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Suck Buddy

Bob heard a loud moan from behind him.  He turned and saw nothing but the laptop sitting on the table.

“It must have timed out of the pause or something.”  Bill stood up from the couch and walked over to the table and sat down in the dining room chair behind the laptop.  “I was watching some porn before you got here.”  He clicked a button and the moaning stopped.  “Nice,” he muttered.

Bob had watched Bill but now turned his head back toward the television.  He watched the football game for a minute but when Bill did not return to the couch, he turned his head to see was Bill still behind his laptop.

“Of course, we could watch this.  I mean, the game is pretty much done.”

“Fourth quarter and down by four touchdowns.  Think I can see how it’s going to end.”

Bill reached with one hand and pulled the adaptor from its port on the side of the laptop.  He got up and pushed back the chair. 

“I can just stick it on the coffee table where we can both watch.  Go grab a couple of beers while I get it set up.”

Bob got up and walked into the kitchen.  He opened the refrigerator and could hear as Bill muted the television and cranked up the volume on the video he was watching.  He pulled a couple of cans from the refrigerator and returned to the living room.  Passing between Bill and the laptop he paused to put a can down in front of his friend who was now sitting in the middle of the couch.

Bob sat down on the end of the couch as he cracked open his beer and took a sip.

Bill said, “This way we can both see the screen.”

Bob watched a blonde woman licking the head of a large cock.  Her tongue ran along the shaft until her head was down between his legs where she began kissing his balls.

Bill raised one foot from under the table and placed it on top.  Bob glanced over and saw him spread his legs as he stretched out. 

Bob focused on the action on the screen and tried not to notice the full bulge in Bill’s jeans.  He could feel his own cock getting hard as he watched the screen where the woman had brought her tongue back up the shaft and with her mouth stretched open, she took more and more of the cock into her mouth.  Moving past the head she moved further and further down as she grunted but continued swallowing  the cock.

“She’s pretty good.”

Bob replied, “Yeah” with a sharp intake of breath.  His erection was straining against his jeans.  He tried not to look but in his peripheral vision he saw Bill begin rubbing down his crotch.  His hand moved down to the leg of his jeans, and he squeezed and pressed his cock under his jeans.

“I’m going to enjoy this if you don’t mind.”  He grabbed a box of Kleenex from the table and pulled out a wad of tissues and passed it to Bob.  After doing that, he raised up and unzipped his fly.

Bob focused on the screen but could see mostly in his peripheral vision that Bill was pulling his cock free from his blue jeans.  He swallowed and looked at the screen where the woman was holding the cock and licking the head.  She kissed it and then her mouth opened and slowly descended down the shaft.

Bill moved his hand down the length of his white cock as it became erect.  It was not as large as the one on-screen but did stretch to over seven inches and thick.  He smiled as he watched and stroked his hand slowly up and down his manhood.

Bob could see what Bill was doing even though he was not directly looking.  He felt his own cock harden in his jeans.  He clumsily unzipped and pulled his dick out with some difficulty because it was small but very erect.  Without being aware he licked his lips.  Bob felt uncomfortable.  He knew that sometimes he had a quick trigger and would have to go slowly.  He did not want to be the first one to cum.

He even tried looking beyond the screen and into the rest of the room.  He could pretend to look at the screen while looking beyond it to the television.  He could feel Bill’s eyes on him, and he felt embarrassed by the small size of his own dick.  Five inches if it strained to its full size and was measured by a generous woman. 

But it was more than the size difference that troubled Bob.  He had the same feelings that he fought whenever he saw a woman going down on a cock.  When he had first watched porn, he had fantasized that the woman on the screen was sucking his dick.  But at some point, his view had switched, and he began to think of what it would be like to be the one who had the hard cock in his mouth.  Bob closed his eyes to get rid of the vision.  But he could not rid himself of the knowledge that he had regularly masturbated to thoughts of sucking cock.  He came hard when he thought about kneeling before a man and sucking his cock, and sometimes that man had been Bill.  And that man and his cock was right there. 

He did not want to think about that.  Not now.  Especially not now with his friend stroking his cock right next to him.  Inches away really.  They sat  close together to see the screen and Bob felt a heat coming from Bill.  A heat centered in that erect cock.  He didn’t want to think about it, but he could not stop the thoughts.

Bill smirked as he looked at Bob’s little dick as he stroked his own.  He had thought of this meeting since he had heard of his friend’s being back in town.  He remembered what they had done when they had been in school.  He was not sure what Bob remembered because Bob had been a blackout drinker back then.  Might still be.  He was going through the beer pretty fast.  Bill thought that he could help things along.  He pulled his foot off the coffee table and stood up.  His cock deflated slightly but hung full and fat down his leg as he faced Bob. 

“I’m about finished with mine.”  He held the empty can toward Bob.  “I’m getting another, and I’ll get you one too.”

Bill could feel Bob’s gaze hesitate for a second on his cock before looking up into his eyes and saying, “sure.”  He was pleased that his cock twitched and felt fuller under his friend’s quick gaze.

He walked to the kitchen and used his foot to press a pad and open the trash can lid.  He tossed the can into the bin and opened a cabinet where he removed two small bottles.  Opening the door to the refrigerator, he pulled two beers from the case and placed then on the counter. 

“You sound pretty quiet out there.”

Bill could hear a mumbled response drowned out by the sound of the movie.  He unscrewed the caps of the bottles and tapped a pill from each and dropped them one by one in the can he intended to give to Bob.  For good measure he waited a moment and then grabbing one beer he took a gulp.  He held the dosed beer he would give Bob low so he could rub the head of his cock over the top of the can making sure not to cut himself.

Bill had a plan.  He knew what he wanted as soon as he heard Bob was back in town.  He smiled and held his beer in his left hand and the beer dosed with a small amount of an anti-anxiety medication and an erection pill.  “Super horny and super wasted,” he thought to himself.  His dick stiffened at the thought.

He walked between the couch and the coffee table and faced Bob while his cock stood out in full erection as he bent close and placed the beer in Bob’s hand.

Bill sat back on the couch.  “Miss anything.”

“Always replay it if you want,” Bob said keeping his eyes glued to the screen.

Bill pulled the laptop over and moved the cursor to put the video back to the blonde as she began sucking the man’s cock.  He ran his hand up and down his own cock.  He pushed the laptop toward Bob.  He was pleased to see that he had pulled his own little dick out of his pants.

“Remember when we were kids,” Bill said as he shifted over a couple of inches closer to Bob.

“I don’t...,” Bob started.  He was thinking furiously about what Bill meant.  He was feeling hot and took up the beer and took a long drink partially to cover up that he did not know what to say.  His dick was so hard and even though he stared at the screen he was secretly focused on the big cock so close to him.

“How about I give you a hand,” Bill laughed and reached his right hand over and let his hand encircle the hand Bob had on his cock.

Bob was breathing shallowly, and he submitted to his friend’s touch.

Bill used his other hand to grab Bob’s free hand.  “One hand washes the other isn’t that what they say.”  He placed Bob’s free hand on his cock and guided it up and down.  When he let go, he was pleased to see Bob continue the motion.

Bill squeezed Bob’s hand that was placed over his little dick and then let go.  He picked up his beer and was pleased to see how Bob continued to jerk them both off.

“She sure is a good cocksucker,” Bill laughed.  “I do believe that it’s not her first time.”

“She good, hot,” Bob concurred.

“Remember that dare from when we were in high school.”

Bob did remember or thought he did.  He was never sure.  So many things like that were hazy.  Blackouts.  Things never spoken of.  Did they happen or were they fantasies?

“Dared you to go down on me for five minutes and then I’d do the same for you.”

Tentatively Bob said, “Sure.”

Bob felt Bill’s big cock in his hand, and it was hot.  He felt the warmth and the length.  It was fat in his hand and had weight.  He concentrated on it and loosened his grip on his own because he was afraid he would cum.  Looking at his hand holding Bill’s cock he saw an opportunity.  He wasn’t sure what had happened in high school.  Maybe his fantasies had a touch of reality.  But now, he would be able to experience having a big dick sliding in and out of his mouth.  And it was safe.  Wouldn’t mean anything since Bill would go down on him and they’d be even.  Not gay at all.

“Just like in high school.  I suck you and you suck me.  No cumming or anything like that.”

Bob was now focused on Bill’s cock and did not see the smirk when Bill said, “Just like in high school.  You’ll see. Just like in high school.”

“And?”

“No cumming.  But you might just be such a good cocksucker that I might not be able to help myself.”

Bob hesitated and Bill said, “Okay, just like in high school I said.”

Bob looked relieved and got up.  Bill picked up the laptop and Bob pulled the coffee table back a few feet so he would have room.  Bill stood and loosened his belt and pulled it through the loops and set it down beside him.  He pulled his pants and boxers down allowing his cock to bounce up and down in front of him.  He sat down and spread his legs. 

Bob kneeled in front of Bill.  He just stared for several seconds at the hard cock pointed straight toward him.  Reaching one hand he held the cock up so that it was pointed at his face.  He lowered toward it and opened his mouth wide and let it slip into his mouth.

Bill moaned and Bob did too.  Bob felt his own little dick straining and he felt the cock pressing and filling his mouth.  He sucked.

Surprised that the taste did not disgust him at all, he moved his mouth up and down his friend’s cock.  He imagined taking the whole thing in his mouth like in movies but several inches in his mouth was all he could do.

Bill reached down and put his hand on Bob’s head.  “Let me get the movie going here so you can see it.”  Bill took the laptop and held it.  He turned on the camera and minimized it so that Bob would only see the porn video and not the porn video he was starring in.  Bill sat the laptop to the side so that Bob could see the movie.

Bob could feel the skin of his friend’s cock now wet with his spit as his head moved up and down on it.  He looked at the screen and saw how the woman was reaching her hand to caress the man’s balls.  His hand went up, but he stopped himself.  “I don’t want to do too much or let on how much I like this,” he thought.  He saw Bill take his belt and was doubling it in his hands and smiling.

The cock kept sliding in and out of his mouth wetly as he continued sucking.  He no longer looked at the laptop, but his eyes did look upward towards Bill’s face.  He caught a glimpse of his pleased smile.  And when Bob saw Bill’s pleased eyes, he felt his own little dick feeling like it would burst.

“Time,” Bill said, and Bob tried to hide his disappointment as the cock was pulled from his mouth and his lips met with a smacking sound. 

“Your turn then,” Bob said looking up.

“I told you, ‘Just like in high school.’”

“Yeah, I suck you and then you suck me.”

“I’m sorry you misunderstood.  I never sucked your little wiener in high school.”

Bob looked puzzled.

“Stand up,” Bill ordered.

Bob stood and his dick stood out hard beforehand.

“First of all, when we were in school and you sucked me, I saw how hard your little dick was and asked you if that was as big as it got.  Didn’t mean to be cruel, but you gotta admit it’s pretty little. I probably shouldn’t have laughed.”

Bob felt the heat of embarrassment burn through him, but he found the shame made him shudder with an almost orgasmic delight.

“But you said…”

Bill interrupted.  “That it’d be just like in high school.  And in high school.  You sucked me and when time was up, you stood like you’re doing now and said it was my turn to suck you and I said I’m not going to suck on your tiny little cock, and I said no.”

“You looked like you wanted to cry.  And then you asked why and said I was breaking the deal.”

Bob remembered.  He remembered.  “Just like in high school.”  The words ran over and over in his mind.

“And then I said because I’m not a sissy faggot and I don’t suck cock and I certainly don’t look like I’m getting off on doing it.”

“Just look how hard sucking cock makes you.”

“Back then, you ran off to the bathroom and locked yourself in.  I heard you.  I think you were crying.  Might have been jacking off for all I know.  I finished jacking off and you wouldn’t answer through the door, so  I left.”

Bob did not know what to say or do.  Pull up his pants and leave maybe.  He had his eyes down on the floor, but he started to look up and he saw Bill’s hand stroking his large cock.  And Bob stopped and he realized he was staring at it.

“Turn around and put your hands flat on the table.”

Bob hesitated his loosed jeans as well as his boxers slid down to his knees.  Bill struck the side of the couch hard with his belt.  The noise woke Bob up and he instinctively bent and put his hands palm down on the coffee table.  He flinched when Bill hit the couch again with his belt.

Laughing, Bill slapped his naked ass with the belt but doing so that there was more noise than pain.  On the second slap of the belt, Bob was not so lucky, and he cried out.  Bill hit him again and Bob pleaded, “Please stop, please.”

“Sissy lightweight.  Turn around.”

Bob lifted off the table and turned around.  He tried to hide his crotch but moved his hands when he saw the look that Bill gave him.

“You little thing is still hard as a rock.”  Bill smirked, “Bet that deep down you get off on a spanking.”

