it was injecting into me, but Brown’s free hand pressed down firmly between my shoulder blades, pinning me effortlessly to the leather.

"Get off!" I gasped, straining against his grip. "I don't want that! You can't just - "

"I can, and I am," he interrupted, his tone never rising above a conversational murmur. "Your consent was rendered moot the moment your ancestors first chose profit over humanity. You are merely correcting the balance."

"Stop it!" I yelled, thrashing beneath him, my legs kicking uselessly against the padding. "Take it back! I'm not a girl, I'm not some experiment you can just change!"

He ignored my protests, finishing the injection with agonizing slowness before withdrawing the needle. "It will take time," he continued, massaging the injection site with a firm, rhythmic pressure that forced me to feel every throb of the chemical entering my bloodstream. "Months. But the changes will be undeniable. Your fat will redistribute. Your hips will widen. Your breasts will bud. You are going to bloom into the object you were meant to be."

"No," I choked out, collapsing back against the table, breathless and defeated. "I won't let you."

"You already have," he said, patting my stinging ass dismissively. "Now, up. Sit up."

I pushed myself up, rubbing the sore spot on my ass. Brown tossed me an item of clothing. It was a dress - a slip of black silk that looked barely large enough to cover a child. It had thin spaghetti straps and a neckline that plunged dangerously low. Before I could react, he tossed a second, smaller piece of fabric onto my lap. A pair of lace thong panties, sheer and black, barely more than a string and a wisp of mesh.

"Put them on," he commanded. "Then the dress."

I stared at the lace, my mouth going dry. "I... I can't wear that. It's too small."

"It is exactly the right size for who you are becoming," he countered, his eyes boring into mine. "The panties will frame your cage. They will remind you that you are no longer a man, but something decorative. Put them on. Now."

My hands shook as I stepped into the lace. It slid up my smooth legs, the delicate fabric feeling alien against my skin. I pulled it up over my hips, the thin string settling deep into the crack of my ass, the mesh front doing nothing to hide the steel cage beneath it. If anything, the contrast of the dark lace against the cold metal made the device stand out even more.

Then came the dress. I stepped into it, the silk sliding up my smooth legs like water. It was tight, hugging my newly bared skin with an intimacy that felt violating. I pulled it up over my shoulders, the fabric straining against my chest. It barely covered my ass, leaving me feeling incredibly exposed. The front clung to the cage and the lace, outlining the metal device in stark relief against the silk.

Brown circled me, his eyes critical. "Turn. Let me see."

I turned slowly, my face burning. The dress was short, barely reaching mid-thigh. The air conditioning in the room kissed the back of my legs, a sensation that made me want to cover myself.

"Stop," he said when I was facing away from him. "Bend over. Grab your ankles."

I hesitated, my breath catching in my throat. The position would leave me completely vulnerable, the dress riding up to expose everything. But the command in his voice was absolute. I bent at the waist, the silk sliding up my body, exposing the smooth, pale globes of my ass and the steel of the cage dangling between my legs. The lace thong did nothing to cover me; it only highlighted the curve of my cheeks and the vulnerability of my hole.

"Good," he murmured. "This is about learning the feeling of being on display. You are no longer a person with boundaries. You are a presentation. A walking exhibit of historical consequence."

He stepped closer, and I felt the heat of his hand on the back of my thigh. "Do you feel how the air hits you, Tiffany? Do you feel how exposed you are? That is reality. That is what your ancestors' property felt every day of their lives."

He ran a finger down the crack of my ass, teasing the tight, forbidden ring of muscle there, the lace of the thong brushing against his wrist. I gasped, my body jerking forward, but I held the position, my hands gripping my ankles until my knuckles turned white.

"Stand up," Brown commanded, his voice cutting through the haze of my shame.

I straightened slowly, the silk of the dress sliding back down to cover me, though it offered little comfort. My face was burning, the heat radiating off my skin. I felt like a specimen pinned to a board, every inch of me on display for his critical gaze.

Brown walked to the corner of the room and returned wheeling a strange apparatus. It was a sturdy metal stand, adjustable in height, with a thick, black rubber dildo mounted on a piston at the top. It was massive - easily nine inches long and thick as a wrist, with veins molded into the rubber that looked terrifyingly realistic. The base was bolted to a heavy wooden platform to keep it steady.

He positioned it in the center of the room, directly under the spotlight. "This," he said, tapping the silicone shaft with a proprietary air, "is an approximation of the reality your ancestors feared. A phallic symbol of dominance. And you, Tiffany, are going to learn to accommodate it."

My stomach roiled with nausea. "I... I can't. That's too big. It won't fit."

"It will fit," he said, his tone leaving no room for argument. "Because I will make it fit. This is dual performance training. You need to learn to pleasure a real man while being pleasured yourself. But first, we need to open you up."

He pointed to the floor in front of the apparatus. "On your knees. Hands and knees. Back to it."

I sank to the floor, the carpet abrasive against my bare knees. I turned my back to the dildo, the cold steel of the cage hovering above the floor. I felt the blunt, rubbery head of the dildo brush against my lower back, heavy and imposing.

"Reach back," Brown ordered. "Spread yourself. Let me see that hole."

Trembling, I reached behind me, gripping my ass cheeks and pulling them apart. The air hit my exposed anus, and I shivered. I felt so open, so dirty.

"Good," he said, moving behind me. I heard the snap of a cap, and then a cold, wet gel was being smeared against my hole. His fingers were rough, forcing the lubricant inside me, twisting and scissoring to stretch the tight ring of muscle. I gasped at the intrusion, my body clenching instinctively.

He didn't stop with one finger. He worked the digit in and out, curling it upward to stroke the sensitive inner walls, making me shiver despite myself. Then came a second finger, thicker and more demanding, spreading me open wider. He pumped them rhythmically, the wet, squelching sounds obscenely loud in the quiet office. The burn was sharp, a stretching sensation that felt alien and wrong, yet sent confusing signals to my brain. I could feel the ridges of his knuckles dragging against my rim, forcing the muscle to yield to his invasion.

"Relax," he murmured, adding a third finger, scissoring them deep inside to pry me open. "Push out like you're trying to shit. Let it in."

I tried to obey, forcing my muscles to unclench around the relentless intrusion of his fingers. He twisted his wrist, opening me up like a jar, ensuring I was loose and gaping for what was to come. Finally, his fingers withdrew, leaving me feeling empty and exposed, the cool air rushing into the wetness he’d left behind. Then, I felt the massive head of the dildo pressing against my entrance. It felt like a fist trying to push its way into my body.

"Lower yourself," he commanded.

I took a deep breath and pushed back. The pressure was immense, a burning stretch that bordered on agony. The head of the dildo popped past the initial resistance of my sphincter with a sudden, sharp sting that made me cry out.

"Shh," Brown soothed, though his eyes were hard. "Keep going. Take it all."

I inched my way down, gravity doing the work as the thick rubber shaft invaded me. It felt like I was being split in two, my insides rearranging to make room for the foreign object. I could feel every vein, every ridge of the rubber as it slid deeper, filling me completely.

Finally, my ass rested against the rubber balls at the base. I was impaled, stuffed to the limit. I panted, sweat beading on my forehead, my body trembling with the effort of holding the position.

"Now," Brown said, stepping back and unzipping his trousers. He freed his own cock - thick, dark, and heavily veined, already semi-erect. It was a masterpiece of anatomy, a heavy, dark arch that seemed to defy gravity, pulsing with a life of its own. The sheer magnitude of it stole the breath from my lungs; it was longer and thicker than the dildo impaling me, a terrifying monument of masculinity that made my own caged flesh feel withered and insignificant by comparison. The veins roped around the shaft like ancient roots, throbbing with every beat of his heart, and the head was a flared, glistening crown of darker flesh that demanded worship. I stared up at it with a mix of paralyzing fear and a strange, hypnotic reverence, unable to look away from the physical proof of his absolute dominance.

