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Pre-ownership counseling

“The counseling session is really a formality, but it’s good to check in before the ceremony.”  Reverend Halleck sat behind his massive desk looking across at Julia.  “Can I get you anything?  Coffee?  Bottled water?”  He looked at his tall blonde, white secretary who was standing in the doorway after ushering Julia into his office.  “I’m sure Samantha can find something.”

“I’m good,” Julia said pushing herself back into her chair and crossing her legs.”

Reverend Halleck looked at his secretary.  “That will be all.  Make sure you finish up those flyers.”

His secretary curtsied pulling up her short skirt exposing her panties as she did so.  “Yes Sir.” She closed the door behind her.

“You were raised in the church, weren’t you?” Reverend Halleck asked.

“No.  I only started attending in high school.  A friend owned a white boy, I mean she dated a white boy and she talked to me about black supremacy.  We had a lot of fun with him.  Tabitha will be best woman at the ceremony.”

Reverend Halleck laughed.  “Some do start early.  It takes more time with others.  She was lucky that she found a boy who already accepted his inferior status.”

Julia smiled.  “Not at first, he didn’t.  He thought at first that he was lucky to be going out with a hot girl.  She used that to mold him into her servant.  First time we tried out sex toys.”

“Probably the white boy’s first experience as well.”  He smiled over his laptop which he closed.

“Not his last, I can assure you.”  Julia smiled back.  “Let’s just say he was well prepared for the real thing.”

“Did you get a white boy of your own back then or is Bobbi, your first?”  he asked.

“I didn’t really have a need in high school.  Alana let me use her sissy boy whenever I wanted.  I didn’t own him, but I got to experience ownership second hand I guess you’d say.”

“So, Bobbi will be your first?”

“The first where I wanted to formalize our relationship.”

“How is he different?”

“There haven’t been that many, but they all seemed to think this was all part of a kink game and it was all about sex.  If Bobbi has a game on while he’s sweeping the floor and I come in and tell him, I want to watch a movie.  He just says, “Yes Mistress,” and switches to what I want.”

“He can be so sweet.  When I come home in a bad mood, he’ll bring my switch and ask if he can help.  He just seems to know that striking his ass a few times will brighten me right up.”

“Where’s Bobbi at today?  Usually, your servant should be by your side?”

“My mother is taking him to his pre-ceremony brunch where she’ll get to know him.”

“Does Bobbi know what to expect?”

“Just that my mother has invited him to brunch.  I wouldn’t want to spoil Mother’s surprise.”

“Sounds like she has quite the brunch planned.”

“He knows my mother’s in charge of him today.  I expect to be doing a lot of cuddling tonight when he gets home.  Lots of tender loving care tomorrow.”

“A necessary corrective.  Teaches them proper respect for their in-laws.  Any problems that you see coming up with Bobbi.”

“We’ve been together long enough to where I’ve learned to deal with his constant need and horniness.  Early days of his conversion could be rough.  He’d stare at black guy’s crotches and lick his lips.  Embarrassing.  His lust and his needs are still there, and he’d drop to his knees anytime he was offered a black cock to suck, but he has a bit more decorum. He knows it only okay when I say it’s okay.  The only problem that I can think of coming up is jealousy.”

“Jealous of the real men in your life?”

“Jealous of other sissies.  He knows he’ll be the first white boy I’ve owned.  I did tell him that there might be others depending on circumstances.  He asked me if being first meant that he would always be first in my heart and that was something I couldn’t guarantee.”

“Good for you.  I’ve seen some who let their emotions get in the way and they make promises they can’t keep.  It can cause trouble and I’ve seen women sell off their white sissies to bring peace to their household.”

“I’ve told Bobbi that I care very much for my property but that he should get up every day focused on how he can best please me.  He shouldn’t take being my property for granted.”

“Owning a white boy can be a chore in itself.  Maintaining a proper relationship.  Master and servant.  They can be your closest confidant and that can lead them to overstep their bounds.  I make sure and give Samantha a regular spanking, but I’ve found a surprise punishment is especially effective.  I find some minor infraction.  You can usually find something.  For example, she’ll do a good job with the flyers, but I’ll punish her for using the wrong font.  Something and then I’ll make her punishment unexpectedly severe.”  He smiled as he thought about it.  “Nipple clamps, perhaps.  Haven’t used those in several weeks.”

Julia laughed.  “My mother always told me that nothing does more to teach a white boy respect than a good ball spanking.”

“Well, if he can’t walk down the aisle with you, he should still be able to crawl.”

“He’d better walk.  He’s been going on and on about his gown and shoes so he can look pretty on his special day.”

They both laughed and said, “White boys,” at the same time.

A White Wife’s Personal Ad

WhiteWifeinNeed’s ad read:

I am a married white woman.  I love my husband, but his small dick has never met my needs.  I prefer his tongue to his dick.  I did have sex a few times with men that were a bit larger than my husband before we married.  Through the years, I’ve found myself masturbating to what it would be like to be fucked by a black man with a big, beautiful cock.  I want to submit to a dominant black Master with a big dick, but I don’t want to cheat on my husband.  But, if he were to cheat first, then I’d be free to do so. 

My fantasy is to walk in on my husband kneeling in front of the black Master with the Master’s big cock in his mouth.  I laugh and tell my husband that if he enjoys a big black cock then I should be able to do the same.  The Master laughs and says, “You may have to pull your husband off.  The faggot’s been begging to suck my cock.  He really wants me to cum in his mouth.”  I smile and tell him to go ahead, but then he has to get that big cock ready for me and then he can clean us up afterwards and he’ll have even more cum to swallow.”

I’m making this a contest.  The Black Master who wishes to participate should contact me.  If you meet the requirements and submit your plan to seduce my husband and make him like this, let’s talk.  My husband has shown no signs of being gay.  He might be a bit on the timid and submissive side, but he’s shown no signs of wanting this.  The contest is coming up with a plan that brings him to this. I have the winner’s prize between my legs. LOL

She loved the attention she received from the many Black men who responded, but few of them had workable plans for what she really wanted.  She lusted after the pics they sent showing their big cocks.  Some seemed to think that merely showing her their big cocks would be enough for her to pick them.  She had to admit to herself that she was tempted.  Especially when she thought of how unsatisfying sex with her husband was.  But none seemed to offer what she wanted. 

There was no picture attached to the reply that most intrigued her.  It stood out from the others in that it did not start with trying to talk her into bed despite her expressed desire to not be the first to cheat on her marriage vows.  The others seemed to take it for granted that once she saw their cocks she would be overcome with lust and abandon her ideas of how she wanted it to go.

JT, as he called himself, told her flat out that what she was asking was unrealistic and that she was the reason she was not already getting the big black cock she needed to satisfy her.  “Your husband is already a sissy faggot for the use of Black men.  You, yourself, will only be fulfilled sexually when a Black man takes you as is his right.  Your husband is a sissy who covers up his true nature with some degree of pretend masculine pretense that you probably encourage and maintain.  How many times have you faked an orgasm?  How many times have you told him that size does not matter?  How many times have you made excuses for his sexual inadequacies?  You husband wants to be deceived and you oblige by praising his performance.  You want a Black Master to make him into a sissy while you’ve been building him up to think of himself as a man.  If you really want this, it can happen.  But it cannot happen unless you admit you are part of the problem and that you need to make changes first.”

She liked this man.  He didn’t feel the need to send her a dick pic.  She certainly hoped he had big cock and she wanted to see it.  There was a little doubt in her mind that perhaps he wasn’t as well- endowed as the show-offs, but she did like his attitude.  He was not afraid to confront her enabling of her small- dicked husband.  The others had been more sympathetic about her never having been truly fucked by a real man.  He had simply told her that if she wasn’t getting what she wanted in bed then that was her fault.

She wrote a reply.  “Thank you.  What you’ve written has given me hope that I can get what I want.  I’m intrigued and would like to know more about you.  You sound like you might just win my little contest.  You are, at least, one of the finalists.  Got a pic?”

The reply did not come for two days.  It did include a picture.  It was the top of a Black man’s foot on top of a beige carpet.  He had added a caption.  “This is what you’ll see if you win my contest and become another one of the white wives who had found happiness in serving me.  If I agree to take you as my property, I will expect a big wet kiss here and if you are lucky, you might be allowed to place your lips elsewhere.”

Her reply was immediate.  “What would you have me do, Master?  Sounds like a contest where we would both be winners.”

“Stop calling me Master until, you’ve earned it.  Send me your digits and I’ll text you when I have time.”

Later that evening, he sent his first text.  His first order was for her to stop doing what she had been doing.  No faking orgasms.  No telling him how good the fucking had been.  She did not have to start telling him how much she craved a real man with a big cock.  Her first order was to stop feeding his ego about what a good lover he was.

She was surprised at how difficult it was.  That night, he had mounted her and cum after a couple of strokes.  She had wanted to console him with “it happens to all men sometimes.”  She could have added that it seemed to happen to him all the time.  Instead, she had hopped up and gone to the bathroom and cleaned up.  Returning to the bed she had simply turned away from him and closed her eyes while he spooned her.  He pressed into her, but she knew the odds of him getting hard again were as slim as his little dick.

“What kinds of toys do you have?” he had asked.  She felt a little ashamed that she had only the one vibrator since his question seemed to imply that she was not sexually adventurous. 

She had laughed when his next question had been “does your husband know you have a vibrator or is he a complete idiot?”

“I really don’t know. He’s never mentioned it, but I’d lean toward complete idiot.”

“Remember, that you are the one who has never let him know.  It’s probably a shock to him to discover that you aren’t completely satisfied with his little dick.  He wants to believe that, and you’ve enabled him.” He included a link to where she could buy a realistic black dildo that she hoped resembled his member although it seemed a bit big.  Maybe it was too much for her to handle, but it was something she could lust after.

He called this first phase, “the no more hiding phase.”  She was not to hide her purchase and if her husband checked out her purchase history on Amazon, she would just tell him that she decided to get it because she wanted to and she was going to use it to get off.  If he were the one to pick up the package from the porch, she could open it or not at her choosing.  What she was not allowed to do was hide it.  She could not open it and hide it in her dresser drawer.  He even suggested that she leave her dresser drawer open to where it would be easily viewable should he look. 

It had given her a thrill to do so.  Like she was coming out of the closet with her lust for big black cock.  She laughed when she thought of how prudish he must think her to be.

She wrote and told him that she felt he was spying on her and her husband since everything he had told her had come true.  She left the dresser drawer open so that the big dildo was visible.  Later in the day, she had noticed the drawer had been closed.  Her husband had grown irritable and short tempered. 

“Pills, probably,” he had told her and right on time, she noticed supplements in the medicine cabinet with laughable names.  Big dick pills, she called them.  He hadn’t gone as far as getting the equipment that he had warned might come.  Vacuums and pumps and such.  All the things that might make his little dick grow an extra millimeter.

She didn’t know if she would have done it without his support, but after an evening when he had tried desperately to fuck her to orgasm, she laid on her back and made a decision.  Instead of running to the bathroom to wash out the piddle of seed he had left, she rolled to her side and opened the drawer to the dresser.  She had grabbed the dildo and ran to the bathroom.

She stayed in there long enough to bring herself to several very audible orgasms.  When she came out, he was lying on his side curled up in a fetal position.  It looked like he had been crying.  She did not say a word and neither did he.  She knew he was awake and that he could hear her shut the drawer.  She smiled as she thought of her Master’s cock.  He would not let her call him Master, but that’s what he was.

“Your dick just isn’t doing it for me.”  She had prepared for the talk her Master had told her was coming. “I love you.  I tried really hard because I wanted to please you.  I haven’t stopped loving you at all.  I’ve just decided to love myself as well.”  She reached out and caressed his cheek.  “Being honest with you is me loving you as well.  You wouldn’t want me to keep deceiving you.”  She squeezed his shoulder.  “You don’t do it very often, but I’ve enjoyed your tongue more than your dick.  If you’d just do it more often and be willing to take direction.  Maybe focus on it.  When you go down on me, it’s obvious that you want to rush through it, so I’ll put your dick in my mouth.”

“If you love me, then focus on me.  Lick my pussy because you want me to cum.  Not so you can get me wet to fuck me or have me suck your dick.”

She knew the truth hurt him.  But her deception had been hurtful as well.  The hurt feelings had passed.  Her husband did start going down on her, but his hand always found his dick which distracted him.  She told him the masturbation was taking away from his focus on her and he vowed to stop.

In an email, her Master had written.  “There are solutions for your problems.  You know what those solutions are.  See what you want clearly.  You want him to choose the solutions you want.  The answer you seek is how to get him to choose the solutions you want.  Think ahead.  Several steps ahead.  Reward behaviors that move him down the path you seek.”

Rewarding her husband with sex didn’t seem like a good idea since he rewarded himself several times a day.  Her Master had been right.  The solution had been simple when she thought clearly.  Her husband had gone down on her but had started masturbating while he licked her.  She pretended not to notice when he came and then she moaned and pushed her pussy into his mouth hard.  Then she had pulled him up into her arms and she reached down for his dick which had not had time to recover.  She told him that she had wanted to give him a hand job because of how much she had enjoyed his mouth.  He had to beg off.  She smiled to herself and from then on, she had moved to give him a hand job each time that she knew he would not be able to accept.

“I swear you must be jerking off all the time.  Each time I want to feel your dick in my hand, you tell me that you can’t.”

He struggled and tried to stop masturbating but he couldn’t.  She knew that and continued to time her requests for whenever he had masturbated. 

She wanted him in a chastity cage.  It was one of the steps her Master suggested.  She searched online for them but wanted her husband to get one for himself. 

He bought one for an anniversary gift.  She had to turn her laugh into a smile when she saw it.  It would do the trick and keep him from getting an erection, but it was too big.   Somewhere in his brain, there was an idea of how big his dick was, and it was much bigger than the real thing.

Her present to him for their anniversary was a black dildo a little smaller than the one she used.

He had thanked her but looked confused.  “What am I supposed to do with this?”  She laughed and told him it was his gift, and he could do what he wanted with it, but she hoped he would fuck her with it.  “Unless you have other ideas of what you’d like to do with it.”