Bob did not think he could be more humiliated and embarrassed.  He was even more ashamed because Bill was right about how aroused he was. His dick was so hard, and his ass burned.  He looked at Bill and saw his eyes and shifted his eyes downward but then saw how Bill had grabbed his big hard cock and gave it a stroke.  There was no safe place for Bob to look and his eyes bounced from one part of Bill to the next until he settled to looking downward at his feet.

“Now.  Come over here and finish what you started.”  Bill backed to the couch and sat down and spread his legs.  “First, though, bring me the laptop.”

Bob walked to the coffee table and picked up the laptop and placed it in Bill’s hands.

“Get naked, everything off.”

Bob took off his remaining clothing until he stood naked while Bill turned the laptop around.  Bob saw himself on the screen sucking Bill’s cock.  There was no doubt that he was sucking enthusiastically on his friend’s big cock. He didn’t know what to do.  He wanted Bill’s cock in his mouth.  And Bill already had him recorded sucking cock.

“Kneel down between my legs while I get this in the right spot,” Bill ordered.  He put the laptop on the sofa and moved it until he got the right angle.

“I’m recording all of this.   So, there’s no denial and no backtalk.  Bob, do you suck cock?”

“Yes.”

“Sir or Master, not just a ‘faggy yeth,’” Bill lisped.

“Yes, Sir Master.”

“Are you a cock sucking sissy fag?”

“Yes Sir.”

“Then say it faggot.”

“I am a cock sucking sissy faggot Master.”

“And what does my cock sucking sissy faggot want to do?”  Bill took his cock in his hand and stroked it back and forth a few times to again put it at a full erection.

“I want to suck your cock Master.”

“Then crawl over here and beg to kiss it first.”

Understanding more of what was required and feeling himself filled with lust, Bob crawled before Bill and looked up.  “Please Sir.  May I kiss your cock Master.”

“Why should I let you sissy?”

“Please Master.  I need it in my mouth.”

“Kiss it and tell me what you’ll do if I let you suck it.”

Bill held his cock out to Bob who moved to where he could let his lips touch the head.  Bob kissed the head several times and pleaded, “Anything Master. Anything if you just let me suck it.”

“Open your mouth then  you filthy faggot.”

Bob opened his mouth and felt the head enter his mouth.

“Enjoy yourself.  But this time I’m going to cum and you will swallow, or I’ll beat your ass raw.  And I’ll think about who to show this video to.”

His mouth slid down Bill’s cock taking several more inches.  He had been too horny to think of anyone else seeing the video.  But he found his helplessness turn him on even more knowing that he would have no say as to whom might find out his secret.  He applied a little more pressure as his mouth formed a tight seal with the cock.

Bob’s mouth slid back and forth.  He finished by kissing the head before his mouth slid back down the shaft.  The head reached the back of his mouth. Then he was sucking back and forth taking as much as he could.  He raised a hand and gently cradled the balls that hung down in front of the couch.  Thinking of how the cum must be rising from Bill’s balls and would shoot into his mouth.  He wondered if Bill’s cum would taste different than his own. There had been few times he had tasted his own when he was drunk.

Sucking back and forth he flashed back to the scene from high school.  He had been ashamed and horny.  He had locked the bathroom door and cried.  But he had also jerked off.  When he heard the apartment door close,  he had come out and found a used Kleenex on the table.  He had sniffed the cum Bill had deposited there and masturbated with it close to his nose.  He had even put it in his mouth, but it dissolved while he was masturbating.

The cock felt differently in his mouth as he sucked.  Still very hard but now Bill was also thrusted into his mouth with more urgency.  He gripped Bob’s head as his cock slid in and out of his mouth.  He wanted to shove his load deep and give Bob no chance but to swallow.  He thrust, grunted, and called Bob ‘faggot’ and ‘sissy’ as his body tightened quickly and then he released a jet of hot cum in Bob’s mouth.

Bob sucked and felt the cock fill him with its fullness and then with a thick wad of cum that flooded the back of his mouth and spread forward as he couldn’t swallow with the cock in his mouth.  The cock withdrew and left a stream of cum down his lips and across his chin.

“Swallow it all now bitch.”  Bill commanded him.

Bob gulped and swallowed.

Bill took his cock and slid the head from Bob’s forehead down to his chin and then sideways across his mouth marking him with the cum left behind.  Bob wasn’t sure if this was to humiliate him by painting his face with cum or if Bill was cleaning off his cock.  He smiled.  He felt both pride and humiliation.  Humiliation of course now that he was forever marked in Bill’s eyes as a cock sucking, cum drinking faggot, but pride to be used by a man for his pleasure.

Bill smiled.  He pushed the laptop to the side.  “Kneel over hear next to the couch and let’s talk about our new relationship.  I plan on you being very useful.”

Bob crawled to the couch near Bill’s feet and smiled.

Suck Buddy Part 2

My friend and new Master took full advantage of the situation.  He knew of my need for his cock so he would have me suck him while he would surf porn sites.

Master Bill said, “I need to learn more about the proper training for a sissy fag like you.”

He made me shave and keep myself hairless “below the neck.”  He bought outfits and makeup online.  One of his favorites was a French Maid uniform which he would make me put on at least once a week since I was now cleaning his house.  He enjoyed pulling me over his knee when he noticed that I had not done something to his standards.  I’m sure at times he invented impossible standards just so he could spank me hard.  Sometimes it was just his desire to try out some new paddle.  I’m sure that I encouraged the spankings myself because even though they hurt they would make me incredibly horny, and I would put everything I had into sucking and licking his cock and balls.

One day, I was busy cleaning.  I was naked.  He told me he had to go to the store, and we would have fun when he got back.  I did wonder what he meant but I busied myself with cleaning.

He came back to the house with several bags.  He put the bags in the kitchen.  I went in and picked up the bags and put up the groceries.  There was a big jar of lube which I left on the counter.  I knew what was coming.

“About time I made you into the real bitch that you are.”

I begged him not to.  I tried telling him that sucking his cock was satisfying enough for me.”

He laughed.  “Every bitch wants to be fucked.  It might hurt a bit at first, but soon, you won’t be able to get enough.”

I looked hesitant and he continued, “Well, instead, how about I tell the other guys what a cocksucking fag you are and then you can suck their cocks too.  I mean if all you want is a cock in your mouth, let’s just spread the word and you can suck all your friends off.  I’m sure we can keep your mouth busy.”

I knelt before him and begged for him not to tell anyone and that I would do whatever he asked.

“I was going to fuck you anyway, but I do love it when you beg.”

He walked into the bedroom and returned with a box.  He reached in and pulled out a pair of handcuffs which he dangled in front of me.

“Best if the sissy is restrained so she can’t resist.  Now, you need to get me ready.”  He unzipped his pants and pulled them off and presented me with his cock which was already semi-erect.

I crawled to him and kissed his cock.  I licked it and let it slide into my mouth.  I loved how it felt against my tongue.   But his size worried me.  It would hurt.  But Master was right.  I did want to be fucked, but it scared me.  It was simply too big and fat. I was hoping that he would get distracted by how good my sucking made him feel but he stopped me.

“Ready to lose your virginity.”

I looked up at him with pleading eyes, but he just laughed.

He led me to the table and had me lean over it.  He took the handcuffs and fastened my hands to the legs of the table so that I was exposed to him.  I hadn’t seen that he had belts with him.  He kicked my legs apart and using the belts, he strapped each ankle to one of the tables legs so that I was spread and immobilized. 

He told me that this first time he would not use lube.  I trembled and he said he wouldn’t use it unless I begged for my fucking.  He was going to record it too.  He opened his phone and set it to record.  Then he moved to behind me where I couldn’t see him, but I could feel as he put his hands on either side of my hips.  His cock was hard between my ass cheeks as he kept himself excited by grinding against me.

“Please Master, please use the lubricant, please.”

“What do you need lubricant for sissy.”

“So, it won’t hurt when you fuck me.”

“You want to get fucked then, if I use lube.”

“Yes Sir.”

“Then beg for what you really want sissy.”

“Yes Sir, please fuck me sir.  Fuck me with the lube.”

“If I fuck you.  You’ll be my bitch.  Is that what you want?”

“Yes Sir, please fuck me and make me your bitch.”

“Beg me, faggot.”

“Please, oh please fuck me and make me your bitch.”

I could feel as he put a big glob of lube into the crack of my ass.  Using his fingers, he worked it into my hole.  He finger fucked me, and then wiped his fingers on my back.  He pressed the head of his cock against my hole.

I let out, “Please fuck me and make me your sissy bitch,” just as he pushed himself into me. 

I cried out and he just pushed harder and then with one big push he was in.

“Tell everyone that you like getting fucked.”

“I love getting fucked.”

He pulled out and plunged back in and with a grunt he started fucking me with rhythm. 

“Thank you Master.  Thank you for fucking me and making me your bitch.”

Breathing more heavily, he was fucking me hard.  “You, sissy fag.  You’re  meant to be fucked.  Fucked a lot.”

“Yes Sir, fuck me, fuck me hard.”

“Bring over a bunch of horny guys.  We take turns.  Fuck the horny fag bitch.”

“Umm yes Sir, lots of big hard man cocks like you.  Fucking the fag hard.”

“Suck and fuck.  Make you beg for cock and cum.”

“Bitch fucked hard.  Cock in my mouth.  So good cum.”

“Faggot bitch.”  He plunged all in me and stopped.  He flooded me with cum.  I felt its warmth running down my thighs.

He pulled out and came around to where I could see.  His cock was dripping with cum and from the mess of being in my ass.  He grabbed the phone and pointed it at me while he pointed at his cock with the other hand.

“Show everyone what a good sissy you are at cleanup.”

I kissed and licked his cock and sucked on it until it was clean. 

He released me.  He walked to the recliner and sat satisfied.  I ran to the bathroom and cleaned myself up.  When I was done, I knelt and crawled the last little bit to his chair where I collapsed and curled up and closed my eyes.

I heard him say, “You are much too good of a sissy faggot for me not to put to use. Now, I just need to think about how to best use your talents.”  He started laughing.

Overheard

I took a seat in the booth even those I was by myself.  The pizza place had a few customers but there were plenty of places to sit.  The three young black guys in the corner booth next to mine were already tearing into their pizza when I had not even ordered mine. 

The young dark-haired waitress smiled in acknowledgment as she passed carrying a pitcher of beer to the corner booth and then came back and took my order.  She looked a little bedraggled.  It looked like she had made it through the lunch rush and was now working the late lunch crowd to finish her shift.

I pulled out my phone to pass the time while I waited on the pizza. I heard one of the black guys behind me laugh loudly and then the others were making noises of passing around napkins to mop up spilt beer.

“How did you know it was Ted?”

“Oh, I knew, same color pants and shirt.  I saw his back when he was leaving.  I didn’t have to see his face to know it was Ted.  Plus, I got up and walked past him to get to the bathroom.  He dipped his face down toward his desk when I passed but before that, his lips looked swollen, you know.”

I saw a few alerts on my phone and I was returning a text when the waitress walked past with another pitcher.  I wondered about how much beer they had already gone through.  The waitress shrugged as she walked away carrying the empty pitcher.  Maybe they had knocked that one over.

Another voice from behind me said, “No reason whatsoever that a black guy should ever be without a blowjob if he wants one.”

I finished the text and sent it, but now I was just looking out the window of the joint so I could pay more attention to the conversation.

“Oh, he can get that and more than that.”

“What do you mean?”

“You don’t know.”

“I mean there’s a guy at school.  Sometimes I think he’s got his eyes on my pecker when I’m in the bathroom.  I was going to call him out if I ever caught him but when I look, he’s always looking the other way.”

“White boy, right?”

“Yeah.”

“They’re all over.  All I’m saying.”

“How did you know about the glory hole thing?”

“Charlie told me.  You know, that run down looking place next to my work.  It’s got a bathroom in the basement.  I don’t know if the water’s even working.  But you go in and there’s a line of stalls.  And each stall door has a hole in it.  He told me about the coat hanger.”

“Coat hanger?”

“So, you know that the stall’s occupied.  Most times you can tell if there’s somebody in there, but if something’s hanging on the door like a coat hanger, then you know.”

“I don’t know about sticking my dick through a hole in a door.”

“Why not?”

“Well, first I’d have to know that the hole was big enough.”

General laughter and the sounds of beer being poured from the pitcher.  I looked over at the counter where the waitress stood looking out into the street.

“Never know what’s on the other side would be a good reason.”

“The other side was warm wet mouth that sucked me like I’d stuck my dick into a vacuum cleaner.”

“Vacuum cleaner named Ted.”

“Yeah, he worked my dick good. Lips and tongue and suction.  Like he’d wanted to have a dick in his mouth all his life and finally got his chance.”

My own dick was getting hard when the waitress brought my pizza.  It was hot and I wanted to give it a chance to cool off so, I sipped my coke quietly while I listened.