"The second part of the lesson. Open your mouth."

I looked up at him, my vision swimming with tears of shame and pain. He stood in front of me, his crotch level with my face. The smell of him filled my nose, a scent that seemed to seep directly into my pores and mark me as his territory.

"Suck it," he ordered. "And ride."

I leaned forward, my trembling parting as I wrapped my lips around the head of his cock. It was hot and heavy on my tongue, the taste of him salty and real, a potent flavor that overwhelmed my senses. At the same time, I lifted my hips slightly and then sank back down, driving the dildo deeper into my ass.

The sensation was overwhelming. My ass was full, the rubber cock stretching me wide, while my mouth was occupied by the professor's flesh. I was pinned between them, a vessel being filled.

"Move," he commanded, his hand tangling in my hair, guiding my head. "Up and down. Rhythm."

I began to bob my head, my tongue swirling around the shaft of his cock as I slid my mouth up and down. Simultaneously, I rode the dildo, my thighs burning with the exertion. Every time I sank down, the rubber head brushed against something deep inside me that sent a jolt of electric pleasure shooting up my spine, confusing the pain with a dark, twisted heat.

The cage bounced against my pelvis, a constant, frustrating reminder of my inability to get hard. My cock tried to swell, straining against the steel, but the device was merciless, crushing the erection back down until it was just a dull, aching throb. It felt less like a failed erection now and more like a swollen, tortured clitoris - a sensitive, throbbing nub of nerve endings trapped and denied, pulsating with a need that could only be satisfied through the penetration of my other holes.

"That's it," Brown groaned, his grip on my hair tightening. "Take it deep. You're a natural at this, Tiffany. Your body knows what it's for."

I moaned around his shaft, the sound muffled and pathetic. My body was betraying me, responding to the dual stimulation with a sickening flush of arousal. My nipples rubbed against the silk of the dress, sending sharp sparks of pleasure through my chest. The friction of the dildo in my ass was creating a pressure that built and built, a coil of tension in my groin that had nowhere to go.

"Faster," he demanded, thrusting his hips forward, driving his cock deeper into my throat. I gagged, tears streaming down my face, but I didn't stop. I couldn't. I was trapped in a rhythm of violation, my body moving on autopilot, seeking a release that the cage denied me.

The dildo inside me felt like it was rearranging my insides, claiming ownership of my body. I was just a hole at both ends, being used for the professor's pleasure and my own degradation. The line between pain and pleasure had blurred into a haze of sensation that left me gasping and desperate.

"Look at me," he growled.

I looked up, my eyes wide and watery, my lips stretched around his dark shaft. He looked down at me with a mixture of lust and contempt, his dominance absolute.

"You are nothing," he said, his voice low and rough. "You are a thing to be used. A receptacle for history. Now, make me cum. And if you do a good job, maybe I'll let you have your sissy orgasm."

I doubled down on my efforts, sucking harder, riding faster, my body a slave to the conflicting demands of the cage, the dildo, and the professor. I was lost in a sea of sensation, my identity as Tyler dissolving with every thrust, every gag, every jolt of forced pleasure. I was just a body, a hole, Tiffany.

The pressure in my ass was becoming unbearable, a dull, heavy ache that radiated outward, warring with the sharp agony of the cage crushing my cock. I was sweating freely now, drool mixed with tears leaking from the corners of my mouth to slick the shaft driving between my lips. The taste of Professor Brown - the salt, the musk, the sheer overpowering maleness of him - coated my tongue, filling my senses until I could barely think.

"Deeper," he grunted, his hand fisting in my hair, using my pigtails like handlebars. He shoved forward, and the thick, flared head of his cock punched past the resistance of my throat. I gagged violently, my throat constricting around him as he buried himself to the hilt, his heavy balls slapping against my chin. "Take it. Take every inch of what you owe."

I couldn't breathe. My airway was blocked, my nose crushed against the coarse hair of his pubic bone. Panic flared, hot and bright, but beneath it was a dark, spiraling submission. My body went limp, accepting the invasion, surrendering to the reality that I was just a conduit for his pleasure.

He began to fuck my face in earnest then, withdrawing until just the head rested on my tongue before slamming back in, hard and fast. The force of his thrusts rocked my entire body, driving me down onto the rubber dildo impaling my ass. I was skewered between them, a puppet dancing on strings of flesh and silicone. The dildo dragged against my prostate with every brutal thrust, sending shocks of electric, humiliating pleasure sizzling up my spine.

My own cock was a trapped, throbbing ruin inside the steel. It tried so hard to swell, to be a man, but the cage was absolute. It squeezed the blood back down, forcing the arousal to morph into something else - a frantic, desperate pressure that felt less like an erection and more like a need to be filled. I was leaking steadily, a steady stream of clear fluid dripping from the tip of the cage onto the carpet below, marking my surrender.

"Look at you," Brown rasped, his rhythm faltering, his breath coming in short, sharp gasps. "Choking on black dick while you fuck yourself on rubber. Your ancestors are screaming in hell, Tiffany. They're screaming because they know you love it."

I did. God help me, I did. The fullness, the degradation, the total loss of control - it was a drug. I moaned around his shaft, the vibration making him hiss, and pushed my hips back to meet the dildo, impaling myself deeper, chasing that agonizing spark of pleasure inside me.

"Here it comes," he growled, his grip tightening almost to the point of pain. "Take your history lesson. Take it all."

He slammed forward one last time, burying himself deep in my throat. His cock jerked, and then he was exploding. The first rope of cum hit the back of my throat, thick and hot and salty. I swallowed instinctively, my throat muscles milking him, desperate for air but even more desperate to please. He pulsed again, filling my mouth with his seed, coating my tongue, claiming me from the inside out.

"Swallow," he commanded, his voice rough with satisfaction. "Don't you waste a drop."

I gulped it down, the viscous fluid sliding down my throat like heavy cream. My stomach churned with the mixture of shame and a strange, sickening warmth. He held himself there, pulsing and emptying himself into me, until he was spent. Slowly, he withdrew, his softening cock sliding out of my mouth with a wet, obscene pop.

A string of cum connected my lower lip to his glans for a moment before breaking, splattering onto my chin. I gasped for air, my chest heaving, my face a mess of saliva and tears and his seed.

"Good girl," he murmured, wiping the head of his cock across my cheek, marking me with the residue. "Now, finish yourself. You've earned your little reward."

The words barely registered through the haze of oxygen deprivation and endorphins, but my body knew what to do. The dildo was still buried deep inside me, a constant, throbbing presence. I was so close to the edge, balanced on a precipice of sensation that had nothing to do with my cock and everything to do with my ass.

I didn't use my hands. I couldn't. I braced myself on the floor and began to ride the dildo in earnest, lifting my hips and slamming myself down, over and over. The friction against my prostate was blinding, a white-hot spike of pleasure that obliterated rational thought. The cage bounced and rattled, a cruel metronome counting out my depravity, but the pain only fueled the fire.

"Please," I sobbed, not even knowing what I was begging for. "Please, I need..."

"Let go," Brown said, his voice distant and authoritative. "Cum like the sissy you are."

I slammed down one final time, taking the massive rubber cock to the hilt. The pressure against my prostate snapped something inside me. My body seized up, my back arching, my toes curling. My eyes rolled back in my head.

It wasn't an orgasm. It was an implosion.

The cock trapped in the cage remained soft and small, useless and ignored. But my ass spasmed violently, the muscles rippling around the rubber shaft as wave after wave of agonizing pleasure crashed through me. I let out a high, thin squeal - a sound that didn't even sound human, certainly didn't sound male.