It was a major step toward her goal although her Master had talked her into changing it.  She had wanted to tell him that he should get busy practicing his cock sucking skills but that would have been counterproductive.  He was making good progress.  She had masturbated him while she had taught him how to use the dildo on her.

Afterward he had put the cage on himself and presented her with the key.  She accepted the key only after telling him what it would mean.  “You’ll only be able to cum when I allow it.  Are you sure you understand this?”  He assured her that he did, and he even begged her to take the key.  She enjoyed his begging.  Her new goal was not only for her husband to suck her Master’s cock, but that he would beg for it first.

She begged her Master for pictures of his cock.  He had resisted her until she sent pictures of her husband wearing his cage.  Her husband had wanted to know why she wanted the picture.  She had told him that someone asked about the key she wore on a chain around her neck.  He had assumed it was one of her girlfriends and she saw no reason to correct him.  In fact, she had become more brazen around her friends by wearing the key over her blouse instead of under it and some of them did start to ask.  He had refused to let her take the picture and she had refused to free him for his weekly hand job.  It was not even a day later when he had capitulated. 

“You made me mad by refusing a simple request.  You’ll get the release you want, but I need a release too.  A release from this anger you made me feel.  I’ll use my hand to give you your release after I warm it up on your bottom.  Your choice.  Crawl over my lap for your spanking and then I’ll let you out.”

She was amazed at how easy it had been.  Her Master had told her the real key was getting him to lock up his dick in the first place.

She had been at a loss as to how to proceed to the next step when her Master reminded her of how competitive men were.  Even though her “man” was slowly being stripped of his manhood, the competitive edge remained.  She first set him up by telling him that the women she had showed his photo had been impressed by his acts of devotion to her.  He was worried that the photo of him in his cage had been shared, but then felt pride in how his giving her his key had impressed her girlfriends. 

Of course, she just had to tell him about that one girlfriend who had to best her.  The one whose boyfriend bought her a special chair that allowed her to sit on his face while she was at the computer watching porn.  Not only that, he searched websites so she could see the big cock porn she loved.  He served her a large glass of wine and had assumed the position under her while she watched.

“Black guys seem to have the biggest dicks don’t you think?”  He asked her when he showed her what he had found on his computer.  She was thrilled because she now knew that his competitive streak would take him the rest of the way.  He got her the special computer chair, but also a pillow for himself that allowed him to sit comfortably in position while she sat in the living room and watched movies.

She toyed with the idea of what she might do to her husband, but her Master told her it was time for him to take over after a few last steps.  He had plans for her as well as plans for her husband.

She would watch the porn of big black cocks, but she would always make sure the porn was of little dicked white boys being cucked by their wives with well- endowed Black men.

Of course, once he was under her licking away, she was free to use the computer to find the videos that her Master had pointed her to.  She turned up the sound so he could hear it when couples described how much better their lives were now that the husband was a cuck.  Women who described the wonderful gift their husbands had given them through allowing them to have Black men as lovers.  Husbands and wives described their delight in big black cocks. 

“Have you ever thought about being with another guy?   One with a big cock like in the videos.”  He asked her one evening as he was about to kneel between her legs.

She had been expecting the question sooner or later.  She knew that he had been spending time on the computer looking at cuckold sites. 

“Everyone has fantasies.  That’s normal.  And you know I like big cocks, so of course, I’ve thought about it.  But you know real life is different.  I love you and I’d never cheat on you.”

“What about your girlfriends?  Do they cheat on their boyfriends?”

“Some have.  They love it and hate it.  They hate the guilt and the lying.  It’s a mess.  They have to juggle.  Remember the lies they’ve told and all that.”

“What if I knew so you didn’t have to lie?”

She took a moment to look thoughtful since he was so close to what she wanted.  “I think I’d feel better about it.  But still strange.  To look at you and say, ‘I’m off to the motel to see my boyfriend.’”

She leaned down to kiss him on the forehead.  “How would you feel about it?  Would you be jealous?”

“Probably.  It’s just that I wished I had a big cock you could enjoy instead of this small dick that I do have.  A big dick to make you happy.”

“You want to see me happy, don’t you?”

“Yes, I really do.  I’d love to see the joy in your face while you got fucked like you want.”

He knelt between her legs and licked a couple of times and then he looked up at her.

“What if I got a guy like that to come over here and fuck you?  Would that be okay with you?”

“If you were really okay with it, I’d love it.  Best present a husband has ever given to his wife.  The other women would be so jealous about me having the perfect husband.  So much better than the others.”

She suggested that he help her set up an online profile on a dating site.  She and her Master already had a user name picked out for her.  Knowing his profile name made it easy to find him. 

They had one conversation on the site while they conducted their real conversation with texts.

In a text, her Master told her that she would have to show that all his effort had been worth it.

She told him that he would find no one more dedicated to him and that she was bringing a servant they could both use.  He said that he always enjoyed converting a white boy to his true nature.

Online, her Master had told her that he greatly desired her and that he would do things to her that the joy and pleasure would be something she would never forget.  Despite his great desire for her, he did not think it would work out for them.  Her husband being there was a deal breaker for him.  In his opinion, there could only be one real man in the house and if it was not him, it would not work. 

Yes, he had been with other white wives, but their husbands had been sissy’s who dressed as women and hardly qualified as men.  He was not willing to come over and fuck her if at any moment, her husband would feel the sudden return of his manhood and become threatening.  He knew exactly where he would stand if something happened and there was a fight.  A black man accused of assault by a white couple would end with him in jail and that was the best case outcome.

She had written that she understood but hoped that he would reconsider.  Her husband had been kind and loving enough to encourage her to seek someone like him out.  She could not stop thinking of him and the pictures that he had sent.  But she understood and if it was not to be, then she wished him well.

She went to the bedroom and began to cry.  Her tears flowed and she found she needed to increase the volume of her crying until her husband came in to ask her what the problem was.

She told him that she had hope that she was finally going to get what she needed but it didn’t look like it was going to happen.  She pointed in the general direction of her computer, but she did not say explicitly what was wrong.  Better for her husband to find the conversation himself.

Later, her Master had told her about the message her husband had sent him.

“This is not her.  This is her husband.  It is important to me that my wife be happy.  She craves what I am unable to give her.  She cried when you ended things.  Please reconsider.  I no longer attempt to satisfy my wife with my small dick.  She enjoys my tongue instead.  I am locked in a chastity cage.  I’ve never thought of myself as a sissy, but I am hardly a real man since I don’t fuck my wife to her satisfaction.  I don’t dress like a sissy girl.  I wear a man’s clothes.  But I will do what is necessary for you not to be threatened if it will bring my wife happiness because I do love her.  I don’t cross-dress, but I’m willing to do whatever it takes if you would be willing to meet us and make my wife happy.”

Her Master wrote back.  “I will fuck your wife and make her into the woman she deserves to be.  I will bring her joy and pleasure that she could not possibly get from you.  I will do this only under these conditions.  You will obey me. You will call me ‘Sir’ and ‘Master.’  You will ask me to fuck her, and you will thank me when I do.  You say, you have no feminine clothing.  Then, you must greet me naked and on your knees.  You are not allowed to wear a man’s clothing in my presence unless I give you special permission.  Your wife is now your Mistress and that is how you will address her.  You will obey her and me or you will be punished.  If you agree then simply reply with “Yes, Master,” and we will get on with it. 

Of course, her husband had sent the required text.  He added that he hoped the Master would fulfill his wife’s needs soon as she was so distraught about his telling her no.

His Master told him that he would arrange a special surprise for his wife the next day.

She continued her display of depression, but it was difficult.  She knew what was planned and she noticed how nervous her husband became. 

When she came home that day, she found her dreams had come true.  Her husband was kneeling before her Master.  He was sucking her Master’s cock.  True, he had tears running down his face, but his mouth was full of cock.  Her Master pulled his cock away and smiled at her.

“Surprise,” her husband said from his knees.  “I mean, surprise Mistress.  I have a wonderful surprise for you.  My Master is here to bring you pleasure.  If I am good, he will allow me to watch.  He allowed me to suck on his big, wonderful cock.  I am not very good at it, and he has made me promise to practice.”

Her Master reached down to touch her husband’s head.  “That is why he begged me to provide him with opportunities to practice.  I told him that after we have our fun, I’ll invite some of my friends over so that he can practice his oral skills.  He understands that he is to be punished for keeping you for so long from becoming the black cock slut you were meant to be.”  He laughed.  “Won’t be long before you have some competition.  I think that before the night is done, there will be two black cock sluts in the family.  Isn’t that right, sissy?”

“Yes, Sir,” her husband said.

She took her Master’s hand and placed both on her sissy husband’s head.

“You are the best most loving husband in the world.  You deserve all this wonderful big black dick you are going to get.  Maybe later on this weekend we can go shopping for some new outfits for you.  I think your Master will be pleased by the changes we’ll be making.”

The Audition

Bobbi rode the stationary bike hard as the sweat flew off him.  He hoped the weight was flying off as well as he worked to burn calories.  Two workouts a day with a mix of cardio and flexibility exercises.  He did Pilates to build his core and dance aerobics that he hoped would make him more desirable to his possible Master.

He had met him online.  He lived a few hundred miles away, but Bobbi felt this was the Black Master he needed and yearned for.  He had grown tired of the men he had met online.  Many pretended to be Masters, but just seemed interested in receiving blow jobs.  A few had fucked him although those were much fewer than the ones who had been satisfied to fill his mouth with their cum.  There were a few who had been interested in having him dress as a feminized sissy, but this was all secondary to their orgasm.

Many had pretended to be Black Masters who believed themselves superior to a white boy like him.  That was fine when they were online but melted away in person.  They pretended to be what Bobbi needed but then turned out to be different in real life meetings.  He was an inferior white sissy slave meant to serve superior Black Masters and Mistresses.  But he was not finding what he craved online.

Then, he met Master Derrick on a site.  He had a couple of white slaves, one man and one woman already living with him.  He was building a community.  For now, all were serving him, but he was looking for more white servants and Black men and women whom he could educate about their proper role. 

It had been difficult for him to find real white slaves.  The women had wanted him for his big cock, but they had no interest in submitting to him in other areas of life.  White boys who fantasized about sucking a big black cock but then had trouble getting their mouth around the head of his cock.  He had hated how they’d try and suck his cock and then pull out their little dicks and masturbate while they sucked.  “Their supposed to be slaves and they act like it’s all about them.”

It was fortunate that Master Derrick lived just far enough away.  Too far away for a quick meeting, but close enough that a longer visit was possible.  Bobbi knew how easily his needs and desires could blind him.  He didn’t want to get his hopes up and move across the country to find that Master Derrick was like all the others.  It would be a long drive, but if the meeting with Derrick went badly, he could still make the long drive back home. 

Bobbi was also in a position where his freelance writing skills were paying the bills.  He could work online for the most part selling an article to a magazine or editing ad copy to where he could live anywhere.  This also met one of Master Derrick’s requirements.  His slaves need to have an income to support themselves until he built his white harem to where some and at some point, all of the slaves would serve full-time.

They had spoken on the phone and exchanged text messages.

Derrick:  If you come for a visit, you’ll see that I’m for real.

Bobbi:  You’ve got a stable of slaves and I’m just not sure I could take it if I were ignored and not getting used enough.  It’s about service to a superior Black Master, but I want to be fucked and fed your wonderful cock on a regular basis. 

Derrick:  At least you’re honest.  Many talk about service but lose interest when it’s not about sex.

Bobbi:  I’m not sure I have a good answer for you.  I could come down and clean your house, but you might not be a Master.  You could be a cheap bastard who wants his house cleaned for free.

Derrick:  How did you guess?  I am a cheap bastard and I do like getting my house cleaned for free.  But I do like a white boy doing it.  In panties of course.  His little dicklet locked up as it should be.

Bobbi:  You sound like a Master I’d like to serve, but I’m not sure if I join your stable that I’d be able to get enough attention to be the slave you turned to for a good fuck.

Derrick:  As a Master, I’d be choosing the hot fuck I wanted, but you want to be the alpha bitch.

Bobbi:  Not Alpha.  I don’t want to boss the other slaves around.  I just want to be the warm wet white mouth you turn to when you want your cock sucked.

Derrick:  I must say, you’ve got balls on you.  LOL.  Probably tiny ones.  But balls, nonetheless.  It’s not just about how wet your mouth is or how tight your hole.  Do I think your ass is pleasing?  You might have a tight hole and a fat ass. 

Bobbi:  More I knew about you the better chance I’d have of being your favorite slave.

Derrick:  But I don’t want long talks just so you can jerk your little clit while you fantasize.  I do understand your wanting to be my favorite, so I have a proposition for you.

Bobbi:  Tell me.

Derrick:  I’ll agree to give you an audition.  You’ll be my slave for a week, and we’ll see if we’re a good fit.  In exchange, we’ll set a date for it to happen.  You will also help me fulfill a little fantasy I have.

Bobbi:  What sort of fantasy is that Sir?

Derrick:  Kidnapping a white boy and making him my slave.  Take him off the street or wherever and feminize him, the works, and make him my sissy bitch.

Bobbi:  Sound like a dream come true to me Sir.

Derrick:  I know.  I may need to go fuck a slave just from thinking about it.  Trouble is, it can’t be a true kidnapping.  I’m not a criminal and in my fantasy after some resistance, the white boy is grateful for his transformation. 

Bobbi:  Hard to transform me when I’m already a convert.

Derrick:  Nothing’s perfect.  But maybe this is as close as we can get.  To start, dress as the fem sissy you are and send pics.  I want a white boy that can pass as a girl or come close.  I want that rather than a guy that’ll never be more than a man in a dress.  If I approve and I like what I see, then I’ll tell you more about me and what I want.  You’ll tell me more about you and if we progress toward a meeting, you’ll be providing me with where you live and your routine and all that.  Then, on the date of your audition or around then, I’d rather you not know exact details, I’ll take you. 

