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Locked

I should have known my desires would get me in trouble.  After a lot of masturbation looking at images on the computer and lots of online conversations with Black Masters, I had finally met one.

I had sucked not one big black cock, but three.  He had two friends with him.  I had not known they would be there but when he told me I would service the three of them, I was thrilled. 

I stripped at his command.  It was something I had fantasized about so many times.  Naked and ready to serve a room of Black men.  I crawled to my new Master and looked up him as I kissed my first black cock.  I opened my mouth and tried to take as much as I could, but he was too big.  I kept trying but I had to use both hands to stroke him while I sucked.

I was proud when he fed me his cum.  Truthfully, I was grateful that he was okay with my efforts since I feared he would force it all down my throat.  I licked his cock all over to clean it as I watched the two others stroking their cocks on either side of him.

How to choose?  Like I at that point I had any choice in the matter.  One man grabbed my head and turned it toward him and then my mouth was open as he dragged his hard cock across my face.  He fed it to me as I felt the other man stroke his cock against the side of my face.  I sucked until the man grabbed my head and began fucking my face.  He used my mouth as he held my head tightly in his hands.  The other man circled behind me, and I knew he was going to fuck me. 

I didn’t know what was happening as my new Master got up and moved behind me as well.  I began to suck the black cock in my mouth as the man let go of my head so I could move.  He was smiling as I looked up and I knew he was close.  I reached up to hold his big balls as I licked and sucked. 

From behind, I felt the two men holding my thighs and pulling them apart.  A hand grabbed my balls and pulled.  I groaned as I felt the pain, but there was also a pulse of pleasure I felt from being used by these Black men.  Maybe this was the men preparing to fuck me.

The man came in my mouth as I felt cold metal on my balls and then my dick being pushed into more cold metal.  Licking up the cum from the first man’s cock, I heard laughter.

“Looks like we’ve got you by the balls.”

I ran a hand between my legs and felt the chastity cage.  I thought they were little plastic things.  This was heavy and hard. 

The one man I hadn’t sucked came in front of me and announced it was his turn.  I sucked his cock while my Master explained that I was now tagged as he called it.  The cage was not coming off.  The lock was electronic and only he could remove it.  There was a plastic tag with a chip that could be read using a smartphone.  It told anyone with the right app that I was a sissy faggot cocksucker and I belonged to him.

I was allowed to get up and get dressed when the man finished with my mouth. 

At home, I got a mirror out to see how the cage looked.  I figured I could pry it off or cut it loose.  But it was heavy and solid steel.  Maybe a chisel or something heavy duty might be able to get it off.  I couldn’t imagine going to some man with the proper equipment and telling him what I needed done.

So, here I am waiting to hear back from my new Master.  Or will I be standing in line at the grocery store when I see some Black man looking at his phone and smiling?

Sissy Crack Whore

Addiction is such a strange trip.  Literally.  You fall into it without seeing the bottom.  You can spend a lot of time playing at the edge of the cliff thinking that you just like the high, but never realizing you’re coming closer and closer to the edge.

Mostly it happens to you alone.  Sometimes, you have a partner in crime.  And sometimes you have Misti.  

It was all good as long as the money lasted.  When the money ended, the drugs ended. 

I even told her, “We’ve had our fun and now it’s time to quit.”  I wasn’t looking forward to it and neither was she.  She even talked her “friends” into giving her credit, but of course, once we couldn’t pay them back, that ended as well.

We were miserable there in our tiny apartment. Then she had an idea and made a phone call.

On the way over, I kept asking what the deal was, but she wouldn’t tell me.

We drove to where we usually made our buys.  The guy would be standing close to his house and run up to the car.  He’d take the money, run to the back of the house and bring back our purchase.  It was easy once you’ve done business with a guy.  A trust builds up.  Sure, he could take the money and run, but he wouldn’t get all of our repeat business.

This time, he saw us and motioned us into his driveway.  We parked in the back and Misti got out and ran inside. 

I waited in the car.  Did I know what she was doing?  I had a good idea, but I tried fooling myself.  Maybe she was getting extra to sell for him.  I tried to think of another idea.  She came back to the car and pulled the door closed.  She reached into her purse and pulled out baggies.  I focused on them instead of her slightly swollen lips.

We didn’t make it home before we pulled into a side street and smoked a rock each.

I felt so much better afterwards.  Once I felt better, I started asking her what had happened in the house.  She tried telling me she had done him a favor.

I was sullen and angry all the way home.  Once we got home, we started smoking more. 

I was feeling good, so it was time to find out the truth of what she had done.

“What kind of favor did you do for him?”

“I gave him a blowjob, okay?”

“I don’t like some guy sticking his dick in my girlfriend’s mouth.”

“Maybe I should keep it all then, since I’m the one who worked for it.”

“Crack whore,” I said making sure to grab my portion before she could take it.

Of course, we ran out again.

Then my priorities changed, and I’d want to know when she’d make the call.  Such a little thing for her to do.  So easy and then we’d have what we needed.  I thought about making the call myself.  Like I was her pimp.  “Throw in a little extra and I’ll tell her she has to swallow when you’re done.  No spitting it out.  I promise.”

Of course, once I was high and I had plenty, I let loose.  “You like sucking those black dicks.  You’d be doing it for free.  You probably are.  Behind my back. It’s all just an excuse so you got me taking you over there to suck the guy’s cock.”

You’re probably thinking that after all that we got our act together and quit and now, we’re a happy couple.  Just kidding.  I wouldn’t have been thinking that either. It was the drugs that kept us together and the sense we were struggling with the same problem.

We ran out again.

This time she said I should go in with her.  Maybe I’d see what she was doing for us.  I wanted to disagree, but I couldn’t come up with an idea.  Seemed like if I was there watching her suck some guy off, it was me condoning it.  I would rather have just gotten high and then yelled at her about it.  Seemed safer for my male ego.

He opened the door at the side of the house, and we followed him in.  He closed the door behind us and handed her a baggie twice the size of what we’d been given before.  Her pipe was out of her purse, and she was firing up the rock almost in one motion.

Immediately I wanted mine.  She fixed one for me and I felt better about the whole arrangement.  Addicts are easy.  I didn’t even notice how he had locked the door or that he was standing in front of it.

“How do you feel, baby?”  Misti asked and I just smiled.

The man smiled along.

“Glad you’re feeling good, cause this time it’s your turn.”

I just smiled like a fool because I had no idea what she was talking about.

The man said, “Last time she was here, Misti and I got to talking.  I told her how tired I was always having to be afraid some white guy would accuse me of something, and I’d be in trouble.  I told her how much I’d get off having a white guy get down on his knees in from of me and suck my cock.”

Misti laughed, “I told him that I could arrange that.”

She looked at me and held the bag up.  “All mine.  He paid me just for delivering you.”

He looked at me and held up a smaller bag.  “Yours, but you got to suck my big black cock first.”

“Fuck that, I’m not going to be your faggot.”

But my first rock had worn off when he said, “I’ll give you a taste.”  He held up a big rock.  “But you got to taste back.”  He laughed.

I focused on the big fat rock.  He put it on the pipe and handed it to me with a lighter.  I took it and hit it.  I don’t think I had a thought for anything but the rock.  I’d like to think I had a plan to hit it and run or something like that.  But, no, I just wanted the rock.

Truth was that smoking made me kind of horny which maybe made it easier. 

He had unzipped and his cock was big and black.  I was about kneel in front of him when I looked over and Misti had this big stupid grin on her face.

I looked at him.  “I’ll do it, but she can’t be here.”  I didn’t want her to see me being a faggot.

“Whatever, crack whore,” she said, and I saw her walk off further into the house.

I got on my knees.  I opened my mouth and he just moved forward and stuck his cock between my lips.  I wasn’t sure what to do next except to suck.  Maybe move my mouth a little on it and maybe that would be it.  I closed my eyes because all there was to see was his pubic hair.

Then he grabbed my head and started getting into it.  He was just fucking away at my mouth.  I thought it would go on forever and then he gripped me hard and pushed in as hard as he could and came in my mouth.  I wanted to spit, but he held me, and I swallowed some. 

When he pulled out, I started to spit, and he yelled at me.  “Not here faggot.  Bathroom or outside.”

I ran to where he pointed and spit in the basin.  I cupped my hand under the faucet and began rinsing my mouth.

I walked back out and he laughed and handed me the baggie.  I walked outside with it and got in the car.  I lit one up and felt better.  A few minutes later, Misti got in.  She had a big stupid grin on her face and this time she was the one asking if I liked having a big, fat, black cock in my mouth.

Nothing I could say back to her.  I was just glad she hadn’t watched.  But maybe she had.  My eyes had been closed.  Her grin on the way home was telling me that she had snuck back in and watched as I sucked the man off.

Ran out again, of course.  At least this time, I went in knowing what would be required.  I even agreed to let Misti watch.  She said watching two men together made her hot.  Just like I enjoyed watching two women together.

Third time, they decided to try something new.  This time, he fucked me.  Misti convinced me that the lube would make it okay and that with my mouth free, she’d blow me smoke while I got fucked.

It built from there.  He gave Misti a dildo to use on me when she told him that I looked like I got off on being fucked.

Then they insisted I look the part and they started making me wear feminine stuff.  Just panties.  Then they added a bra.  I figured they’d gone as far as they could. I was wrong.  Misti took it all the way and had me dressed and wearing makeup.

I asked if we could come over even when we were still flush, and I didn’t need to earn drugs for us.  Tearfully I confessed to being hooked on his cock.  I told her how much I liked being a sissy, sucking cock and getting fucked.  I didn’t know she recorded the damned thing.

She called and he arranged to have a couple of friends over for my coming out party.  She played my confession for them. 

I had my fill of cock and cum that night.  Misti got her fill of big cocks as well.  She had been fucking around on me in the first place and he and his friends had been telling her that I was probably a secret sissy faggot anyway.  I was mad at her, but grateful as well.  She told me that a real man wouldn’t have sucked cock in the first place.

Now, we all live with him, and we both serve him and his friends whenever they want.  I still smoke sometimes, but only when I’m allowed.  So, now the only thing I’m hooked on is big black cock and serving my Master and My Mistress, Misti.

Locker Room Memories

“All finished, Sir,” I said as I knelt before my Master.

“Kitchen and bathroom?”

“Yes Sir, Master.”

“I’ll have to look them over before bed.”  He smiled.  “Have to see whether you get a spanking that you’ll enjoy,” he stopped and he smiled broadly and then as it left his face, he finished with “or one you won’t.”

“I hope that I have done a job that’s up to your inspection, so I can get the good kind.”

“We’ll see.  Sometimes beating white boy’s ass is a great way to relieve stress.  Makes it easier when I know I’ve done my duty as a black man.”

He saw my eyes as I looked up with the slightest of pauses when I looked at his cock.  I tried to train myself to not have this pause, but it was impossible for me not to look.  I could never get enough of it, so I was always aware of how the slightest pulse of a vein could be a preview of a coming erection I would enjoy.

“Tell me, Bobbi.  When did you see your first black cock?  Was that when you became a sissy?”

“It took time, Master.  For me to become a black cock worshipping sissy.  First black cock I saw was in a locker room in high school.  Maybe earlier, but don’t remember any before that.  Before that all the boys had wieners.  Hormones and puberty turned them into cocks and that’s when I noticed.”

“In high school, then.  You began looking at the Black boy’s cocks and saw how big they were.  Especially compared to your little wienie.”

“Yes Sir.  But not looking.  More like sneaking peeks.  You weren’t supposed to look at other guys’ cocks.”

“Cause that would make you a faggot, right?”

“Yes Sir,” I said with a smile considering my current position at his feet and my desire to have his cock in my mouth.

“I remember some white boys when I was in high school sneaking peeks as you call it in the shower after a game or P.E.”

“Is that when you first thought about using white sissy boys, Sir?”

“Not exactly.  Some of the same fear.  You could still get labeled a faggot by sticking your dick into a white boy’s mouth.”

I smiled.  It was amusing to think anyone could call into question a Black man’s sexuality for dominating a white faggot like myself.”

“I even talked to my Pop about it.  Why are all the white boys staring at my cock?”

“He laughed and told me that a lot of white boys are like that.  Secret faggots for black cock.  Said they’d use the N-word and worse in public, but the first chance they got they’d be on their knees wanting to suck your cock.  Said there was nothing wrong with it. “If there ain’t pussy around, a white boy’s mouth and ass would do fine.”