My caged cock twitched, and then it happened. A thin, watery stream of fluid spurted from the tip of the steel tube, pulsing in time with the clenching of my ass. It wasn't the thick, white ropes of a man's climax; it was a weak, helpless dribble, a clear, pathetic leakage that sprayed onto the floorboards beneath me. It went on and on, my body wracked by shudders, my mind wiped blank by the intensity of the release.

I collapsed forward, my face hitting the carpet, my ass still raised in the air, impaled on the dildo. I lay there twitching, the aftershocks rippling through my nerves, my chest heaving as I tried to remember how to breathe.

Behind me, I heard the distinct sound of a camera shutter clicking.

"Beautiful," Professor Brown said, his voice cool and analytical. "Absolutely fascinating data. Now, clean up this mess, Tiffany. We have a long road ahead of us."


Chapter 4: Exhibition

Three months blurred into a haze of hormone injections, strict dietary control, and a relentless curriculum of degradation that left little room for the boy I used to be. By the time the semester ground to its close, the reflection in the full-length mirror of Professor Brown’s private bathroom was a stranger.

Tyler was gone, buried under layers of softening flesh and chemical rewiring.

My skin, once pale and prone to teenage acne, now glowed with a luminescent smoothness, scented permanently with the floral oils Brown applied after our sessions. The baby fat that had clung to my cheeks hadn't disappeared; it had redistributed, settling into my hips and thighs, giving me a curving, feminine silhouette that no amount of baggy clothing could hide. My chest was no longer flat - small, tender buds had formed, sensitive enough that the friction of silk against them could make me gasp.

I reached up, brushing my platinum-dyed hair away from my face. My eyebrows were plucked into delicate, high arches, my lips swollen and perpetually reddened. Even my eyes looked different - larger, wetter, framed by lashes that Brown had insisted on lengthening with serum.

But it was the outfit that truly finalized the look. I wore a bodysuit of sheer black mesh that left absolutely nothing to the imagination, clinging to my new curves like a second skin. The fabric was so fine it was barely there, a spiderweb of intricate lace that highlighted the soft paleness of my flesh beneath. My breasts, small and sensitive, were visible through the weave, the dark pink of my nipples pressing against the material in a constant, teasing display. Between my legs, the mesh was cut away entirely, leaving my caged cock exposed - a deliberate frame of gold chains that hung low around my hips, drawing the eye straight to the steel shackle and the useless, shrunken flesh it contained.

A black leather collar, thick and imposing, buckled tightly around my neck, a gleaming O-ring resting cold against my throat. From the back of the collar, a chain draped down my spine, connecting to a leather corset that cinched my waist into an impossible hourglass, forcing my chest up and my ass out. My legs were encased in sheer thigh-high stockings held up by garters that bit softly into my thighs, the contrast between the black lace and my creamy skin stark and undeniable. On my feet were towering patent leather heels that arched my feet painfully, forcing me onto my toes and making my calves flex taut and inviting.

I turned sideways, examining the body that had been sculpted for display. The hormones had done their work, carving out a soft, natural target that made my shoulders look narrow and fragile. The cage was no longer an intrusion; it was the centerpiece, a permanent jewelry piece that held my manhood in a state of perpetual, aching denial. It felt natural now, this constant pressure, this reminder that my pleasure was secondary to my function. I wasn't just a student anymore. I was merchandise.

I was no longer a student. I was a project. A living, breathing exhibit of historical retribution.

"Tiffany," Brown’s voice called from the bedroom, sharp and expectant. "The car is waiting. We don't want to keep the symposium attendees waiting."

I took a final breath, steadying myself. Tonight was the culmination of months of work. The Historical Reckoning Exhibition. Tonight, I wouldn't just be performing for the Professor. I would be performing for an audience.

I walked out of the bathroom, the click of my heels on the hardwood floor echoing like a gunshot. I was ready.

The ride to the Black Cultural Center was a blur of streetlights and nausea. I sat in the backseat of the black sedan, my hands clasped tightly in my lap to stop them from shaking. The sheer bodysuit offered no protection against the cool leather of the seat, and the chill seeped into my bones, making my nipples harden into painful points beneath the mesh. Every bump in the road jostled the cage, sending dull jolts of reminder through my groin.

Professor Brown sat beside me, calm and composed, reviewing a stack of index cards. He didn't look at me. He didn't need to. I was just the prop he was bringing to the lecture.

When the car pulled up to the modern, glass-fronted building, the irony hit me like a physical blow. I had walked past this center a hundred times as Tyler, seeing flyers for step shows or Black Student Union meetings. Tonight, the heavy double doors were thrown open, spilling warm light and the low, rumble of a crowd out into the night.

"Remember your posture," Brown said, opening his door. "Chest out, chin up. You are representing history tonight."

I slid out of the car, my heels clicking on the pavement. The cold air bit at my exposed skin, and I felt a desperate urge to cover myself, to cross my arms over my chest or hide my caged shame, but the chain linking my collar to the waist prevented me from hunching. It forced me to stand tall, displaying the merchandise.

We entered through a side door to avoid the main lobby, stepping directly into a preparation room. The noise from the main hall was immediate - a wall of sound, low murmurs and laughter, the clinking of glasses. It sounded like a party. It sounded like a nightmare.

"Five minutes," a large man I recognized as one of the facility's security guards said, nodding respectfully at Brown before letting his eyes rake over me, lingering on the gold chains and the exposed cage. He smirked, a flash of white teeth, and gave a thumbs up. "Looks like you got the exhibit ready, Professor."

Brown nodded, adjusting his cufflinks. "Tiffany, are you listening?"

"Yes, Professor," I whispered, my voice trembling.

"Good. When we go out there, you will not speak unless spoken to. You will not look away. You will take in every face, every reaction. This is your audience. This is your jury."

He took my arm, looping a leather lead through the O-ring at my neck. The snap of the clip was deafening in the small room.

"Let's go."

He led me out into the main hall. The transition was blinding. The space had been transformed completely. The movable walls had been pushed back to create a vast, open floor. The lighting was dim, focused on a raised platform in the center of the room - a stage that had been rigged to look disturbingly like a crude wooden auction block, complete with steps leading up to it.

But it was the crowd that stole the air from my lungs.

There were dozens of them. Maybe more. A sea of Black faces, mostly men, though I saw women scattered through the crowd, watching with expressions ranging from curiosity to cold amusement. They were dressed in everything from jeans and hoodies to sharp, tailored suits, a cross-section of the university and the local community. They held drinks, they chatted, they laughed.

And then, as the spotlight hit the entrance where we stood, the room began to quiet. The conversation died down like a receding tide, replaced by a heavy, expectant silence. Fifty, sixty pairs of eyes turned toward us. I felt the weight of their gaze like a physical pressure, pinning me in place.

I swallowed hard, my throat clicking. I was exposed. The mesh bodysuit hid nothing. My hairless, feminized body, the chains, the cage, the collar - I was a naked doll in a room full of fully dressed, powerful people. I felt the heat of a blush rising from my chest to my cheeks, a humiliating flush that I knew they could all see against my pale skin.

Professor Brown tugged the lead, and I stumbled forward, my heels unsteady on the polished concrete floor. We walked toward the stage, the crowd parting slightly to let us pass, creating a gauntlet of eyes.

I could hear whispers as we moved.

"Is that him?"

"Damn, look at that."

"White boy really turned himself out."

"Tiny little thing, ain't he?"

The comments washed over me, some amused, some mocking, some dark and hungry. I kept my eyes forward, terrified, but my peripheral vision caught everything. I saw a group of young men, students perhaps, leaning against a pillar, their arms crossed, their eyes locked on my swaying hips. I saw an older woman in a elegant dress sipping wine, her eyes dissecting me with clinical detachment. I saw a man in the front row, tall and imposing with a shaved head, who stared at me with such intensity it felt like he was physically violating me already.

We reached the stairs leading up to the platform. The wood was rough, stained dark.