Bobbi:  Permission to jack off.

Derrick:  Denied. LOL.  If you wish, we can talk details later, but I envision bringing my slaves with me.  They can help with the kidnapping and transforming you back to being a sissy and one could drive your car down here.  You audition for say a week with the right to say it’s not for you and you drive your little white ass home.  Then we will see about something a bit longer like a month if we agree.  Take it in steps until you’re my slave for real with no backing out. 

It had been difficult to un-sissify himself.  He had been shaving his body for so long that letting his hair grow had disgusted him.  He still had male clothes although they felt rough on his skin.  They were ugly and plain compared to what he preferred. 

He did not know if Master Derrick would turn out to be a true Black Master he could serve, but he was certainly saying all the right things.  He was willing to do what was necessary to find out. 

He had even given up sex.  No going out and sucking off Black men and letting them fuck him.  Not even using the big black dildos he enjoyed using to masturbate when he fantasized about meeting a real Black Master.  He couldn’t become a virgin to Black cock again, but at least when he met his Master it would have been a while since he had been stretched out by a big cock.

The period of time before the date when his kidnapping was possible gave him a chance to make himself into the slender white boy that Derrick preferred.  He got to know more about what Derrick liked and he knew that Derrick was finding out more about him.

Derrick told him that his male slave, Brandi, was excited about having a sissy sister.  She was giving him head at times when Bobbi told him about his experiences like the time, he had first known he a slave to superior Black people.

Bobbi had barely learned about masturbating when the other boys had decided to do a circle jerk.  He participated but did not know how the idea had come up.  He pulled out his dick and began stroking only to have the other boys snicker at how small his little dick was.  He felt ashamed but he just got harder.  The Black boys had really big cocks and he stroked himself while he watched them.  That night, he had masturbated again, but this time he imagined himself in the center of the circle and the Black boys were shooting cum onto him.  He wanted to suck their big cocks.  He knew he couldn’t admit to what he wanted but he knew that he needed to be kneeling before a Black man.  Later, when he saw more porn, he began to think about a Black woman making him suck on her big fake dick.

Derrick told him that it was good sign that he was meant to be a slave because he realized his inferiority at an early age.  He had known white boys in high school who would never admit to being gay but would kneel in secret and suck his cock.

Closer to the date, after Bobbi had told him about where he lived and gave particulars about his daily routine, Derrick had written him.

“I want you to be properly scared when the kidnapping happens.  My victim should have some fight in him after all.  This is all part of your audition. You should try and fight me off.  I want some resistance.  Possibility you may be hurt.  If you don’t fight me, I doubt you’d be my favorite.  Too compliant and I might just strip you and leave you on the highway to find your way home.  Or leave you naked in front of a kid’s school so the police can arrest you as a sex offender.  Maybe drop you off in a Black neighborhood with “sissy bitch” scrawled on you with a marker.  Lots of things I could do and might do.  Hope this makes you a little scared.  After all, you are turning yourself over to me.  I’m an honorable man and intend to stick to our deal, but you can’t know that for certain.  I could take you home and shackle you in the basement and bring over friends to use you.  LOL just imagining you reading this and knowing you pulling on that little white thing.  Kidnapping date is approaching.”

It did scare Bobbi.  He thought about telling Derrick that he couldn’t follow through on what he had promised.  But if he did, he might not ever find the true Black Master he was looking for.  Not only that.  Could he back out.  Derrick knew where he lived and knew his routines.  He had even given Derrick a signed written statement and recorded a video where he said that he was entering into all of this as part of sex play and that he was agreeing to all these things not only voluntarily but enthusiastically.  Who would listen to a complaint after Derrick played the video where he begged him to be his white sissy slave bitch?

If he didn’t go through with it, he might be condemning himself to a life of forever searching for a true Black Master.  He would be full of regret that he had a chance and had blown it.

In the end he had made a non-decision.  He would just keep doing what he was doing.  Bobbi grew used to having body hair again.  He had not been very hairy to begin with.  He did know why he did it, but he still watched porn full of Black men with their big cocks even though he did not masturbate to them.  It was like he was torturing himself.  He focused on his workouts and losing weight to be the perfect sissy for his Master.  As the day approached, he tried to put aside thoughts of his kidnapping.  The date had been set for when it might happen.  He believed that Derrick would not actually do the deed on the date because that would be too predictable, and his Master would want to make it a surprise. It was best that he put it out of his mind and let the time slip by.  In another week, he might be ready to jump out of his skin on the actual date.

He finished with the bike and went to the locker room to shower.  It was amazing that he found himself attracted to the bigger white cocks he saw there.  He was so horny that he wanted to kneel right there and suck the cocks of the men there.  All the porn he watched was of big cocked Black men, but it had been so long that he found himself imagining what those white cocks would taste like in his mouth.  He hid his own small erection as he got dressed.

He threw his workout bag over his shoulder and walked to the schedule board.  Working out had saved him.  It had been his way of making himself more of the skinny sissy that his Master wanted but it had also kept him busy.  Otherwise, he would never have been able to keep his promise to Derrick to not cum until he was given permission.  He was disappointed as he saw nothing on the class schedule before his evening yoga class.

Walking out to the parking lot, he saw a few scattered vehicles.  He wondered how the gym stayed open with so few people who worked out there in the morning.  It did attract a lot more people for the exercise classes.  So, few cars and yet some jerk had parked right next to him.  Not just next to him, but so close he would have to squeeze in between them to open the car door and then hold it to keep it from hitting against the other vehicle.  They had loud music blaring from the speakers as well.  A deep bass that made everything vibrate. 

This guy and it must be a guy had to be the biggest jerk in the world.  He couldn’t wait to get into his car and get away from all this racket. 

He barely sensed the door of the van sliding open and then strong hands grabbed him.  A man was sliding in between his car and the van.  A pair of hands pulled on his leg, and he was falling back. 

Bobbi screamed as the door of the van slammed shut.  In the semi-darkness of the van, there was movement and then a hard slap across the face that shut him up. 

“Be quiet bitch,” a low voice grumbled.

Everything happened so quickly.  He struggled instinctively but without a plan.  Flailing out with an arm and then both arms were cuffed and pulled over his head as he lay on the floor of the van.  His kicking feet were held and shackled and pulled in the opposite direction.  Cursing and mumbling and his mouth was stuffed with a rag. 

He was cuffed and gagged, and the van was jumping out of the parking lot and onto the main road before it registered that Derrick had surprised him by being a week early.

“How did we do, Master?” the driver asked.

Derrick said, “Perfect.  If you pull onto the interstate up here, there’s a rest stop a few miles down.   Pull in there and I’ll give you you’re reward before we take care of some odds and ends before we head home.”

“What about me Master?” asked the blonde woman kneeling behind the passenger seat.

Derrick laughed.  “I got you a brand- new sissy boy to play with.  Tonight, you can try out his tongue when he licks you clean.”

Bobbi felt relieved that it was Master Derrick who had taken him but then he wondered about the other things that he had said about what might happen to him.  He could be stripped and left somewhere.  If he had heard right, they were stopping at a rest area on the interstate.  A place where sissies like him would go to suck cock. He had never gone since phone apps had made it so easy to meet guys who wanted to be sucked off. What if he was stripped naked and left there?  Suck cock if he could of course.  Beg for a ride.  Being left naked at a rest area on the interstate might have been a fantasy, but the reality would be different.  Riding to some cop stop naked in the back of a patrol car was never part of any fantasy he had had.  He told himself that would be such a good slave that Master Derrick would gladly add him to his stable.

Mostly lost in his own thoughts and his own helplessness, he heard snippets of conversation where they made plans to return to the parking lot where his female slave would pick up his car.  She would go by his apartment and pick through his cosmetics and clothes and pack what a sissy would need before joining them at Master Derrick’s home.  Derrick said he would have no problem controlling Bobbi physically but would have Brandi to help out.  Oddly, he found the talk comforting.  They were planning for after the stop.

At the rest stop, Derrick ordered Brandi, and his female slave, Misti, to search him and pull down his pants.  Then he turned on the music at a medium volume but kept his hand on the volume.  “Be careful and slip the gag from his mouth.  If he tries to yell, I’ll turn up the volume and beat the shit out of him.”

The look in his eyes told Bobbi he meant what he said.  Misti pulled out his gag and he said in a small weak voice, “I’ll cooperate.”

“Good,” Derrick said with a smile.  “I’ll probably beat the shit out of you later.  Kind of an introduction to my stable.  At least for males.  Let you know what to expect if you disobey.”

Bobbi shifted from side to side as best he could as Brandi and Misti slid his pants and boxers down to his knees.  Misti pulled his keys from his jean’s pocket.  Bobbi was glad she had found them.  He had been afraid that he had dropped them when getting into his car.

“Misti,” Derrick ordered.  “Get the cock cage and put it on him.  I want him locked up now.  You can take it off later to get him shaved again.”

Derrick was on his knees looking down at Bobbi.  “Brandi.  Come and get your reward.  He pulled down the sweatpants he was wearing, and his big cock was erect and hovering over Bobbi.

Brandi was on Bobbi’s other side, and he dipped his head down and kissed Derrick’s cock and then opened his mouth to swallow the big cock down to the base without any trouble.

Bobbi watched Brandi sucking Derrick’s cock only a few precious inches over his head.  He wanted to be Brandi.  He wanted Master Derrick’s cock in his mouth.

“His little dick is hard as a rock, Sir,” Misti announced.  “Cage won’t go on with it in this state.”

“Squeeze it down.  Squeeze it hard until it’ll fit.” Derrick ordered.

Misti asked, “Brandi, you packed the gloves I hope.”

“Hear that slave,” Derrick laughed.  “She won’t touch a little white dick like yours unless she’s wearing gloves. Your little thing disgusts her.”

Brandi let Derrick’s cock slip from her mouth.  “Glove compartment.  Up front.”  He glanced at Bobbi.  “Not enough black cum.  After I’d been fed enough my little thing just stays floppy and useless all the time.  I stay horny but my little clit is useless.”  He opened his mouth and took Derrick’s cock back in his mouth.

“Don’t worry, Bobbi.  Yours will be useless too before long.  I’ll feed you.  My friend’s will feed you.  You’ll be a full-on white sissy with a useless white clitty before long.”

Misti had the gloves on and was holding his dick and squeezing hard.  She reached between his legs with one hand and squeezed his balls. Bobbi could not stop the low moan that escaped his lips.  He felt his cock soften under Misti’s hand. 

She continued to squeeze and then he felt the cage being pulled over his shrinking dick.  Bobbi felt grateful that he was caged so that he would no longer feel her painful grip.  After locking the cage, she patted him twice on his balls with enough force as to send pain shooting through him again.

Brandi kept working on Master Derrick’s cock and drips of saliva were dripping onto Bobbi’s face as he watched.  He would be a good slave and soon it would be him that had Derrick’s big cock in his mouth.  Maybe he and Brandi would work together and if they were he would be sucking the black balls swinging above him.

Bobbi saw Brandi stop and hold Derrick’s cock in his mouth and he knew he was cumming.  He watched as Brandi slowly moved his mouth up and off the cock, and began licking at the cum.  Drops of cum fell on his face but none were close to his mouth.  Derrick moved away after his cock was clean, but Brandi leaned down and let the cum in his mouth drip down to Bobbi who held his mouth open to receive.  Then Brandi knelt and kissed him and pushed more cum into his mouth.  Bobbi swallowed and entwined his tongue with Brandi’s as he tasted his new Master’s delicious cum.

Derrick looked down and smiled as he watched his new sissy slave enjoy the first taste of his cum.  “I think we can make you a bit more comfortable.  You’re going back naked and shackled, but you can sit up on the floor while we travel.  Brandi has some bottled water, and you can have some.  But careful how much you drink.  That bottle will also be your urinal.  Don’t make a mess and you’ll have to drink your piss before getting out of the van.  I prefer to use a white mouth as a urinal so I might be picking yours.”  Derrick hoisted a water bottle and took a long drink and then winked at Bobbi.

Bobbi smiled a little in return.  He felt uncertain about drinking his new Master’s piss.  None of the other pretend Master’s he had met had asked him to do this.  That’s not entirely true, he thought.  One had but had ruined the moment when he asked Bobbi’s permission and then the weak piss stream had ruined the experience.  He did want a Master that would push him and not ask for permission first.  Derrick’s using him as a urinal excited him even if the act also disgusted him.  He was more concerned about his ability and whether he would make a mess.  It would be so wonderful to hold Derrick’s big cock in his mouth even if it was while his Master took a piss.  He saw Derrick frown and look away as if he wanted Bobbi to at least be a little put off by thoughts of drinking his piss.

They returned to the parking lot.  Misti took his keys.

“I know we’re a little early, but did you already have a go bag ready?” Master Derrick asked.

“I had started one Sir.  The suitcase is open on my bed, but I didn’t finish packing it,” Bobbi answered.

“No matter.  Misti is looking forward to your transformation.  It’s like she has a living doll to play with.  I’m sure she can put together what she needs.”

At his apartment, Brandi parked his car next to the van.  Derrick shackled him to the floor and put his gag in and then covered his mouth with duct tape.  He threw a heavy blanket over him. 

“We’ll only be a few minutes, sissy.  I’ll be back once I have a look around and tell my slaves what to pack.  I just don’t want someone to come along and look in the back.”  Derrick smiled.  “Although I do wonder what they’d think.  A naked white boy chained up in the back of the van.  Maybe they’d hang around and ask if they could help.”

Bobbi lay under the cover and wondered when he would see his car and his apartment again.  He kept telling himself that this was what he wanted.

True to his word, Derrick returned after a few minutes.  “Don’t worry, sissy.  It’s me.  They’ll be along in a bit.  Now, I decided to leave your car here.  Good place for it.  I’d rather keep you for a while and then decide what to do with your place and your things.  Not sure if it’ll work out, but from all I’ve seen of you.  You are a slave, and you need to be owned.  When my other slaves get back, we’ll go to my home and then I’ll spend some time training you and I’ll know pretty soon if I’m going to keep you.”