When he said pussy, I got the tingling sensation in my boy pussy reminding me of what it was really for.

“It was high school.  Early high school.  Freshman maybe.  There were girls, but they’d make you work for it.  Get you to tell them how much you loved them and such.  I just wanted to fuck sometimes.”  He reached down to his cock and laid it over his thigh.

My Master continued, “I’d think of some girl and masturbate but sometimes I’d think about that white boy sneaking a peek.  I imagined telling him that if he wanted, I’d give him a real good look.”

“Put him down on his knees in the shower.  Maybe me and some buddies. We all had the same problem.”

“Hold him down and say, ‘open up white boy.’  And I’d shove my big dick down his throat.  Then take turns watching him suck us all off.  Make the little bitch beg for more.”

I was watching his cock and I saw a little bit of movement.

Master was watching me.  I could see in his eyes that he was having fun.  He knew I was putting myself back in high school.  Wishing that those Black boys had done the same to me.  Erasing all the years of my failed attempts to be a man.  Showing me where I was destined to be.  Kneeling before a Black man wanting his cock in my mouth.

“It would’ve taken several of us to hold him.  Soap making him slippery.  Of course, that could have been used to our advantage.”

Master laughed.  “Make him slippery all over.  Hold him bent over and see if that slippery boy pussy was good to fuck.”

“It could have been.  I mean, Sir.  A good white boy to fuck.” 

“Smear cum all over his face.  Cum leaking out of his hole.  Then he’d be ours.  Break him into the bitch he was going to be anyway.”

“Yes, please.”  It came out as an exclamation.  “I’m sorry, Sir,” I began to apologize.”

He laughed and began stroking his cock.  “Sometimes, a white boy would be looking at our cocks when we peed.”

He was beginning to get hard.  I waited and he saw the need in my eyes.  For now, he wanted to tease me.

“I could cum just from imagining that white boy’s surprise when he was dropped to the floor while I turned still pissing and see his surprise when I drenched him in my piss.  ‘Thirsty, white boy?’  Then we’d all have our dicks out and soak the faggot.  Give him a piss shower.  Make him lick up every drop.”

I ached to have his cock in my mouth. 

He spread his legs and he stroked his cock pointing it toward my eager mouth.

“Don’t wait all day, Bobbi.”

Anonymous

The mask arrived in the mail.  Mask is not really the right word.  It was one of those latex masks that they sell at Halloween of some celebrity or politician that covers you whole head.  There was hole where the mouth was, and you could see out through the eyes.

It was not a celebrity’s face but a heavily made- up prostitute.  Bright red lips surrounding the hole for the mouth.  Long blond hair was a part of the mask.  Under each eye as part of the makeup was a dark inking of a name.  Under one eye it read, ‘Sissy,’ while the other said ‘Rachel.’

It had come in a simple box delivered straight to my door and I wondered if it could really be true that it would help me achieve my dreams and fantasies.  Underneath the mask had been a simple pink robe.

I had spent time online trying to find a real black Master who would make me the sissy bitch I longed to be.  Much of the time, I couldn’t find anyone.  Sometimes, I’d make a connection and after playing online or paying tribute money it would end.  I’d feel terrible coming down from the high of thinking I’d found someone only to find that I had found another scammer.

That’s why I was reluctant when I found out about the party.  An anonymous mixer of white sissies and Black Masters.  A reservation was made by ordering the box.  It wasn’t outrageously expensive.  About what you’d expect for the mask and robe.  I figure I could at least use the mask to look like the sissy I wanted to be while I watched porn of white sissies getting used by big black cocks.

You paid for the box and then paid the rest in cash when you arrived at the destination.  Cash was better.  No one running off with my credit card info. 

There was a sheet of paper spelling out the rules.  Violation of a rule got you thrown out.  For example, condoms were supplied and must be worn.  You will be used.  Both holes.  There’s a reason the mouth of the mask is a hole.  Every sissy is guaranteed to get a big black cock in each hole.  Punishment and discipline of sissies supplied by Sisters of the New World Order.  The Sisters’ judgments are final.

I was waiting in my apartment.  I was looking at porn.  I was convinced that it was probably a scam, but this time I had gotten a mask and a nice pink robe out of it.  I received a text.  I had supplied my phone number when ordering.  It gave an address and a time to show up.  I had gotten cash beforehand.  I figured better to be prepared even though I was certain it would be a scam.

I didn’t take anything else with me but the robe, mask, and cash.  I’d risk driving without my license.  That way, at least, no one could steal it from me.

It was a downtown address. I drove past the place.  “TJ’s Gym.”  Large plate glass windows but draped with light coming around the edges.  The door was propped open and a large Black woman in a mask was talking to someone wearing a mask like mine.  My “sister” wore jeans and a light blue windbreaker.  The red curls from the mask cascading down her back. 

At least, if this was a scam, I wasn’t the only stupid white faggot to get taken.  I was still anxious but did feel better that there was someone else like me in the world that had the same perverted fantasies.

I found a garage nearby and parked. I brought a plastic shopping bag where I placed the mask, robe, and money.  About a block away, I stopped and pulled my mask over my head and adjusted it sweeping my blonde locks to the side.

I approached the entrance where the large Black woman was perched by the door on a stool. 

“Hey, cocksucker.”

She laughed when I stopped in my tracks.

“That’s what you’re hear for, right, sissy?”

“Yes ma’am,” I responded in a high register for some reason.

“Got your money?”

I reached into the bag and grabbed the cash which I had made into a small roll held together with a rubber band.

She removed the rubber band, counted it, and slipped it through a slot in a strong box just inside the door.

“Step inside.  Wait for your escort.”  Her business completed she looked past me and swept the street with her eyes looking for the next white sissy.

Inside the door, was a small square room that led to a hallway I could see.  A young Black woman dressed in a black bustier, black leather pants and long black boots appeared.  She had a long wooden paddle she held by a strap.  She smiled and I wanted to kneel before her. 

She motioned me with her hand.  “Follow me, slave.”

She opened a door to a locker room where three other sissies sat in their pink robes wearing the feminine head masks.  They turned to look as the woman led me to a locker.

“All your clothes, and I do mean all, go in here.”  She pulled out a roll of white tape and ripped a piece off.  She scanned my face and read the name on the mask.  She scribbled ‘Sissy Rachel’ on the tape and applied it to the door of the locker.

“Put on your robe when you’re done.”  She laughed.  “We’ll come get you when we’re ready to start.  Don’t jerk off and don’t be sucking one another’s dicks.  Save it for when a real man wants to use your mouth.  You white boys must be extra thirsty showing up early like this.”

I hadn’t thought about it before but watching her leave gave me an erection.  She was right.  I wanted to be sucking on a real man’s cock right now.

Waiting was terrible.  Doubt began to creep in.  We might be sitting here and the women who took our money were long gone.  I tried to put the thought out of my mind as I looked around the room at the other anonymous sissies.  I imagined them like me sitting in front of their computers pulling on their dicks while they dreamed of sucking on a big black cock.  And then getting up and going about their normal lives with no one suspecting their inner sissy.

More white sissies entered and went through the process I had gone through.  Name on the locker. Stripping and storing their stuff in the locker and putting on their robe.  I smiled under my mask as I saw that all of them had little dicks like mine. 

When the door opened, I expected more sissies, but this time five Black women walked in.  All were dressed in black leather and wearing boots.   They had leashes in their hands with collars dangling at the end.  The women led us out of the locker room. 

There were a group of Black men in white robes sitting in the middle of the gym floor.  Some sat at weight stations.  Some were standing and looking in our direction. Each one wore a mask of the same famous Black actor.  The scene of masked Masters and sissies was surreal.

One by one we were led forward.  Our robes were removed.  A Black woman attached a collar and had us turn so the men could see us.  A collar was attached.  When my turn came, the robe was slipped off my shoulders to show my little dick was hard.  I was the first one displaying an erection but was not the last.  All the sissies were shaved.  I had masturbated when I had shaved because the thought of being seen this way had almost been enough for me to cum without touching myself.

Once we were naked and collared the women took our leashes and led us slowly around the track that circled the gym.  When we had gotten back to the locker room entrance, we were led to the middle of the gym and each sissy’s leash was tied to some piece of equipment. 

“Wait here,” the woman said as she threw my leash round the shiny chrome upright bar of a weight bench.  “Remember, condoms required.  Other than that, obey the man that unties and takes you.”

I watched other sissies being tied to the equipment, but my eyes were on the men who stood in a group smiling and laughing.  They pointed fingers as they discussed our attributes as they decided which sissy they would use. 

After we were tied up and waiting, several women approached the group of men.  They handed each one a wooden paddle and a handful of condoms.  I saw one man looking at me.  He let his robe fall open as he approached.  He was tall and skinny, but his dick was thickly hanging loosely down his thigh.  My imagination ran wild as it looked like his cock hung to his knees.  In reality is hung a little past mid-thigh but it was thick.

Without a word he came up and touched my stomach and then his hand ran up my chest where he cupped my breast and ran his thumb roughly over my nipple

He continued examining me with his hands when I heard and felt the slap of the wood against my ass.  Hitting me twice more with the paddle his other hand moved across my chest where he pulled on a nipple.  I moaned with pain, and I glanced at him but all I could see was the mask.  Was he smiling behind the mask?
He untied my leash and used both hands to shove me to my knees.  He threw three condoms down on the floor between us.

I tore open the package and pulled out the condom.  My hands were shaking when he pulled open his robe and his big cock was in front of me.  I wanted to kiss the head of his cock and open my mouth on it, but I tried to focus on the condom.  I placed it on the head and rolled it down the sides.  His cock was hard now.  I tasted latex as I licked and kissed it.

As I took it in my mouth, I looked up at him.  I lowered my eyes instantly.  It wasn’t possible.  There had been recognition in those eyes.  I sucked up and down on his cock.  It wasn’t possible.  My imagination was just running wild.  The mask made what I was thinking impossible.  The eyeholes were small.  Easy to see out of but hard to see into.

I licked and sucked.  I lifted his cock so I could kiss and lick his balls.  No latex taste this time.  My lips and tongue on his skin.

Don.  He was skinny like my friend from work.  Don.  My imagination was getting away from me.  True.  Whenever I had been around Don, I had thought about what it might be like if he knew what I truly was.

I had never seen Don’s cock.  I had been tempted every now and then when we’d been in the men’s room together.  Maybe I had a slight glimpse of him in the distortion of a mirror.  His body type was right. 

I sucked harder.  What if it was Don?  I wanted it to be him.  This wasn’t how I wanted him to find out.  But I wasn’t sure there was a good way.  Maybe this was better.  No chance of my becoming brave enough to ask and then the rejection that would ruin a friendship.

I wanted to pull the condom off and beg for his cum.  I went from dismay to hope that it was Don.  I’d be disappointed if it weren’t.  If it wasn’t Don, was this telling me that I needed to give him clues as to my submissive nature in hopes he would pick up on it and use me.

His hands came down and gripped the back of my head as he filled the condom with his cum.  I moaned when I felt his cum was going to be wasted.  So much better if I could taste it and lick him clean with my tongue.

He rolled the condom off his cock and held it up for me to see how much cum he had left in it.  I risked a glance up at him as I made use of a provided moistened towelette to clean him.

He kicked my legs apart and reached down and grabbed my balls.  He squeezed until I moaned.  Holding up a hand he signaled one of the women circulating through the gym.  I looked as she handed him a small container of lubricant.  My eyes met his again and I looked down.  It was Don or maybe it wasn’t.  Either way I was about to be fucked. 

He was in front of me, and his cock was becoming big and erect.  It never got small.  It stayed big and just hung loosely down his leg when he was not erect.  I picked up a condom and rolled it over his cock.  He handed me the container of lubricant.  I risked another quick look up at him as I smeared lubricant over his cock using both hands.

His two strong hands gripped my shoulders as he moved me.  He bent me over the bench, and he was behind me.  I could feel his cock sliding over my ass as he reached around to grab my chest.  He was rubbing and pulling on my nipples.  Painful and pleasurable at the same time.  His cock was poking between the cheeks of my ass.  He pressed his cockhead to my hole.  It slid down between my legs and I felt how massive it was against my balls.  He tried again.  His hands ran down to my stomach and then he was controlling me.  He pushed into me and pulled me onto him at the same time.  The pain was intense.