"Up," Brown commanded.

I climbed the steps, the height of the heels making my calves burn, forcing me to exaggerate the sway of my hips. At the top, I stood under the bright, hot glare of the spotlight. I couldn't see the crowd clearly anymore, just a wall of darkness beyond the light, but I could feel them. They were a presence, a collective force of judgment and anticipation.

Brown walked to the center of the stage, unclipping the lead but leaving the collar on. He turned to face the audience, his silhouette imposing against the backdrop of historical projections that now appeared on the screen behind us - images of slave ships, auction notices, and family trees.

"Friends, colleagues, descendants," Brown’s voice boomed, amplified by the microphone he held. "Thank you for coming to this Historical Reckoning."

A ripple of applause went through the room, polite but eager.

"Tonight," he continued, gesturing toward me without looking, "we bridge the gap between past and present. We move beyond textbooks and lectures. We confront the physical reality of ownership."

He walked over to me, his hand resting heavily on my shoulder. "This is Tiffany. Born of privilege, forged in reparation. She represents the lineage of those who bought and sold human flesh as casually as cattle. And tonight, she offers herself as the vessel for our collective memory."

I stood frozen, my heart hammering against my ribs. I could feel sweat trickling down my back, trapped under the corset.

"Turn around, Tiffany," he ordered softly, but the mic caught it. "Show them your back."

I turned slowly, facing the blank screen. I could hear the reaction of the crowd - a low murmur of appreciation. I knew what they saw. The bodysuit was backless, exposing the smooth skin of my ass, framed by the garters and the chains. The corset laced up tight, accentuating the feminine curve of my waist.

"Beautiful, isn't she?" Brown mused into the mic. "Soft. Pale. Vulnerable. Everything her ancestors were not. Everything they feared becoming, in fact."

He moved behind me, and I flinched as his hand ran down my spine, tracing the chain down to my ass. The crowd watched. They were all watching.

"But beauty is not enough," Brown said, his voice hardening. "History requires action. It requires a transaction."

He gripped my hips, turning me back to face the audience. The spotlight was in my eyes, blinding me, but I could feel the heat of their stares burning my skin.

"For generations, the bodies of Black men and women were displayed, inspected, and sold on blocks just like this one," Brown lectured, his voice rising with righteous anger. "Their dignity was stripped away. Their autonomy was stolen. Tonight, we reverse the gaze. Tonight, the white body is the object. The white body is the commodity."

He stepped closer to the edge of the stage. "Who would like to begin the examination?"

A hand shot up from the darkness. Then another. Then a chorus of voices.

"Me."

"Right here."

"Bring him down here, Professor."

"Patience," Brown said, raising a hand to quell the rising tide of voices, though a smirk played on his lips. "We must proceed with the academic rigor this experiment demands. This is not a mob; it is a symposium. We require volunteers to initiate the physical assessment. A panel to lead the inspection."

He didn't wait for them to approach. Instead, he gestured to the front row. "Step up. Verify the data."

The movement was immediate. A surge of bodies, dark suits and casual jackets, rising from the darkness. Three men mounted the stage first, followed closely by two others. They surrounded me, a wall of muscle and cologne, cutting off my view of the Professor and sealing me in a circle of scrutiny.

"Remarkable," the first man said, a tall, broad-shouldered figure in a charcoal suit. He didn't ask for permission. He simply reached out, his large, dark hands cupping my breasts through the sheer mesh. "The redistribution of fat is... significant."

He squeezed, hard. I gasped, my back arching instinctively as his thumbs found my nipples and dragged over the sensitive buds. The friction of the lace against the heightened nerve endings sent a jolt of electricity straight to my groin.

"Responsive," the man noted, tweaking the nipple roughly. "Look at that. The conditioning holds."

Before I could recover, another pair of hands gripped my waist from behind. "Turn," a deep voice commanded. I was spun around like a doll, facing a younger man in a hoodie and jeans. He didn't bother with the pretense of examination. He grabbed my ass with both hands, kneading the flesh like dough, his fingers digging into the soft curves.

"Soft," he grunted, pulling my cheeks apart. "Real soft. Like a girl."

"Let's see the mouth," a third voice said. A hand gripped my jaw, fingers pressing into my cheeks, forcing my mouth open. I stared up into the face of an older man, silver-haired and imposing. He peered into my mouth like I was a horse at auction, running a gloved thumb over my tongue. "Good oral cavity. Moist. Seems built for service."

I was dizzy, disoriented. They were everywhere. Hands sliding down my thighs, lifting the hem of the bodysuit. Fingers tracing the gold chains that hung from my hips.

"Open the legs," the man behind me ordered.

I shuffled my feet apart, the heels making me unsteady. The cool air hit my exposed crotch, but it was instantly replaced by heat.

"Look at that clit someone laughed. A hand slapped my caged cock, a sharp, stinging blow that made me cry out and jerk forward. "Tiny little thing. Ain't no use for that anymore."

"Show us the hole," the younger man demanded. He spun me back around and shoved me forward. I caught myself on my knees, my ass thrust into the air. The spotlight beat down on me, exposing everything to the room.

The men didn't hesitate. Fingers probed my entrance, rough and insistent. One man spat, and I felt the wetness hit my anus. Then two fingers were shoving inside, scissoring, stretching. I moaned, my head dropping forward, my hair falling into my face.

"Tight," the man grunted, working his fingers deeper. "But wet. Look at that. The bitch is leaking."

He was right. My caged cock was dripping, a steady stream of clear fluid coating the steel tube and dripping onto the stage floor. The humiliation was absolute, but my body was betraying me, responding to the rough handling, the dominance, the sheer number of hands on me.

"The hips are wide enough to take a pounding," the older man observed, running a hand down my spine. "Good child-bearing hips, ironically enough."

"I want to feel the tits again," the first man said, pulling me up by my hair. He mauled my chest, his palms rough against the sensitive skin. "Nice and soft. Just like a white girl's should be."

I was passed between them, a toy for their amusement. They pinched, they pulled, they probed. They commented on my skin, my lack of body hair, the way my ass jiggled when they smacked it. They treated me like livestock, checking my muscle tone, my teeth, my orifices, all while the crowd watched and cheered.

"Check the depth," someone shouted from the audience.

One of the men on stage laughed. He worked three fingers into my ass, pumping them in and out with a wet, squelching sound that echoed through the microphone. "Deep enough," he called out. "Tight grip, though. It’s like this pussy was made for Black cock."

I whimpered, my eyes rolling back. The stimulation was too much. The fingers in my ass, the hands on my chest, the degradation of being displayed like this. My prostate was throbbing, sending waves of unwanted pleasure crashing through me.

"Look at him tremble," the older man sneered, gripping my face and forcing me to look at him. "You loving this, ain't you? You loving being handled by real men?"

I couldn't speak. I could only pant, my mouth open, my tongue lolling out slightly. My mind was blank, wiped clean by the overwhelming sensation of being used.

"Good little specimen," the first man said, giving my ass one final, stinging slap. "Ready for the main event."

They stepped back, leaving me swaying on my heels, covered in sweat and their fingerprints. The crowd roared its approval, hungry for more. I stood there, trembling, my caged cock twitching, my ass gaping slightly, waiting for the next command.

The inspection panel retreated to the edges of the stage, their job done, leaving me alone in the center circle of light. My chest heaved, my skin slick with sweat and the residue of their touch. I felt hollowed out, a shell of a person waiting to be filled.

Professor Brown stepped back into the light. The applause had died down, replaced by a thick, suffocating silence. He began to unbutton his jacket, taking his time, sliding it off his broad shoulders and handing it casually to one of the men in the front row. Next came his tie, pulled loose with a slow, deliberate tug. Then the cufflinks.

"History," he said, his voice booming through the speakers, calm and lecturing, "is often written in blood and pain. But tonight, we write it in flesh."