Bobbi lay under the cover and contemplated his fate.  He had to laugh at the situation he had put himself in.  But he knew this was what he wanted.  His little dick swelled in his cage.  He had these desires for as long as he could remember.  He had tried to fight them so he could be “normal.”  Now, it was time to prove himself and he would do whatever it took.

Soon he heard the doors open and close and he knew the other slaves were back.  The van started and he saw Misti as she uncovered him.  She took off the duct tape and gag.  Soon, he was back to kneeling behind his Master’s seat as he looked through the window as they got on to the interstate.

It was a long trip, and they did stop at one rest stop.  Derrick had summoned not Bobbi, but Brandi to kneel between his legs.  The slave smiled at Bobbi before turning to take Derrick’s cock into her mouth.

“Maybe when you earn the pleasure, but not yet.  I think Brandi was getting jealous when I said I might use you as a urinal instead of her.”

Bobbi watched Brandi swallowing as Derrick pissed into her mouth.  The slave brought his hands up as he appeared to struggle swallowing all of it, but Bobbi realized how difficult it must be as Derrick seemed to piss for a long time.  He finally finished and Brandi licked his cock clean.

“You and Misti can go to the bathroom now.  When you get back, I’m sure that Bobbi will need to go, and I want you around to help if he needs it.”

Bobbi watched them get out and they both started to go in the women’s side until Misti grabbed Brandi by the wrist.  After a few words, Brandi walked over to the men’s side.  Bobbi assumed that Brandi was so feminized that he forgot that dressing as a male for the mission would mean he needed to go to the men’s side.

Derrick took the bottled water he had given Bobbi and unscrewed the top.  “I’m sure you must be thirsty by now.  Go ahead and drink it all down.”  He held the bottle to Bobbi’s lips and tilted it back so that Bobbi had no choice but to drink.  Derrick pulled the bottle back when he it began flowing around Bobbi’s mouth and down his neck.  But after waiting a moment, he turned the bottle back up until Bobbi had finished it.

Bobbi had held off drinking because it might make him want to go.  He saw Brandi and Misti approaching the van and he realized that now, he would not have a choice.  And he did need to go.

Brandi and Misti climbed into the van.  Derrick smiled and handed Misti the empty bottle. 

Derrick said, “I think he can go now.  If not, we’ll just wait until he can.  If I’m going to turn you into a piss drinker, it’s best to start you on the weak stuff.”

“It’s okay, Sir,” Bobbi said, “I think I can go now.”

Brandi helped him stand and Misti knelt in front of him and grabbed his caged dick and pressed it to the opening. 

“Time to let it go,” she said.

“If you make a mess, you will be cleaning my van with your tongue,” Derrick added.

He started to pee, but Misti had to adjust to keep it centered in the open neck of the bottle.  Piss started to collect in the bottle.  When he finished, she took the bottle and capped it. 

Misti held up her wet hand.

“Looks like you did make a mess,” Derrick said.  “Clean it up, Bobbi.”

Bobbi took Misti’s hand and licked it.  He didn’t taste much piss, so he licked it until it was clean.  She took her hand away and Brandi was holding the bottle up to him.

“Looks like not all the piss went into the bottle.  Better lick the outside clean.”

Bobbi ran his tongue over and around the bottle where the taste was a little stronger.

Derrick laughed.  “I think you know what you need to do, sissy.”

Bobbi unscrewed the top, held the bottle to his lips and drank.  It was warm and tasted bad, but not as bad as he had imagined.  There was a strong aftertaste when he lowered the bottle.  He decided that it was best to finish it since he was going to have the taste in his mouth for a while.  When he finished, he put the top back on the bottle.

“Good, we’ll make a piss drinker of you yet.  Make you, my urinal.  My piss is a lot stronger tasting that that weak piss of yours.”

Brandi smiled.  “Master’s piss can be very strong.  But it is wonderful that I am able to taste and swallow it as Master directs me.”

“Thank you, Brandi.  Now, get us back on the road.  I’d like to get home before it gets late.”  Master Derrick took his seat and Brandi took the wheel.  Soon, they were flying down the interstate headed to Master Derrick’s home.

Master Derrick’s house was located in the exurbs outside a major metropolitan area.  The decreasing population of the area meant that his two-story house was set back from the road and surrounded by large lawns on all sides.  It was dark but the illuminated parts of the yard showed that it was well cared for.  One of the benefits of owning slaves, Bobbi thought when he saw it.  High privacy fences surround the property meant that once Misti closed the gate behind them, they were effectively cut off from any neighbors who wanted to find out what went on at Master Derrick’s estate.

“Get him ready.” Derrick ordered Brandi and Misti.

The two slaves helped Bobbi out of the van.  They placed handcuffs on the new slave and attached a chain to the link between the two cuffs.  Brandi handed the chain to his Master.

“I am bringing you as a slave into my home.  You are to serve and obey me.  You enter naked.  Everything you have comes from me.  I own you.  Your only thoughts should be how best to serve me.  Learn what pleases me.  Obey me in all things.”  He looked expectantly at Bobbi.

“Yes, Master Derrick, Sir.”  His new slave answered.

His new Master led Bobbi trailing behind on the chain to the side of the house and down concrete steps where he unlocked a door.  Bobbi was led into the basement.  Brandi followed as he dragged Bobbi’s go-bag suitcase into the room.  Misti closed the door behind her and sat down the bag she had slung across her shoulder.

Master Derrick flipped on the lights and announced, “My playroom.”

Bobbi had a hard time taking it all in.  There was a large tv on one wall with a couch and chairs around it.  Two pool tables were near the center of the room.  Parts of the room were covered in rugs while other parts were just bare concrete.  There was exercise equipment and then there were chains hanging from the ceiling in places. 

Derrick smiled as he watched Bobbi take the room in.  “It’s a combination man-cave and dungeon.  Or maybe dungeon is too harsh.  My slave training room.”  He laughed.  Reaching for a support pole, he flipped another switch, and a light came on over the far corner of the basement. 

Looking in that direction, Bobbi said, “It’s…It’s a…”

“Jail cell.  Yes.  Technically, since this is not jail, it really is just a room with bars.”  Derrick put his hand on Bobbi’s shoulder.  “Your cell.  At least for a while.  You have to prove yourself to me before you get the privileges that Brandi and Misti have earned.”

He led Bobbi to the cell.  The bars were spaced a few inches apart and ran from the ceiling down to the floor where they were set into the concrete. The cell had a bunk that folded into the wall supported on chains when in the sleeping position.  There was a stainless-steel toilet in the middle of the room like a regular jail cell except for the basin and faucets that had been installed just inside the bars on one side.

Derrick took a key from his pocket and stuck it into the padlock and chain that kept the cell door closed.  He unwrapped the chain and opened the door. 

Bobbi entered the cell as Derrick held the door open.  He held out his hands while Derrick uncuffed him.

“Been a long day and I’m going to go to bed.  Brandi, go grab the blanket from the van.  Misti, you’ll come with me to the Master bedroom.”

Bobbi sat on his bunk and looked around the basement.  He wondered if his training would involve being chained to the ceiling or to the wall.  Along one wall, he saw several whips hung on the wall near the chains.  Brandi returned with the blanket from the van.  Derrick had already chained the door closed and Brandi stuffed the blanket around the edge of the door.

“It will be okay.  You’ll be fine.  Master Derrick is a very good Master.  Just get some sleep,” Brandi said trying to reassure Bobbi.

Bobbi crawled onto the bunk and pulled the blanket around him.  Master Derrick had said something about keeping him chained in the basement if he chose to.  And now here he was.  Not chained but confined in a cell in Derrick’s basement.  He had given up control and now Derrick was in charge.

“Wake up bitch.”

Bobbi opened his eyes.  It felt like only seconds ago that he had fallen asleep.  Following the sound of the voice, he saw a Black man standing at the bars.  It was not Derrick.

“Who are you?” Bobbi asked.

“It’s your breakfast,” Derrick said from the stairs.  “It’s also a Black man talking to you and you’re not on your knees.”

Bobbi slid off the bunk and onto his knees on the cold concrete floor.

“That’s better,” the man said. “Now come over here so I can feed you.”  He unzipped and stood against the bars letting his hardening cock poke through the bars.

Bobbi crawled to the man. He hesitated.

“Go ahead.  Derrick always starts his new white bitches on a high protein diet.”

Bobbi opened his mouth and used his hand to guide the black cock into his mouth.  He looked up at the man as he began to suck.

Derrick joined the man as Bobbi sucked on his cock. 

“Is it me,” the man said to Derrick, “or are white boys getting dumber?”

Bobbi felt the cock in his mouth harden to full erection.

“I thought you liked dumb bitches.  Kind that don’t know anything but how to please a black dick.”

“There is a certain attraction I’ll admit.  And that is what a white boy needs to know most of all.”  The man laughed.

Bobbi thought of himself as a dumb sissy bitch with a fat black cock in his mouth and he knew he would have an erection right now if his dick were not caged.  He moved his mouth up and down the hard cock and then took it from his mouth as he looked up at the man and greedily licked and kissed it.  He put the cock back in his mouth and began to suck.

The man was gripping the bars and he pressed himself against them.  Bobbi could feel the surge when the man began to cum.  He swallowed at the first jet of cum and then his mouth was full.  The warm salty goodness filled his mouth and he swallowed again.  The man finished and Bobbi licked him clean.  Bobbi loved cleaning the cum from a man’s cock.  It was a thank you for having been given a gift of his cum.

“Good boy,” said the man.

The man smiled and turned to Derrick.  “Thinking about selling this one?”

Derrick laughed.  “I’m thinking of keeping this one for myself.  But who knows.  Depends on the offer.  I’ve got others in the network stopping by to take a look.  Like I said, plan is to keep him, but I’m certainly willing to consider offers.”

The man zipped up.  “You SOB.  You’re just trying to drive up the price.”

“Who me?” Derrick replied innocently.

The two men walked up the steps while Bobbi crawled back to the bunk with the taste of cum on his lips. 

He sat on the bunk and waited.  Looking around the basement was all he had to do so there was nothing to take his mind off his worries.  Knowing that he was turning himself over to a Master had always been his great fantasy.  He knew that reality would be different from his fantasy, but he had not expected this.  His new Master could auction him off to someone else entirely.  He thought he was prepared to become a slave.  Why hadn’t he thought of this?  He was property and an owner could do what he wanted with his property.  Bobbi had not thought of how his Master while living in a different place was still close enough to where he still considered home.  He had taken comfort in this.

Bobbi heard the door at the top of the steps open.  He watched and saw Master Derrick walking down the steps.  Misti and Brandi followed him. 

Derrick approached the cell door and unlocked the chain.  “Need to get you cleaned and sissified.  It’s a disgrace to have a white boy walking around my home who’s not feminized.”

Derrick held a pair of handcuffs toward Bobbi who submissively extended his wrists. After locking on the restraints Derrick marched him out of the cell.  Misti took him by the arm.  Bobbi noticed that Brandi was carrying a bucket that held rags and brushes. 

Misti guided Bobbi along the concrete floor to a drain.  “Don’t worry,” she whispered.

“Time to get wet,” Derrick announced.

Bobbi looked and Master Derrick had a garden hose in one hand.  The hose snaked through a partially closed window, and it ended in a nozzle with a handle to control the water flow.

Misti and Brandi had both stepped away from Bobbi.

“Just keep straddling the drain,” Master Derrick said.  He turned the water on and ran a stream of water over Bobbi’s body.

“Turn around,” ordered his Master and Bobbi turned under the constant flow of water from the hose.

The water was cold, and Bobbi shivered.  His hair dripped with water and then Brandi and Misti moved in.  They scrubbed him with soap using rags and brushes.  He would have enjoyed the hands roaming over his body if the water had not been so cold. 

The two slaves moved aside and then Derrick used water from the hose to wash the soap from his body.  This time the spray of water hit him harder as Derrick had increased the pressure. 

Derrick laughed when he flipped to the highest pressure and hit Bobbi’s cage with the stream of water.  He decreased the pressure and said, “Sorry.  Had it on the castration setting.”

Bobbi smiled a little as the water had not hurt him in the position, he was in.  If it had hit him directly in the balls, he would have been on the floor moaning.

Brandi and Misti moved in with towels and rubbed him dry.  His shivering stopped and he saw Derrick cutting off the water and laying the hose down.

“Misti.  Get your stuff and give the new gurl a proper look.  She needs a shave too.”  Derrick walked toward the part of the basement with the television and the couch.

Brandi took Bobbi by the arm and they both followed Master Derrick.  “I’m so excited,” she whispered, “to have you as a girlfriend.”

Master Derrick looked at Brandi.  “Bring your sister to the center of the room and have her turn and show off for the cameras.”  He sat on the couch and watched Brandi bring Bobbi to the center of the carpeted area.  As Brandi helped him in turning, he could see his images on the televisions.  Squares of camera feeds showed him from different angles.  He closed his eyes trying not to get disoriented.

Fortunately, Brandi stopped him so that he was looking away from the camera at the stairs.  He saw Misti descending with a bag draped over her shoulder.  She was not alone.  Black men followed her down the stairs.  Three of them.  No, a fourth and then a fifth Black man who let the door close behind him.

“I hope you don’t mind, Bobbi.  I’ve invited a few friends to see your transformation.”  Derrick smile.  “Actually, I hope you do mind.  I do hope that my friends and I can find a guy who we can transform who hates it.  Makes the little white boy cry.”

Derrick watched his friends settle into their chairs.  “But we always seem to find white boys who have at least been secretly beating off their little wienies dreaming of big black cocks.”

His friends laughed and one said, “Every time.”

Derrick nodded toward Brandi who approached.  He handed Brandi a small key.  Kneeling before Bobbi, Brandi took the key and unlocked his cock cage.  His penis remained small and flaccid.  Looking around the room at the Black men in their chairs he saw they were all amused.

“Time to show off, Bobbi.  This is your chance to cum.  Pull on that little thing so we can all see how big you get when you get a boner.”  Bobbi hesitated so Derrick commanded him, “It’s an order sissy bitch.  Start masturbating now.  Entertain us.”