I opened.  He opened me.  He was in me.  His cock sliding in as his hips made contact and he was fucking me hard and deep.  I heard a satisfied moan as he fucked me.  Maybe it wasn’t Don.  Or maybe I’d never heard the deep sound of his satisfaction as he fucked a white sissy like me.

He held me tight against him as he fucked me.  His hands were strong as the felt my stomach and then chest.  He held me and I knew his cock was deep in me.  He settled into a rhythm of deep thrusts each one bringing a moan out of me until there was a single sound of my moans as I fucked like I was his bitch.  Not like I was his bitch.  I was his bitch.  He finished with a deep thrust and held me tight to him.  I knew if he weren’t wearing condom, his cum would be leaking out of my hole and down my thighs.  He slapped my ass hard when he pulled out.

I laid there exhausted from my use until a woman put her hand on my back and placed the collar around my neck.  I saw her gathering the other sissies.  She led me to a railing where other sissies were kneeling. She tied me to the railing with my leash. 

“Hope you enjoyed your one on one quality time.”  She was trying a blindfold over the mask of the sissy next to me.  “Now, you’re just holes to satisfy Black men.”  She pulled the knot tight.  “Once each man has used your holes as much as they want, they’ll be allowed to leave.  You will be untied and taken back to the locker room where you can get dressed and leave.

Maybe it was an hour or was it two hours.  All I knew was hard black cocks in my mouth and hard black cocks in my ass.  I would have paid more if they had kept the blindfold off so I could see the men as they used my mouth and ass.  And of course, I would have paid even more if they had let the men use me without the condoms so I could taste cock and drink cum.

After it was all over, I staggered out of the gym. The next time I saw Don, I would make little careful glances at him.  Maybe he would smile.  In my dream, he would call me ‘Rachel’ and he could do what he wanted to me.

When everyone left, the women met in the gym office.

“Project complete, then?” said the woman who had been collecting the money at the door.

Another woman sat in front of a computer.  “Almost there.  The software will have all the white boys names and addresses compiled using data sets we’ve obtained.”

“Good,” the woman said with a smile. “I’m sure that we can sell all this to men interested in having a white sissy to use.”

“As soon as we have the list, I’ll start making arrangements for our next ‘anonymous’ sissy party.

Are You Owned?

“Are you owned?” he asked.

“Excuse me.” I paused and tried to replay his question in my mind.  “Mr. Donahue, Sir.”

I must have heard him wrong.  I was sitting in front of him.  He was looking at me across the table in his office.  He had closed the door behind him when we entered his office.  I had made it this far in the process and I needed the job.  Did he mean something else?  Was this his way of asking if I had a current job, I’d left off my resume?  I must not have heard him, right?

“I’m sorry. I’m not sure I heard you right?”  I took a deep breath.

“I asked if you were owned?”

“Owned.” I added “Sir?”  Better to be polite.  I would just have to ask.

“Yes.  Do you have a current owner?”  He said the words slowly as if I might be too slow to understand him.

“No Sir.”  Again with the “Sir,” was it politeness now or something else?

“I just figured that someone like you would be owned.  That I might need to discuss a salary with your owner.”

“Someone like me.”  And why would someone like me have an owner.  And who could own me and what would being owned mean. “Are you asking if I’m married, Sir.”  I gave up thinking about it since it just seemed easier to keep calling him ‘Sir.’

“Well, could be a wife. Maybe a Mistress, but I was thinking that someone like you would more likely have a Master.”

“No Sir.  I’m not married.”  Mistress, Master.  I was confused.  Safer to tell him I was not married.

He smiled and leaned back and placed his hands behind his head.  “I’m sorry.”  He sat upright and placed his hands palm open on his desk.  “My mistake, I suppose.  But from the way you acted, I thought you had to be a Black owned white sissy.”

Sissy?  Black owned?  “I’m sorry Sir.  I’m not sure what you mean?”

He laughed.  “When we met out in the waiting room just now.  I saw you looking at me.  I’ve had more cursory exams from a tailor asking if I dressed right or left.”

I felt a sting of embarrassment and I was sure it showed making me more embarrassed.  It was true.  I had noticed how his cock had hung down his right thigh.  I had imagined seeing him naked with his big cock hanging freely. It had just been a glance, or at least I thought it had been.

“Your handshake was weak and limp wristed.”

I was burning a bright red by now.

“Then when you did look back up at my face, you were licking your lips.”

I glance down. I can’t meet his gaze.  But then, it’s there.  Nothing blocking my view but the open underside of the table.  I look down to the side.  His cock had grown hard and was pushing against the thin fabric of his dress pants.

My mouth is open.  I want to say something, anything.  But his cock was so big and hard.  I had to remember to breathe.

“Then, you turned to walk in here.  You can’t tell me you weren’t putting yourself on display in front of an alpha black male. Your ass was just asking for cock.  Not to be too crude, but I half expected you to walk in and lean over my table here.”

I coughed.  “I’m not sure what…The interview.”  I was struggling to keep some sort of composure.

“The way you’re sitting there.  Knees together like a woman. Like there’s nothing down there that needs room.” He laughed.  “I just can’t believe you’re not aware of the way you present yourself.”

“I’m not.  I don’t know what you mean Sir.” 

I felt trapped.  Was it true?  Was I some sort of sissy like he said?  I had sexual thoughts.  Everyone does.  It was just my thoughts were something I tried to stay away from.  They just weren’t normal.  I liked girls.  Sometimes, I had other thoughts and I’d end up jerking off to them, but I’d feel guilty and swear never again.

“Men hit on you though.  I mean with all the signals you put out. Black men must be all over a sissy like you.”

“Sissy like me?” They had hit on me and more.  Last week, I’d been in a men’s room.  I thought I was alone and then black arms were holding me and a man was rubbing himself against my ass.  I managed to push him away and run outside.  But I’d gotten drunk that night and I had jerked off to my shameful sexual thoughts.

He looked at me with deep thought and then he broke into a wide grin.  “Good God, you’re a virgin, aren’t you?”

He brought his hand down.  It was resting in his lap.  No, not resting.  Moving.  Rubbing.

“I’m willing to give you a try.”

“A try, Sir?”  My voice had a waver to it, and I seemed to be talking in a higher register than normal.

“Yes, I’d like to make you an offer.  Maybe you’ll work out.  I’ll just have to see.  Your position.” He paused.  “The position you’ll take.  Personal assistant.  You’ll have to learn to know and anticipate my needs.”

“Thank you, Sir.  I don’t know what to say.”

“I’d like for you to get started right away if that’s acceptable.”

“Yes Sir.”  I felt a thrill.  I had gotten the job.  The thrill made me feel all tingly.  That must be what I was feeling.

“First of all.  Go to the reception area.  Tell Samantha the position is filled.  Come on back.  I’ll show you a few things and explain your duties.

I felt grateful as I got up.  But now, I couldn’t help but notice.  It just seemed to exaggerate the wiggle of my hips I hadn’t noticed before.

“And when you come back in, be sure and lock the door.  We have so much work to do.”

The Show

I was out for a walk, and I took a different route home.  I had to go by a gas station to pick up nicotine pods.  I had to switch brands after my brand had been banned.  I never went past these houses even though they were only a few houses down from mine. 

Standing in a window on the second floor was a Black man.  His face was hidden by blinds, but his torso and hips were in full view.  He was naked and stroking an enormous erection.  I stopped in my tracks and just watched. 

Was he just showing off?  An exhibitionist showing off his big black cock.  It was wonderful.  I tried to tell myself that I wasn’t gay, and I didn’t think I was.  I was married.  I was attracted to women.  But I also looked at porn sometimes and I would jerk off to the big cocks I saw there.  I’d had those feelings since way back in school.  In the gym showers, I’d see how other guys had much bigger dicks than I did.  And the Black guys had huge dicks that seemed to hang all the way to their knees.

It wasn’t late but no one else was about.  So, I stood there and watched.  I wondered if he was going to splatter his load onto the window.  He didn’t appear to be stroking it to cum.  The speed of his hand never varied.  Slow and methodical.  More like he was doing just enough to keep himself hard.  He would move and turn just a bit so I could see it better from the side.  When he pointed it back in my general direction, my knees felt weak, and I licked my lips.  I imagined kneeling before him and opening my mouth.

The blinds above his torso parted slightly and I knew he was looking back.  I almost fell over.  I wanted to move but my feet didn’t.  It was not like I could make it look like I wasn’t watching.  It was not like I was walking and happened to look up.  I was standing there watching and had been for some time.

I turned and walked quickly past several houses until I got to my own.  I ran up the steps and into the house.  My wife mentioned how red my face was and how I seemed out of breath.  I explained that I had decided on a brisk walk to get a little exercise in.

I started jerking off to it.  I’d remember what he looked like, and I’d think about kneeling before him and sucking that big hard cock.  Whenever I drove by, I would look at the windows of the house hoping to catch another glimpse.  If I went for a walk I’d slow down when I got to the house.  If no one was around, I’d stand there hoping that he’d be there.  It made me hard, and I wondered if he appeared would I slip it out quickly and try to cum while I watched.  I didn’t think I would, but I would rub myself through my pants as I stood there hoping I’d see him.

There’s a small sandwich place down on the corner.  They cook a few simple items like burgers and my wife sent me out one evening to pick up something for dinner.  The man brought my order out and rang it up.  It was a very small operation and I think the man was the owner as well as the cook for the evening.  He smiled at me and took a business card from the counter next to the register.

“Something special, you might enjoy.”

I thanked him and grabbed the bag and walked out.  My route didn’t take me past the house of the guy I’d seen in the window.  I opened the bag and snagged a couple of fries and I saw the card.  I put the fries into my mouth and fished out the card thinking that it was probably for a discount or some special or other.

One side of the card was the name of the business.  On the back side he had written.  “Special show at midnight.  Back window.”

I hadn’t been thinking.  The Black man who had rung up my order looked like he could be the man in the window, but so did other black men in the neighborhood.  “Special show at midnight.”  How could I sneak out at midnight?  What would be special?  Damn, I was getting an erection.  Slowing down I imagined by wife’s look if she saw me walk in sporting a tent in my pants.  That image softened me up.

I laid there in bed that night.  It wasn’t our pre-arranged night for sex, and she drifted off almost immediately.  I had lain there thinking about the guy’s big black cock and there was no way I could sleep.  Maybe I could throw on a robe and slippers and take a quick walk.  It wasn’t far.  In a big house, she wouldn’t even know I was gone.  If she did wake up, she’d think I’d gone downstairs for a midnight snack.  I smiled to myself when I thought about the big snack I wanted.

I threw my robe on and waited a minute in case my movements woke her.  She continued a soft whispery snore, and I left the bedroom and walked carefully down the stairs being careful with each step lest a creak of the wooden steps betrayed me.

It was a summer night, so it wasn’t too chilly.  Most houses were dark.  I walked quickly down the sidewalk passing houses until I reached his.  A paved walkway led along the side of his house to a small gate in the chain link fence.  I didn’t even have to lift a latch.  I pulled it open.  Around the back of the house was a picnic table. 

I sat down facing the house.  On the second floor a large picture window spilt light through a blind into the backyard.  My phone showed that it was a couple of minutes before midnight.  I put my hand between my legs and felt my hard dick.  I was waiting not wanting to be sitting there in a stranger’s backyard with my dick out.  But I was hoping I could do it while I watched his special show.

The blinds began to move.  The light stayed on and this time he pulled the blinds to the top so I could him completely naked.  His cock hung down between his legs.  He looked at me and smiled.  He watched me as I stood for a moment leaning against the table so I could pull down my pajama bottoms.  I was already hard as I watched his hand moving down his cock.  He seemed to be holding it out to me.

I watched his cock grow hard.  It was long and thick as a can of soda.  His hand barely fit around it.  My hand could hide my entire cock.  My wife occasionally would give me a hand job using only her thumb and forefinger and it was rare she did so.  He reached up and touched his nipples and pointed at me.  I wasn’t sure what to do but he seemed pleased when I let go of my dick and began to rub my nipples.  They were already hard and while I played with them some of the time when I masturbated, this time rubbing them felt very good.