He unbuttoned his shirt, revealing the dark, muscled expanse of his chest, the contrast of his skin against the stark white fabric striking even in the harsh light. He moved with the terrifying confidence of a man who owned the room, the stage, and me. He stepped out of his shoes, then his pants, folding them neatly and placing them on a chair.

He stood before me in his boxers, the outline of his erection clearly visible against the dark cotton. The crowd watched, mesmerized. He didn't rush. This was a performance. A ritual.

"Turn around, Tiffany," he commanded, his voice dropping an octave, stripping away the academic veneer for raw authority. "Bend over."

My body moved before my mind could protest. Months of conditioning took over. I turned my back to the audience, facing the blank screen where images of my ancestors - the slave owners - stared back at me with judgmental eyes. I bent forward at the waist, keeping my legs straight. The chains forced my back to arch, thrusting my ass high into the air. I reached back, spreading my cheeks with both hands, exposing the tight, puckered ring of muscle that had become the center of my existence.

"Good," Brown grunted.

I heard the rustle of fabric as he lowered his boxers. Then, the heat of his body was behind me. He didn't touch me yet. He just stood there, letting the anticipation build, letting the crowd see the size difference, the racial dynamic, the sheer physical dominance he held over my feminized form.

"Look at this," he said to the audience, one hand resting on the small of my back. "A white boy, raised on privilege, presenting his hole to a black man like a bitch in heat. It’s a beautiful thing, isn't it? The poetry of reparation."

He stepped closer, and I felt the heavy, hot weight of his cock slap against my exposed ass. It felt like a club, thick and imposing. I gasped, my fingers digging into my own buttocks, holding myself open for him.

"Please," I whispered, the word slipping out before I could stop it. I didn't know if I was begging for mercy or for it to begin.

"Louder," he said, gripping my hips.

"Please... Professor," I sobbed.

"Tell them what you are," he demanded, his voice hard.

"I'm... I'm a white sissy," I choked out, tears stinging my eyes. "I'm... I'm a hole for Black cock."

The crowd erupted in murmurs of agreement and dark laughter.

"Good girl," Brown said.

He spat. I felt the warm wetness hit my anus, followed immediately by the blunt, thick head of his cock pressing against the resistance of my body. He didn't prep me with fingers this time. He didn't use oil. He wanted the friction. He wanted me to feel every inch of the history he was driving into me.

He pushed forward.

My breath hitched in a sharp gasp. The ring of muscle burned as it stretched, fighting the intrusion, but he was relentless. He applied steady, unyielding pressure, forcing my body to yield to his.

"Breathe," he commanded, his voice right next to my ear.

I exhaled a shuddering breath, and as I did, the head of his cock popped past the tight ring of muscle. I cried out, a high, broken sound, as the sudden fullness tore through me. It was too much. He was too big.

"Take it," he growled, gripping my hips bruisingly tight. "Take what you owe."

He drove forward in one long, merciless thrust. My vision went white. I felt him sliding deep, deeper than the dildos, deeper than anything had ever been, splitting me open, rearranging my insides to accommodate his girth. The mesh of the bodysuit rubbed against my thighs, the chains jingled, but all I could focus on was the overwhelming sensation of being filled.

He bottomed out, his hips slapping against my ass, his heavy balls resting against my caged cock. I was impaled. I felt full, distended, used.

"Look at that," Brown groaned, his voice thick with pleasure. "She took it all. Every inch."

He pulled back slowly, almost withdrawing completely, leaving just the head inside, stretching my rim taut. Then he slammed forward again. The force rocked me, pushing me forward onto the balls of my feet. My toes curled in the heels, my entire body trembling.

"Fuck him, Professor!" someone shouted from the crowd.

"Break that white ass!"

Brown set a rhythm, hard and deep. Every thrust was a statement, a punctuation mark in a sentence of domination. The sound of flesh slapping against flesh echoed through the hall, obscene and loud, amplified by the microphone near our feet.

My body betrayed me completely. The pain of the stretching began to morph into a dull, heavy ache that radiated outward, colliding with the pressure against my prostate. My caged cock throbbed in time with his thrusts, leaking a steady stream of clear fluid onto the stage floor. I was moaning, low and guttural, sounds I didn't know I could make.

"Your ancestors," Brown gritted out, punctuating each word with a thrust. "Bought. And sold. People. Like. Me."

He leaned over my back, his chest pressing against my shoulders, his sweat dripping onto my neck.

"Now," he whispered, his breath hot against my ear. "You are the commodity. You are the slave. How does it feel, Tiffany? How does it feel to be owned?"

"It feels... it feels..." I stammered, my mind fracturing under the dual assault of pain and pleasure.

"Say it," he demanded, grabbing a fistful of my hair and pulling my head back.

"It feels right!" I screamed, the words tearing out of my throat. "It feels right to be used by you!"

The crowd cheered, a roar of approval that washed over me. Brown didn't let up. He fucked me harder, his hips snapping forward with animalistic force. I was just a sleeve for his cock, a hole to be used for his gratification and the crowd's entertainment. The friction inside me was building, a coil of tension tightening in my groin that had nowhere to go.

My ass spasmed around him, gripping him tight, trying to milk him. I was lost in the haze of it, the degradation, the sheer physical reality of being fucked in front of dozens of people.

"Look at her," Brown said to the crowd, his voice ragged. "Look at the way she grips me. Her body knows its purpose. She was made for this."

He reached around, his hand finding the cage. He didn't touch my cock; he grabbed the steel device itself and used it as a handle, pulling me back onto his shaft. The metal dug into my flesh, a sharp, grounding pain that contrasted with the liquid heat flooding my insides.

"Who owns you, Tiffany?" he growled.

"You do, Professor! You own me!"

"And who am I?"

"You're my Master! You're my history!"

He roared, a sound of pure dominance, and began to pound into me with reckless abandon. The stage creaked under our feet. I was screaming now, incoherent pleas and moans, my fingers clawing at the wooden floorboards. The pressure in my ass was unbearable, a white-hot spike of pleasure that obliterated everything else.

"Cum for me," he commanded. "Cum like the sissy you are. Show them what you are."

He slammed into me one last time, burying himself to the hilt, and ground his hips against my ass. The friction against my prostate was too much. The cage rattled and shook.

My body seized up. My eyes rolled back. I let out a high, thin wail as my ass convulsed around his cock. My caged cock twitched violently, and a thin, watery stream of fluid squirted from the tip, spraying onto the wood beneath me. It wasn't a real orgasm; it was a sissygasm, a pathetic, messy release that came solely from being penetrated.

The crowd went wild.

Brown held himself inside me, riding out my spasms, his chest heaving against my back. But he didn't stop. He didn't pull out. He wasn't done with me yet.

"Did you think we were finished?" he growled, his voice thick with exertion right against my ear. He gripped my hips bruisingly hard, his fingers digging into my soft flesh. "That was just for you, Tiffany. Now we finish for history."

He resumed his thrusting, harder and faster than before. The overstimulation was agonizing. My body was still twitching from the forced orgasm, making every nerve ending scream as he continued to batter my insides. I was a limp ragdoll beneath him, my face pressed against the rough floorboards, drool pooling at the corner of my mouth as he jackhammered into me.

"Take it deep," he grunted, sweat dripping from his forehead onto my neck. "I'm going to mark you. I'm going to fill you up so there's no doubt who you belong to."

The wet, slapping sound of his hips meeting my ass was deafening, amplified by the microphone. The crowd sensed the climax approaching and began to chant, a rhythmic stomping that matched his punishing strokes.

"Breed him! Breed him! Breed him!"

Brown's breathing became ragged. I could feel his cock swelling inside me, getting impossibly harder, thicker. He was close. He shifted his stance, spreading his legs for leverage, and drove into me with a ferocity that felt like he was trying to split me in half.