“There are white boys all over that beat their little dicks thinking about the chance to have a big black cock in their mouths.  They’re all over the internet.’

“I’m not into porn like you.”

“It’s educational.”

“Sure.”

“Ever hear about the new world order.”

“What the fuck is that?”

I took a bite of my pizza, but my full focus was on the conversation and my own stiff dick.

“Ok, you go out anywhere say driving your car.  You get pulled over.  You, being a black man, have to be extra careful, reaching for your wallet or just have to pay attention where your hands are.”

“Or get shot.”

“Now, if you’re white...”

“Do whatever the fuck you want.”

“Right.  White man’s world.  New world order is the opposite.  Black guys in charge.”

“Now, that would be nice.”

“New world order.  Black men rule.  White men are the servants and slaves.  And what’s better.  A lot of white guys are into it.”

“I thought it was some sort of sex thing.  Porn.”

“It is but it’s more.  I’ve got several white sissies serving me.”

“Sissies?”

“Yeah, they’re all into being feminized, humiliated, and made for you to use any way you want.”

“Anyway?”

“Suck your dick, fuck them in the ass.  Cuckolding?”

“What’s cuckolding?”

“Fuck their wives or girlfriends while they watch.”

Laughter and more beer being poured.  I was feeling flushed, and I had a full hard-on.

“And they’ll lick your cum out of their wife’s pussy and then thank you for it.”

“Shit.”

“Yeah, like you’re the king and master.”

“But it doesn’t have to be just sex.  I never pick up around the house.  I got one that comes over in a maid’s uniform and cleans my house from top to bottom.  And if it’s not to my liking, or just because I want to, I’ll lift up her skirt and give her a good spanking. And then she’ll turn right around and get down on her knees and suck my cock.”

“Well maybe, it’s okay for you but I’m not gay or even close.”

“Don’t have to think about it that way.  I’ve got no desire to be sucking their little white peckers.  Much less having one stuck up my butt.”

“But man, it’s still a dude.”

“Be that way then.  Just saying, they’ll do it all and just do what you tell them.  And besides, some of them look so much like girls that you wouldn’t know if you didn’t see their little peckers.  And the ones that don’t.  Sometimes those are the ones who’ll do the most to make up for it, I guess.  I got one that does my yardwork.  Washes my car.  Whatever and all I have to do is let him suck my cock.  It’s a sweet deal.”

“I’d have to see them first.  You hook me up with one of yours.”

“Sure.  But I’ll show you where you can look on the internet.  Sometimes you can spot them when you see them.”

“Like the one at school.  Yeah, maybe.  Get a fresh one and train them like you want.”

I was coming to the end of my pizza and thinking about heading out.

“Any signs that I should be looking for?”

“There’s a tattoo of a spade.  That’s usually a giveaway.  Women have one with a Q for Queen of spades while the sissies will sometimes have one with a J for Jack of spades.  But sometimes it’s just the look in the eyes.”

“The eyes?”

“Yeah. Look a white guy in the eyes and watch if his eyes go down toward the floor like he wants to submit.  If I see that, I might say something like “doing okay, boy.”  All the way through, I put “boy” in there.  If he replies with “Yes Sir” or anything with “Sir” in it, then it’s almost certain.”

I put a tip underneath the plate and headed toward the bathroom.  I had just closed the door when it opened. and the three black men entered.

One looked at me and said, “Good pizza, boy.”

My eyes shot downward, and I said, “Yes Sir.”

Sissy Whore

I hadn’t noticed he had opened the car door during his attack.  He shoved and I slammed into the door and fell out onto the pavement.  The roughness of the roadway tore into my leg.  I sat up with my short skirt pulled up to my stomach so that my thong covered ass sat on the dirty pavement as his car drove away.

Just as I got to my knees I was blinded by headlights.  The car pulled to a stop on the opposite side of the road.  I thought someone had stopped to help until I recognized his car.  The window lowered and I saw his head lean out through the opening.

“Two- bit faggot whore.”

A wadded up something hit my face.  He pulled his head back into his car and he hit the accelerator and raced off into the darkness.  I looked down.  I know I was hoping that his calling me a two- bit whore might mean he threw my money at me, but all I saw was a crumpled cigarette pack.

Stupidly, I picked it up and rose to my feet.  I took a few uncertain steps and made it back to the edge of the sidewalk.  I tried to smooth my skirt under me and sat down.  I started to cry.

I should have known better.  Smaller the dick, the larger the rage behind it.  It looked fine in the light of the streetlight filtered through the windshield.  Pale, white, and small.  But I would have enjoyed sucking it in the past.  Sometimes, it’s hard to distinguish one from another when you’ve had so many use your mouth as a cum receptacle.

He had pulled out just as he came painting my face with his cum.  The he hit me with his fist and shoved his hand down my tube top where I’d stashed the twenty.  Hits and shoves and yelling and the next minute I was in the street.

“Deacon will not be happy,” I thought.  He would roll through with his “boys” way before the sun was up and the sky was already getting lighter.  He had always threatened to turn me out if I didn’t earn my quota.  He’d tell me he couldn’t afford to let me stay at his place for free.  I would have nowhere to go and not much prospect of getting a place to sleep during the heat of the day.

If I could find another John before the night was over, I might be able to offer free service in exchange for a cheap motel room.  Of course, that wasn’t safe.  I had found out the hard way.  I looked like a girl, but I was a sissy.  Some men wanted sissies, but many did not.  The thought of being with a sissy could make some of them violent.  Even if it was me taking it in my mouth or ass, they felt it might mean they were gay.

I ran my hand down my leg and I couldn’t find any blood, but my fishnet stockings were ruined.  I was going to have a bad bruise.  I’d have to have some sort of leggings to cover that up and once again, Deacon would not be happy. 

I remembered my first innocent thoughts of Deacon.  He was an older black man.  I had these thoughts for a long time about being sexually submissive to a man or a woman. I had played before whenever I was out of what I thought of as a normal relationship.  I wanted that too.  I wanted that normal heterosexual romantic love bullshit but every time I was in one, I’d start fantasizing about the more exciting life of exploring my fantasies.

It was easy to see why nothing ever worked out for me.  I find myself in a good relationship but then I’d be on the computer jacking off to some BDSM porn. 

The porn was like an addiction.  I always needed a stronger fix.  I had been with dominant men and dominant women.  I had sucked cock and I’d been fucked by a man and by a woman with a strap-on.  But I had never sucked a black cock.  That had become my fantasy.  Sucking a big black cock.  Being a white sissy to a black man.

That’s how I found Deacon.  Looking back, I’d say it’s how Deacon found me.  He knew what he was looking for from the start.  I had a profile online.  Had one for a long time.  It already had parts about my being a submissive bisexual, but I added how much I wanted to serve a black man and suck his cock like a good white boy.

Deacon was perfect.  He lived in the area.  He had a disability, so he was home all day.   It would be no problem for me to see him when I could.  He was a little older and overweight.  His got around with the use of a cane so his disability presented no problems.  He showed me pictures of his big wonderful black cock and I began masturbating to it.  Imagining how I’d kneel and crawl to him and suck and lick on it.

We met and I did just that.  It felt so good to look up at him as his cock shot his sperm into my mouth.  I just wanted to keep on licking it even after I had cleaned it. 

I became his regular Saturday night cocksucker.  I have to admit that I had trouble sucking it that first time because I had never tried one that big before.  I kept on and got better at it.  I got a dildo and practiced on it when I wasn’t with him.  I got some control over my gag reflex and learned to take more of it into my mouth.

I was thrilled when he had me start dressing for him.  He got my measurements and went online and got me an outfit.  Real hooker clothes.  Pulling on the tight shorts that showed half my ass made me hornier than I’d ever been. 

I’d shaved my body at his place that Saturday night.  I’d never done the whole sissy thing before, but he had told me before what I should expect on our date night, so I’d watched makeup videos on YouTube.  I painted toenails and fingernails after I first made sure he had the polish remover.  I was trying to be careful and did not want to be seen looking like that.

I almost laughed when I thought of how I must look now.  I had learned.  I could put my makeup on now just like any girl.  But back then, it had taken a while. 

I stuffed my little dick in the shorts and put on the tight halter top.  It was a bit tight, but he told me that it pulled my flat chest together so that it gave the illusion of my having real boobs. 

He asked to take pictures and I knew I shouldn’t let him, but I wanted to have pictures of me dressed like that.  I figured I could get them, obscure the face, and put them on my profile to show what a hot sissy I was.

After I did my little fashion show for him, he told me I looked good enough to fuck.  He knew what he was doing because he already had a big jar of lubricant next to him on the table.  He handed it to me and told me to take everything off but the blonde wig he had bought me.

We went to his bedroom, and I lubed up his already hard cock while he lay on the bed.  He told me that this was the only way he could do it because of his back.  I climbed on top, and he reached up and started feeling my “boobs.”  He stroked my erect nipples while I placed his big cock against my hole.  It wasn’t easy.  His cock was big and did not want to go in me like I wanted.  It kept sliding front and back but eventually it broke through my tight ass.  He called me his bitch as I settled onto it feeling his big cock fill me up. 

I rode him hard telling him how much his white bitch loved being fucked by him.  I swear that when he came, I could feel his hot cum coating my insides.  I rested my head on his chest while I felt his cum running out of me.

That would be my last memory of happy Deacon.  He had me clean his cock after I got off of him.  I had been expecting that, but it was still pretty disgusting. 

We had gone back to the living room, and I was working on taking the nail polish remover to my toe nails.  He told me that I owed him.  He came right out and told me how much my outfit had cost and I had to pay him back.

I was shocked at this sudden turn, but I told him that I’d pay him back for what he had spent.  It might take a few weeks as I didn’t earn that much from my job.  Deacon laughed at me and told me that he considered what he had spent to be an investment.  In his mind, I’d have to pay him back a lot more than what the clothes had costs.

He wanted to set me up on a few “dates.”  I said “prostitution?” in an outraged voice and he had just smiled.  He said that a horny sissy like me would like getting plenty of dick.  He was right that the fantasy of it sounded hot, but the reality was hitting me in the face, and I just thought of having no control over who would be using me.  And no control over what they would do.  I refused but also said I wanted to keep coming over.  I did enjoy sucking on his big cock.

Deacon took it in, and his smile faded.  He looked at me in a serious way and told me he’d have to think about it.  He told me to think over my refusal and that maybe I’d rethink things.  As I was leaving, he told me to be careful and that “bad things sometimes happen to white boys in the neighborhood.”

I was puzzling over his last remark and digging my keys out of my pocket.  One of Deacon’s black neighbors was out in his yard and called me over to the fence and asked me if I knew what time it was. 

I didn’t get a chance to speak.  Someone grabbed me from behind and slammed me into my car.  He reached around and put his hand over my mouth so I couldn’t yell.  The neighbor grabbed my feet and they hustled me into the neighbor’s house. 

It happened fast.  In less than a minute I went from looking for my keys to sitting on a wooden chair in a bare room with two large black men looking down at me.  One took a piece of duct tape over my mouth.  He brought a fist to my face in a quick punch.

The other muttered, “Nothing to the face asshole,” and then punched me hard and deep in the stomach doubling me over. 

I wobbled and slowly brought my head up and then a hard slap to the face threw my head even further back.

“I do what I want motherfucker.  That won’t leave any mark.”

They laughed and then joined together in a punch to my gut.  I doubled over again and stayed there.  I pled with them to stop but I was shocked and scared, and no words got past the duct tape anyway.

One of the men grabbed my hair and jerked me back up right.  The one behind me got his hands on my jeans and just jerked them down without unbuttoning them.  He just pulled hard, and they were slipping off my hips and down my legs.  I struggled but then my boxers were pulled down as well.

He laughed and said, “Bitch think she’s a dude.”

The man in front placed his hands on my shoulders and pulled me forward the one behind me held my hips so I didn’t fall.  He started grinding his blue jean covered crotch into my ass. 

The man in front took my hair in his hands and pulled my face into his crotch.  He took one hand out of my hair and unzipped his jeans.  He pulled out his soft cock and wiped it on my face.

Reaching down, he ripped off the duct tape gag and then grabbed my ear lobe and pulled it with a painful pinch.  The man behind me had his dick out and was rubbing the head between my cheeks making himself hard.

I felt a sudden pain as the man behind me punched hard into my lower back.  My mouth opened and the man in front took the opportunity to cram his cock into my mouth.

“Now, be nice, or we might have to get rough.”

Terrified of what rough might mean if this was not it, I accepted his hands forcing me to where my lips were in his pubic hair.  My mouth was full of his soft cock but as he began to become erect it was pressing on the back of my throat.  He had a firm grip on my head and was not going to let me escape as it pushed further into my throat. 