He continued to stroke his cock all the time looking me in the eye.  My mouth was open.  I wanted to cum just looking at his cock.  He stopped.  With his cock bobbing with each movement, he reached for the windowsill and then was shoving the window up. 

“Good night for some air,” he laughed giving his cock a couple of more strokes.  He reached down and cupped his balls while he turned and continued stroking.  I saw how far his hand travelled with each stroke moving from base to tip.

“I hope I don’t make a mess.”  He smiled down at me.  “I sure could use a white boy’s willing mouth.”

I moved my hand to my hard dick and stroked.

“Keep your hands on your titties,” he said speaking in a low tone.

My hands went under my pajama top, and I rolled my hard nipples between my fingers.

Standing close enough to the window that his hard cock extended out into the night, he said, “If you see something you like, come to the back door.”

He moved back from the window, and I hopped off the table and pulled up my pajama bottoms.  I walked the few feet to the wood steps leading up to the back door.

He threw open the door as I mounted the steps to the small porch.

“Kneel,” was all he said, and I was on my knees. 

He placed one hand on my head and held his cock out to me with his other.

“I doubt you’ll be able to open your mouth wide enough to take much in, but do your best, white boy.”

I kissed the head and managed to open wide enough to take it into my mouth.  He was right.  I couldn’t imagine being able to suck any more than that.

“Use your hands to jack me off into your mouth.”

I put both hands on the shaft and began stroking him while I sucked on the head.  I used my tongue to make the head wet and then licked up and down the shaft to provide lubrication.  Soon my hands were moving back and forth as I sucked.

He now had both hands on my head.  “Don’t spill a drop.  Or I’ll make you lick it up even if it you get splinters in your tongue.”

I looked up at him as I sucked, and I knew that he would make me do exactly that if I didn’t take all of his cum in my mouth.

I had never tasted a dick before. It had all been fantasy and now it was on my tongue.  Masculine.  Piss maybe.  Taste of another man’s flesh.  His cock.  This cock stuffed into his pants as he served my take-out earlier.  Had he already known when I was in the café that I would be kneeling on his back porch with his big cock on my tongue.

He shivered and his fingers dug into my head.  “Take it.  Take it all white boy” and he was cumming in my mouth.  A slightly salty taste as it shot into my mouth.  I wasn’t expecting the force of it.  It was running out the side of my mouth and I had to bring my hands up to keep any from leaking out of my mouth.

I looked up at him as I licked the cum from his cock.  Moving the cum from my chin and side of my mouth, I licked my fingers clean to show him that I had not spilled any of his cum.  He wiped his cock over my face in a final gesture.

He laughed and said, “Keep it up, next time I might even let you in the house, white boy.”

I started to ask when would be the next time and how would I know, but he was gone and the door was closed behind him.  I got to my feet and remembered that I needed to get home quickly before my wife noticed.

The night air was cool on my face, and I realized that the wetness on my face was the quickly drying cum he had left there.  I would need to get into the house without being seen so I could get to a bathroom to wash it off.  I had better rinse my mouth.  I could imagine her saying something like “your morning breath is worse than usual.  Is that cum I smell?”

After I had gotten back, I’d gone to the downstairs bathroom and washed my face.  I rinsed my mouth several times with water from the faucet and then carefully and slowly I walked upstairs to find her still sleeping peacefully.  I slipped under the covers without disturbing her.

Then I lay there unable to sleep.  I had sucked another man’s cock.  This secret fantasy I had always had.  I wanted it to be like scratching an odd itch.  I had done it and it was over.  Instead, I couldn’t stop thinking about it and my erection wouldn’t go away.  It was like doing it once made me want more.  I reached down and stroked a few times while I thought about it. That was a mistake.

I was home.  I hadn’t been caught.  I’d just go in the bathroom and masturbate.  Tell her I had to get up and pee if she did ask.  I went in and closed the door.  I got on my knees as I imagined what I had done.  I pulled down my pajama bottoms but then remembered how he had wanted me to rub my “titties,” so I did.  It felt so good.  I almost felt I could cum without touching my dick.  Almost.  I used my hands on my nipples while giving a tug on my dick some of the time.  I stroked off into the palm of my hand.  I remember how much cum he had ejaculated.  Mine was a poor puddle compared to his.  I licked it off my hand.  Again, I washed up and rinsed my mouth.  When I returned to bed, she was still sleeping.  She must be having a good dream.  She was smiling in her sleep with the slightest of snores.

I ate lunch at the sandwich shop the next day.  I’m not sure what I expected.  He smiled at me but there was no recognition besides that.  It wasn’t like I could ask him.  That was silly.  I was afraid to acknowledge what I had done in the light of day, but I had knelt before him and sucked his cock.  It took forever for him to make my simple sandwich.  Other people came in and got their orders right away.  They sat there and ate while I sat there and waited.

Finally, he walked out from behind the counter and dropped a bag on my table.  “No charge.  Hope you enjoyed the special from last night.”

He stood there with his crotch near eye level.  I didn’t have to look but I did.  When I turned my face up to look at him, he winked.  I swear I could feel his big cock twitch even without looking.  It was big and dominated my mind.  I don’t’ think I could have resisted if he had taken it out right there and held it in front of my mouth.

“Yes, I liked it very much.”  I couldn’t think of anything else to say. 

“Good.  I’ll have something extra special for your lunch tomorrow.”  He leaned down.  “Be sure and read the note.”

He returned to the kitchen, and I opened the bag.  He was telling me I’d have his cock in my mouth for lunch tomorrow.  I couldn’t help but lick my lips.  I took the sandwich from the bag.  A business card was stabbed into the sandwich with a toothpick.

I removed it and flipped it over to read:

“White sissy faggot,

I did not use mayonnaise from the jar.  Sit there and eat every bite.  Enjoy.”

I lifted the bread to check.  It was cum.  No doubt.  It wasn’t like it was a mystery white condiment.  He had jacked off on my sandwich and then put the bread on.  No wonder it had taken awhile.  Was all that cum from one load?  I would have spent the afternoon jacking off to get that much cum.  He knew that this was one load.  His big cock and balls were full of cum.  My own dick and balls were small and gave a tiny squirt compared to how this man came.

I put the bread back on and watched him in the kitchen as I took a big bite.  I swallowed and took another.  There were other customers eating their food as they sat at their tables and booths.  None of them knew I was eating a Black man’s cum in front of him.  My dick hardened at the thought.  It felt a little strange when I looked back at him and taking my last bite.  I licked my lips and saw him laugh.  I lost my erection but at the same time, my horniness just increased.

I arrived early for lunch the next day.  After I’d eaten my special lunch yesterday, I had stayed horny.  I tried to initiate sex with my wife but the more I pressed my need, the more she responded with tiredness and headache.  I beat off in the bathroom and this time I didn’t worry about waking her up. 

There were a couple of people at one of the tables, but the place was otherwise empty.  He sat down in the booth opposite me.

“You liked the special yesterday?”

“It was very good,” I replied.

“I’m glad you have an appetite for such a rich sauce.”

I smiled.  “The sauce was the best part.”

“Good, your lunch today will be warm and fresh.  Best when it’s served that way.”  He pulled out a white plaque from inside his apron.  There was a small chain attached at two points along one side.  I took a quick look on the other side that read “out of order.”

“Go to the men’s room.  Hang this from the door handle and have a seat.  Your meal will arrive shortly.

After he got up, I waited only a couple of minutes before I got up and walked to the men’s room. I didn’t turn on the light. A nightlight plugged into an outlet by the sink provided illumination.  I hung the sign and then closed the door.

I closed the lid of the toilet and sat. The room was tiny.  Just a toilet and sink.  Size of a closet, I thought.  How long would I have to wait?  Of course, being alone in a men’s room waiting to suck a cock, I got horny and wanted to masturbate, but I also didn’t want to cum.  Sitting there was tolerable as long as I was horny.  I’m not sure how it would seem if I jerked myself to a climax.

I lowered my pants anyway.  Thinking this was a good way to be able to yell “occupied” if anyone tried the door so they could use the bathroom despite the sign.  I remembered how he had wanted me to play with my “titties,” I unbuttoned my shirt.  I played with them and began to think of what it might feel like for a man like him to be sucking on them.

The knob turned and the door was pushed open.  The door closed and I looked up and the Black man standing in front of me was not whom I’d expected.

“Don’t worry.  He said I could use his white boy during lunch.”

I started to say something, but he was already unzipping and pulling his pants and boxers down to his knees.  His black cock swung in front of me.  He moved my feet apart and he was holding his dick toward my face.  I opened my mouth and he used one hand to press the head to my lips.  He placed his other hand against the wall for balance.

He was not as big the other man, but he was much bigger than me.  I kissed and licked the head.

“Always good to find a white boy when you need one.”  He lifted his cock up and presented his balls which I kissed.

“Lick and suck my balls, faggot.  Give them a good tongue bath.”

I licked and sucked his balls.  I made sure to give him the tongue bath he wanted and moved my wet tongue over them.  

“A bitch like you needs a good fucking.  Show you what you’re good for.”

I continued licking and sucking on his big balls.

He lowered his cock toward my mouth, and I licked the shaft and head and began sucking it. I began thinking about what it might be like to be fucked my him.  What would it be like to be fucked by a big dick like his?  To feel his cock pushing into my hole and him making me beg for his cock.  Beg to be his bitch.

I sucked on his now rock- hard cock.  I loved the taste.  There was a drop of pre-cum and I licked it.  I knew he would cum in my mouth and I wanted him to.  I brought up my hands to feel his full balls while I kept sucking.

Soon, he was moving in an inch or so closer like he wanted his whole cock to go down my throat.  I knew he was near.  I felt and tasted his cum at the same time. 

“Good bitch boy,” he whispered as I drank the load from his cock.  “Good, bitch boy.”

He finished and wiped his cock on my face.  Then he pulled up his pants, put his wet cock away and zipped up.  He felt in his pocket and pulled out another business card.

“His number.  Send him a text so he’s got your number.”

With that, he opened the door and left.

I got up and pulled up my pants.  Turning on the light I looked in the mirror.  I cleaned what cum was on my face by using my fingers to bring it all to my mouth.  Some had started to dry, and I wet a finger to clean it and sucked my finger to get what I could.  I washed my face and checked my shirt for drips.  Once I was clean and dressed, I was about to leave when I thought of the man’s message.  I pulled out my phone and texted “thank you for my lunch.”

I wasn’t expecting a reply figuring he was busy with lunch, but he texted back. 

“Did you enjoy it.”

“Yes, delicious.”

“Lol.  Will check if more friends want to feed you your lunch-time special.”

“Thank you.”

“Hang ‘white boy at work’ sign on door.  Lol. Later.”

I left and returned to work with the taste of the man’s cock and cum in my mouth.  He dismissed me with a smile when I glanced at him.  Standing at the door of the kitchen, he placed his hand on his crotch.

“Would you like a special show tonight.”  I got his text as I was getting ready to leave work.  I was hoping I could sneak out to see him and had been wondering if I could sneak out again.

“Yes Sir.”  The ‘Sir’ just came out.  How else would I talk to a man I knelt before so I could suck his dick.

“If you want it, beg.”

Beg? I thought.  “Please Sir, please.”

“Beg for what you want.”

“Please Sir, I want to suck your cock.”

“You need cock, don’t you faggot.”

“Yes Sir, please, I need to suck your cock.  Your faggot needs to suck your cock.”

“Lol.  If I had the time, I’d make you beg for longer.  But I think I’d like to see you beg in person.”

“When will the show be, Sir.  I need to make arrangements.”

“Will let you know.  Just be ready.  I mean if you really need it, you’ll be there when I tell you.”

I was kneading my crotch while reading his words.  On the drive home I thought of excuses to get me out of the house.  Maybe I’d pretend it was an emergency text.  But I’d have to take a car for that.  I could do that.  A trip to the store, but that would be time limited, and I did not know how long a special show would last.

I walked into the house with my heart pumping.  Not knowing when he would text was an excitement all its own.  I didn’t like lying to my wife but my need for his cock was overwhelming.  After all that thinking, I walked into the living room to see a sheet of paper on the coffee table.  “Dinner in oven.  Back soon as I can.  Don’t wait up.”

Wow.  I felt a wave of relief at my luck.  Now, all I had to do was wait for his text.