"Here it comes," he roared, his voice cracking. "Take it! Take my Black seed!"

He slammed forward one final time, burying himself to the hilt, and held himself there. His body went rigid, his muscles locking up. I felt a hot, thick explosion deep inside my guts. His cock throbbed violently, pulsing rhythmically as he pumped rope after rope of cum directly into my rectum.

It was intense and overwhelming. The heat was scorching, flooding me, coating my insides with his possession. I let out a broken sob, feeling the sheer volume of it, the way it filled every available space until I felt bloated with his essence.

"Fuck yes," he hissed through clenched teeth, grinding his hips against me, ensuring every drop was deposited deep inside. "Take that load. Keep it inside you. That's your history now."

He stayed there for a long moment, his chest heaving against my back, his cock twitching as it emptied the last of his seed into my trembling body. The audience was on its feet, screaming and cheering, a chaotic wall of sound that washed over us.

Slowly, agonizingly, he began to pull back. I gasped at the sudden loss of pressure, the feeling of emptiness that immediately followed the extreme fullness. As the thick head of his cock popped free of my ravaged hole, a wet, obscene shluck echoed through the speakers.

I couldn't hold it all. Gravity took over, and thick, white globs of his cum began to leak out of my gaping anus, running down my thighs and dripping onto the stage floor between my heels. It felt filthy and degrading, a physical manifestation of my total defeat.

Brown stood up, his cock glistening and semi-hard, coated in the mixture of his seed and my own fluids. He took a step back to admire his work, looking down at my ruined, leaking body with a satisfied smirk.

"Beautiful," he murmured, almost to himself. He turned to the crowd, raising a hand in victory, silencing the roar.

"And that," he said, his voice regaining its professorial cadence, "is the first installment of the debt. We have documented the response. We have seen the capacity. Now..."

He looked down at me, where I lay collapsed in a puddle of my own fluids and his cum, my ass still twitching as more of his load leaked out of me.

"Now," he said, a dark smile playing on his lips. "We move to the final phase of the experiment. The auction."


Chapter 5: The Auction

The applause was a physical weight, pressing against my skin hotter than the spotlight. I lay collapsed on the rough wood of the platform, my chest heaving, gasping for air that smelled of sex, sweat, and my own humiliation. Between my thighs, the mess was undeniable. Professor Brown’s seed was leaking out of me, a slow, thick trickle of heat that slid down my pale skin and dripped onto the stage. I felt open, gaping, a void that had been filled and then emptied, leaving me with nothing but the sticky evidence of his possession.

My caged cock gave a pathetic, throbbing twitch against the floor, aching for a friction it would never find. The sissygasm had shattered me, breaking the last tether to the boy named Tyler. I was just Tiffany now - a used, white hole dripping Black history onto a faux-auction block.

Brown didn't give me time to recover. He stepped back, his impressive frame glistening with sweat, and kicked my legs apart with a casual brutality that made me gasp.

"Don't tighten up," he commanded, his voice booming through the speakers. "Keep that gift open. Let them see what reparation looks like."

He turned to the crowd, arms raised in victory. "You have seen the physical reclamation. You have witnessed the white body yield to the superior force of history. But tonight is not merely an exhibition. It is a real slave auction."

He walked over to a small table and picked up a heavy gavel, banging it against the wood. The sound cracked through the room like a whip.

"For generations, the labor of Black bodies built the wealth of this country," Brown lectured, his tone shifting from lover to auctioneer. "Tonight, we begin to balance that ledger. We are not just selling a slave; we are selling the opportunity to continue this education. The proceeds will fund a memorial for the ancestors whose blood cries out from this ground."

He gestured to me with a sweep of his hand. "The minimum bid is ten thousand dollars. Do I hear ten thousand?"

The room erupted. It wasn't the polite murmur of an art gallery; it was the chaotic roar of a market.

"Fifteen!"

"Twenty!"

I tried to curl into myself, to hide my face, but the collar and the leash prevented it. I was on display, my ass still in the air, my pink, swollen hole visibly pulsing as Brown's cum continued to leak out of me. I was an object, a commodity, my whiteness reduced to a canvas for their purchase.

"Thirty thousand!" a woman in the front row shouted, her eyes gleaming with a predatory light.

"Forty!" a group of students chanted together, laughing as they pooled their money.

Brown paced the stage, milking the tension. "Come now, gentlemen. Ladies. This is a rare specimen. Educated. Feminized. Broken in and ready to serve. Look at that hole - it was made to take Black cock. Do I hear fifty?"

"Fifty thousand dollars."

The voice cut through the noise like a blade. The room went instantly silent.

I turned my head, squinting through the spotlight. Standing at the back of the hall, near the entrance, was a man who sucked the air right out of the room. He was older, perhaps sixty, with a towering, powerful build that commanded respect. He wore a bespoke suit that fit his broad shoulders perfectly, his skin a deep, luminous black that seemed to absorb the light. He radiated an aura of immense wealth and authority.

"Fifty thousand to Darnell, can I get sixty?"

He didn't look at the crowd. He looked at me. His gaze was heavy, possessive, stripping away the last layers of my dignity. He saw everything - the cum drying on my thighs, the cage, the shame. And he smiled.

"Sixty thousand," a younger man in a hoodie challenged, stepping forward.

Darnell didn't blink. He didn't raise his voice. "One hundred thousand."

A collective gasp swept through the audience. The Professor paused, his eyebrows raising in genuine surprise. "One hundred thousand. Going once."

"One-fifty," the man in the hoodie yelled, though his voice lacked conviction.

"Two hundred and fifty thousand," Darnell said, his voice calm, final. He walked forward, the crowd parting for him like the Red Sea. "Cash. Wire transfer. Whatever you prefer, Professor. But she belongs to me."

The silence was absolute. No one else dared to speak.

"Sold!" Brown shouted, slamming the gavel down with a finality that echoed through my bones. "To Mr. Darnell for two hundred and fifty thousand dollars!"

Darnell mounted the stairs, his steps heavy and deliberate. He stopped in front of me, looking down at my prone, trembling form. He reached into his pocket and pulled out a leather leash, snapping it onto my collar.

"Get up, girl," he said, his voice deep and gravelly. "It's time to start your service."

Darnell didn't wait for me to find my footing. He jerked the leash, dragging me toward the back of the stage where the shadows were thickest. My heels skidded on the slick, cum-stained wood, and I fell to my knees, scrambling to keep up as the leather dug into the sensitive skin of my neck.

Behind us, Professor Brown’s voice rang out, silencing the murmurs of the crowd.

"A moment of historical context," Brown announced, his voice dripping with academic satisfaction. He stepped into the spotlight, gesturing between the man holding my leash and the screen behind him.

The image on the projector shifted. It was a sepia-toned photograph of a plantation house, and beside it, a portrait of a stern-faced man in a Confederate uniform. I recognized the face - it was my great-great-grandfather, the one whose wealth had built the library I studied in.

"This," Brown said, pointing a laser pointer at the man in the portrait, "is Colonel Edward Vance, Tiffany's direct ancestor. A man known for his cruelty and his appetites."

The image changed again. This time, it was a young Black woman in a faded headwrap, her eyes downcast, her hands resting on a swollen belly.

"And this," Brown continued, "is Sarah. A woman owned by the Colonel. Historical records and Vance family diaries reveal that Sarah was repeatedly raped by the Colonel in the summer of 1890. She bore a child that winter."

The room was dead silent. I looked up at Darnell, towering over me, his grip on the leash absolute.

"Sarah was Darnell's great-grandmother," Brown said, his voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper that carried through the hall. "That means, by the laws of blood and the sins of the father, this sissy and this man are distant cousins. The descendant of the rapist and the descendant of the raped, reunited at last."

A ripple of shock and dark amusement went through the crowd. I froze, the cold horror of the revelation washing over me. It wasn't just slavery. It wasn't just reparation. It was family.