Tears formed in my eyes.  From behind, the man was pressing his cockhead on my hole.  I wanted to plead with him to let me use lube and that I would do what he wanted if he would just let me do that.

I felt my ass tear and burn as he entered.  He gripped my waist hard and began fucking me.  I don’t know if it was pleasure from fucking or from inflicting the pain on me, but he laughed as he fucked.

“You see white boy.  You take dick when we tell you to take dick,” he grunted.

The man in front just kept a tight grip on my head.  I couldn’t breathe as his cock blocked my airway.  The musky smell of his cock and balls filled my nose.  I couldn’t breathe. 

He kept a firm grip on my head as I began to choke.  My stomach convulsed and still he held my head.

Now he allowed me to move my head a few inches away from him even though he still held my head.  But I was able to take a little air before he began face-fucking me.

The one behind me came holding me tight across the stomach as he was deep in my ass.  I could taste the sperm of the one in my mouth and I felt his cum spilling hotly down the corner of my mouth.  

They pulled their cocks from me but continued their holds.  Then, together, they threw me to the floor.  But I found they weren’t done.  They both stood over me and began kicking me.  I put my hands up to protect my face, but I should not have bothered.  They just wanted to kick me and bruise me where it didn’t show. 

I was begging for them to stop.  I didn’t know whether or not they were going to kill me.

Finally, they stopped, and one said, “Stay right there faggot.”

I was quivering and I could taste blood in my mouth along with the taste of cum. 

Another sharp kick to my stomach and “You hear me, bitch?”

“Yes,” I managed to float the words out of my mouth.  I saw the foot draw back to kick me again and I said quickly, “Yes Sir, Yes Sir, Please I hear you Sir.”

I began to sob but I tried not to make any sounds at the same time.  I wanted to fall through the floor to get away, so I kept my eyes shut.  I was afraid of drawing any more attention.  I heard the door open and close.   I entertained the thought that they had gone but then I hear a cigarette lighter, and I knew that one of the men was still in the room.

It wasn’t long until the door opened again.  He lifted my head from the floor, and I struggled to get away, but the other man held me down.  Darkness covered me as he slipped a hood over my head. 

“Please, please, I’ll do whatever you want.  Please don’t hurt me anymore. Please.”

All I heard in response was “Quiet bitch or we will hurt you.”

The I felt myself being rolled onto something soft.  It was blanket and they rolled me into it and picked me up. 

I thought they were going to kill me, and I struggled but only a little.  I had no hope of getting away.  I was picked up and carried. 

I heard a sound that still terrifies me.  The trunk of a car opened.  I no longer thought they were going to kill me.  I knew it.

They threw me in, and I could feel cold metal through the blanket.  One held me down while the other folded my legs so I could fit.  The trunk slammed close,  and I heard the sound as it latched. 

I began to scream but a hand slammed on the lid of the trunk.  A voice shouted, “Be fucking quiet or I swear I will pull you out and beat you until you are quiet.”

Another voiced chimed in, “And then will put you back in but this time you’ll be unconscious when we do.”

I stopped yelling but I was incoherently crying.

Then I recognized Deacon’s voice.  “Bad things Bobbi.  I tried to tell you bad things might happen.”

“Deacon!  Deacon please!”

A hand slammed on the lid of the trunk.  “Bobbi.  Bobbi.  You cooperate and you’ll be okay.  I swear.”

Then there was a moment of silence and then Deacon asked, “Bobbi?”

I answered, “I’ll do what you want.  Please don’t hurt me.”

“Good to hear Bobbi. Now, settle in.  We’re going for a little ride.”

Car doors opened and closed.  The car started and began to move.  I tried to think of a plan, but I was incapable of anything more than crying and hoping that somehow, I’d survive.  I heard the sounds of traffic and it seemed that we drove for a long time.

We came to a stop and the car doors opened and shut.  A hand banged on the lid of the trunk.

“Hang on Bobbi.  This’ll take a minute,” Deacon said.

Minutes passed and I was getting panicky.  Then the trunk opened, and I was being carried.  I was put down on a bed. I was unwrapped and the hood was pulled from my head. 

I blinked as I got used to the light and there were the three men standing over me.  The two men stood on either side of Deacon.  I saw that we were in a motel room.

“Please, please, Deacon, please.”  I didn’t know what to ask for and just kept repeating the word, ‘please.’”

Deacon held a finger to his lips, and I stopped.

“Now Bobbi.  It’s been a rough day and I need a good blowjob to help me relax.  Take your clothes off.  I’m going to sit right here on this bed.  You are going to suck my dick and I’m going to tell you what’s going to happen.”

I took off my shirt and the jeans and the boxers which were already around my ankles.  He held his cock out toward me and I crawled forward.

“Now, you don’t have to say a word.  Just keep my cock in your mouth while I tell you how things are.  If you do wish to object to anything, just tell my friends here and they’ll take you out for another lesson.  And then we’ll be right back here and see how well much you’ve learned about your proper place.”

I kissed his cock and slipped it into my mouth.  I looked from side to side and his friends were smiling and one made a fist and punched his open hand.

Deacon said, “I’m a black man and that makes me your master.  White sissy boys like you are naturally inferior.  It is your duty to serve me and my friends here.  Really, any and all black men.”

“I’ve been studying you these last few weeks.  No close relationships. Menial job. Series of relationships and I’m sure the women left after putting up with a great lack of satisfaction since they were with a little dicked sissy boy like you.”

“A sissy white boy like you.  Easy for you to disappear.  Easy for you to slip into your proper role of serving me.”

“And that’s what will happen.  You will be turning over all your stuff.  Money, phone, id., passwords etc. etc.  We’ll take your info and create a story.  Had to go out of town to care for a relative.  We’ll take your stuff out of your apartment.  Haven’t decided.  One of us may decide to take it.  You won’t be living there.  We make a few phone calls to make all the arrangements.  You’ll quit your job.  If we need you to be in on any phone calls, you’ll do as we say.  We’ll take care of everything.”

“If an ex texts you or invites you to something on Facebook or something, there’ll be a little note to her explaining what’s up with you.  That you’ve decided to come out of the closet, and you’ll be all apologetic.  But you’ve found your true calling as a sissy faggot for black men to use.  Not really something that blatant but more like you’re coming out of the closet and considering gender re-assignment.  Something more socially acceptable.”

The talk excited Deacon and his dick got hard fast.  I kept sucking.  It was hard to do much else.  I couldn’t believe what I was hearing but I could see the big muscular black men standing there just ready for another lesson.  I sucked.  I did not know what else to do.

I knew he was going to shoot his cum in my mouth when he began talking about his investment and my need to make him money.

He had dates set up for me.  He and his friends would be around ‘keeping an eye on things.’  If I tried to deviate from my instructions “well, more bad things might just keep on happening to you.”

I tasted his cum in my mouth and he held the back of my head so I would swallow every drop.  One of the men went outside and returned with a suitcase.  It had clothes and makeup.  He gave me a new cell phone.  Told me it was monitored and should only be used to talk to him.  I had a half hour to get ready for my first date.  He put a text into it so all I had to do was hit send when I was done with a date.  It said, “Thank You Master for allowing me to serve.  I am ready for my next customer.”

They got up and left.  I limped to the bathroom.  I did not know if I would be able to move fast enough to get ready.  I turned around and walked to the curtains.  I peeked out and all three of them were sitting in the car in the parking lot.  They saw the curtains move and waved back at me.

First one was a white guy which confused me.  I thought it would be black men.  He wanted fuck a faggot in the ass.  I wanted to talk.  Tell him he was my first and I’d never done anything like this.  He got tired and just pulled his dick out.  Thick but short.  He held it out like I wouldn’t be able to resist.  I got on my knees and started sucking.  But he got mad and told me to lie down so he could fuck my faggot ass.  He pushed it into my hole and came after a couple of thrusts.  Then he got angrier and reached around and started pulling on my nipples.  He crawled off and sat with a leg over me to hold me in place.  He began slapping my ass with his hand and telling me that I was going to wind up in hell.  He told me if he ever got me someplace away from my ‘guards’ he’d put me down himself.  I started to cry, and his dick started to get hard again.  Through my tears I told him that the men outside guarding the door would be bring up my next customer.  He got a scared look on his face and got up to leave.  As a parting gift he spit in my face. 

I thought if that’s my first customer I might not survive the next.  I sent the text and walked gingerly to the bathroom to touch up my makeup.

I get a little confused over the customers I had over the next few days.  It was not long before I became more blasé and put them in categories.  Many were angry white men.  Little dicks and a lot of anger and a need to dominate.  Maybe they’re fighting their own gay feelings by hurting and humiliating a sissy. 

I do remember two special customers.  Both were black and I’m not sure there was a charge.  Deacon was taking care of all the financial transactions, and I didn’t see any of the money.

A black man was considering getting his own white sissy.  He had heard that white sissies would do what women would not.  I proved that to him by taking his cock in my mouth after he had fucked me in the ass.  He seemed to love looking down at me while I cleaned his cock.  He was also happy to have the focus be on him and his pleasure.  My needs were immaterial and there was no pressure to make sure I came.  But he was also concerned that being sexual with another male could be seen as even the slightest bit gay.   I think seeing me alleviated that fear.  I wasn’t fully female, but I was not even close to guy material either.  I hope he found a satisfying relationship with a very fulfilled white sissy.  I never saw him again.

The second special customer was a black woman.  She brought her strap-on.  She intended to sissify her white boyfriend before they got married.  She wanted the experience of fucking a guy.  I sucked and rode her dildo.  She spanked me and I licked her pussy.  Never saw her again either.  Hope she and her sissy are happy and have many years together.  I wish it had been me and I knew that Deacon wouldn’t let me get away until he was paid.  And once he was making money selling my ass, there would be no reason to let me go at that point either.

It went on like this for a week.  I slept mostly during the day when there were no customers although Deacon had no problems waking me to suck off some guy for a lunch time quickie or whatever he wanted.  Ron or Phil, his two ‘boys’ would drop off some fast food or pick up my dirty laundry.  I’m not sure, but I think Deacon had a woman as part of his team.

It turned out that I did have to take care of a few things.  I was a little surprised at how few there were.  I did have to talk to my landlord.  Another tenant was concerned that he never saw me, but that a couple of black guys seemed to be living in my apartment.  He thought they were stealing.  I sat under Ron’s watchful eye as I told the landlord that I had to move to help take care of my uncle.  I told him that Ron was a friend helping me out by cleaning out the apartment.

Near the end of the month, I got taken over to the apartment and made to clean it so that I could get my cleaning deposit back.  Or, I should say so that Deacon could get my cleaning deposit as he handled all of my money.

I used to blame the great candy bar incident, but later, I figured that it was a business decision when Deacon put me out on the street.  I was craving something sweet and asked one of my customers if he’d stop by one of the vending machines and grab me a Snickers.  I still can’t believe he turned me in over what, a dollar.  According to Deacon the man said, “I paid you plenty of money for her.  I don’t need the bitch faggot hitting me up for more.”

Looking at it from where I am now, I think that Deacon was just spreading his profits around too many people.  Ron and Phil and maybe a laundry lady.  She probably had a role in picking out my outfits.  He probably just wanted to cut back on paying for the cheap motel.  More money for him and all that.

Deacon said, “You know the hustle now.  We may put you back in the motel from time to time.  Maybe for something special like a convention in town or something like that where they’d be lots of customers.  But I’m not paying to keep you in a motel all day on a slow day like yesterday.  I’m putting you out on the street to hustle me some money.  This is how much I’m expecting.  I’ll give you a day or two to get your hustle down.  Then if you’re not meeting expectations, I’ll have to see about Ron and Phil incentivizing you.”

It was hard at first.  I’d try to hang with the other girls on the corner and they’d run me off because of the competition.  I did hang with a black prostitute from time to time.  She wanted a white sissy of her own and enjoyed me cleaning out her pussy with my tongue after a customer left, but that was no way for me to earn money.

I’d set myself up further down the block from the other girls where it was a little darker.  Men would cruise by and look at what was available.  There was a complete mix of humanity.  There would be guys in suits and guys in t-shirts and jeans.  Plenty of weirdos.  Some just wanted to get a girl to approach so they could expose themselves.  I still remember my first one of those.  He just sat there and pulled on his little dick until he came into a tissue.  All of the time, I was standing there using sign language to get him to roll down his window.

It was heaven when I’d get one that would pay for a motel room.  After a while, the other girls became more accepting, and I’d stay with one of them for a night.  That’s how I got close with Cherise, that black girl who let me clean her pussy. Early on, I couldn’t afford a motel room and make my quota.  I got better at the hustle.  I’d learn what to look for to see if a customer might be dangerous in some way. Or the financially dangerous ones who tried to get away without paying or worse would think nothing of taking off with a girl’s purse.