I sat down on the couch and set the phone on the coffee table in front of me. I thought about sucking cock in the men’s room.  Somehow, the thought of doing it in a semi-public area was part of what made it hot.  I rubbed my crotch, but it was too much.  I wanted to revel in the delicious horniness, but I didn’t want to cum.  I rubbed my “titties,” just like he wanted me to. 

I’d forgotten about the dinner in the oven.  I’d better eat some of it.  An uneaten dinner still in the oven would be suspicious.

I came back into the living room and the light on the phone was blinking.  I had gotten a message.  I checked and it said, “I need a white sissy faggot, NOW.”

I took the plate to the kitchen and shoved the food down the disposal.  I put the unrinsed dish in the sink.  She’d be unhappy with that, but she’d see that I’d eaten.

I already had on my sweatpants and tennis shoes, and I left the house never even thinking of how desperate I had become to do whatever he asked. 

I walked down the sidewalk toward his house.  I’d forgotten to ask if I should go around back or maybe I should come to the front.

“Back door or front door?”

The text back: “Maybe I’ll use both tonight, lol.”

This was followed by, “Back door is fine.”

Past his house and down the side, I opened the small gate and entered his backyard.  I found myself almost running up the back porch steps.  I knocked on the door.

The Black man I had sucked off in the men’s room opened the door.  He stood there smiling.

I wasn’t sure what to say but I managed, “I’m looking for…”

He stopped me and he pushed the door wide open.  “We all know what white boys are looking for.”

The man who had texted me to come to his house was standing there leaning back against the kitchen counter.  I had a sexual thrill run through my body.  The other man closed the door behind me.  I knew neither man’s name, but I had sucked their cocks.

“I don’t think your Master is pleased,” the man put a hand on my shoulder after closing the door.

“That’s right,” my Master said stepping away from the counter.  “White boys don’t get to run around pretending to be men.”

I stood there not knowing what to do.  What was I doing wrong?  I was pretending to be a man?  How was being me also pretending?

“Strip,” the other man ordered.

“No white boy gets to walk around pretending to be a man in my house.”  My Master looked at me sternly and rubbed his hand over the bulge going down the leg of his jeans.

The other man took his hand off my shoulder as I began pulling off my t-shirt. 

Master looked amused, “All of it.  Get naked.”

I pulled off my shoes and I lowered my sweatpants and stepped out of them. 

“I said all the way,” my Master said as I pulled down my boxers.

“Maybe if your good, he’ll get you a little pink dress to wear.”

“John, you’re going to get the sissy faggot thinking about how to be pretty.  Naked’s good for tonight’s purposes.”

“You’re right.  Tonight, she should just be thinking about big black cock.”  John slapped my ass hard as I stood there naked.

My Master picked a dog collar from the counter and held it in front of me.  “This is your outfit for the evening.”  He placed it around my neck.

John laughed and handed him a chain which my Master attached to the collar.  “Her new outfit is perfect.”

“You like my new white bitch?”

“Hard to say.  Have to see what she’s like once she’s broke in,” John said.

Master took my chain and started walking through the door of the kitchen with John following behind us.

I was led up the stairs and into a large room.  Looking at the window, I knew this was the room where I had first seen my Master.

John flipped on the lights behind us. The blinds were drawn up completely.  A coffee table was placed next to the window. There was a small container on the table.

My Master laughed, “Guess who’s the star of the show tonight?”

“And there’s your stage,” John said joining in the laughter.

The window.  The table.  The brightly lit room.  I got scared.  I really would be on stage.  Naked.  Anyone could see.

My Master jerked the chain.  “Get on up there.”

Either man was strong enough to make me do what he wanted.  Together I would have no chance against them.  Even if I got past them, I’d have to run out of there naked.  My clothes were down in the kitchen.  Where could I go?  But I didn’t want to go.  I needed their cocks.  I ached for their hard dicks.

I climbed up on the table.  Looking out the window, I could see that the sidewalk was empty.  I could only hope it would stay that way.

“Hands and knees,” My Master ordered.

I had been kneeling on the table. I assumed the position so that I was framed by the window with my head at one end and my ass at the other.

My Master kept my leash in one hand and walked past me as he looked me over.  He slapped my ass hard.

“Don’t ever come into my house trying to pass as a man.”  He slapped my ass again.  “Come in to my house naked or dressed like I want.  Like the sissy faggot you are.” Slap. Slap.

“Yes Sir,” I answered with a tremble in my voice.

John laughed.  “I want to see that.  A naked white boy on your porch begging to get in.”

“Naked except for her panties and high heels,” replied my Master.  He took out his phone and looked at it.  He typed and scrolled on it before turning it toward me.

John stood in front of me.  He’d already taken off his shirt.  He unbuttoned his pants and unzipped.  I watched as his hard cock sprang out as he lowered his jeans.

I was feeling ashamed, but the humiliation was infused with sexual energy and my dick was hard.  I was so horny I was almost squirming when I saw John’s hard cock.

He was several steps away, but I was leaning forward because I wanted it in my mouth.  He kicked his jean aside and stepped forward.  Hungrily I opened my mouth for his cock.  I heard my Master on the phone and saw that he held the phone while he discarded his own clothes.

John held my head in his hands.  My mouth was full, and I had a hard time breathing but he just held it there.  He patted my cheek and pulled back so I could breathe. I licked my lips.

He reached up under me and grabbed a nipple between his thumb and forefinger and pinched it roughly.  “Bet your boy pussy is aching for cock.”

“And his face pussy needs cock too.” My Master said as he stepped in front of me.  He held his hard cock out and began touching the head to my face like he was anointing me.

His hard cock was in front of me, and I licked and kissed it.  He tapped on the window and out of my peripheral vision I saw a couple of figures down on the sidewalk.  I felt John’s hand spreading lubricant from the container between my cheeks.

John pushed a finger into the tip of my hole while I opened my mouth to my Master’s cock.

“Do a good job sissy,” my Master said.  “You’ve got an audience.”

I licked my Master’s cock and kissed up and down the shaft.  I held his cock in my hand as I licked and tried to look out the window.  It couldn’t be I thought.

John finger fucked me.  “Let’s get you loosened up.”

“Open up sissy,” my Master said.

I opened my mouth to take in the massive head and tried to take in a little more.

“That’s it, faggot.  Show her the man she married.”

Both men laughed.  It was true.  My wife was watching.

“She brought a friend,” John said as he removed his finger and I felt him put the tip of his cock against my hole.

As I sucked my Master’s cock, I heard him tap at the window again.  He brought his hands down and stroked my head and then held it with his cock in my mouth.

John pushed and I felt myself painfully opening to him.  I heard the downstairs door open and then footsteps.

I knew she was coming in.  Footsteps on the stairs.  John shoved his cock into my “boy pussy.”  My Master held my head and was fucking my mouth with his massive cock.  I needed cock.  If I had been able to run and hide from my wife I wouldn’t have.  I needed cock in both my holes.

Then I heard their voices as they entered the room.

“My husband, the cock slut.”  Her voice and her laugh.

“Hope my husband’s next.”  My wife’s friend, Melissa said.

“Another day, another white boy sucking my cock,” my Master said and then they were all laughing.

“Want to be filled with black cum, sissy?” My Master asked and all I could do was moan in return. 

He started pumping faster and John joined by fucking harder with long fast strokes into my ass.  At almost the same time, they pushed in as far as I could take, and they held me between them, and I was being filled with their cum.

They pulled out and their cum was running down my face and my thighs.  I was licking it from my Master’s cock and my hands became sticky with it as I tried to get as much of it as I could into my mouth.

A slap on my ass from a smaller hand.  My wife.  “Don’t waste it sissy bitch.”

I licked Master’s cock clean as she moved in front and watched with her arm around my Master’s waist.

My Master kissed her.  “You’ve got a lot of work to do to make her into the sissy faggot bitch you wanted.”

“I can’t wait to get started,” my wife said.

“She’s already a sissy faggot bitch.  She just needs to look the part.”

My life has changed so much with more change to come.  I, now serve my Master and my Mistress wife.  I thought she would divorce me, but she preferred having me remain her cucked husband while she “finally became sexually fulfilled.  They made me quit my job so I could better serve them.  I do work, but it’s in the sandwich shop.  I work along with Melissa’s husband.  We are both feminized although mine may not be complete.  My wife has mentioned wanting to give my Master the “titties” that he’s always wanted to see on me. 

Master has bought the property next to his so he can expand his business and open a bar.  He has plans for all the waitresses to be feminine sissy girls like me. My wife has suggested he call it “Little Dick’s” or “Little Dickies.” My Master has not committed to that and thinks if his concept of a place where the servers are white sissy girls, he would think of franchising it like “Hooters.”  I pretend to frown when they talk.  The thought of bringing all those Black men beer while they grab my ass excites me.  I think they notice how their talk makes me fill that little pink cage they make me wear.

My Wife Visits Her Girlfriend

He turned up the volume on the television to drown out his wife’s voice coming from the kitchen.  Same routine every night.  He’d sit down on the couch to watch television after she’d served dinner and then she’d grumble under her breath while she did the dishes.  Every night, he turned up the volume until her voice faded into a background sound of discontent.

This was the best part of his day.  He settled in to watch Sports Center and find out what was good in the world.  He could avoid the news which depressed him and catch up on sports which engaged him in a good way. It was his time and for a little time he was happy.  He heard his wife coming from the kitchen and tried to savor a few more precious seconds before she sat down and started telling him about her day.

She sat on the other end of the couch.  He lowered the volume.  Trying to put a reasonable facsimile of a smile on his face as he continued watching.  Thank God for graphics and closed captions.  He could split his awareness so that he paid just enough attention to his wife while keeping the screen his main focus.

“I had a wonderful lunch with Margaret today.”

“That’s good.  How is she?”  He couldn’t believe Chicago won today.  If they kept it up his team wouldn’t even make the playoffs.

“She’s great.”  His wife scooched over to the middle of the couch.  “Guess what?”

“What?” he asked absent mindedly as the sportscaster started going over the latest injury list.

“She has a maid.”

“That’s nice.”  Wait.  A maid?  He needed to pay attention.  She was hinting.  Before he’d know it, they be arguing about her needing a maid.  “We can’t afford a maid.  You know that.”

“It’s okay.  Her maid works for free.”

“Free?”  There’s some sort of catch.  “Free.  Where’d she get a free maid?”

She put her hand on his thigh.  “It’s her husband.”

“John.  John’s her maid.  You mean he’s waiting on her.  Like a maid or servant or something.”

“Yeah, except, he does wear a maid uniform.  A French maid.”

He laughed.  “I’ll bet he looks like a faggot.”

“Actually, she goes by Joana, and I don’t know about the faggot part.  His wife seems pretty pleased with him.”

“I’ll bet.  All that housework.  But a woman’s going to want a real man’s attention at times.” He put his hand on his wife’s thigh.

“She asked him if he was gay, and he said he was still very attracted to her.”

“Attracted. That seems a little detached.  Just attracted but he “prefers men,” he laughed.

“He did admit to having some fantasies about men, but he is sexually attracted to her.”

“If she’s happy having her husband running around in a dress fantasizing about men, more power to her, I guess.”  He put his arm around her.  “I’m betting he discovers himself or something and ends up running off with some guy.”

She moved her hand up to his crotch and he put his hand over hers and pushed it into bulge.

“I probably shouldn’t tell you this.”

“Maybe you shouldn’t then.” He laughed.  “Been a weird enough news day from you already.”

She shrugged that off and continued anyway.  “She asked if he fantasized about any particular man.”

“And?”  No.  Oh no.  “So you’re saying.”

“He said you and he used to jack each other off back when you guys were in high school.”

“Jesus.  He still thinks about that.”

“Said he still thought about what it would have been like giving you a blowjob.”

“Fuck.”

“You told me that you’d never been with another man.”

“I wasn’t with another man.  Just a couple of horny teenage boys having more cum than sense.”

“You still think about it?”

“Fuck no.”  He began to think if his friend had been peeking at him at the gym.  Sure, he looked.  But, just to check out how he compared.  He didn’t look at other guys dicks and then think about sucking on them.

“Well, I think it was very brave of him to be honest with his wife.”

So now, she thought he wasn’t being honest.  He was getting frustrated.  “I’ve never thought about another guys’ dick.  Never wanted to touch one. Suck on one or have one shoved up my ass.”

She patted his bulge.  “I believe you, honey.”

He hoped that was settled and turned back to the tv.