Bobbi put his hand on his limp dick and began to pull on it, but he seemed to remain soft.  He looked around the room at the men who looked back at him.  He was exposed for what he was.  All of the men looking back at him knew that he dreamed of being on his knees before them sucking on their big dicks.  His Master looked back at him, and he began to feel the beginnings of an erection.  This man knew all his secrets.  How he had searched for a real Black Master to serve.  He knew that Bobbi had sat at his computer jerking off as he looked at Black Cocks.  He had a full erection now.  He saw Brandi who still knelt in front of him.  He was her.  He wanted to be dressed like her in front of men like this.  He got closer to cumming and now he saw the men sprawling on their chairs with their legs open.  Their jeans were full of big bulges as he imagined them getting hard.  They would feed him their cocks and their seed. 

He was cumming and Brandi was ready.  She grabbed his dick and held her other hand in front of it to catch his cum.  When he finished, she stood in front of Bobbi.  She smeared his cum onto her face and then she kissed him.  He tasted his cum on Brandi’s lips and tongue.  He licked her face, and she licked his face in turn.  Returning to the kiss they put their arms around one another and embraced as they finished their sissy kiss.

“Perfect,” said one of the Black men.

“Like lesbians.  Sissy lesbians,” said another.

“Not sure what you want to call it,” said Derrick, “but neither one has a real dick.”

“Misti,” Derrick continued.  “Get that girl shaved like she should be.”

Misti knelt before Bobbi and put one hand between his thighs to nudge them apart.  She took a cold wet rag to moisten his pubic hair and then sprayed the area with shaving cream.  Holding his shrived dick and balls in her hand she made passes with a razor dunking it at times into the bucket of water by her side.  In what seemed like no time to Bobbi, she was wiping the cold wet cloth over his clean shaven crotch.  It had been a while since Bobbi had shaved down there and the coolness of the air on his shaven crotch seemed like a new experience.  Before he had a chance to enjoy the feeling, Misti had taken his small dick and pushed it into the cage and locked him back up.

He was looking at the men who had seen him shaved when Misti pulled on his balls.

“Lean over and put your hands on the coffee table.  Your Master and his friends prefer sissies with shaved pussies.”  She reached around and patted his ass.

Bobbi leaned on the table.  He looked down at the concrete floor and could see the men’s feet and legs as they circled him getting better looks.  Misti applied the shaving cream.  He could hear clicks and assumed the men were taking pictures on their phones as Misti shaved his ass and his boy pussy. 

“I told you she’d be a pretty little thing before Misti’s done,” Master Derrick said.

Bobbi felt adrenalin rush through him.  He was flushed and leaned into his hands as he tried to keep from trembling.  His feelings were unclear.  He was excited, but it was both the excitement of sexual arousal and the excitement of fear.  He could hear the men making comments.

“The little bitch is excited.  Look at those nipples.”

“I’d pierce those.  Her little clit too.”

“White bitch like that.  Paddle that ass.  Make her know who her Daddy is?”

“You mean, let her know who her Pimp Daddy is?”

There was general laughter and then he could hear Derrick speaking and drawing nearer.  His Master slapped his ass hard and the sound echoed off the concrete.  “Be thinking about how much you’re willing to bid.”

“Bid?”  Bobbi thought and this time there was no doubt that what he was feeling was fear.

“Don’t we get to taste the merchandise first?” asked one man.

“Slow down,” Derrick said.  “I want you to watch a little more.  Make you guys horny and willing to put down some real money here.”

Misti put a hand on Bobbi’s ass.  “Everything will be all right.  Trust me.” She whispered quickly and appeared to kiss his ear.  “Have a seat right over here and let me make you pretty.”  She directed him to a folding chair.

The chair felt cold to Bobbi’s ass.  He wasn’t sure what the reassurance from Misti had meant.  He was unable to read more into her eyes as she looked at him.  She was not looking him in the eye but was assessing his features and color.

Misti had a small table where she had spread out her cosmetics.  She began his make-up and he tried to make eye contact with Master Derrick.  He needed to plead with him.  Being his slave was scary but that was what he was at least a little prepared for.  If he went off with a buyer, he could end up anywhere and in any condition.  It was enough to think of being taken off somewhere as someone else’s slave.  He tried not to think of what might happen to him if he were sold.  Maybe Misti had meant that as a white boy this was his proper place in the world and that once he accepted this fact, then he would be okay.

“I think you’re right Derrick.  She’s a pretty girl.”

“Every white boy is a pretty girl, each in his own way.”

“Ugly bitches try harder,” one laughed.

“Bobbi will be a pretty bitch on the end of your leash,” Derrick said.

“True,” said one man who stood in front of Bobbi and bent down to look him in the face.  “But I do kind of like it to take one of the ugly white bitches out.  Can’t pass.  So, everyone who sees him dressed as a slut just knows that if she’ll be out like that, then she’ll do anything I tell her.”  He laughed.

Misti finished making up Bobbi’s face.  She held out a pink t-shirt and she helped him slip over his head.  He pulled his head through and looked down but couldn’t make out the glittery letters that read “Black Man’s Sissy.”  She bent down and pulled a pair of red high heels from behind a box and slid them onto Bobbi’s feet.  They were a size too small, but they went on with some effort.

She held out a hand and helped Bobbi up.  She wrapped a red skirt around his hips that was almost short enough to be a belt.  It barely hid his caged cock. 

Misti held his hand as he stood up and took a few tentative steps.

Derrick laughed.  “Don’t be shy.  White boy like you.  Bet you been parading around in heels from back when you first slipped on your Mama’s shoes.”

Misti continued to hold his hand as she walked him in a circle as the men evaluated him and his potential.

“You put her out on the street, and you’ll make your money back in no time,” Derrick said as he continued his efforts to bid up Bobbi’s price.

Bobbi felt like he was going to cry but he squeezed his eyes shut to try and stop the tears, but one rolled down his face.  He sniffled and tried to smile knowing he had to make the best of it.  He was not sure what Derrick was capable of but did not think it would be pleasant if he broke down.

“I still want to taste the merchandise,” one man said.

“Write down your bids on your slip of paper.  Give them to me and I’ll take Brandi and Misti upstairs with me.  Bobbi will be happy to prove his skills.  If he doesn’t, then make him.  I’m going to enjoy my other slaves while I contemplate your offers.”

Bobbi watched as Derrick collected the bidding slips from the men.  He stuffed them into a pocket and headed to the stairs with Brandi and Misti.  Turning back to the men he said, “Don’t get anything on her outfit.  I might need those for my next auction.”  With that, he walked up the steps followed by his two white slaves leaving Bobbi alone with the men.

The door closed behind Misti who trailed behind Derrick and Brandi.  She turned and winked at Bobbi.  He looked around at the grinning men who had already started taking off their clothes.

“Pull of those clothes and fold them up real nice, Honey,” one man said.  “You look good, but I want to know how good you are with dick.”

Bobbi pulled off his t-shirt and stepped out of his shoes.  He was surrounded and the men seemed to be closing on him.  Relieved to be out of the shoes, he pushed them to the side with his foot.  Then they were all naked and he felt them pressing into him with their hard cocks.

One man helped him pull off his skirt and a cock was pressing into his ass.  Hands grabbed his wrists and pulled him forward while other hands held his thighs.  He had no control as he was bent forward, and hard cock pressed into his lips.

Hands slapped his ass and squeezed it.  More hands were rubbing his nipples.  He opened his mouth to the big black cock in front of him.  Lubed fingers were being shoved into his boy pussy.  More hands on his head and the man in front began fucking his throat. 

Bobbi needed cock but he wanted it to be slower.  He could not breath.  Fingers in his hole pulled out and a cock was pressing into his boy pussy.  He wanted the men to use more lube.  He wanted to cooperate.  He was trying to tell them he would serve them willingly.  But the cock in his mouth prevented him from talking or breathing.  Bobbi felt like throwing up as the big black cock in his mouth just pressed its way into his throat.  It made no difference what sounds he made.  If anything, the men became more excited by his struggles. 

Each of his hands was placed on a hard cock and then hands over his own began using him to jack off their cocks.  A shot of warm cum shot down his leg and then his leg had a cock smearing the cum over his skin.

The cock in his mouth shot cum down his throat and then the cock was wiped over his face.  Bobbi took a gulp of air, and another cock was jammed into his mouth.  He felt dizzy and then realized he was being rotated on the cock in his ass and he was face up.  The heavy balls of one man were on his forehead as he was face fucked again. 

Cum hit him in several places.  The cock in his ass exploded with cum and was withdrawn.  The cock that replaced it felt better as the cum from the first man became lubricant for the second.  More cocks and more cum.  The Black men kept pumping him from both ends.

Bobbi’s only reprieve was a brief respite as one cock replaced another.  He felt his hole and his mouth being stretched by hard black cocks.  The men’s hands were all over him.  Someone had his balls and was squeezing hard.  Pain shot through him, and he wanted to collapse but it made no difference.

He felt himself collapse like a rag doll, but the fucking kept on.  It was like he had given up and was no longer there but the cocks and the fucking and the cum kept going.

It slowed down as one by one the men had had enough.  Tears were streaming down his face.  Covered in their cum, their hands lowered him to the floor.  Bobbi was moaning and turned on his side and drew his knees up to his chin.  One man gave him a hard slap on the ass and then Bobbi could hear them getting dressed.  Their voices were far away.  He could hear them reveling in their pleasure, but the sound seemed far away.  Bobbi was crying almost unconsciously as he heard them on the stairs.  All he could do was lie there with his eyes closed as his entire body trembled.

Bobbi did not know how long he lay on the cold concrete floor of the basement.  Brandi and Misti had appeared and helped him upstairs.  They had placed him into a hot bath and scrubbed him clean although he still smelled the strong odors of the men’s cum.  He had cried and still the tears kept coming.  He tried to ask questions, but all the other slaves would do was kiss him and tell him that all would be well.  He wondered why they talked in whispers, but he did as well.  It was as if they were all keeping a secret, but he did not know what the secret was. 

Master Derrick opened the bathroom door as Bobbi was standing as Brandi and Misti were using towels to dry him.  He was smiling.  “My friends were very pleased.  Bring him to my room.  I want to tell you about your new owner, Bobbi.  This has turned out to be a very lucrative venture.”

Bobbi began to tremble, and the two other slaves pressed themselves into him in a three-way hug.  Then they were moving down a hall and through a door which turned out to be Master Derrick’s office.  Bobbi was let down on his knees in front of a large oak desk.  Derrick sat behind the desk smiling.

“Close the door behind you,” Derrick ordered and then it was just the two of them in the room.

“Bobbi.  I wanted you to know that it is not just about the money although that is certainly important.  To me, it’s about making sure a white boy is put into his appropriate role and how he can best serve his Black superiors.”

“After a little discussion and haggling, turns out that three of them live close enough together that they decided to go into a kind of partnership where they will own you together.  Plenty of work for you serving all three.  I’m sure you’ll be happy with all the black dick you’ll be getting.”

He pushed back from his desk.  “I’m thinking you should come over here and thank me for all my hard work.  Afterwards, I’ll have Brandi and Misti get you all set.  They’ll be flying back this evening and you’ll be at your new place by the time you go to sleep tonight.  Well, I’m sure it will be a late night.  I think they want to celebrate with their new sissy.”

Bobbi was stunned.  This was his worst nightmare or was it his greatest fantasy.  He would have been stroking his little dick at the thought if he had been home in front of his computer.  He began crawling around the desk and then tears were running down his face as he crawled toward Derrick who had unzipped and was stroking his massive cock to hardness.

“Tears of happiness, I hope,” he said.

Bobbi snuffled, “No Sir.  I…” Would he be allowed to speak or would he be punished.

“You make me think something’s wrong.”

“I thought that you were going to own me for a trial period, and we’d see how it would go.”  Bobbi was looking at Derrick’s big cock but took a quick glance up at the man he thought would be his Master.

Derrick laughed.  “You actually thought that I’d kidnap you, enslave you, then maybe let you go when your slave fantasy was realized.  Slavery doesn’t work that way.  You become my property and I what I want with my property.”

“But, please Sir.  Could I go back to where I’m owned by you and could stay here serving you along with Brandi and Misti.” 

Derrick slowed his stroking.  This was the best part for him.  A white boy kneeling between his legs begging him.

Bobbi saw the scowl on Derrick’s face.  “You thought slavery was a joke.  That you could decide when to end it.  Being a slave means that you only get a choice when your owner gives you one.  Still think it’s a joke bitch.”

“No Sir.  Not now.  Maybe I didn’t take it seriously enough, but I do now, Sir.  And please Sir.  If you would just take me back to be yours, I wouldn’t question that I’d be your property.”

“You already are my property which means I decide what happens to you.  If I decide to sell you, that’s my right.”  Derrick felt the hardness of his cock and he knew soon he’d bury it in the white boy’s wet mouth.

“I know you own me Sir.  It’s just please.  Keep me.  I’ll be a good slave and do whatever you say.  Just please, Sir.  Keep me,” Bobbi pleaded.

“I’ve already got slaves who do what I say.  You’d do the same if you were here.  I’d be the loser if I kept you.  I’d be out all that money.”

“I’d earn it back and I would do whatever you say.  I could work and still serve you.  You and your friends.  Do whatever you want.”  Bobbi wanted to lie between Derrick’s feet and beg him, but he stayed upright.

“What you’re good at is sucking cock and getting fucked.  No fantasy.  I’d whore you out.”

“I’d do as told.  You can whore me out.  I’d work hard for you.”

“No fantasy.  It’d be a lot of little white dicks you’d have in your mouth.  I wouldn’t be charging a brother.”

“Yes Sir.  No fantasy.  I don’t know how much they agreed to pay you, but whatever it is, I’d earn that back for you and more.”

Derrick looked thoughtful as if he were trying to decide the matter.  “Okay, let me ask you this?  There are some things that I do ask a slave, so he gets a choice.  Now, Brandi is a fine slave, but when I asked him if he’d have some things done, he declined.  He did so politely, but he did say no, and I gave him that choice.”