Here I am now.  Sitting and waiting for a customer.  It’s been three nights since I met quota.  This outfit’s done for.  At least the stockings are.  If I’m lucky Deacon will only threaten me again.  He might decide that it’s time for a beatdown lesson.  I don’t see a way around it.  I have to depend on him.  I don’t see a way out unless some customer likes what I do so much he “Pretty Woman’s” my way off the street.

The glare of headlights up ahead.  Big car. Dark.  Might be Deacon’s SUV.  I get up and crap, I almost fall over.  One of my high heels cracked.  I bend to take off the shoe and I’m holding it and standing lopsided as the headlights approach.

Black Girlfriend

I was always kind of awkward and shy around girls.  Needless to say, that although I had kissed a girl when I went off to college, I was a virgin.  Unless you want to count the number of times, I had seduced my hand. 

When Kenisha sat down in the chair next to me that first day of freshmen English, I was stunned at my good fortune.  When she swept her hair back, looked at me and smiled, I was already half in love with her. 

I can’t remember a thing the teacher talked about that day.  In fact, I had to check the school’s website so I could drill down to that class and find out what the assignments were.  I was trying to see her by being careful that neither she nor anyone else knew what I was doing.

She gave me this dazzling smile when the class was over, and I knew at that moment that I was a goner.  I would have done anything she wanted.  If she had wanted me to jump out of the window, I’m not sure I would have asked if I could open it first.

I jerked off quite a bit back then and she was the star of my fantasies.  But I felt guilty about it.  Like it was being disrespectful of her, but I couldn’t help it.

Unfortunately, I think it also made my body make the connection, and I was having erections all of the time when I was around her.  I’d carry my books low to cover it up.  She would just keep smiling.  I wondered if she had noticed what I was doing.  Of course, I think too much about some things and not enough about others.  Had she noticed my erection.  Did that make her smile?  Or was it a polite smile at my embarrassment?  Maybe she didn’t notice at all.

I had all this going on in my mind and I couldn’t think of any good lines to open up a conversation.  Straight up, if she hadn’t directly asked me if I wanted to have a coffee after class, she would have remained that beautiful girl in English class that I should have asked out.

Having coffee with her was a Godsend.  I was still shy, but I could hold up my end of the conversation.  She asked a lot of questions which made things easier.  I was lucky that she dominated the conversation.  My questions would probably have been ‘do you know how beautiful you are?’ and maybe some back pick-up lines from movies.

We started to date, but that first time I had pressed just a little for a good night kiss. She asked me to sit down on her couch, so she could explain things to me. 

“I’m going to be successful.  I’m going to law school to become a lawyer like my parents.  They talked to me, and I agreed that the important part of all of this is having a solid, supportive relationship behind you.  I want something solid just like they do.  Now, if you want to be a part of that, then the first thing is to always, always treat me with respect.”

She held a finger to her cheek which I kissed and then left.

Kenisha called me the next day and asked me out on a second date.  She told me she had been impressed by my politeness and how I had respected her boundaries instead of pressing for more.  “A lot of men are so aggressive.  Their hands are everywhere.”

It wasn’t long before we were dating exclusively, and she spoke of us as a couple.  I felt good that I might be in the running for that solid relationship she wanted.  But I was frustrated.  I would want to do more than that kiss her on her cheek.  Once, I went to her apartment to pick her up and a black man had been there with his hands all over her.  I got mad.  Actually, I got mad after he left but before that, they had hugged and laughed.  They whispered and looked over at me and laughed some more.  When he left, I asked her, and she told me it was black thing, and I wouldn’t understand.  I told her that I was jealous and that man “had his hands all over you.”

Kenisha said, “Reggie’s an old friend.  Jealousy doesn’t look good on you.”

I apologized to her and then after our date she was mad at me.  At the end, she didn’t do the customary touch of her cheek showing that I was allowed to kiss her.  I just stood there awkwardly waiting for my cue.

She pretended to ignore me, but I know she knew what I was waiting for.  She looked up at me with fire in her eyes.

“You offended me, and I know you hurt Reggie’s feelings.  He knows you were upset, and I know he feels bad.  I’m going to call him right now.  If you apologize to him, then I will let you kiss my hand.  But that’s all you get tonight.”

She made the call and I apologized to Reggie.  She was talking to me while I was apologizing.  I said what she was telling me, and I told him I would be more respectful in the future.

I was afraid that I had ruined my chances with Kenisha, but we continued dating and even grew closer.  She told me that my willingness to do as she asked had impressed her and she began talking about marriage.  I couldn’t believe my luck.  It took a while, but I managed to get back to being able to kiss her on the cheek. 

I went to pick her up one night for our regular date and I could tell that she had been crying.  I felt terrible and asked her what had upset her.

“It’s my mother.  I was talking to her and mentioned you.  Told her that I was hoping we could get married, and she forbade it.  It just hurt me so bad that she wouldn’t accept that I had fallen in love.”

I sat down on the couch and tried to put my arm around her, but she stopped me.  “I know you’d like to comfort me but we both know where that can lead.”

“Is there anything I can do then?”

“My mother said, you’d have to meet them first and they’d have to approve the marriage before our relationship can go any further.”

“That’s no problem.  I’d love to meet your parents.  I mean, they have raised a wonderful girl.  I can understand why they feel protective.”

“You have to understand.  It’s not just protective.  It’s super over-protective.  I was never able to date in high school.  I took a couple of guys over to meet them.  My mother did everything she could to embarrass them.  They never made it past that first meeting.  She told me that it was better that she put them to the test before I got my heart broken.”

“I love you Kenisha.  I want to spend my life with you.  I’m sure I can pass any test because of that love.  Don’t worry.  I’ll impress your mother and I swear, she’ll end up telling you herself that I’m the man for you.”

Needless to say, I was both determined and nervous when she drove us to meet her parents that day.  She stopped the car in the driveway and reached over and placed her hand on my thigh. 

“I can’t wait to meet them,” I said.   But I also wished she hadn’t done what she did.  She never touched me like that.  I mean, I did want her to touch me like that, but her touch had given me an erection and I was about to go and meet her parents.

It wasn’t a mansion exactly, but it was as close as I’d ever seen.  If fact a maid met us at the entrance.  She smiled and curtsied.  Kenisha hugged the maid and whispered something to her.  I assumed she had been with the family for a while.

Kenisha took me by the hand and led me down a hall to a sitting room where she deposited me in a chair.

“Make yourself at home while I go find them.  I thought they’d be here to greet us.”

The walls were lined with pictures.  I got my first look at what I assumed were her parents.  I saw a family portrait of a handsome black man in a suit and a black woman with dark blue dress wearing what appeared to be a diamond necklace hung around her neck on a gold chain.  Kenisha as a toddler had her arm around the leg of the maid. 

I had time to settle in and then to start worrying again about what sort of questions her mother would put to me.  I was growing ever more nervous when Kenisha appeared holding the hand of the woman I recognized from the photo.  She looked like she had aged only slightly.  I rose from the chair.

Kenisha said, “Bobbi, this is my mother, Victoria.”

I had not thought of the proper greeting.  Should I kiss her on the cheek or bow?  I settled on a tepid handshake and extended my hand.

Victoria took my and raised it up while she looked me up and down.  “Kenisha, another white boy?”

“Mom, don’t be like that.”

“I have no idea what you mean.  I’m always perfectly nice to the boys you bring around.”

We walked out to a patio where the maid brought a tray with glasses and poured each of us a glass of wine.  Victoria asked her daughter about school and the two of them talked while I sat silently by.

With no warning, Victoria turned to me.  “What’s your major?”

“English,” I choked out.

“You speak it quite fluently,” Victoria laughed.

“Mom!” Kenisha reached out and put her hand on her mother’s arm.

“I hope to…” I started.

“Teach, I’m sure.  I mean what else would you be qualified for.  Not like you’d be working for NASA now would it.  Unless they plan on sending the excess humans to Mars to relieve overpopulation.”

“Actually,” I started trying to come up with something to counter but Victoria was on to her next subject.

“What if Kenisha asked you to switch?”

I did not have an answer.  I might have been able to think of one, but I needed one good enough for Kenisha and good enough for her mother who was intimidating me.

“My girl is going to be a successful lawyer.  What if she wanted you to do something more useful to her>  Culinary arts or I don’t know?  What about staying home to take care of the house?”

“Well, I…”

“Come on.  Speak up.”

“I’ll do everything I can to support her.  I love your daughter.”  I managed to get out of my mouth someway.

“Where’s Dad?” Kenisha asked.

“I told Dick that this wouldn’t take long, and he shouldn’t bother.  He’s still upstairs I believe.”

Kenisha got up.  “I can’t believe you.”  Turning to me, she said, “I’ll be right back.”

I watched as she walked back into the house.  I looked at Victoria and smiled.

“It’s my job to protect my little girl and make sure she makes a good choice of partner.  I just don’t think you’re up to it.”

“I think I am,” I managed.

“Really, you can’t even sit here five minutes while I ask a few simple questions?”

“Of course, I can.”

“We’ll see.”

“I do want to be a good husband to your daughter.  She told me that she wants the kind of relationship you and your husband have.”

“You don’t think I know that.  I just don’t think you’re  as supportive as he is.”

“Dick has also been supportive of me and my needs.  But let’s see if you can answer a few simple questions, shall we?”

“I’m ready.”  I smiled.

Looking at me, she smiled and asked, “How often do you masturbate?”

My mouth opened in disbelief.

“Too much to keep track of. She asked smiling.

“I’m sorry.  You can’t ask me…”

“Well, when was the last time?  Surely you must know that?”

“I never, I mean of course…”  Words tumbled out of my mouth.

“Never jerk your little wienie, thinking about my little girl.”

I got up.  “I’m not going to talk to you about that stuff.”

I walked to the door intending to go back into the house, but Kenisha was already coming through it.

“Your mother is impossible.”  I took her hand.  “I think maybe we should go.”

Kenisha glared at her mother.  “What did you do?”

Victoria said coolly.  “I asked him some rather simple questions and he got flustered.  If he can’t handle a few simple questions, he’ll never get through the rest of it.”

Kenisha led me into the cool interior of the house.  She had her arm around my waist and held my hand as we walked down a wood paneled hall.  At the end of the hall, she pulled me into her and kissed me.  A long probing kiss that I had never had from her.  She put her hands on my ass and pulled me into her.  I felt my dick responding.  This was all that I had been waiting for.

She broke the kiss and moved her lips close to my ear while she pressed into me.  “Please, just do whatever she wants.  I do want you to be my husband.  I’m sorry that she’s a lot to put up with.  I really am.  But I can’t have you unless you can get by her.  It’s like she’s the guard you’ve got to get through to get to me.”  She pressed into me harder, and I could feel my full erection pressed against her.

“But you don’t know what kinds of stuff she asks.”

“I know that she’s overprotective.  No boy is good enough.  She loves me and, in the end, she’ll love you too.  I know she will.”

“But I…”

I moaned as she reached between us and rubbed against my erection.

“Do you love me, Bobbi?”

“You know that I do.”

“Come with me.”

Kenisha grabbed my hand and she pulled me along.  It was a big house and she finally pulled me into the kitchen.  It was large as my apartment.  She pushed a chair under me, and I sat at a small wooden table in front a large window looking out over the backyard.  She walked to a cabinet and returned with a bottle and a glass.

“I’ve always said my mother is much easier to take after you’ve had a few.”

She poured the glass half full of the amber liquid from the bottle. 

I took a sip.  “You think this’ll help.”  The bourbon burned in my throat.

Reaching into the purse slung over her shoulder she pulled out a small bottle.  She opened it and tapped a couple of pills into her hand.

“Your love and this will help get you over being nervous.”

She placed the pills in my hand.

“Is this necessary?”

“If you love me, you have to get through my mother.  She’s the matriarch.”

I took the pills and washed them down with some bourbon.  “Matriarch?  What does that mean?”

“She’s in charge.  Her role as my mother is that every boy me or my sisters marry has to have her approval.”

“And if she doesn’t approve.”

“Then ‘we’ can’t happen.”

“My sister’s boyfriends had to go through the same thing.  I thought about having you meet them, but they don’t live around here.  They could have told you how tough gaining her approval is.”

I took another sip. 

“Trust me.  Now drink up.  I’m going to take you to the study.  It’s quieter in there and this whole thing will go much easier.”

I took a long drink while looking into her eyes.  She was right.  She was so beautiful.  I could get through this.  I was already feeling much better.  I got up and took a final drink draining the glass.

Kenisha took my hand and led me upstairs to a room where she sat me in a leather chair.  The room was quiet, and the shelves were lined with books.  She left and I thought that I would do whatever I had to, but I would leave this room as her fiancé.