“Of course, she said he used to deny it too.”

Fuck.  She was not going to let it go.  What could he say to make her believe him when he told her he wasn’t gay.  She’d just think he was in denial no matter how many times he told her.  Maybe he should take her to the bedroom and fuck her.  He felt certain that she would find that to just be another bit of denial.  ‘You must feel awful insecure about your manhood to have to prove it like that.’

“I just think he was very brave to take a step like that.”

“Brave, right? I’m sure he’s brave.”

“Of course, she had to coax him.  First step was talking him into some sex play.”

“Sex play.”

“Yeah, she stuck one of those cages on him.”

“Cage?”

“Yeah, chastity cage I think they’re called.  Cutest little thing.”

“What?”  What kind of crazy, stupid stuff was this?

“A little pink thing.  Fits over his dick.   Keeps him from getting an erection, so he can’t cum.  Has a little lock.  She has the key.  He can’t cum unless she lets him.”

“That’s stupid.”

“If you say so.”  She took her hand off his crotch and moved a few inches away from him on the couch.  “I think it was brave and showed how much he loved her.  Giving her control like that.”

“So, he wants to jerk off, he has to ask her.”  He pitched his voice high and said, “Oh Honey.  I saw this guy with a big cock, and I really need to jerk off to his picture.” 

His wife gave him a look that shivered any hope for getting laid now or any time in the near future.

“I think it was brave of him.  A lot braver than you. I know you play with your dick a lot and you’d never be able to do what he did.”

“I wouldn’t be that stupid.”

“Right?  You’re too scared to not be able to jerk off.”

“Fuck it then.  You get one and I’ll put it on.  That way I’ll prove I don’t have to jerk off.  I’ve got more control than that.”

Wait.  She was frowning and now she’s smiling.  His wife reached for the floor and grabbed her purse and pulled it onto her lap.

She pulled a pink thing from her purse.  “Wait.  You set me up.”

“I did not.  I told her you’d never do it.  She gave it to me.  It’s a spare.  You’re both the same size or close to it.  When I told her you’d never agree, she said that you really did love me and well…She was sure you’d do it to show how much.”

Fuck.  He told her he would, and it was right there.  Trapped but trapped so well.  If he refused, it now meant he didn’t love her.

“Maybe I should jerk off first or something.  We could have sex,” he said hopefully.

“Fuck me and make me forget,” she said.

“No, I meant.  I’m not sure…”

“When I’ll let you out.”

“Well, yeah.”

“So, you don’t trust me then?”

She took the cage and used her finger as a dick substitute to show him how it fit.  “Take it. Go into the bathroom.  Do whatever you need to do.  I’m not going to ask.  Come out with it on and I’ll lock it on.”

He started to ask a question, but he stopped.  At least this way, he could cum first. Hell, maybe he’d do it twice.

He took the cage and walked to the bathroom.

She watched and once he closed the door behind him, she picked up her phone.  Her friend, Melissa picked up almost immediately.

“Step one is almost done.  I’ll buy you lunch tomorrow, but you have to tell what’s next.  I can’t wait to have my own sissy maid.”

Girlfriends Email Revenge

Michelle texted:  Any idea what time he got home?

Karli replied:  No idea.  He was passed out when I got up and he’s still out.  I’m sending a pic.  Still dressed.  Snoring.  Bed must have confused him.  His feet are up on the pillow and his head’s down at the foot of the bed.

Michelle: Just what you wanted for your anniversary.

Karli: Right.

Michelle: Just glad they didn’t drive.

Karli: That would have been a disaster.

Michelle: They’re enough of a disaster on their own.  Glad they didn’t hurt anybody.

When Karli took a moment to reply, Michelle sent: Except you, of course.  Skipping your anniversary to go out and get shit-faced.

Karli: I think I’ve had enough. Might be time to move on.

Michelle: Hate to say it.  You may be right.  Am thinking the same.

Karli: I think that today when I’m angry.  Then I’ll forgive which guarantees he does it again.

Michelle: “Do something different.

Karli: Like what.

Michelle: I had this idea.  Kind of crazy, but…

Karli: Tell me.

Michelle: You’ll laugh

Karli: Tell me.  I could use a laugh.

Michelle: They drink.  Blackout.  Don’t remember shit.

Karli: Yeah.

Michelle: Let’s make them think they made out when they were drunk.

Karli: So, make them think they kissed.

Michelle: LOL.  But I’m thinking more.

Karli: Sex.  Make them think they had sex.

Michelle: You know how they are.

Karli: Yeah,” as she thought about how they both recoiled at any mention of the word ‘gay.’

Michelle: Hold on.  Give me a minute.  I’m going to write something up.  I’ll send.  Let you see it first, then I’ll tell you how I think we can use it.

Karli received this from Michelle:

Greg,

I know we agreed not to mention it, but I’m writing this, so we don’t have to ever talk about it.  I still taste your cum and your cock in my mouth.  I’ve always wanted to suck your cock.  As long as I remember, I’ve peeked at it when I had the chance.  If you had ever given a sign that it was okay, I would have kneeled in front of you and kissed the head while looking up into your eyes.  I hope I wasn’t too eager the other night.  I wanted it so badly.  Sucking and licking your balls like I did.  How good it felt to make you hard with my mouth.  And then sucking and licking it.  I wanted your cum so badly.  I was happy to swallow your seed and lick it off your cock afterwards.  The taste was incredible.  I hope I was tender enough when I licked your cock clean.  I admit, I’ve thought about it before.  You made my fantasy come true.  I’ll be jerking my cock for a long time remembering what it was like to have your cock in my mouth.  I’ll always remember.  I know we swore we’d never talk about it.  And I’ll never bring it up unless you want to.  Just in case you want to do it again.  Drinking really helps.  I know it did me.  Just show a sign.  You know.  Just something.  The sight of your hard cock would send me to my knees.  I promise to keep it a secret.  Thank you.  At least now when I jerk off, I can remember how your cock felt and tasted in my mouth.

Steve

Karli replied:  LOL You are evil. LOL

Michelle:  Thanks.   Thought I’d go into Steve’s computer and send it to Greg.  You change the names and use his computer to send one to Greg.  That way they’ll each get one.

Karli:  Did I say you were evil?  Meant brilliant.  Are you afraid they might decide to do it for real?

Michelle:  Maybe.  Or they become so uncomfortable they can’t be friends, or they can’t risk drinking around each other.

Karli:  What if you turn them into fags for each other?

Michelle:  You know Mandi’s boyfriend.  He told her that all white boys are fags.  Especially around Black men.

Karli:  LOL Did you ask Mandi about his dick.  You know what they say.

Michelle:  She just gets this big smile on her face.  He’s got a couple of friends.  Maybe we should check for ourselves.

Karli:  Think you’re right.  First, I want to find out what these two think once they check their email and find out they’ve been sucking each other’s cocks.

Michelle:  See how much time they spend in the bathroom with the door locked.  Or in the shower.  Maybe they’ll be into it.

Karli:  You are evil, and you are brilliant.

Michelle:  I’ll get back to you.  I’m going to see if Mandi might be able to hook us up.  Super horny now and thinking of going black.

Karli:  Let me know if I need to bring the measuring tape.

The Recruiter

He heard a light knock on the door.

He paused the movie he was watching and got up out of his recliner.  Pulling the door open, he saw his neighbor.  She was wearing a long man’s t-shirt which she’d covered with a short pink robe that ended before the t-shirt did.  She was wearing pink fuzzy flip flops.  Her shoulder length blonde hair was in a bit of disarray.  She still had on make-up, but it was a bit smudged. 

“I’m so sorry.  I…I’m having a bit of trouble.”

“What’s wrong?” he asked not believing his luck.  Since the woman and her husband had moved in his wife had accused him of needing to “put his eyes back in his head.”  He had become more careful about looking at his sexy neighbor, but he was always aware when she was out working in the yard in her sexy short shorts.  He had even glimpsed her through the windows of her house wearing lingerie.  And here she was in front of him.

“The lights have gone out in the house.  I’m still not used to the house.  I tried going down in the basement to find the fuse box, but I tripped.”

She looked like she was about to cry.  He pulled his own robe more tightly around him and opened his arms.

Then she was suddenly in his arms, and she began to cry.

“It’s okay.  It’s okay.”  He tried to soothe her without fully holding her, but she was pressed into him.

“He’s gone.  My husband I mean.  Not gone gone.  Out.”  She managed the words as she tried to breath deep to stop her crying.

“He’s out.  Won’t be home for hours and I couldn’t find my phone.”

“Come on in.  It’s really going to be all right.”  She felt good and warm against him, but he managed to take his arms from around her.

“Just a stupid girl, I guess,” she said.  “I’m a little bit scared of the dark.  Like a little kid.”  She snuffed up her last cry.

“Here, come on in and have a seat.  I’m sure he’ll be home soon.  Just come on in and have a seat.  I was having a beer and watching a movie.  Why don’t you join me?” He led her to the living room.

Instead of sitting back in his recliner, he moved his beer to one side of the couch.

“That would taste really good right now.”  She sat on the couch opposite from where he had placed his beer.

“Be right back.”  He walked into the kitchen thinking of the bright smile she had thrown him.  He grabbed the beer from the refrigerator and then cinched his robe tighter around him.  His erection was trying to poke out from the boxers he had on underneath.

“Here you go,” he said as he put the beer down beside her and sat down on the couch.

He watched her head tilt back as she took a big gulp.  She crossed one leg over the other and he had to take a drink from his own can to keep from staring.

“Your wife’s not here?” she asked.

“No, she said she had to see a friend or something.  To tell the truth sometimes I don’t listen that closely.  Especially when she’s saying something about her friends.”

“I see.  So, I’m all alone with a good- looking man.” She smiled at him, and he thought she was kidding but could it be that she was even the least bit serious.

“That’s right.  So, better be careful.”  He hoped his smile matched hers and that he was leaving his possibilities open.  Possibilities?  What was he thinking?  What he was doing was thinking with his dick, but she was so pretty.  A little flirtation that didn’t lead anywhere was certainly an improvement to his evening.

“You say your husband’s not around either?”  He smiled and took a drink.

She took a long drink. Looking a little nervous she pulled at her robe and then switched legs to put the other one on top.  This time he more openly appreciated the smoothness of her legs.  Her robe and the t-shirt provided a view far up her thighs.

“He’ll be late.  Really late.  I don’t expect him till late at night if then.  It wouldn’t be unusual for him to be gone when I got up.”  She finished her beer.  “He’s an executive.  A recruiter.  Sometimes he can be out all night with a client.”

“Looks like you could use another,” he said as he finished his own beer.

“I really shouldn’t.  He says I’m so super horny all the time that I should be careful about getting drunk.”

“Then I insist you have another,” he said, and they both laughed.

He crossed in front of her, and his robe slipped open as he leaned to grab her empty can.  He saw that her eyes were riveted on his crotch.  Or maybe that was just his imagination.  He grabbed the beer can and swept the robe in front of him.  She might be staring because he was fully erect, and the head of his cock had poked out from his boxers in full view.

He retreated to the kitchen and grabbed two beers.  He opened his and took a big gulp before returning to the living room.

She was sitting there smiling at him, but she had brought one hand down and was rubbing her thigh.  His eyes were drawn to her, and he thought she might not have anything on but the shorts and t-shirt.

He opened the beer for her and sat down.  He tried to think of something to say.  Maybe something non-flirty, but she had just mentioned being “super horny” all the time.  Maybe just maybe he should pursue it a bit for fun.

“You must have a very happy husband then.”  He felt like such an amateur Lothario.  Trying to be flirty but bringing up her husband.

“Very happy,” she said.

“He probably wouldn’t be too happy if he knew you were out drinking with another man.” 

She took a drink and smiled at him and this time she was being flirty.  No doubt about it.  “You’d be surprised.”

“Would I?” He took another drink.

“Sometimes he likes seeing me with other men. Even had me do his friends when he has them over for a party.”  She took a sip from her can and slowly licked her lips.

“In fact, he likes it and makes me do it.”

He took a deep threat.  His cock was hard and that was where her eyes were focused. 

“Makes you?” he managed to ask.

“Makes me.  Tells me to.”  She looked up to his eyes and smiled and returned her gaze to his half open robe. “But truth is.  I love having a cock in my mouth.”