"Look at him," Brown sneered down at me. "Your ancestor raped his great-grandmother, Tiffany. You owe him more than money. You owe him blood."

Darnell looked down at me, his expression unreadable, though his eyes burned with a intensity that terrified me. "Cousins," he grunted, the word heavy with sarcasm. "Well, family takes care of family, doesn't it?"

He hauled me up by the leash, dragging me the final few feet to the apparatus hidden in the shadows. It was a heavy-duty leather sex swing harness, suspended from a metal beam in the ceiling. It looked like something out of a medieval torture chamber, all thick straps and steel buckles.

"In," Darnell commanded.

He manhandled me with the ease of lifting a child. I was dizzy, disoriented, my ass still leaking the Professor's load as Darnell lifted me into the harness. He strapped my ankles into the heavy leather cuffs first, spreading my legs wide and hoisting them into the air, leaving my suspended weight supported entirely by the harness. My arms were next, secured into cuffs above my head, leaving me spread-eagled, helpless, and completely exposed.

I hung there, swinging slightly, my body weight pressing down against the straps, forcing my back to arch and my hips to tilt forward. My ass was at the perfect height for his waist, my hole vulnerable and twitching in the open air. My head, leaning back in the swing, was at just the right height for my mouth to be used.

Darnell stepped back to admire his work, unbuckling his belt. The sound of leather sliding through loops was loud in the quiet room. He let his pants drop, stepping out of them, and the crowd gasped.

Even through the haze of my humiliation, I could see why. He was massive. His cock was thick, dark, and heavy, hanging between his thighs like a weapon, already semi-hard and glistening. It looked bigger than the Professor's, a daunting pillar of flesh that made my breath hitch in fear.

"Perfect," Darnell said, his voice a low rumble. He reached out and grabbed the chain hanging from my collar, using it to pull me toward him, making the swing creak. "Now," he said, glancing toward the side of the stage. "Let's make this a real family reunion."

He whistled, a sharp, piercing sound.

From the wings, two more figures emerged. My heart hammered against my ribs as I recognized them from the auction block inspection - a middle-aged man, perhaps forty, built like a linebacker, and an older boy, maybe nineteen or twenty, with the same high cheekbones and dark skin as Darnell.

"My son," Darnell said, resting a heavy hand on the younger man's shoulder. "And my grandson."

The boy grinned, his eyes wide as he took in my bound, feminized form. "Damn, Granddad. You really bought us a white sissy?"

"Generational participation," Darnell corrected him sternly, though a smirk played on his lips. "We are completing what our ancestors couldn't. They were forced to watch their women taken. Tonight, we take the white boy in return."

He stepped up to the swing, his heavy cock brushing against my inner thigh. The heat of it was scorching. "Hold her head, boy," he told his grandson.

The grandson stepped up, grabbing my hair with both hands and tilting my head back. My mouth fell open instinctively, the conditioning taking over. I stared up at the ceiling, at the man holding my head, waiting to be filled.

Darnell spat into his hand and rubbed the saliva onto his massive shaft. He didn't use lube. He didn't need to, I was already slick with the Professor's cum and my own desperate wetness.

"History," Darnell grunted, lining the thick head of his cock up with my gaping entrance. "Is a cycle."

He pushed forward.

My eyes flew open, a scream tearing from my throat that was muffled instantly as the grandson stepped forward and fed his cock into my open mouth.

I was stuffed from both ends. Darnell was thicker than the Professor, a blunt force tearing me open as he sank inch after inch into my ass. The swing creaked under the strain, my body rocking with the force of his penetration. I gagged around the grandson's shaft, my throat stretching to accommodate him, tears streaming down my face as I was used like a piece of meat.

"Take it, cousin," Darnell growled, gripping my hips to pull me onto him. He bottomed out, his heavy balls slapping against my ass, and I felt impossibly full, stretched to my limit. "This is for Sarah."

He began to thrust, a slow, deep rhythm that rocked the swing. Every time he pulled back, the grandson pushed forward, fucking my face in counterpoint to the assault on my ass. They were using me in tandem, a pendulum of flesh and degradation.

"She's tight, Granddad," the grandson moaned, his head thrown back as he pistoned into my mouth. "Feels so good."

"Good," Darnell grunted, sweat beading on his forehead. "Make her choke on it. Make her taste the future."

The son stepped forward now, unable to resist. He reached out, roughly pinching and pulling my nipples through the mesh bodysuit, sending jolts of pain-pleasure shooting through my chest. I was a frenzy of sensation - full, choked, pinched, bound. My mind was blanking out, retreating to a safe place where Tyler didn't exist, where there was only the sensation of being used.

"You have to recite," Darnell demanded, his rhythm picking up speed, his hips slapping against my ass with wet, obscene sounds. "With every thrust, you tell us what your people did."

He pulled almost all the way out, leaving just the head inside, and paused.

"Say it," he commanded.

The grandson pulled his cock from my mouth, leaving me gasping for air, strings of saliva connecting my lips to his shaft.

"My... my ancestor..." I stammered, my voice barely a whisper.

"Louder!" Darnell slapped my ass, hard.

"My ancestor owned Sarah!" I cried out. "He... he raped her!"

"And?" Darnell slammed back in, burying himself to the hilt in one vicious stroke.

"He... he stole her labor!" I screamed, the words torn from me by the force of his thrust. "He... he sold her children!"

"Good," the son said, twisting my nipples ruthlessly. "Keep going."

They set a brutal pace now. Darnell pounded into my ass, his heavy cock ravaging my hole, while the grandson fed me his length, fucking my throat with abandon. The son stood to the side, stroking his own cock as he watched, his eyes dark with lust and vengeance.

"Every time you cum," Darnell grunted, his breath coming short, "you are apologizing. Every time you tighten up on this dick, you are paying reparations."

My body was betraying me completely. The friction against my prostate, the rough handling, the sheer taboo of the act - it was driving me toward another sissygasm. My caged cock throbbed, leaking helplessly onto my stomach.

"I'm... I'm sorry!" I sobbed around the mouthful of flesh. "I'm sorry for what they did!"

"Sorry ain't enough," the grandson sneered, shoving his cock deep into my throat, cutting off my air. "You gotta take the seed, bitch. You gotta take it all."

"Take it all," the grandson echoed, his voice cracking with youth and intensity. He gripped the sides of my head, his fingers tangling in my platinum hair, and forced himself deeper. I gagged, my throat constricting around him as he used my mouth like a fleshlight, his hips snapping forward with erratic, desperate rhythm.

Darnell held himself deep inside my ass, letting me feel every throb and pulse of his massive cock as he watched his grandson violate my face. The sheer fullness was dizzying. I was suspended between them, a vessel for their rage and lust, the swing creaking rhythmically as my body was pushed and pulled.

"She's got to learn to serve, but we don't want to break the merchandise yet," Darnell grunted, his hands resting heavily on my thighs.

The grandson pulled out, a thick string of saliva trailing from my lips to his glistening head. I gasped for air, my chest heaving, my vision swimming. Before I could catch my breath, Darnell moved.

He didn't withdraw. Instead, he gripped the straps of the swing and began to piston into me with long, devastating strokes. He was reclaiming the rhythm, setting the pace for the family.

"So, this is what your ancestors felt," Darnell growled, his eyes locked on mine. "Power. Ownership. The right to take whatever he wanted from a body that couldn't say no."

He slammed into me, his heavy balls slapping against my ass. The friction was agonizing and exquisite, lighting up every nerve ending. My caged cock twitched uselessly, leaking a steady stream of clear fluid onto my stomach.

"Except I paid for what I'm taking," he spat. "Two hundred and fifty thousand dollars. You're just property now, Tiffany. Expensive property."