“Queen Victoria,” I thought as Kenisha’s mother entered the room with the maid behind her.  The maid pulled another chair around so that Victoria could sit facing me. 

She sat regally and seemed amused. “I thought you had left.”

“No ma’am.  I’m still here.”

“You must love my daughter.”

“I do.”

“Then let’s get started.  You must understand why I need to know the answers to my questions.  I’m responsible for my daughter finding a happy match.  Sexual compatibility is important.  I ask such highly personal questions because they usually run off boys, but I do need to know so that she doesn’t end up with someone who will disappoint her.”

“I understand.”  I thought of how much she loved her daughter.

The smile left her face and she said, “So, when was the last time you masturbated.  You have had time to think about it haven’t you?”

“Last night.”  I answered and felt that it wasn’t going to be bad.  I could get through this.  The liquor and whatever was in the pills was making me feel very relaxed.

“I only hope you were thinking of my daughter and not other women.”

“No, of course not.  Wait, yes, I was thinking of Kenisha.”

“Now, Bobbi.  Some of this might be unpleasant but I assure it is absolutely necessary and it will be unpleasant for me as well.  Please stand up.”

I started to ask a question but forgot.  Putting my hands on the armrests, I attempted to stand but seemed to lack strength.

“Vickie,” Victoria said motioning her maid who was standing to her side.

The maid assisted me to my feet.  Victoria made a gesture, and the maid swiftly unbuckled my pants and yanked my pants and shorts down.  I moved my hand from around the waist to cover myself and lost my balance and sat heavily in the chair.

“What’s going on?”  I said a little sleepily.

“As a prospective groom, you fall under my power to protect my daughter.  It includes this as well.”

I watched as the maid handed a box to Victoria.  Kenisha’s mother pulled a pair of nursing gloves from the box.  She blew into each glove before pulling it onto a hand.  Once she was gloved, the maid handed her a tape measure.

My hands rested in my lap as Victoria and the maid approached. 

“Bobbi.  Sit on the edge of the chair and remove your hands,” she commanded.

Her voice was so commanding that I pulled myself to the edge of the chair, but I put my hands back in my lap as I tried to cover myself.  The maid who was standing by Victoria reached down and grabbed my wrists and pulled them apart. 

Victoria reached between my legs and gripped my balls firmly.  It didn’t hurt but she held them tightly.  “Let’s not have any more of that silly white boy resistance, Bobbi.”

“No ma’am.”

She made quick work with the tape measure.  She noted the size of my balls, the length and girth of my barely noticeable shrunken penis.  The maid wrote down the figures in a small notebook as Victoria announced them.

The maid picked up a jar of Vaseline from the table that I had not previously noticed.  She removed the lid and Victoria put two fingers in and applied them to my penis.

“Now, Bobbi, this is the last time you will be permitted to have an orgasm before the wedding.  Do you understand?”

“Yes ma’am.”  I felt myself getting hard as Victoria continued rubbing my dick.  I started to feel like I was having a dream since this surely could not be real.

“Milking might become necessary to relieve a buildup of fluids.”

“Milking?”

“Massaging the prostate to stimulate the release of seminal fluid.  Does not promote  orgasm.”

“Cumming without cumming,” I thought hazily.  That did not make sense.

I was fully erect and close to cumming when Victoria stopped and picked up her measure tape.  She noted the measurements of the length and girth of my erection which the maid wrote down.

Victoria held my erection between her thumb and index finger.  She used the thumb and index finger of the other hand to rub back and forth on the shaft.

My future mother-in-law was jerking me off in front of her maid.  The unreality kept me from struggling to get away.  The pills and liquor had probably made that impossible anyway.

“Come on Bobbi.  We don’t have all night.”

With that I felt my release coming.  Victoria placed one gloved hand at the head of my dick while she massaged the shaft with her other fingers.

“There we go,” she announced as I convulsed and came into her gloved hand.  She continued stroking my erection until I was done.

Victoria had a disgusted look on her face as she presented her gloved hand holding my sperm up to my face.

“Bobbi, open your mouth.”

I opened my mouth feeling confused.  Did she want to examine my teeth next?

Victoria slapped her cum covered hand over my mouth and I tasted my own cum.

“A good husband tries to avoid making a mess and always cleans up after himself.  Lick it clean like a good husband.”

My mouth was already full of my own cum.  I swallowed and licked what remained from her hand.

“Good boy,” she said.

The maid set a glass full of crushed ice and a small pink object on the table. 

“Now, Bobbi.  This might be a little painful.”  Victoria picked up the glass and suddenly jammed it over my weakening erection. 

I was startled briefly into wakefulness and tried to reach down to remove the glass, but the maid held me firmly by the wrists.  The cold was agonizing.

Holding the glass firmly, Victoria said, “Must make sure we get a proper fit, dear.”

“Fit?” I thought.  I tried to break free from the maid’s grip, but she held me firmly.

“There.  That should be enough.”  Victoria pulled the glass away and sat it on the table next to her and picked up the pink tube.

She held it before me and said, “It’s chastity cage meant for white boys like you.”  She lowered it between my legs and put my limp dick into the tube.

“Keeps you from spending all that time playing with yourself so you can devote yourself to my daughter’s needs.”

I heard a click and then Victoria looked at me and held a small key.  She pulled a silver chain over her head and showed me the key hanging from it.  She opened a clasp and threaded the key onto the chain.

“See.  I’ll be keeping your key next to my husband’s.  I’ll keep it until the wedding and then I will give it to your new owner.  I mean wife.”

“Your husband wears one?”

“Of course.  Dickie, come show him.”

“Dickie?”  I thought.

The maid approached and lifted her skirt.  Her other hand pulled down her panties and I could see a pink chastity cage like mine.  I was shocked that the maid was really male.  She or rather he had looked and acted so feminine.

“Dickie?  I thought you called her Vickie.  I thought Kenisha’s father was Dick, but this is your husband and her father.”

“Oh dear.  I can see the confusion.  I must like men named Dick.”  Victoria laughed.  She reached out and grabbed the maid’s wrist.  “This Dick or Little Dickie as I call him.”

Victoria let go of the maid’s wrist and reached to the table and picked up a framed photograph and presented it to me.  It was a copy of the one I had seen upstairs.

Pointing to the black man in the photo, she said, “This is Kenisha’s father.  Also, Dick.  Big Dick as I call him.”  She laughed, “he prefers ‘Dick.’  And this is Little Dickie.”  She moved her finger to point at the maid in the picture.

“I’m sorry you got confused.  Now pull up your pants.”

I stood with the maid’s help and pulled up my jeans.  I sat down. I sank into the chair trying to take it all in.

Victoria turned to her husband the maid.  “Dickie, go get Kenisha and tell her the happy news.  That Bobbi passed the tests, and she has a new fiancé.”

I was still feeling groggy when Kenisha came into the room a few minutes later.  Little Dickie and Kenisha helped me walk out of the room and down the hall.  There was a large room with chairs and a table.  Her father, Big Dick, was holding a bottle of champagne in one hand and a glass in the other.

“Welcome to the family, Bobbi.”

I grinned weakly.  “Thank you, Sir. This is all…”  I couldn’t finish the sentence.

“Here, Kenisha.  Get Bobbi a glass.  I know this is so overwhelming for a white boy.  He may need a little extra help don’t you think.”

Kenisha took a glass of champagne from her father.  She sat with me and gave me the glass.  She pressed a couple of pills into my hand. 

I looked down at the pills.  One looked like the one I had taken earlier while the second one was a different color.

She whispered in my ear.  “Take them dear.  It will help and well... you’ll see.”

I looked at her and wanted to say that I was already groggy enough, but she looked at me sternly.  I found myself popping them into my mouth.  I washed them down with the champagne she handed me.

Everyone was there.  Kenisha’s father sat in a chair after he poured and passed around the champagne.  Victoria had a big smile on her face as she surveyed the scene from her chair while her maid, Little Dickie, sat on the footstool at his wife’s feet.  Kenisha was up and moving.  After handing me the champagne she stood next to her father and put her arm on his shoulder.

“Daddy.  I told you I  had found someone to bring into the family.”

“That you have my dear.”

“I’m ready to give my approval,” said Victoria with a bit of triumph.  “Rough going for a bit but…”  She fingered the new key around her neck.

I was feeling a warm glow but then began to feel uncomfortable.  I could feel the start of an erection and crossed one leg over the other.

“Daddy, what about your approval.  Think he’ll meet your test?” Kenisha asked.

“Honey.  You know it’s not so much a test as an indoctrination.  And I’m sure that Reggie and I will make sure Bobbi meets his obligations.  Besides, we’ll have Little Dickie there to help him.”

I opened my mouth to tell Kenisha that I didn’t understand what they were talking about, and I didn’t understand what Reggie had to do with anything.  But now,  I suddenly felt like I would like to have an erection but was prevented from doing so by the cage.  I uncrossed my legs and moved my hands to my lap to hide my embarrassment.

Kenisha looked bemused.  “It’s okay Bobbi.  The erection pill just kicked in.”  Turning to her mother she added, “Mom, I think Bobbi would like to speak to you about an adjustment.”

Victoria got up with a big smile on her face, “Come with me son-in-law.  Let’s see about the fit of your cock cage.  I’m sure we can work it out.”

Victoria and Little Dickie stood on either side of the chair and helped me up.  As we walked out of the room, I could hear Kenisha and her father laughing.

Trained by my Mother-in-law

A couple of weeks passed, and I thought I was adjusting.  Kenisha agreed that it was a lot to take in.  Her parents had explained their beliefs in black superiority and how whites were naturally supposed to submit to their superiors.  It was my fault for not asking more questions, but I had felt intimidated.  I felt myself surrounded by the powerful, self-assured Black people in the room.  The only other white person in the room was a man dressed as a maid.

I sat in the living room of Kenisha’s apartment.  I still had my own for now, but rarely slept there.  Kenisha had complained of my slow and grudging service and how poorly I was doing chores.  She also told me I was crabby and in a bad mood most of the time.  She had talked it over with her mother and Victoria had told her that a milking might be in order.  Kenisha had laughed when she talked with her mother about how training a new white servant could be difficult.  So, now I waited for her mother to arrive to apply whatever corrective she felt was necessary.

Victoria didn’t knock.  She just opened the door and stepped in.  She stood there and I was surprised.  I was slow getting up and walked to her and said “Hello.”

She held up one finger and prompted me.

“Victoria.”

Her finger stayed up.

“Miss Victoria.”

“That will do for now.”  She held up her hand with her car keys dangling from  it.  “I left some things on the seat.  You know which car is mine, right?  Go fetch them and we’ll get to it.  I have a lot to do considering what a sloppy greeting that was.”

I grabbed her keys and said I was sorry.  She just smiled as I walked out of the apartment.

Seeing her car, I hit the button on the fob and a beep and flash of the tail lights told me I had the right car.  There on the front passenger seat was a big black dildo and a large jar of Vaseline.  The dildo was a realistic looking black cock down to the veins on it.  I looked around me to see if anyone was looking.  I pulled my t-shirt out of my pants and nervously put the dildo and Vaseline under it so I could walk back to the apartment without anyone seeing what I was carrying.

Victoria must have been watching.  She opened the door and said in a loud voice, “Did you get the big dildo I brought for you.  And make sure you’ve got plenty of lubricant because you’ll need it.”

I nodded, “Yes ma’am.”

First lesson.  Don’t think that you can outsmart your superiors and hide what you are.  I stared at the sidewalk and tried not to be aware of the people who were walking around.  There were at least a couple, but I stayed focused on the sidewalk. 

Victoria stood in the doorway with her arms crossed.  She extended her hands as I approached so she could receive the dildo and the lubricant. 

She stood aside so that I could enter.  “This will be very useful in your training,” she said as she closed the door.

Victoria sat on the couch and patted the seat next to her.  “We have a lot to do today. From what Kenisha told me, I feel like you’re going to need a milking, but I’m not sure if that’s all.”

She placed a hand on my thigh, and I answered her with “yes ma’am.”

“That’s much better.  I like that attitude much better.  I must tell you Bobbi, that the way you met me at the door was atrocious.”

Victoria stood up and said, “Get up Bobbi.  Take off your clothes.”

I took off my shoes and socks and stood.  I removed my t-shirt and watched as she took off the black belt she was wearing.  She frowned as she saw me hesitate.

“Don’t stop.  When I say, ‘take off your clothes,’ you take off your clothes.”  Victoria held the belt at the buckle and ran her hand down the length. 

I unzipped my jeans and lowered them.  I stepped out of them and stood in my boxers.  I was embarrassed that she aroused me so that my dick was straining in my cage.  I knew better than to hesitate and I pulled my boxers down.  I stood naked before her.

Victoria reached out and touched my left nipple.  She pinched it between her fingers, and I shuddered.