She slipped down from the couch, and she crawled to him.  He didn’t resist as she pushed his robe aside.  She reached into his boxers and then his cock was in her mouth.

She swallowed it and began sucking.  He tried to think of something other than the incredible pleasure because he wanted it to last.  It was not even a full minute, and he was spurting into her mouth.  She continued to lick and suck.  Having a woman take his load into her mouth was not something that happened to him.  His wife made disgusting noises when he tried to hold her head on the rare occasions, she had gone down on him.

She acted like his cum was the best thing she’d ever tasted.  When she had cleaned the last drop, he took her arm and pulled her up next to him.

He put his arm around her. He felt guilty for cumming so quickly.  She said she loved sucking cock, but he knew he should do something to reciprocate.  He brought his hand to her crotch, but she moved her hand to catch his.

There was something hard between her legs.  Like plastic. 

“Please, I’m sorry,” she said. 

He continued exploring between her legs.  “What’s this?”

“I’m so sorry.”  She seemed like she was going to start crying again.

He pulled down the waistband of her shorts and saw the pink plastic.  It surrounded a small flaccid penis.  Her penis. His mind shouted, “Her Penis.”

“What the fuck,” he managed.

“I’m a sissy.  A girl really.  Yes, I’ve got a penis, but I’m still a girl, really.”

The arm he had around her came off her shoulder.  He was confused.  This girl.  This guy.  She’d just given him the best blowjob of his life.

“I was just like you.  I’m sorry.  I didn’t want to do this, but I have to do what he says.”  She was shaking and crying now.

He put his arm back around her.  He wasn’t sure how he felt about her really being a guy.  Or was she a guy.  Her penis had been small and flaccid and to all outer signs she was a girl.  A crying girl and he reacted to that.

“It’s okay, really.  Seeing your dick just upset me a little.  That’s all.  Not what I was expecting.  You make a really cute girl actually.”

Her crying stopped mostly and now she was drawing in breaths as she came to a stop.  He hugged her.

“What did you mean, “you were just like me?”  She wasn’t making sense.

“I was like you.  Married.  Now, I’m like this.”

“Married to him you mean?”  he asked curious about how this sissy could have ever been like him.

“No, I had a wife.”  She wiped away a tear.  “Until he came along.”

“And you discovered you were,” he paused, “a sissy who likes men?”

“No.”  She shook her head.  “He seduced her and took her from me, and they made me like this.”

“I’m sorry.  I’m totally confused now.” 

“I told you he was a recruiter.” 

“Yeah, executive.  Corporate.  Like a headhunter deal.  Goes out and tries to get people for tech jobs and stuff like that.”

“He’s a recruiter.  But for the BNWO.”

“BN who.”

“BNWO.  Black New World Order.”  She acted like that would make everything clear to him.

“I don’t know what that is or what…” 

She put her hand on his arm and gave him a gentle squeeze.  “They believe that white people are meant to serve superior Black people like themselves.”  She looked into his eyes and saw that his confusion had not cleared.

“They think white men and white women are inferior and are meant to serve superior Black people in all ways.  Including sexually.”

“And he’s a recruiter for them.  Goes around talking Black people into joining.  Sounds crazy.”  She saw it in his eyes when things started to click into place.

“No.  No, you mean he’s recruiting white people who fall for that garbage, and he talked to your wife and took her from you.”

She looked relieved that he was finally starting to get it.

“So, why is he here with you?  What happened to your wife?”

“He’s a recruiter.  Once he had her.  Well, it was like she was convinced it was where she belonged.  Having sex with her opened her eyes to how bad sex with me was.  She wasn’t going back with me.  He passed her on down the line.”

“You mean, he sold her.  Like a slave or something.”

“More like an or something.  She found a Master and moved in with him.  Not before she’d been in for a while.  Having sex with and serving different Black men.  She’d say she was her Master’s slave, but she is an eager and happy slave.”

“Your wife left you for him.  But why did you…I mean.  I don’t know how to say.”

“What made me turn into a fem sissy fag, you mean.”  She smiled.

“Yeah, no offense or anything.”  He looked uncomfortable.

“They believe that all white males are really secret sissies.  White men should be turned and made to serve just like the women.” 

“But I mean they forced you or did they just convince you.  I don’t understand how they made you like this unless you wanted it.  You just sucked my cock.  No one made you.  You were very, shall we say, enthusiastic.”

She laughed.  “You’re right.  I do love cock, now.  But like I said.  I was a lot like you.”

He looked a little scared.  If it was true that she had been like him, then was he saying he could turn out like her.

“She locked me in this cage.  I thought it was just kink.  You know.  Do something that was going to improve our sex life.”

“Having your dick locked up making your sex life better.”  He shook his head.

“I wasn’t for it of course.  But she convinced me if I couldn’t jerk off, then when she did release me, it would be so much better.”

“Well? Was it?”

“Yeah, it was great.  But I found out I wasn’t going to get out very often.  Had to please her.  We laughed about it.  You know that she was my Mistress.  Turns out that was for real.”

She looked at him to make sure he understood.  When he looked like he was following, she continued.  “You have to understand.  I was so horny most of the time, I’d do anything to be able to cum.”

He nodded his head.  He couldn’t fully understand how not being able to cum would be, but he knew it must be terrible.

“She started playing with my ass.  Sticking a finger in.  Finger fucking me.  She trained me.  I started liking it.  She’d insist on having a finger in my ass whenever she did let me cum.  Then she decided I would like something a bit bigger.  So, then her vibrator and dildo.  Understand I got to where I liked being fucked like that.  I even started to cum that way.”

“Then, I was introduced to her boyfriend.  I forgot to say that part of her coming out more and more as my Mistress, she was feminizing me along the way.  First, it was panties.  She said seeing me in them made her hot.  But that wasn’t enough, so it was more and more until I was dressing as a female.  Makeup, nails, the whole works.  She even took me shopping for outfits and then she’d insist we go together to the salon.  “Just us girls,” she says.  Out having our nails and hair done.”

As I became more feminine for her, my Mistress, she told me she was a real woman who had needs of a real man.  Her boyfriend.  The recruiter.  Of course, she’d been seeing him awhile when she finally brought him over.  I was feminine and submissive by then.  She ordered me to crawl to him and beg to suck his cock. I tried to say no.  I’d had enough, but she picked up her paddle.  By then, she was spanking me when she thought I deserved it and sometimes just because she liked it.  Anyway, I gave in and did it.  I felt I’d sunk as low as I could get.”

He looked at her and tried to imagine being her.  He couldn’t.  And how could it be worse than sucking on your wife’s boyfriend’s cock.

He looked at her for only a moment and then she looked down.  “Not only did I suck his cock, but I enjoyed it.  He came in my mouth and told me to swallow.  I did.  That’s when he told me it was addictive to white boys.  I smiled because of course his cum was addictive.  Just what any guy would say to keep getting his cock sucked.”

But he was right.  I craved his cock and his cum and I craved being fucked by him.  And it turned out that it was not just his cock and his cum, but other Black guys.  I just had to have it and would do anything they wanted as long as they would give it to me.”

“You certainly looked like you had fun sucking my cock,” he said.

She laughed.  “After all I’ve told you.  Your only question is whether or not I liked sucking your cock.  Yeah, I liked sucking your little white dick.”

He felt offended and was about to say so when she interrupted.

“It’s like your dick is at most a tasty appetizer while the big monsters black guys have between their legs is the full meal and dessert.  Creamy dessert.”

“But you did like sucking it, right?”

She had her hand on his upper arm and squeezed tightly.  “Wake up.”

“Hey,” he reached over to pull her hand off him.

“You came over here because you were horny, and you wanted to suck my cock.  From the moment you came to the door, you planned of sucking my dick.”

“Please, wake the fuck up.  They are going to make you into me.  A cock craving sissy faggot.”

He looked at her blankly.  It didn’t register.  How could he be made to be like her.  All her words just didn’t make sense.  She sucked cock and she loved it.  She loved being a girl.  Not him.  He was a guy.  No way would he ever have another guy’s cock in his mouth.

“He is with her now,” she said forcefully.

“What?” he said somewhat dumbly.

“They are our right now shopping for what they’ll need to turn you.  He’s been fucking her since about the time we moved in.”

“My wife?”

“Yes,” and then she added, “please listen.  If you don’t want to end up like this, get up and leave.  If you stay, it’s all over.”

“Leave, but…”

“I was sent over.  Yes, he sent me over to suck your cock.  Make you feel guilty for cheating on her.  Make you more pliable that way.”

His eyes widened and some of what he was being told seemed to be getting through.  “But, I’m not pliable.  I won’t do it.”

“He’s a big guy.  In good shape.  She’ll be in on it.  They’ll order me to help, and I can’t say no to them. He might decide to bring his friends.  Nothing they like better than to turn a white boy.  In fact, they prefer you struggle.  I swear, seeing a white boy struggle and resist gives most of them big hard-ons.”

“I’ll go to the cops.”

She laughed.  “Be sure and tell me what they say when you tell them you were afraid your wife was going to stick her finger up your butt.”

He opened his mouth to protest that he’d report it but then she added more which gave him a chill.

“Besides, say you call, and a couple of black cops respond.  A lot of them are in it. Have their own white slaves.  Not all of them, but a lot of them.  I’ve been loaned out to black cops before.  They like using restraints and clubs on white boys.  They might just throw you against the wall, cuff your wrists behind you and turn around and ask if they can join the party.”

“There has to be something else.  I can’t just leave.”

“Leave or accept it.  You stay and it’s over.  They’ll make you my sissy sister.”

“Some other way.  Please some other way.”

She saw how he would not accept what was about to happen.  She felt better because she had tried to warn him.  Sure, she was a part of it, but she was under duress and could not disobey.

There was still one last thing she could do.  He could feel the pleasure a real man feels one last time.

She got down on her knees.  “You’re right.  All one big story I made up.  I’ve been wanting your cock in my mouth since I first saw you.  I was hoping you’d let me have another taste.”

She crawled between his legs and began kissing his cock to wake it up.  He started getting hard and she took it into her mouth and began to suck.

She saw lights flash through the window and knew they were parking.  She would have to be quick.

My Mesmerizing Bully

The cock was big and hard, and it was right in front of him.  Looking up he could see the grinning face of his friend, Steve.  He looked at the cock again and saw it looked wet.  It started to deflate. He was down on his knees in grass with the trunk of a large tree next to him.

His friend put his cock into his jeans and pulled up the zipper.  “You’re really good at sucking cock.  Like you were born to do it.  Better get up though.”  He reached a hand down to help Bobbi get up from the ground.

Bobbi felt dazed and confused.  He had just sucked his friend’s cock.  Steve took a step and Bobbi followed not knowing what else to do.  His mouth felt funny.  That taste in his mouth must be cock.  Or worse.  Maybe he’d cum in his mouth.  It was like he had no memory of the past fifteen minutes.  He saw a couple of coeds jogging on paved pathway not thirty or so yards away.  There was a man pushing a carriage.  Another man was trying to keep up with his excited dog.  Had he been sucking his friend’s cock in the middle of the park in broad daylight.  He looked back at the tree and felt grateful that they used enough discretion to get behind the big tree.

“You looked confused,” Steve said.

“I…I…” Bobbi tried to reply.

“Come on.  There’s a bench.  We’ll sit for a bit.  I just hope you can keep your mouth off my cock.”  Steve laughed, “Thank god there was a big tree close by.”

Bobbi saw the bench and followed Steve.  He remembered being at Steve’s apartment.  Maybe he drank something or smoked some weed and had a bad reaction.

Steve sat down on the bench.  Bobbi sat on the bench but tried to put as much distance from Steve as he could.

“What do you remember?  Steve asked.

Wait, Steve had invited him over.  “We were at your apartment,” Bobbi said tentatively.  “And then you said, let’s go for a walk.” 

That’s right, Bobbi remembered.  A phone call and Steve had invited him over.  He hadn’t seen Steve since high school.

“Yeah, such a nice day.  I try to take advantage of it when I can.  Having an apartment at the edge of the park is great.”

Everything was becoming clearer to Bobbi. Steve had called him out of the blue and suggested they meet and discuss the past.  Steve had been a bully in high school, and he had terrorized Bobbi.  At first, Bobbi, had no desire to talk to Steve but he had insisted.  From his tone and his words, Bobbi had assumed he had wanted to apologize.  He had even mentioned amends.  Maybe he was in a 12-step program, and he was doing it to stay clean.  He had felt almost compelled to help if he could.