“I’d say yes to it Sir.”

Derrick laughed.  “You don’t even know what “it” is?”

“I’d do it.  I mean, what was it Sir?  Ask and I’ll give you, my answer.”

“Brandi’s fine, being a femmed out sissy faggot, but when I asked him to take hormones and get tits, he did say no.”

Bobbi was shocked.  Tits.  To stay, he’d have to say yes to tits and hormones.  But, if he was sold to those men, they might want the same and maybe more.  He opened his mouth but couldn’t form the words and then it came out, “what about my balls and dick.”

Derrick laughed so hard that he lost a bit of his erection.  “Those little things.  If I wanted a real girl, I’ve already got Misti.  I want a male slave with tits.  So, I could give them a good squeeze when I fuck him.  Besides, I’d want to keep his balls on him so I could give them a good kick if I needed to punish him.”

“Yes Sir, then.  I’d take the hormones and grow tits for you.”

“I’m talking surgery too.  Probably need more than just the hormones.”

Bobbi pleaded.  “Whatever you say Sir.  I’ll get tits however you want, and I’d be your whore and your property.  Please, just please.”

Derrick looked Bobbi in the eye.  “Crawl up here and suck my hard dick.  I’ll think about your offer.  You’d get tits and you’d earn money as my whore.”

Bobbi felt he had a chance.  He would show Master Derrick what a good cocksucker he could be.  He looked up at him as he kissed and licked his large cockhead.  He’d get it all in his mouth somehow.  It was so big, but he would do it somehow.  He opened his mouth wide and slid his lips over Derrick’s cockhead.

“I suppose I could talk to them.  I’ll talk to Misti about giving you a hormone shot this afternoon.  Soon, we’ll be measuring you for bras.”

Bobbi would be staying.  He heard his Master, and he would do whatever it took to please him. He wanted to worship his Master’s cock so that he would know what a good decision he had made.

Stopped on the Highway

Bobbi saw flashes of red in his rearview mirror.  After everything tonight and now he’d have to get his brake lights worked on.  Now, the red was constant.  A brief blare of siren brought him to attention.  Cops. 

Great.  He realized he was in trouble as he pulled his car to a stop on the shoulder of the road.  There was not much of a shoulder, and he felt his tires go off the pavement and onto the grass.  About a mile back he had passed through a tiny stop in the road where a blinking light and a sign that reduced the posted speed to 35mph.  He hadn’t even thought about it and ran through at sixty.  Not like one of those guys who run eighty on the highway. 

3AM and he was caught driving drunk.  This night was getting better and better.  He could have just stayed home and jacked off while he chatted online.  But he was drinking, and he confessed to the guy he’d been talking to that he fantasized about dressing like a sissy hooker and sucking on a big cock.

The guy had wanted to video chat and he had agreed to get dressed while they talked.  He had fantasized with the guy about meeting at a bar.  The whole time, he’d been drinking and pulling his dick.  The guy had kept pushing him and telling him he should do it.  “Plenty of guys at the bar would be so horny if they weren’t having any luck that they wouldn’t mind shoving their hard dicks down a sissy faggot’s mouth.  They might go on and on about not doing it because they weren’t gay.  A hard cock is a hard cock.  You’d probably be on your knees all night giving blow jobs in the parking lot.”

He started thinking it was possible.  He was horny and drunk, and he started thinking.  Not wanting to run into anyone he knew, he’d picked a place an hour from home.  Knowing he wasn’t passable he’d just walk around the parking lot.  Any guy who saw him would know he was a sissy faggot, and he wouldn’t have to say anything.  He imagined the guy smiling at him and gripping his crotch.  He’d go over to where the guy was standing by his car.  He’d get down on his knees while the guy pulled out his big hard cock.

Fantasy was one thing.  Reality was another.  He’d taken a case of beer with him because he didn’t have the courage to go into the bar and drink.  At first, he couldn’t make himself get out of the car.  A few more beers and he didn’t care.  Instead of wanting a blow job, guys had just laughed at him and called him a faggot. 

One guy came out and he had been walking awkwardly in his heels.  He really should have practiced more.  Then a couple had come out and more guys when he was halfway to the entrance.  He’d scrambled back to his car and had lost one shoe.  Women’s clothing was expensive especially the shoes he’d gotten online.  It was half an hour before he’d left his car to retrieve it.

He would have gone home then, but he’d done all of this and figured a few more beers wouldn’t hurt.  Of course, while he waited, he raised his skirt and pulled his dick through his crotchless panties and jerked off.

He’d had a brief thought about sleeping it off but after closing his eyes for what he thought was a few minutes, he awakened in a start thinking someone was knocking on his car door with him asleep dressed in women’s clothes. 

His brief nap made him feel a little more sober and he had not thought about getting pulled over.  He just felt disappointment over another dashed fantasy.  Now, instead of a fantasy, his worst nightmare was going to come true.

Bobbi could see the trooper approaching out of his sideview mirror.  Not a state trooper but a local yokel.  Big, in a cowboy hat and a big stupid grin on his face.

He hit the button and lowered his window and decided to make the best of it.  “Evening officer.”

The officer shined the light in the car.  He had a serious look on his face until he saw Bobbi, then he his face showed disgust.

“License and registration?”

Bobbi pulled his wallet out of his sparkly purse and pulled his papers out of his glove box.  He handed them to the officer who was shining his flashlight in Bobbi’s face and moving it around so he could see in the car.

“You been drinking,” he paused and then finished with an exaggerated “ma’am?”

“I’ve had a couple of beers,” Bobbi lied.

“Ma’am, I’m going to need you to step out of the car.”

The officer took a step back and put his hand on his gun.  He touched his radio and said, “10-69, 10-69.  Possible drunk driver.  Could use an assist with this lady.”

“10-69?”  Bobbi thought as he got out of the car.  He stood up and regretted the high heels he was wearing.  He pulled one foot out of his shoe figuring he had a better chance bare footed.

“Ma’am.  Put your shoes back on.  Might be glass on the highway.  Don’t want you getting hurt.”

Reluctantly, Bobbi slipped his foot back into his shoe.  He stood for a second and then with his first step he almost fell.

“That’s enough.  Put your hands on the top of the car.”

“But I’m fine.  Just not used to the shoes.” 

“Failure to follow my orders is resisting arrest.”

“Fuck,” Bobbi said under his breath.  But the officer heard it anyway and grabbed his arm and pushed him into the car.

“You can’t,” Bobbi began and then the officer was using his body to press him into the car.

“Faggot like you likes it rough I bet.”

Both of Bobbi’s hands were yanked up behind his back and he felt his wrists being cuffed.

The officer patted him down and then his hands were going down Bobbi’s legs.  Suddenly, the officer moved his hands up under Bobbi’s skirt and gripped his balls inside his panties.

“A lady with a little extra.  You’ll probably enjoy our jail.  Picked up some Black gang bangers earlier.  They’re going to love a white faggot like you.”

“Please, I, please, I can’t get arrested like this,” Bobbi pleaded.

The officer pressed into Bobbi who felt that the man’s cock was hard and pressed into his ass.  “Why in the world would I let a sissy faggot like you off when I’m looking forward to the rest of the show.  I can’t wait to get you to the station.  Think we might take turns giving you a cavity search.”  He laughed.

Bobbi pushed his ass back into the officers cock.  “Because I’d be real grateful if you did let me go.”

“You’d better be real good then.  Might take you in anyway if you’re not,” the officer hissed in Bobbi’s ear.

The officer roughly pulled Bobbi back from the car by his cuffed wrists.  Then he turned him and pushed him to his knees.

“On your knees, faggot,” the officer ordered unnecessarily as he moved in front of Bobbi.  He had his hands on Bobbi’s shoulders taking them off so he could unzip his pants and pull out his big white cock which was almost fully erect.

Bobbi saw the big cock before him.  He did have time to consider the irony that he was finally getting what he had longed for.  Tentatively he kissed the head of the officer’s cock.  He licked the head making it wet.

Impatiently, the officer pressed himself forward pushing his cock into Bobbi’s open mouth.

Bobbi felt the officer’s hands grip his shoulders firmly as he began sucking the man’s cock.  It ran in and out of his mouth.  He moaned involuntarily in pleasure.

The officer spit on Bobbi’s head and moved his hands up to his head so he could control the faggot bitch sucking his cock.

Bobbi kept sucking and then he noticed the lights of an approaching car.  It got closer and the area was bathed in its headlights.  Another car went around the other with a brief blare of its siren.  Bobbi would have tried to get up and run away and hide, but he knew he had no choice but to keep sucking. 

The officer was pushing his cock further into Bobbi’s mouth. His hands held Bobbi’s head and he laughed when he saw two other officers get out of their cars and approach.

“Look what I caught,” he said.

“Did she fall out of her car and onto your dick?” one asked with a grin.

Bobbi kept sucking.  At times he wanted to gag, but he also wished his hands were free so he could stroke his own erection.  He wanted to hold and lick the officer’s balls as well.

“I think he’s assaulting this officer,” the other said emphasizing that he knew Bobbi was male.

“Sexual assault too,” the officer said as he felt himself close to cumming.

“Look at the little faggot.  He’s hard as a rock.”

Bobbi knew that his skirt had ridden up and his dick was plainly visible.  The officer was holding his head and fucking his mouth harder and deeper.

The officer came in Bobbi’s mouth and held his head close to his crotch.  “That’s it, bitch.  Take it.  That’s what you wanted wasn’t it.”  He pulled his cock and wiped it on Bobbi’s face.  “You guys think this was something.  You should have heard what he wanted to do with my nightstick.”

Both officers laughed.  One stepped forward in front of Bobbi and unzipped his pants.  He pulled his cock out and stroked it.  “Got another one for you faggot.  I know one dick in your mouth just made you horny for more.”

Bobbi opened his mouth and licked the cock in front of him.  It was as big as the other one, but it was fatter and a ghostly white in the illumination of the headlights.  He moaned as it slipped into his mouth.

“Looks like he’s trying to bribe another officer with his faggot mouth,” he said.

“Bet, he didn’t know he’d have to suck off the entire force,” an officer said.

The first officer added, “If he did, he might have driven around the Sherriff’s office honking his horn.  Should have seen him when I told him about taking him to jail and throwing in with those black gangbangers we took in earlier.”

“What?” said another officer and then stopped himself.  “Oh yeah.  Those Black guys.  You know they got big dicks.”

“You know what they’d do to a white boy in a dress,” said another officer.

The first officer laughed.  “They’d make a real woman of you.  Bet you’d be begging to stay in jail.”

Bobbi continued to suck on the cock in his mouth.  He rocked back and forth letting his lips slide back and forth over the cock making it wet with his spit.

“Yep.  Terrible things can happen in jail.  Remember that white boy we threw in there with that big Black guy.  He was just a yelling something awful.  Too bad, I couldn’t do anything but watch,” one officer said with a laugh.

“Whatever happened to that boy?”

“Think he got sent down.  Maybe had one of them fairy weddings.  Maybe not the wedding he’d have wanted since it was to an entire cell block.”

Bobbi felt the cock sliding faster and more urgently into his mouth.  He sucked as the man stretched his mouth with his cock.  Then the man held his head as warm jets of cum filled Bobbi’s mouth.  The cum leaked out of Bobbi’s mouth as the man pulled his cock out and added his warm cum to Bobbi’s face on top of the earlier officer’s now dried cum.

The officer stepped back as another officer stepped in front of him.  He slapped Bobbi hard across the face.

“Open up, faggot.  You ain’t done yet.”

He unzipped and pulled out his cock.  Instead of putting it to Bobbi’s mouth, he used it to slap him back and forth. Then he placed his hands on Bobbi’s head and pressed it to his lips. 

Bobbi opened his mouth as the cock slid in.  The movement of the cock in and out of his mouth made the cum from the previous officer drip down his chin and onto his crop top.

This last officer’s cock was large but not as big as the first two.  Bobbi was tired but enjoyed not gagging.  He sucked harder and faster and enjoyed sucking on this officer’s cock.  The man ran his hand over Bobbi’s wig.

“This cocksucker is good,” the officer said.  “Bet you get a lot of practice don’t you faggot,” he said looking down at Bobbi.

“Yeah, you can tell it’s not the first time he’s had a dick in his mouth.”

“It’s at least his third tonight,” laughed one officer.

“So, you going to clean him up before you run him in?” asked an officer.

Bobbi kept sucking as he heard the men discuss his fate.  He had thought that after all this they would let him go.

“I was thinking that it’d be a shame to waste a good cocksucker like this on those Black boys.”

The third officer’s cock shot it’s load of cum into Bobbi’s mouth. This time the man pulled out but held it in front of his face.

“Clean me off, faggot.”

Bobbi began licking the cum from the man’s cock. When he finished, he found himself being lifted to his feet. 

Two officers dragged him forward and pushed him into the side of his car. 

“I’ve got an idea,” said the first officer.  He slapped Bobbi’s ass.  “I don’t want to have to arrest you and do all that fucking paperwork.  “But I am going to hold onto your license.  You’ll get in back next Saturday.  I’ll just go ahead and sentence you to a night in jail.  You come back here and complete your sentence and you get your license back.”

An officer laughed.  “Bring a big, and I mean big jar of Vaseline to pay your fine.”

Bobbi heard a click, and his wrists were taken out of the cuffs. “Yes Sir, officer Sir.”

One officer opened his car door and Bobbi got in.  “I got all your info and I know where you live.  You don’t show, I’ll be there to arrest you and you’ll wish you showed up.”

“Yes Sir.  Thank you, Sir.  I will be there to serve my sentence.”  Bobbi felt the cum drying on his face. He turned the key in the ignition.  “Thank you.”

“What about him still being at least a little drunk?” asked one officer.

The officer leaned in through the window.  “I’ve got a cousin on the city force.  You drive straight now.  I’ll call him and tell him to be on the lookout for a cum covered drunk faggot coming his way.  Give him your car’s description and tags.  This time, he will take you in.  I hear there’s a lot more black men in the jails up there.  Think of what they’ll do to that ass of yours.”