“When your little dick is locked up, your body becomes more sensitive.  Like it still seeks pleasure but has to find another outlet.”

She pinched my other nipple and I moaned.

“Good,” she smiled.  Victoria took her seat on the couch.  “Move the coffee table so you’ll have room and then I want you kneeling before me.  Your proper place, I might add.”

I did as she asked and kneeled before her.

“This is the proper posture for greeting one of your black superiors.  I realize that it is not always appropriate or possible.  Generally, you can avoid it in public.  It’s just not generally acceptable by the wider public.  Your assumption is that your superior does not wish to draw attention to the nature of your relationship.  But that’s an assumption.  If your superior tells you to kneel even if it is in public, what do you do, Bobbi?”

“I kneel, Miss Victoria.”

She smiled.  “Yes, you do and I’m glad you called me, ‘Miss Victoria.’  You should use that instead of calling me by my first name.  ‘Mistress Victoria’ is also acceptable.  Never just ‘Victoria.’  And never ever ‘Vicky’ unless you want to be disciplined harshly.”

“Yes Miss Victoria.”

“And you don’t want to be punished harshly, now do you, Bobbi?”

“No, ma’am.”

“Well, you are going to be punished but how much you get depends on you.”

I waited to hear how I could avoid punishment and I wanted to ask why I was being punished, but that did not seem like a good idea.

Victoria slipped one shoe off of her feet and then she removed the other one.  “Well, Bobbi, I will lessen your punishment if you perform an act to demonstrate your subservience.”  She held a foot in front of my face.

I put my hands to the floor and moved my head to where I could kiss her foot, but she drew it back.

“You must ask permission first.”

“May I kiss your foot, Miss Victoria.”

“Yes, you may, Bobbi.  I think my foot could use a good tongue cleaning from a white slave.”

I leaned forward and kissed the sole of her foot as she extended it toward me.

I could see her smile as I licked the sole and then began kissing her toes.

“Put the big one in your mouth.  Whites should always practice their sucking.”

I sucked her big toe and after I had it in my mouth for a minute, she pulled it away.  She put her foot down and lifted her other foot toward me.

This time I held her foot and kissed it on the sole.  I licked and pressed my lips into it before I finished up by sucking on her big toe.  I could feel my dick pulse in its cage and my nipples were erect and aching.

Victoria pulled her foot from my mouth again and placed her foot on the floor.  “You did well, Bobbi.  When I have more time, I think I’ll have you over and let you spend more time with my feet.  But I do need to move on.”

She patted her thigh.  “But now, I want to move on to your punishment.  So, stand up and spread your legs.”

I got up and spread my legs a little.  I felt so vulnerable with my balls hanging behind my full cage. 

Victoria put out her hand and touched the cage. “Closer.”

I took an awkward step toward her.  She took her hand and put it on the cage and shook it. 

“Looks like my coming over got you all excited.”  She reached underneath and cupped my balls.  “Full of sissy milk, I’m sure.”  Her grip tightened and I groaned.  “Maybe we could just squeeze it out,” she said laughing.

“Bobbi, lay yourself over my lap, ass up.”

“Yes, Miss Victoria.”

I got up and she patted her lap.  I laid over her thighs.  I looked down at the floor while she spread her legs enough so that my cage and balls were hanging between them.

“See.  If I was mean, I’d pull your sissy balls back and give them a spanking too.”

“Thank you, Mistress.”

I felt her hand touch and then grab my cheek.  “Sorry I can’t say the same about your ass.”  She slapped me on the ass twice with her hand once on each cheek.  “I’ll warm you up with my hand.  Much more intimate.”  She began spanking me varying her rhythm and where she hit.

“I’ve cut it down to ten hits of the belt.  I will not stop until finished.  Stay as still as you can, or I will start over.”

The first hit with the belt surprised me, but I felt the full hurt of the second.  Third hit made me squirm.  I held it together for four and five.  Number six made me beg.  At blows seven and eight, I was crying and begging for her to stop.

“Two more Bobbi.”

I stiffened as nine and ten were administered.  But ten meant the stinging would stop.  I felt her hand massaging my ass.  Tears fell only to be replaced with shame.  The full realization that I was reduced to tears and begging while being naked across my mother-in-law’s lap.

“You did very well,” Victoria said laying a hand softly on my ass.  “Here, take this.”

She passed a small towel to me.  I took it and wiped my face.

“Spread it underneath you dear.  Give those swollen sissy balls someplace to deposit their sissy milk.  Mustn’t make a mess.”

“Yes Miss Victoria,” I said as I laid the towel out underneath me.

I felt her hand as she began rubbing my ass.  I heard blowing and knew she was opening up a glove.

“I hope now, you know that a light punishment like that was no fun.  Imagine if the discipline was for a greater infraction.  I don’t think you’d like that at all.”

I thought I’d never survive a ‘severe’ punishment if what I experienced was a ‘light’ punishment.

I felt as she used a couple of lubricated fingers to slide in between my cheeks.  Her fingers pressed against my asshole, and I squirmed in her lap.  She patted my ass with her other hand.

“I know it feels good when a sissy gets her boy pussy played with,” she laughed, “but we are just getting started.”

“Now I know this may feel strange at first, but your body will adjust, and it will be giving you a lot of pleasure.”

I felt something large poking between my cheeks and knew it was the black dildo I had brought in from the car.  She pressed it against my now lubricated hole. 

“You’re such a tight little sissy now aren’t you,” she said pressing harder.

It went into me.  I felt it stretch my hole as it entered.  Then I felt it sliding in and filling me.  She pulled the dildo back and then she began moving it in and out.

I moaned and she said, “You’ll get used to it and you’ll soon be craving it.”

“Yes, Miss Victoria.”

She kept stroking it in and out of me.  It was such a strange feeling.  I imagined being fucked.  And I thought of how it was my mother-in-law doing it.  I felt shame.  I felt humiliation and my body must have enjoyed it because I knew if it weren’t for the cage, I’d have an erection.

“That’s enough to get you started,” she said removing the dildo.  “Now get up off my lap.  Kneel and thank me and let’s check and see how you did.”

“Thank you, Miss Victoria,” I said once I had gotten off her laps and was kneeling before her.

She took the shiny black dildo and placed it on the towel. 

“I have to go.  Tell Kenisha that you did well, and I don’t expect her to report any more grumpiness do I Bobbi?”

“No, Mistress.”

“Well then.  Clean up everything and get back to your chores.  You should take any extra time you have and practice with the dildo.  As my future son-in-law it’s my duty to make sure you are properly trained before the wedding.  You have so much to learn that I’m going to get with my daughter and schedule regular times for your training.”

She smiled and said, “Now kiss my feet and thank me.”

I knelt and kissed each of her feet.  “Thank you, Miss Victoria.”

Victoria was laughing when she left.  I did not think that I had produced anything in the way of sissy ‘milk,’ but there was a small damp spot on the towel where I had apparently cum.

The next week, Victoria knocked on the door I was ready for her.  Kneeling at the door when I pulled open the door.  I heard two people laughing and one was a man’s voice.

“Get out of the way, Bobbi.  You’re blocking the way.”

I said, “Yes Ma’am,” as I crawled backwards.

I bent down and kissed the tops of each of her feet.

“Now make sure you also greet your guest.”

I turned to him.  He was a young black man wearing tennis shoes.  Bending forward I kissed the tops of his sneakers.

“Bobbi, this is Tommy.  He will be one of the groomsmen at the wedding,” Victoria said.

Tommy put down a large box he had been carrying.

“Strip naked Bobbi and go grab some scissors from the kitchen.  Put away your clothes neatly to show Tommy what a good sissy you are.”

Undressing in front of my future mother-in-law and a stranger who both stood and watched shamed and aroused me at the same time.  Shame had become so tied to my sexuality.  The more humiliated I was the harder my dick became. Or would have been if not for the pretty cage I wore.  And now, I knew it was a small white boy dick.  I gathered my clothes  in my arms and walked to the bedroom to put them up knowing their eyes were on my ass as I walked away.

After stopping in the kitchen, I came back to the living room and handed them to Victoria and gave a small bow.

Taking the scissors, Victoria opened the package.  “Kenisha ordered you a few things.  I told her I’d be training you on serving a black man and I did want you to look proper.  Let’s see what we have?”

Tommy sat down on the couch.  Victoria rose from the box and handed me a pair of black mesh panties and a matching bra.

I stepped into the panties and discovering they were thongs.  The strap slipped up my ass crack and nestled my balls.  I pulled the mesh over my cage which looked a little bulky.

“It’s okay, dear.  Black men like to see their white sissy in chastity.”  Victoria smiled.  “Especially when they have a beautiful wife like my Kenisha.”

I looked over a grinning Tommy who had his legs spread wide.

I put the bra on and felt it fall flat across my chest.  I tried to fasten it, but I couldn’t.  Victoria had me take it off and then showed me how I could fasten it first and then slip it on and slide it around.  The fabric made my nipples tingle.

“Looking good white boy.”  I turned to look at Tommy and couldn’t help but see the outline of his hardening erection in his jeans.

Victoria moved behind me and snipped off the tags on the bra and panties.  She turned me around and gave me an approving look. 

“You should keep these on to show Kenisha when she gets home.”

Victoria turned back to the box and seemed to be searching for something.  She pulled out a small rectangular clear plastic case.

“There are several boxes of clothing.  Things Kenisha wanted to see you in.  I’m sure she’ll want you to give her a fashion show later this evening.  Now, Bobbi.  This is just a basic starter make-up kit for you.  Nothing fancy.  But you should look your best when you’re serving a black man.”

I took the case nervously from her and thanked her.  I looked uncertain about what I was to do next.

“Come with me then.”  Victoria took the case in one hand and placed the other on my lower arm and led me to the bathroom.  She put the case on the back of the toilet.

She handed me a rag.  “Always start with a freshly scrubbed face.”

I picked up the hand soap. and was about to wash my face when she stopped me.  She reached for another bar.  Kenisha’s face soap.

“I’m sure she won’t mind, Bobbi.”

I tried to apply what she gave me.  Just some basics.  A little powder, eye shadow, lip liner.  I would apply something, and she would have to touch it up or wipe it off and do it herself.

Finally, we stepped out of the bathroom and walked back out to face Tommy who still had his legs spread and a big smile on his face.

“May I present, Miss Bobbi,”  Victoria said with a sweep of her hand. 

Tommy brought his hands together several times in a bit of silent applause.  “Always good seeing a white boy looking like a white boy should look.”

“Now, Tommy, give the ladies some room.”

He brought his legs together and Victoria and I sat down on either side of him.

“Bobbi, as the submissive, let the man take the lead and do what he wants,”  Victoria said instructing me.

“Yes, Miss Victoria.”

Tommy reached over and put his hand on my stomach.  He moved it up and let it rest over the bra covering my left nipple.  I felt a little shock at my nipple becoming erect.  He rubbed it through the material, and I let out a soft moan. 

I had to still my hands because I suddenly wanted them in his crotch.  He felt and rubbed my other nipple.  This time he slipped his hand under the bra and began rubbing  his fingers over it.  I gasped and gripped the couch cushion to keep my hands in place. 

Tommy shifted so he could use both hands on my “tits.”  And “tits” they were.  Sensitive and needing the rough touch of a man.  He slid a hand down my arm and pulled it onto his bulge which seemed to throb.  I moaned again as he rubbed my tits with one hand and pressed my other hand onto his bulge.  He began guiding my hand back and forth on the big cock in his jeans.

He paused and leaned back into the couch so he could unbutton his jeans.  He unzipped and his cock fell out.  He raised his ass off the couch, and I assisted him in pulling his jeans down to give me better access.  He spread his legs a little and reached over to pull my head down toward his cock.

“Just let him guide you, sissy, don’t resist,” Victoria commented.

I needed no encouragement.  He controlled my head, but my mouth sought the head of his cock which I kissed.  My mouth opened and I began licking.  My tongue slid over the head and my open mouth took the cockhead in.  I started sucking.  It filled my mouth.  So soft.  So hard.  So urgent.

I stopped sucking so I could use my tongue on the shaft.  I licked up and down the shaft and down to where I could kiss his balls before I returned to the head.  Opening my mouth, I took it in a second time.  This time my mouth slid up and down taking in as much as I could.

“More practice, Bobbi.  Kenisha and I expect you to be a proper sissy and you should be able to swallow a big black cock without any problems.  You don’t want your wife-to-be ashamed of your sissy abilities.”

I sucked up and down, but I couldn’t take more even though I kept trying.  Tommy held my head in both hands and pressed me down.  I found I was able to take just a bit more, but I felt I would gag.  His cock was just too big.

I felt his grip on my head tighten and his cock seemed to surge, and he was fucking my mouth.  He moved his hips up and down slightly.  And then, there it was.  His hot sperm flooded into my mouth.  I swallowed.  His cock kept shooting his sperm into my mouth.  I couldn’t keep up.  I had a hard time swallowing and it dripped out of the sides of my mouth and ran down his cock.