He leaned forward, his weight pressing the swing back, and kissed me - not a kiss of affection, but a conquest. His tongue forced its way into my mouth, dominating me even as his cock dominated my ass. I moaned into his mouth, my body surrendering, my muscles relaxing to accept him deeper.

"Break her, Dad," the son urged, stroking his own erection faster now. "Fill her up."

Darnell broke the kiss, throwing his head back with a roar. "I'm gonna paint her insides!"

He drove into me one last time, harder than before, and buried himself to the hilt. I felt him swell, the thick vein on the underside of his cock pulsing against my stretched rim. Then, the heat exploded.

He came in thick, scalding ropes, coating my ravaged walls, claiming me from the inside. It felt endless, his body jerking with the force of his release, marking me with his seed. The sheer volume was overwhelming, mixing with the Professor's load, filling me until I felt bloated and heavy with it.

"Take that family history," he grunted, grinding his hips as the last spurts emptied into me. "That's for Sarah."

He stayed there for a moment, panting, his sweat dripping onto my chest. Then, slowly, he pulled out. The loss was immediate and shocking. My hole gaped, unable to close after the stretching, and as he withdrew, a flood of cum gushed out of me, spilling onto the floor beneath the swing.

"You up, son?" Darnell asked, stepping aside and adjusting his suit. He looked calm, satisfied, like a man who had just closed a lucrative business deal.

"You bet," the son said, his voice tight with anticipation. He stepped forward, unbuckling his pants and letting them fall.

He was thick, like his father, but younger, harder. His cock jutted out angrily, the head dark and engorged. He didn't waste time with words. He stepped between my spread legs, lined up, and shoved himself in.

I cried out, my body still sensitive from Darnell's pounding. The son wasn't as gentle - or rather, he wasn't as controlled. He fucked with the aggression of a man proving himself, his hands gripping my thighs hard enough to bruise.

"Yeah," he hissed, watching his cock disappear into the cum-slick mess of my ass. "Look at that. She's swallowing me whole."

"Don't just look," Darnell commanded from the sidelines. "Make her work for it. Make her squeeze that white pussy."

"Squeeze me," the son demanded, slapping my ass. "Tighten up, bitch."

I tried. I clenched my muscles around him, milking his shaft, desperate to please, desperate to end the humiliation or perhaps just desperate to be filled again. The response was involuntary, a betrayal of my training.

"That's it," he groaned, his head falling back. "She's hungry for it."

The grandson moved around to the front of the swing again. He was still hard, his cock bobbing in the air. He reached down, grabbing my jaw, and turned my face toward him.

I opened my mouth, tasting the salt and musk of my own ass on his skin as he slid his semi-hard cock past my lips. I was airtight again, the son pounding my ass while the grandson used my tongue to bathe his shaft.

The son's rhythm was jagged, erratic. He was chasing his own pleasure, using my body to get off. The wet slap of flesh against flesh was deafening, a vulgar metronome counting out my degradation.

"Your people thought they were gods," the son gritted out, his thrusts becoming shallower, faster. "Thought they could own us. But look at you now. Just a cum dump for three generations of Black men."

He reached down, grabbing my caged cock and shaking it, laughing as the metal rattled and my body twitched. "This little thing doesn't even work anymore, does it? You don't need a dick. You just need this pussy."

He slammed into me, his hips bruising my ass cheeks. "I'm gonna add to the collection. I'm gonna make sure you're dripping with us for a week."

With a guttural shout, he stiffened. I felt him pulse inside me, adding his load to the mix already filling my womb. It was hot and thick, spurting deep, coating my insides with another layer of possession. He kept thrusting through his orgasm, working his seed deeper, ensuring it stayed.

"Fuck yes," he breathed, pulling out slowly. "Take it, cousin."

As he withdrew, another thick stream of cum leaked out of me, joining the growing puddle on the floor. I was a mess, my body used, my holes gaping, my skin flushed and blotchy. I felt wrecked, hollowed out, yet strangely complete.

"Alright, boy," Darnell said, clapping a hand on his grandson's shoulder. "Finish her off. Show her how the future treats the past."

The grandson stepped up, his cock fully hard. He looked at me with a mix of lust and cruelty, the arrogance of youth in his eyes. He didn't hesitate. He stepped into the mess between my legs and thrust in.

I was so loose, so slick by now that he slid in easily, but the sensitivity was at its peak. I cried out, my back arching, my toes curling.

"Please," I whimpered, the word barely audible. "I can't..."

He fucked me with a fast, piston-like rhythm, his balls slapping against my ass with a stinging intensity. He didn't have the stamina of his elders, but he made up for it with enthusiasm. He was rough, grabbing my tits, twisting my nipples, biting at my neck.

"You may be my cousin," he panted into my ear. "But now you're also my bitch. Isn't that funny?"

He reached down, finding the sensitive spot behind my balls, pressing against my perineum. The stimulation was too much. My caged cock throbbed violently, and my ass spasmed around him.

"Cum for me, sissy," he commanded. "Cum while I fuck you."

I didn't want to, but my body had no choice. The pressure built, a white-hot coil in my groin, and then snapped. I let out a silent scream, my mouth open in an O of ecstasy as my ass convulsed, milking his cock. A thin, watery spray shot from my caged cock, coating my stomach in my own shameful release.

"That's it," he groaned, feeling my ass grip him like a vice. "Milk that dick."

He drove into me one last time, burying himself deep. He grunted, a low, primal sound, and I felt him unload. His cum was hot and forceful, adding to the ocean of seed already inside me. He pumped until he was empty, his hips jerking with the aftershocks.

He pulled out, and the dam broke. I couldn't hold it in anymore. A torrent of cum - three generations' worth - poured out of my gaping ass, cascading down my thighs and dripping onto the stage in a humiliating waterfall.

The grandson stepped back, panting, wiping his forehead with the back of his hand. The three men stood over me, looking down at my ruined, leaking body.

Darnell stepped forward first, the heavy tread of his boots the only sound in the room. He reached down, unhooking the leather cuffs from the swing with a rough efficiency. My limbs collapsed like a ragdoll's, and I crumpled to the floor, landing with a wet splash in the puddle of fluids I had created.

I lay there, curled in a fetal ball, shivering as the air hit my sweat-slicked skin. My ass throbbed with a dull, heavy ache, a constant reminder of what had been done to me.

"Get up," Darnell commanded, his voice brooking no argument.

I whimpered, trying to push myself up, but my arms gave way. I was too broken, too drained.

With a sigh of impatience, Darnell reached down and hauled me to my feet by my arm. He spun me around, forcing me to face the audience. I blinked against the spotlight, seeing the sea of faces - students, professors, descendants - all watching my final degradation.

"Look at her," Darnell announced, his voice booming through the speakers. "This isn't Tyler anymore. This is history rewritten."

He reached into his pocket and pulled out a thick, black leather collar. Unlike the temporary one I wore, this one was heavy, engraved with silver script. He fastened it around my neck, the buckle clicking with a sound of terrifying finality.

I looked down, reading the engraving upside down: Property of Darnell.

"You're coming home with us, Tiffany," Darnell said, leaning in close to my ear. "I have a nice little kennel set up in the basement. You’re going to spend the rest of your life making it up to Sarah."

He snapped a leash onto the new collar. "Heel."

I didn't think. I didn't resist. The conditioning was too deep. I dropped to my knees on the cum-stained wood and crawled after him, head down, ass in the air, following the pull of the leash.

Behind us, the applause began to swell - thunderous, triumphant, and absolutely terrifying. As we reached the edge of the stage, I risked one glance back.

Professor Brown was standing in the center of the spotlight, watching me go. He raised his glass in a silent toast, a dark, satisfied smile playing on his lips. I looked away, following the black boots in front of me, leaving Tyler behind in the puddle on the stage, stepping forward into the darkness as nothing more than a owned, broken thing.
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