The officer stepped back, and Bobbi put the car in drive and got back on the highway. He saw the officers standing there in his rearview mirror.  He had forgotten to ask when he was supposed to show up on Saturday.  Didn’t matter he thought.  He would be early.

Game of Cards

“Come on and pay up,” said Bobbi with a smile.  He turned to kiss his wife, Kathy.

“I didn’t know you were so good at poker,” Kathy whispered in his ear.

Rodney pulled off his shirt and put it in the middle of the table.  The women at the table united in a wolf whistle at the sight of his well-muscled torso.  His wife, Kamila, reached under her shirt and drew out her bra which she tossed into the pile. 

Jerry reached under the table and then threw a sock on the pile and the others at the table booed.

“I forgot you had one left,” laughed his wife, Cynthia, as she got up and unzipped her skirt and revealed her panties before sitting back down quickly and throwing her skirt onto the pile in the middle of the table.

“This is about to get serious,” Rodney said with a smile. 

“What do you mean, ‘about to get serious,’” Kamila said.  “You keep on losing and you’ll be swinging that big dick around in front of everyone and I’ll be letting everyone admire my,” she paused, “hands.  Which I’ll be using to cover up my tits.”

“In that case, deal another hand, Bobbi.  You know, Rodney.  We may just find out if Kamila’s been telling the truth about your big dick,” Kathy said with a lascivious grin.

Returning her grin, Rodney said, “Maybe if we keep on playing, we can raise the stakes and you can do more than see it.”

“No, you don’t,” Kamila said.  “We’re playing as couples, and I don’t want you deliberately losing.  No offense to others at the table of the male persuasion.”

“I’m about to turn this around, and start winning,” Rodney said.

Jerry said, “If you’re serious, I did hear about this game I heard about.  The cuck game.”

Bobbi laughed, “Cuck.  Bet that’s quite a game.”

Jerry said, “One big winner and the rest losers.”

“What about the women?”  Kamila asked.  “Are there cuckettes?  Or does this game just consider us prizes to be won or lost.”

Bobbi said, “We’re playing as couples, so if you won, you’d get to sleep with the men.  You’d win that way.”

Kamila laughed and then covered her mouth.  “I’m sorry, but I don’t know about you girls, but I’d want more.”

“You’d get to sleep with the girls too,” Kathy said with a laugh.  “Losing husbands get to stand there and play with themselves.”

Cynthia said, “Winners become King and Queen and can command what they want from their subjects.”  She looked around the table and saw how everyone reacted.  “Now, we play as couples, but we vote as individuals.”

Jerry asked, “What kind of a vote?”

“If you lose a hand, you must take something off.  Both losing couples.  Four people.  But you don’t have to if you vote for the cuck game,” answered Cynthia.  “Say, Jerry and I lose, and Jerry wants to pull off another one of the dozen socks he’s wearing, he can choose to play another strip poker hand.  I don’t want to take off my bra and I vote to play the other game.”

Kathy said, “Kings and Queens.  Let’s call it, Kings and Queens.  And I think I need more wine.  Anyone else?”

Everyone raised their hands except Rodney who said, “I think I could use a shot.”

“Sounds good,” Bobbi said as he dealt the next hand.  He was ahead.  A few more wins and he’d be King.  Kathy would be Queen of course, but he was thinking of Kamila and Cynthia as his subjects.

He took a shot with the others.  Kamila and Kathy stuck with wine.  Maybe the liquor took away his edge because he lost two hands quickly.  He’d felt cocky because he had on his pants and shirt, but now he was in his boxers.  Losing his socks earlier had not been a big deal. 

Bobbi was stunned when Kathy voted for the Kings and Queens game.

“I think I’m going to lose my bra anyway.  Maybe I won’t be the first this way.”  She smiled at the two disappointed husbands.

He relaxed a little when he won the next hand.  He watched as Jerry and Rodney got up from the table.  They were joined by their wives.  The men pulled down their boxers.  Bobbi was stunned when Jerry pulled off his boxers and showed that he had shaved off all his pubic hair.  He had heard of man-scaping but had never seen it.  He saw that Jerry’s dick was bigger than his but comparable.  Rodney had a long thick black cock that hung down his thigh.  His cock was easily as big as Jerry’s and his cock combined.

Kamila and Cynthia pulled off their bras.

Kamila said, “I told you girls.”  She put an arm around her husband’s waist.”

“Damn,” Jerry exclaimed.  “Looks like I’m the loser here.”

Bobbi looked and Kathy and saw that although she remained silent her mouth hung open.

Bobbi almost cried when Rodney and Kamila won the next hand.  He thought he had a good hand, but they had a great hand.  He had a small dick.  If he voted for the cuck game, it would be him saying he’d rather do that than reveal his small penis.  That would call even more attention if he lost after that and had to take off his shorts.  But if he removed his boxers now everyone would know what he and Kathy already knew.

Bobbi stood up and pulled down his shorts.  At first, he was relieved that his dick was a little fuller, but then with everyone looking at him, his dick got hard.  He sat down quickly but he knew that everyone had seen how little his erection was. 

“Looks like someone’s ready for the next game,” Kamila observed.

“I think we’re all in.  Next hand.  Winners or Kings and Queens and the rest become mere subjects to do as told,” Cynthia said.

A stupid game, Bobbi thought.  He knew he was going to lose.  He was going to lose, and he couldn’t get rid of his now raging erection.  He got no cards to do anything with.  Maybe Jerry had drawn a good hand.  Last thing he wanted was for Kathy to get fucked by Rodney’s huge cock.  He’d be even a bigger disappointment to her than he was now.

But it was not to be.  Rodney laid down the winning hand and then turned to his wife. “My Queen whatever shall we ask of our subjects?”

She whispered in his ear, and he smiled.  “The Queen and I would like to see Kathy and Cynthia kiss.”

“With tongue,” Kamila added.

Bobbi watched as his wife approached Cynthia.  The two women embraced and then kissed.  Not just a kiss Bobbi thought, but a make-out kiss and they moved their hands over one another’s bodies.  It was hot and did nothing to diminish Bobbi’s hard dick.  He always knew that his wife was more beautiful than he deserved and seeing Cynthia naked was something he had longed for.  Then to see them making out was like something he had only seen in a porno.

“The Queen and I agree,” said Rodney.  “Let us repair to the throne room,” he waved his hand toward the living room.  “Cynthia and Kathy.  Why don’t you join us on our joint throne.”

Rodney had his arm around his wife’s waist, and he took her to the sofa and sat down with her in the middle.  Kathy and Cynthia broke apart and followed them and sat down on either side of the now royal couple.

Bobbi and Jerry stood awkwardly in front of the couch but weren’t invited to join.  Kathy sat next to Rodney and Bobbi watched as she grabbed his big cock.  She hadn’t even waited to be asked or commanded.  He watched as his wife stroked Rodney to an erection. 

“My King, what should the boys do?” she asked him.

Rodney turned to Kamila.  After a whispered consultation with his wife he said, “We think they should kiss, and kiss just like the girls did.”

“With lots of tongue too.  Just like the girls,” Kamila added.

Bobbi was appalled but Jerry had already grabbed his wrist.  He turned toward Jerry who whispered, “Just try to relax.”

Jerry’s hand slipped around his back, and he responded as they embraced.  Bobbi was embarrassed as Jerry pulled him into a fuller embrace.  He felt Jerry’s dick poking him as it had become erect and worse, his own dick was harder than ever.

Jerry leaned and kissed him on the lips and then his tongue pushed into Bobbi’s mouth.  Then Bobbi gave in, and his tongue was in Jerry’s mouth.  Pulled in tighter he felt their erections mashed between them.  He felt a delicious friction as their dicks slipped between them.  Jerry was pulling him in by grabbing his ass.

Jerry kissed across his cheek and whispered, “It’s okay.  I’ve done this before.  In college.  Just give in to the feelings and relax.”

“Don’t stop, Jerry.  I know what you really want,” Cynthia said as she bent her head to kiss Kamila’s breast.

Jerry lowered himself stopping briefly to suck on each of Bobbi’s nipples. 

Bobbi moved his hands to Jerry’s head and pressed it into his chest.  Then Jerry was on his knees and Bobbi knew what he was about to do but gasped when Jerry took his dick into his mouth and began sucking.

Kathy kissed the head of Rodney’s cock and said, “Be careful, Jerry.  Once he cums, he’ll want to go to sleep.”

Kamila laughed as she presented Cynthia with her nipple. 

In response, Jerry let Bobbi’s dick slide from his mouth, and he began licking his balls. 

“I always thought he should learn what it’s like to be on the other end of the blowjob,” Kathy called out.

“Get up, Jerry.  Bobbi let’s see what you look like sucking cock,” Rodney said as he stroked Kathy’s hair.

Jerry stood up.  Bobbi looked down to Jerry’s hard cock.  It was much bigger than he had thought.  It had been so much smaller before but the thought of having it in his mouth made it seem huge.  He looked at Kathy as she was kissing Rodney’s even bigger cock.  His lips trembled as if he wanted to beg her not to make him do this.

Kathy laughed, “You can always join me here.”  She pointed Rodney’s cock in Bobbi’s direction.

Bobbi sank to his knees as Jerry helped him.  His cock jutted in front of him with a slight upward bend.  What if Jerry cums in his mouth?  He kissed the head of Jerry’s cock and as he licked it, he wondered if that was also the taste of piss.  Maybe Jerry hadn’t shaken off the last drops of piss.  He opened his mouth and took the cock into his mouth as he looked and saw Kathy smiling at him before she opened her mouth to Rodney’s cock.

Bobbi began sucking Jerry’s cock.  He moved his head back and forth and felt Jerry’s hands on his head.  It felt strange but good and he felt his own dick straining with his desire.  He reached up and lifted Jerry’s balls with one hand and felt their weight.  He began jacking Jerry’s cock into his mouth as he sucked. 

Suddenly, he wanted it.  He wanted Jerry’s cum.  He wanted to taste it as it spilled into his mouth.  He sucked harder and faster.  Jerry’s hands became firmer at the back of his head.  Now, Jerry began to pull him in with each thrust as he turned to fucking Bobbi’s mouth. 

Bobbi accepted his mouth fucking as he wanted more and more of Jerry’s cock in his mouth.  Then, Bobbi felt the warm cum in his mouth and he began to swallow.  Jerry’s hands pulled him onto his cock as deep as Bobbi could go. 

“Bobbi.”

He heard his wife’s voice calling him.  He turned to her, and she smiled when she saw cum running down his chin.

Kathy was holding Rodney’s cock toward him.  “Here’s some more for you.”

Bobbi crawled toward her, and Rodney opened his legs to accept him.  Kathy smiled down at him.  She kissed the head of Rodney’s cock and held it to him.  Bobbi looked at Rodney and then at his wife.  He kissed the head of Rodney’s cock.  His wife joined him and licked the big black cock and then Bobbi’s tongue met hers as they licked the cock between them at times touching lips and tongues.

Kathy moved her mouth to Bobbi’s ear.  “Open up honey.”

Bobbi opened his mouth wide and took Rodney’s cock into his mouth.  Rodney and Kathy placed their hands on Bobbi’s head. 

Bobbi began sucking and he moved his head up and down taking only a small part of Rodney’s great length. 

Kathy whispered, “Let our Master feed you.”

Bobbi wondered what she meant but he was focused on sucking the big cock in his mouth.  He brought one hand up between Rodney’s legs and felt his balls fill his hand.  So much bigger than Jerry’s.  Kathy slipped down to where she began to suck on Bobbi’s nipples. He moaned and then his wife’s hand began stroking his cock.

“Are you ready, boy?” Rodney said as he used his hand to push Bobbi’s mouth further onto his cock.

Bobbi moaned in response and Kathy stroked faster.  He began to cum just as Rodney erupted in his mouth.  This time the cum came in a flood and filled his mouth.  He found he could only swallow so much, and the rest poured from his mouth down Rodney’s cock.  He needed more and he began licking the cum from his cock.  Kissing and licking Rodney’s cock clean he found his wife there and she kissed him.

Kathy smiled up and Rodney and winked.  “Your new slave let some of your cum drip onto the floor.”

“Is that right, slave?” Rodney asked.

Bobbi was busy tasting cum and a lot of new feelings.  What was all this Master/slave stuff? 

He was still licking the cum from his lips when hands gripped his arms and his legs.  Bobbi was moved over Rodney’s lap.  He could feel the big now soft cock under him. 

“You’ve been bad Bobbi,” Rodney laughed. 

He felt a soft slap on his ass. 

“Never ever let that happen again, slave,” Rodney said and this time his voice was firm.

Bobbi cried out with the pain of the next slap of his ass.

“What was that slave?  I couldn’t hear you.”  Rodney said and hit him twice more with force.

“Please, please don’t,” Bobbi began to beg.

Kathy bent down close to her husband’s ear.  “Sir, Sir, or Master.  Address your new owner with respect.

Bobbi was crying.  He felt pain but also a recognition of himself.  This was what he was or was becoming.  Even in his pain, his dick began to harden, and he felt Rodney’s cock grow as well.

“Please, Sir, Master, Sir, please.  I’ll do better, Master Rodney, Sir.”

Bobbi felt a softer slap from a smaller hand.

“Hold my new bitch,” Kamila ordered. 

Bobbi felt his legs being pulled apart and the smaller hand slid between the cheeks of his ass.  “Bet she has a tight pussy.” 

Kamila’s hand pressed into his crack and then touched his hole.  She laughed and then she pressed her fingers at his hole and then a finger penetrated him.  She began moving her finger in and out.

“Easier than I thought,” Kamila said.  “Like she wants to be fucked.” 

Bobbi squirmed on Rodney’s lap, but he could do no more as he was held firmly by those who had gripped his arms and his legs.  He could feel Rodney’s cock swelling underneath him.  It scared him to think of being fucked by that monster.

“Mistress,” Kathy said.  “She’s not ready for that.”