“Remember.  You came over and I offered you a beer,” Steve offered and appeared almost giddy about the whole deal.

Right, the beer.  He must have put something in it.  Bobbi felt confused again.  There was no beer taste in his mouth.  Maybe just having had a cock in it would have overcome any beer taste.

“You finished the beer you were drinking and offered me one so we could sit and talk.” Bobbi didn’t remember drinking the beer. He just remembered being given the beer.

“And…”  Steve prompted.

“You said, it’s a nice day.  Let’s take a walk instead.”  After that he was in the park on his knees with Steve’s recently sucked cock inches from his mouth.  Wait.  Steve had said something else.

Steve spread his legs out in front of him.  Bobbi glanced in his direction and caught sight of the bulge in his jeans.  He looked away but thought that Steve was getting hard again.  Like this discussion was giving him an erection.

“I said, let’s go for a walk.  I want to see if you’re as big a sissy faggot as you were in high school.”

Bobbi started to get up.  Steve hadn’t been apologizing.  He was a bully and got Bobbi over to bully him again.

“Hold on.  Sit back down.”

Bobbi got to his feet.

Steve almost barked.  “Sit back down I said.  Or the next time you come to, you’ll be kneeling in front of me with my cock in your mouth right here in front of whoever’s out and about.  Maybe they’ll call the cops.  I’ll tell them I was trying to get away, but you were begging and next thing my fly was open, and you were sucking.  Like you assaulted me as I sat on this bench.  Just out enjoying my day.”

Bobbi hesitated and then sat back down.  “Shit.  I’d never do that.”

“Hell, you did it a few minutes ago behind that tree.”

Bobbi started to say something but closed his mouth.  What was there to say?  He had been kneeling in front of Steve and Steve’s wet dick.

“How are things going with Leslie?” Steve asked.

“Leslie,” Bobbi repeated.

“Leslie, your therapist, Leslie.”

“Okay, I guess.”  How did he know he was seeing a therapist?

“Leslie’s my girlfriend.  She told me she was seeing you.  We’ve been talking quite a bit about you.”

“But, but, that’s all confidential.  Private.” Bobbi felt betrayed and violated.  He was still confused about what his therapist had to do with any of this.

“I told her all about you in high school.  She told me about all the stuff you talked about in therapy.  Stuff about me.  We had a lot of laughs.”

“That’s confidential.  She can get in trouble…”

“Don’t give me that confidential bullshit. Listen faggot.  Give her any trouble. Any at all and waking up here in the park with my dick in your mouth will be the least of your trouble.”

Steve had gotten angry but quickly recovered his good mood.  “Say, remember in high school.  That time when you came out of the shower, and I’d taken all your clothes out of your locker and replaced them with my girlfriends panties.”  He laughed.  “Made you wear them.”

Bobbi felt a flush as he remembered the excruciating incident.

“Then, I wouldn’t give your clothes back until you went up to every guy and asked them if they looked good on you.”

Steve laughed and closed his eyes as he remembered the scene.  “And your little dick got so hard.  Your panties with that little tent you made in them.”

“Leslie said you went home that day and beat off thinking about it.”

Bobbi wanted to say something.  Tell Steve off. But it was all true. He couldn’t even look at Steve.  He just sat and stared at the grass near his feet.

“Leslie said you beat your meat all the time back then.  I bet you still do.  You tried beating off to naked women, but you always ended up cumming to thoughts of me.  Me and my big dick.”  He continued, “You must be feeling good.  I just made your dream come true.  I know you made me cum.”

“More I teased you, the more you beat your little meat thinking about it.” 

Out of the corner of his eyes, Bobbi could see Steve running hand quickly over his big bulge.

“Leslie told me all about you.  Humiliation gets you off.  Confusion about your sexuality.  I told her there’s no confusion.  You’re just a sissy faggot trying to pretend that you’re a man.  A real man.  You just couldn’t admit what you wanted.  A real man fucking your sissy ass holding their dicks in front of you so you could suck them.”

“I told her maybe I should have the degree.  I mean I could cure you.  Put you on your knees and make you accept my dick in your mouth.”

Bobbi continued to stare at the ground.  He took a breath.  He did not want to hear anymore but his dick, his little dick he had called it, was now very hard.

“She laughed when I said, ‘he pays you by the hour, but he can pay me by the inch.”

“That’s when I got the idea. She told me about the time you’d tried to have a girlfriend but swiped some of her clothes to make yourself into a girl.  And the card was right there on the coffee table.”

“Card?”  Bobbi’s voice had become a quiet whisper.

“Leslie had bugged me into getting some help around the house.  We both work so much, it’s just too much to do it all on the weekend.  She’d gotten a card from a maid service.  I mentioned that we should get you to be our sissy maid.  You could dress like a girl all the time.  You should probably be paying us, and she could make it part of your therapy.”

“We were kidding of course.  But Leslie suddenly got this serious look and told me that she could suggest it to you during one of your hypnosis sessions.  She told me the suggestions were more like commands.  They get past your will or something and you’d have to do whatever was suggested.”

“Tell you what.  This is making me hard as hell.  When we finish, we’ll go back to my place, and I’ll give you another load.  We can talk more about how exactly you’re going to serve your Mistress and me.”

“Okay,” Bobbi said.  This just couldn’t be he thought.  It was like being back in school and he was scared of what Steve might do to him.

“I’m going to expect to hear you call me Sir, from now on.”

“Yes Sir,” Bobbi said a little more audibly.

“Good,” Steve said with a smile.  “Leslie’s been giving you all these suggestions.  Me too.  Sometimes after you’re under, I’m there giving you commands, and she and I know all these trigger words.”

“Like today.  Right words and you’ll be on your knees and forgetting about anything but getting my cock in your mouth.”

“Look at me,” he commanded.

Bobbi looked at him.  At first, his eyes settled on the big bulge in Steve’s jeans and then he looked up into the eyes of his bully and suddenly wanted to cry even as his little dick was as hard as it could get.

“You are going to tell everyone that you are a sissy faggot, and you serve us willingly.  If you ever even think about reporting Leslie or me to anyone, we have this special command we can trigger.  That truck stop on the interstate just before you get to town.  You’ll be out there sucking cock and selling your ass.  You’ll wake up in some trucker’s cab with him hauling you off God knows where or you’ll be in the men’s room covered in cum with the Highway Patrol arresting you and cuffing your hands behind your back.  Maybe they’ll even make use of your slut mouth.”

Bobbi wiped a tear from his cheek.  “Yes Sir.  I serve you willingly.”

Steve got up and Bobbi got up as well and followed him. 

He thought of how it would be sucking Steve’s cock when he knew he was doing it.  Maybe if he did a good job, Steve would let him “beat his little meat.”  He hoped so.

Her Computer

He saw the picture and thought he’d recognized her.  It took him a second to see that it was his picture.  But, with long hair and makeup.  Red lips, false eyelashes, eye shadow, the whole thing and another that was full length in sexy lingerie.  Lacy bra and panties.  But it couldn’t be him.  He’d never worn makeup not to mention the lingerie.  Underneath he saw a caption, “Bobbi’s future LOL”

What was that supposed to mean.  His future was for him to be a girl.  Kind of a sexy girl he thought.  What was this?  She must have run this through some sort of filter.  Maybe she and her girlfriends were having a laugh showing what their husband’s would look like as women.  He didn’t think it was funny at all.

But then he thought of how silly some of the guys would look and decided to look closer.  He had to be careful.  She’d get mad if she found out.  He saw another picture icon and clicked on it hoping it was one of the guys.

He gasped.  It was a big black cock. Big didn’t do it justice.  He had a beer can next to it.  It was as big around as the can and at least an inch longer.  He wondered what guy was sending her dick pics.  Maybe her girlfriend shared it with her.  She’d always had problems with his small size and what was worse was that she seemed to get joy out of talking about his tiny wienie as she called it.  He just knew she’d told her girlfriends about it.  She talked about how he should have been a girl.  Maybe that was why she had doctored the photo to send back.

He started to cry.  Damn.  These days he’d cry at the drop of a hat.  He looked at the big black cock.  Good luck with that thing he thought.  He could probably fuck with that thing and drive girls wild with it.  But no blow jobs for him.  It was too big.  He opened his mouth as wide as he could and thought, “no way would it fit.”

He felt grateful that his wife had never had trouble sucking him.  Not that she had sucked him that much.  Honeymoon for sure.  He knew there had been at least once more, but he didn’t have a specific memory.

He wiped a tear and felt a fresh one. He knew he must be crazy, but he’d swear that his dick had gotten smaller in the past month and his balls were shrinking.  That just didn’t happen.  Did it?  He couldn’t mention it to her.  She’d ridicule him.  Maybe joke that it was going to shrink away completely.

It was getting where he was having trouble getting erections. He’d avoided talking to her about it because he felt ashamed, and she’d be no help.  He told her about funny feelings in his chest and his nipples were puffy.  She’d said that he should check his testosterone levels.  “God knows you haven’t even tried to touch me in a while.”

He told her he’d make an appointment with his doctor.  She said she’d take care of it.  She didn’t like his doctor and her friend had recommended a new one.  She’d ask about getting him some special vitamin shots and see if those helped.

He saw an incoming email from “Blacked” at a Gmail address.  She had one Black girlfriend so it must be her.  It just said, “love it.”  Apparently, they’d exchanged those pics he had seen.  There was a question about whether she had tried the special formula on him.  She’d been giving him vitamin smoothies.  His wife had said that she’d given him the “vitamins” including the special ingredient she’d been given.  Typo.  “That’d he’d given her.”  He wondered what the ingredient was. His wife and her friends had always advocated natural herbal supplements. 

He didn’t think the supplements helped at all.  If anything, he cried more and his nipples were not just getting puffy, they were getting bigger.  Maybe he needed more to fight off whatever this was.  He looked at the clock.  She’d be home soon.  He tried to make sure she wouldn’t know he’d been messing with her computer.

She’d be mad.  Maybe she’d spank him.  She threatened to do that just a few days ago.  Told him to pull down his panties and get over her lap. She was always belittling his manhood like that. He begged her not to and that he would get better.  It wasn’t that he was afraid of the spanking although with her anger, she’d make sure it hurt.  He didn’t want her seeing his little limp noodle.  If it really was getting smaller, he knew she’d have a lot of fun with that.  Fun at his expense of course.

He'd gotten out of the spanking, but she said if she had to spank him, she’d make sure her friends knew what a little pussy she’d married.  She laughed but it wasn’t funny.  She’d do it.  Maybe take pictures or something.  He knew the fun she could have with pictures.  He’d seen the evidence today in the photo of him in lingerie and makeup.  She’d used a picture to make fun of him before.

He'd bought her lingerie for her birthday.  She’d told him to hold them up so she could tell everyone.  He thought she was finally proud of him.  Then he’d seen the caption she’d added.  “Bobbi showing off and hoping the guys don’t learn his secret.”  Of course, her girlfriends had shown the guys.  Weeks later and they were still asking him what he had on underneath his work clothes and teasing him that they should check to be sure.

He was just about ready to close it down and take a seat on the couch.  He’d be watching tv like everything was normal.  He couldn’t remember if her email program had been open or if he had opened it.  He closed it hoping that was the way she left it.  Fifty-fifty that he’d get a good hard spanking.  She’d even shown him a paddle she found on Amazon. Across the paddle were the words, “husband trainer.”  She told him she’d get one.  He thought she was joking until she told him she’d hang it in the living room where all their friends could see it.

He heard her in the driveway.  She was at the door. He looked her way after pausing the tv. He tried to smile at her but then he burst into tears. This was not going to be a good night.

“Pull yourself together.  Jesus, you little bitch. You’re embarrassing me.”

He looked through tears at her girlfriends who trailed through the door.

“Get it together and go get some glasses from the kitchen.  We bought a couple of bottles of wine and you’re trying to piss me off.  Your paddle came in today.  Guess, they’re going to see me break it in. 

Her girlfriends heard and started to laugh at him.  She looked from him to her girlfriends and then joined in the laughter at his expense.  When she looked back at him, she was no longer smiling.  Her lips curled downward.  He was afraid.  He knew she could be cruel.  All of them could be.  How bad would it get when they started drinking the wine?
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