“You’re probably right,” Kamila laughed.  She pushed her fingers in and out as she fucked him with her hand.  “I do have a suggestion.  I wonder if your sissy husband will agree or if we should let Rodney turn him and make him his bitch.

“I agree,” Bobbi cried out. Anything was better than getting split in two by Rodney’s cock.

“Accept your place, Bobbi.  You’ll accept your place as our new sissy bitch.  Owned by your Master, Rodney, and your Mistress, me.  Your wife and the other women here are also my bitches but all superior and Mistresses to you.  Only Jerry is your equal although even she is the superior more experienced sissy.  You will obey their commands.”

“Yes Kamila.  I mean Mistress Kamila, please.  I accept.” Bobbi said it all in one breath. 

“Good.  One more thing.  Your wife and Mistress, Kathy, will break you in.  She will fuck you with a strap-on.  You will submit to her and thank her for making you into her sissy.  You will obey her as she transforms you into the girly fuckslut you were meant to be.”

There was so much for Bobbi to answer to, and he hesitated for a moment.  Before he could give his answer, his legs were lifted upwards, and a hand gripped his hard dick.

Bobbi yelled out, “Yes, please, I agree.”

Kathy laughed.  “Good but seems your hard dick has already answered for you.”

Hands lowered him slowly back to Rodney’s lap.  This time the big cock was poking into him.  Everyone had seen his dick tell them how much he wanted all of this. 

“Kathy, didn’t I tell you that little dicked white boys like our husbands were all like this underneath,” Cynthia said.

“You’re so right,” Kathy said.  “Next time, we want have to rig a game like this.”

Rodney laughed.  “If he’d have known his own need to a black owned sissy faggot, he would have rigged it himself.

Even though he knew Master Rodney was right, Bobbi still cried in indignation, “Rigged?”

Kathy reached over and slapped his ass.  “Shut up bitch or I’ll see if I can find an even bigger fake cock to break you in with.”

Who’s really on the other end of that chat?

“This dangerous,” Bobbi thought.  He had just heard the door open and close.  Before this as he waited, he had been thinking “this is stupid.” 

“Are you there, Mistress?” he called, but there was no answer.

He could hear movement in the other room.  He wasn’t completely helpless.  It would be possible to free himself from his restraints, but it would take time.  He was on his knees on his bed.  Both of his ankles were tied to the frame.  Blindfolded with one wrist cuffed to the head of the bed.  His other wrist had a handcuff around it, but it was not secured.

In theory, he could take off the blindfold and start removing his restraints, but it would not be fast or easy.  She had insisted that the first meeting was a test showing his trust in her and it was about her being safe.  He had agreed since it made sense that a woman had more to fear from meeting a man, she had never met than he did as a man meeting a strange woman.

It occurred to him that it was still dangerous, but they had been chatting for a while and she seemed to be the perfect Mistress for him.  He had never met a woman who almost seemed to read his mind and his desires and pushed him in the direction that he wanted to go but still feared.

This was why he was wearing makeup, stocking, pink high heels, and panties.  The panties were pulled down to his knees, so his Mistress would be able to inspect the job he had done shaving and if she chose to, she would fuck him.  A jar of lubricant was sitting on his dresser for that purpose.

His bedroom door opened.  Bobbi could feel the movement of air.  She was being quiet.  It must be part of the game he thought.  Then, her hand was on his ass, and it stayed there for a second before it traced up over his back and then down his arm until both of her hands gently took his wrist.  Such soft gentle hands and then he heard the click of the handcuff locked to the head of the bed.  He was now completely helpless. 

“Hello Bobbi,” she said before breaking into laughter.

Wait.  He knew that voice.  No, it couldn’t be.

She ripped the blindfold off and stood in front of him.  He blinked several times in disbelief. It was his former sister-in-law, Karen.  He had not seen her in a year.  Not since his wife had divorced him.

“Long time, no see.”  She was looking at him and smiling.  “You look very pretty.”

Bobbi didn’t say anything.  He was still stunned.  Should he say thank you for the compliment or was she being sarcastic?  He knew that she had never liked him.

“I always knew you weren’t man enough for her, but I had no idea.”  She had moved back behind him and slapped his ass with her hand.

“She always told me about your failures in the bedroom.  Let me see here.”  She slid a hand between his legs and then held his erection in her hand.  “She always complained about your size, but I never really thought it could be that small.  Is that a full erection or you holding something back?”  She squeezed hard before letting go and finishing with a slap to his balls.

“Please, you’ve had your fun.  Just let me up.”

Karen took his balls in her hand and squeezed.  “Fun?  We’ve barely started.”  She squeezed a little harder until he moaned and then she gave his balls a tap with her open hand.

With her hand between his legs, she said, “I’m not sure how she had sex with you.  I know I would have been laughing too hard.  I told Lisa she should have an affair.  I kept telling her to have sex with one of TJ’s friends.  You want size, then go for the Black guy.  Far as I can tell, they’re all hung.”

“Karen.  I’m sorry or whatever it is I did to make you want to do this.  I apologize.”

“Apologize?  Not what I’m looking for here, sissy boy.  Wait, that reminds me.”

She held up her phone in front of Bobbi’s made-up face.  “I want pictures.”  Karen put her hand on his ass.  “This’ll be the before picture.  We’ll see how you look when I’m done.”

“Done?  What do you mean?”

“Poor sissy faggot.  I’ll do whatever I want.  Also, things you want.  We chatted about so much about all those kinky things you like.” Karen laughed, “You do have quite the imagination.”

“You’re the one I’ve been talking with,” Bobbi said and felt more vulnerable than he had before.  It wasn’t enough to be in his present position.  She knew about all his fantasies as well.

A hard slap on the ass from Karen and she said, “Get with it boy.  You think I just happened to wander in here.  We’ve been talking for a while and lucky you, I bought a bag of tricks along to share.”

Karen held a paddle before his eyes.  It was a thick wooden paddle with a handle.  “I know you said you craved a Mistress that would punish you for not obeying.  But I thought I’d warm your ass up and punish you for being such a poor husband to Lisa.”

She rested the paddle on his ass, and he could feel the weight of it.  “I always knew there was something wrong with you.  It was TJ who pointed me in the right direction.  Said a lot of little dicked white boys like you were secret faggots.”

Karen hit his ass lightly with the paddle and Bobbi thought that he might get into a light playful punishment like this.  He’d prefer that it wasn’t Karen wielding the paddle, but having a Mistress was one of his fantasies.

She hit his ass much harder as she practiced her swing, and he cried out. 

“Please.  That was too hard.  This is not what I…”

Karen hit him again even harder.  “You think you get to correct your Mistress.  Wrong.”

She slapped his ass three times in succession and Bobbi pleased in a whimpering voice for her to stop.

“I’m sorry but I’ve got some anger to get out.  You could have been honest with my sister.  All that time with you when she could have been with a real man.”

Karen hit his ass with the paddle.

“If you’d been honest with yourself and with her, you could have saved us all a lot of trouble and pain.”  She patted his ass with her hand.

“You know, I thought I’d have to do some detective work to figure you out.  I just had to the right websites for perverts like you and there you were.  Picture and everything.  Even with the make-up, I could tell.”

“I’m sorry.  I tried.  I really did.  I can’t help it.  I tried to be good to her,” he pleaded.

“But you can’t go against your true nature.”  Karen reached between his legs and pulled his balls back.

She gave him one sharp hit of the paddle on his ass and his exposed balls, and he felt the pain shoot through him. 

Bobbi was crying and pleading, and he just kept repeating, “Please” in a voice that grew weaker until if stopped. 

“I never thought of myself as a dominant.  I’m submissive to TJ if anything, but he coached me some.  And the thought of being your Mistress and doing anything I wanted to you.  That made me hot.  Making you beg and plead.”

Karen had stopped paddling him and Bobbi hoped that it was over.  He could hear her moving in the background.  Then she placed a hand on his back she climbed onto the bed. 

She was wearing a big black strap-on.  Placing a hand on his head and holding the dildo in the other.

“Suck my dick, faggot.  Make me all hard before I fuck you with it.”

Bobbi kissed the head of her cock.

“Go ahead.  It’s black like you like,” she laughed

Bobbi opened his mouth and took several inches of the cock into his mouth.

Karen pulled on his hair.  “You can do better than that slut.  Maybe I’ll take you out on a leash and let you get some practice on the real thing.”

Bobbi took a little more of her strap-on and moved his head up and down on it making it wet with his spit.

“Should have known you were a cocksucker.  Should have known.  Lick it and make my dick wet and I’ll give you what you need.  A good fucking,” Karen laughed.

He licked her cock from the base to the tip until she had had enough and rolled off the bed.

Bobbi felt nothing for several moments and then he felt the tip of the dildo against his crack.  She traced up and down between his cheeks before pressing it to his hole.

“Come on, bitch, take it.”  Karen reached forward and grabbed Bobbi around the waist and pushed with her hips.  His hole resisted and she pressed.  Then a slight parting of his hole as it accepted the tip.  She pushed hard and Bobbi cried out as the lubricated dildo slid into him.

She pushed her breasts against his back while she reached around him and rubbed his nipples. 

“Just like a bitch,” she said, “getting fucked makes your tits hard.”  She began fucking him slowly in and out.

Bobbi moaned. 

“You like a big dick fucking you.  A big black dick.”

Bobbi continued to moan which grew into a “Yes Mistress.  Fuck me, Mistress.”

She rode him as she fucked him harder and faster.  She rubbed and pulled his nipples, and she couldn’t tell if he was moaning in pain or pleasure or a mixture of the two. 

With a final deep thrust, Bobbi collapsed under her.  Karen laughed, “Like I said, not much of a man, but you are a good fuck.”

Karen pulled her strap-on out and slapped his ass. of Bobbi’s ass.  “Now, slut, what should I do to you?”

Bobbi lay on his stomach with his head turned toward Karen.  “Mistress,” he said simply.

Karen smiled and said, “I have to decide whether to let you loose before I make the call or after.”

“I don’t understand, Mistress.”

“Lisa, TJ and his cousin, Malcolm.  They’re all waiting for my phone call.  Lisa wanted to come over and break you in.  But she was so angry, we all figured I should do it.  At least I could control it.”

“You agree to be our sissy bitch and do as your told.  Or I bring in re-enforcements and we work on you and not so gently this time until you agree.  You are going to be our sissy bitch.  One way or another.”

“Your choice, faggot?”

“Please untie me, Mistress.  I would like to freshen up before my other Mistress and my two Masters get here.”

Mother-in-law

Julia sat down on the couch with her mother who muted the television.  She took her wine glass and set it down on the coffee table.  “You certainly wore him out.  Did you two have fun?”

Her mother, Mary, sat back on the cushions.  “I certainly did.  I’m not sure about poor, Bobbi.”

“He was quite sore.  I believe he’ll sleep for a while,” Julia said with a grin.  “I hope you didn’t put my sissy out of commission.  I’m having some friends over.”

“He’ll be fine.  You know, white boys.  He’ll be up or rather kneeling and serving before you know it.”  Mary sipped her wine.  “And now, he’ll have proper respect for his mother-in-law.”

“Bobbi was already respectful.  I’ve taught him how to act around his black superiors.  Are you trying to tell me that I haven’t trained him well?” Julia asked.

“Honey, you’ve done a fine job.  Just let me have this.  I had fun making him a little more respectful.  That’s all.  My bit of fun.”  Mary put her feet on the table next to her empty glass.

“Are you going to tell me why you took my key to his chastity cage?” Julia asked as she looked over at her mother.

“I introduced him to the members of my book club.”

“Your wine drinking club.”

“So much better when the wine is served by a white boy in a maid’s uniform.  I unlocked him so all the girls could see his tiny thing.  They loved seeing him play with it.  Linda commented on how well you’d trained him when he cleaned up his little mess by licking his hand clean,” Mary said with a satisfied smile remember the incident.

“I suppose it was a special occasion, but I’ll have to reset the clock on how long I keep him locked up.”

“I’m not sure why you’d ever let a white boy take out his little wienie if it wasn’t for your amusement.”

“It always is.”  Julia smiled at the thought of her sissy playing with himself.  “I just know that I can time my amusement with a training purpose.  Like there’s always the possibility that I’ll unlock him if he’s especially good.”

“Oh, he was very good.”  Mary laughed.  “I invited Linda to stay afterwards.  I got that new paddle and she and I broke it in.  Or Bobbi broke it in, should I say.”

“He’s sleeping on his stomach tonight,” Julia said.

“Don’t blame me for that, dear.  Wasn’t just his ass that got paddled.  We made sure to spank his wiener and balls.”  Mary looked at her empty glass and put her feet on the floor. “I could use another glass.”  She refilled her glass and took a sip.

“Linda kept telling him how offensive it was for him to be waving his little hard-on around in front of us and she just had to punish it.  Of course, Bobbi must have been having a good time for him to stay hard like that.”

“He does enjoy a good spanking.  One of the things I love about him.”

“We were able to beat the poor little thing into submission so we could lock him back up. Linda and I had such a good time.”  Mary put her glass down on the table.

“What else did you and Linda do?”  Julia asked as she refilled her own glass.

“After all that hard work, Linda and I deserved a reward.  I had some new toys and we decided to try them out.”

“Large toys too, I’m assuming from the way he looked.”

“Best parts of a white sissy boy are his boy pussy and his tongue.  We made use of both.”

“Maybe one of the reasons he didn’t talk much tonight when you brought him home.”

“We did make good use of his pussy and his mouth.  We used his mouth for it’s true purpose.  Who’d want to hear what a white boy has to say except for yes ma’am anyway and he can nod to do that.”

“Is that all you did?  He had a look in his eye when I put him down.  Like he was scared or something.”

“Like I said, dear, taught him a bit more respect.  I did tell him that he needed to meet the rest of the family.”

“Of course, he’s going to be my sissy husband.”

“I did mention how your father was looking forward to taking him out next weekend, so they could bond.  Poor dear, didn’t say another word during the trip here. He must be looking forward to it,” Mary said with a smile as she looked at her daughter and raised her glass in salute.

The End
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