Victoria laughed.  “Best nourishment there is for a white sissy.  You’ll soon crave it.  Make sure you lick it all up.  Don’t waste a drop.”

I worked at cleaning the cum from his cock and licked his balls clean.  Tommy pulled his jeans up.  He patted my head.  “Good white boy.  You like getting fed, don’t you?”

“Yes Sir.  I do, Sir.”

“Well, then you need to practice harder,” Victoria said.  “Give that dildo a good sucking every day.”

Victoria and Tommy got up and Victoria continued, “Go back and fix your make-up.  You want to look pretty when Kenisha comes home.  I’ll be bringing some other groomsmen over so you can practice on them as well.”

She and Tommy walked to the door.  Victoria turned back toward me.  “I’ll send Little Dickie over to help you learn about how to do your makeup.  He’s been dying to see you.  He wants to see if you’ll fit into the wedding dress he wore for our wedding when the time comes.”

I was simply not making fast enough progress.  Kenisha and her mother decided after a long discussion.  I served them both at her parent’s home while Little Dickie taught me the finer points of maid service.  I had wanted to tell them both how hard I was trying, but it seemed that my advice and what would happen to me was not worth considering.

I did become able to deep-throat a cock, but I was not able to not learn it on my own.  Victoria showed up at the apartment with Leroy.  She brought along a large dildo, restraints, and a small trash can.  I was tied down.  Leroy had a cock that was the equal of Victoria’s fake cock.  One fucked me up the ass while the other shoved cock down my throat.  When I gave signs of gagging, the cock was removed from my mouth and the trashcan was placed under me.  I would gag.  I would bring up whatever was in my stomach.  It was mostly just bile and spit.  The trashcan was taken away and the cock was re-inserted.  They would switch.  Leroy came in my ass at least once.  I’m not sure I was even conscious when I let go and swallowed instead of gagged.

Once I developed the talent, Kenisha’s “male friends” would stop by so I could keep up the practice.  She made sure that I was submissive to each one and thanked them for the opportunity while they enjoyed pumping me full of their loads.

I settled into my role as Kenisha’s fiancé. She told me she was proud of me, and I beamed under her praise.  She was busy with school.  I had withdrawn from classes due to my other duties.  Kenisha told me that she would see how I was coming along and that she might allow me to go part-time after I had adjusted and was dressing full time as a female.  She simply would not abide my presenting myself in public as a man anymore.  I was disappointed at dropping out of school, but Kenisha tried to cheer me up.

“I am so proud of you Bobbi.  You’re such a model of what a white boy should be.  I think we should throw a party.  I’ll invite all my girlfriends over.  I’ve convinced most of them that weren’t already dating black men that they should.  But I do want to remind them not to give up on the white boys.  After all, white boys can be quite wonderful as long as they are serving in their proper role.  You’ll get to show off for all my friends.  Want that be wonderful, Bobbi.”

“Yes, Miss Kenisha, it will be.”

The Men’s Room

Too much coffee.  I had drunk too much coffee before I entered the department store where I’d stopped on my way home.  Thinking it would be quick, I only felt the need to pee after entering the store.  I picked out the shirts I wanted to buy, but the need increased to the point that I knew I’d be in real distress if I waited until I got home.

It was an older store, and the public restroom was hard to find if you didn’t know it was there.  Located at the very back of the store, they were down a corridor near the shipping department.  There was just a lone employee standing at a cash register where the corridor began.

The door was an institutional pale yellow and the paint was flaking off.  I pushed it open and looking forward to relieving my bladder.  The lone urinal had an “out of order” sign standing in the basin.  I turned to the stall and pushed it open.

I stood there peeing into the toilet wondering when it had last been cleaned last and I heard the door open.

“Just a minute,” I said informing whoever had entered.  I zipped up.

I felt a body push against me.  Before I could react, a hand came around me and covered my mouth. 

“Shut up.  Don’t struggle. I got a knife.”

I stopped trying to break free and tried to draw in a breath from my nose.

“I just wanna talk.  I talk.  You listen.  Okay.”

I tried to answer but he kept his hand firmly over my mouth.  I tried to nod but his grip on my mouth gave him control over my head.  He had his other arm around me and pulled me into him.  He was much bigger than me and he pressed his body into mine.

“I’ve seen you a couple of times before.  At the triple x adult store downtown.  You come in all nervous like.  Looking around.  Make sure nobody sees you.  Look at where the booths are.  Start looking over the DVDs in one particular section.  Look toward the booths.  It almost looks like you might chance it.  But then you chicken out and almost run out the door.”

“Well, guess what.  Today’s your lucky day.  Or maybe you’ll think it’s unlucky.”

“Fuck,” I thought.  He pressed into me even harder, and I had been too scared to notice before, but I could feel his cock swelling against my ass.  It felt big.

“We’re going to play a game.”

His hand shot down and grabbed my crotch.  His grip was firm and groping.

I heard him snort a laugh when he had to search for my penis.  “I’m going to tell you what you are and what I plan to do to you.  If I’m wrong about all of this, your little dick will stay tiny and limp.”

I stiffened quickly trying to break his grasp.  I might as well have done nothing at all.  He just held me tighter and pressed into me harder.  His dick was hard and pressed into my ass and it was huge.

“But if your dick gets hard.  Well then, we’ll both know it’s true.  And we’ll talk about what happens next.”

“First this is your dream.  You’ve fantasied and jerked your little weenie at something like this happening to you.”

I heard his words and felt his hard cock pressing into me.  It was all true, but this wasn’t right.  Not a stranger in a bathroom.  No, this couldn’t be.  But I felt a little warmth in my body, and I worried my dick would betray me.  What then?

“You’ve thought about being a sissy.  Serving a black man with a big fat cock.  Mmmm.”  His hand on my crotch moved just a little.  “What’s this I feel?” he laughed.

“More than one black man.  His big cock in your mouth for you to suck and one with his cock in your ass.” 

Just a little movement and his hard cock moved slightly.  I felt him fully between my ass cheeks.

“Maybe dress you up like a slut and you could serve a whole group.  Gang bang for you.”

I moaned.  I couldn’t stop it and he could feel it.  I got an erection.  I couldn’t help it.

“You want a black man’s cum dripping out of your holes.  You want my cum all over your face.”

I moaned and there was no hiding my erection.  His hand rubbed between my legs.

“I think you’re a hard-core sissy.”

He released me, but I needed it and needed it now.  I moved my ass into him wanting to feel his hard cock.

I put up my hands and caught myself against the wall.  He slapped my ass hard.

Laughing at me, he said, “Horny bitch.  I’m going to want to see you beg, but we got work to do.  We’re walking out.  We’re going to get a few things.  Buy the rest later.  But you are walking out of here as my bitch.  Understand, white boy?”

“Yes Sir, thank you, Sir.”

The Gym

Bobbi pushed open the glass door after reading the sign on the front, BNWO Gym.  He checked to make sure his mask was in place.  He held a flyer in one hand.  After stepping inside, he looked around.  The place was busy.  He saw several black men over in the weight area.  Everyone one of the treadmills had guys on them and some were running full out.  He did have to stop and look.  Every one of the guys on the treadmills was dressed in pink.  A couple had on leotards and the others had on skin-tight pink t-shirts and shorts.  Skin-tight and not leaving much to the imagination.  He turned back and looked at the rest of the gym hoping that someone would come and tell him about the free offer.

One of the black men who had finished doing a bench press with two weights that looked like they each weighed as much as Bobbi sat up on the bench.  He wiped the sweat from his face with a towel and got up from the bench.  He walked toward the front.  Bobbi could see how powerfully built he was.

“Hey, can I help you?” he called out as he approached.

“I wanted to find out more.  The flyer I got said the gym was free.  I called and they said it was free.  I wanted to check it out.  I know there’s some kind of catch.  Nothing’s free, right?”

“It’s even better than free, but there are rules.  I can guarantee that you’ll never pay a dime.  It’s offered free by our sponsors.  Have a seat at that table and I’ll explain it all.”  The main pointed a table that was already set up with paperwork, clipboards and pens.”

The black man sat in a chair on one side of the table and motioned for Bobbi to take the one opposite from him.

“I’ll show you around after you do a little paperwork.”  He took a box and opened it and produced a swab.  He held it up.  “If you don’t mind.  We’ll do a quick check.”

Bobbi pulled his mask aside and opened his mouth.  The man leaned forward and inserted the swab and moved it around inside Bobbi’s mouth.  He took the swab and dropped into a small container and then added the a few drops from an eyedropper and closed the lid.

“New rapid test.  Want to make sure you’re Covid free.”  He held up a pink gauze mask and said, “Put your mask in the trash and put this on.”

Bobbi did as instructed and was surprised the pink gauze mask hung loosely more like a veil covering the lower half of his face.

The man said, “We find these more comfortable for members.  Doesn’t obstruct breathing as much.  You won’t have to wear it for long.  Results usually show up in about fifteen minutes.

Bobbi felt a little silly wearing the veil.  It reminded him a little of what you’d find some harem girl wearing.

“I was wondering how you guys were staying open.”

“It’s all private.  Sponsored by the brotherhood and we take health precautions very seriously.  So, first up, I’ll need you to fill out forms.  Mostly health stuff.  You’ll need to bring in your vaccine card.  But you’re free to use anything today as long as you’re with someone and you keep the mask in place.  We ask you to wear ours since we make sure they’re sanitized.”

The man stood up and Bobbi took a pen and started filling out the papers on the clipboard.  He held up the papers when he was finished, and the man walked back over and sat down.

He looked over the paperwork quickly and seeing nothing that stood out, the man began telling Bobbi about the gym.

“Like I said, totally free.  The Brotherhood sponsors it all.  And you can’t really join the brotherhood so, it’s all free for you.”

“Brotherhood?”  Bobbi asked.

“It’s a black organization so unless you’ve got some deep, dark, secret, you don’t qualify.  It’s called the Brotherhood and it’s a bit of a joke.  You see a black man here, a brother,” he flashed a smile, “he’s almost certainly a brother as also in the Brotherhood.”

Bobbi smiled back.

“You’re welcome to use any of the free areas, and you can also use the areas reserved for brothers if you are with one.  For example, you can use the aerobics machines and the rooms where we hold classes.  The weight area is only for brothers because we don’t want to see any injuries.  You’d be fine there.  Just make sure before using any of the free weights or the equipment there, you have a brother there with you to make sure you do everything the right way.”

“Makes sense,”  Bobbi said through the veil.

“Let me just check.”  He held the container with the swab he had used on Bobbi.  “Good, negative.”

“So, let me tell you about the health precautions.  I hope you appreciate that it is very important everyone here stay healthy and Covid free.  Aside from a concern about our members, we also want to make sure we can stay open.  We wouldn’t want to have an outbreak and have to close.  That’s just a hardship that nobody wants.”

“Again, makes perfect sense to me,”  Bobbi replied.  “I don’t want Covid, and I don’t want to catch it and spread it to anyone else.”

“Upon entering, you’re required to shower.  If you get up and follow me, I’ll show you.”

Bobbi got up and followed the man.

“I’m Charlie by the way.”

“Bobbi.”

“Good to meet you.”  The man opened the door to the locker room. 

Bobbi opened and closed his eyes when he saw the lockers lining the walls.  They were all a shocking pink color.

“That’s bright.”

“Right,” the man laughed.  “I’m kind of used to it by now.”

He led Bobbi into the shower room.  There were no shower stalls.  It was one large room with the showers heads and handles coming straight out of the walls. One large drain was in the center of the room.  Next to each nozzle was a ledge that held soap and plastic bottles. In one corner of the room there was a door with a “Brothers Only” sign.

“A private shower area for the members,” Charlie said pointing at the door.  He pointed at another corner where Bobbi could see a urinal and part of a toilet. “The facilities.”

“Not a lot of privacy,” Bobbi said.

“True,” said Charlie, “but it’s a male only gym.  I mean the Brothers do have a separate female gym at a different location.”

“As far as the lack of privacy, I always say the biggest selling point is that it’s free.”

“You can’t go wrong at that price,” Bobbi smiled.

“One rule is that you don’t bring anything in with you.  Everything and I mean, everything is provided.”

Bobbi looked at him.  “What do you mean when you say everything?”

Charlie gestured to the shelves with the soap and plastic bottles.  “For example, you don’t need to bring your own soap or shampoo for one.  In fact, we don’t allow you to bring any of your own.  You have to use ours.”

He led Bobbi back out to the lockers.  “And you have to wear the workout clothes provided.”  Charlie opened a locker.  A pink t-shirt and shorts hung inside.

“What’s with all the pink?” Bobbi asked.

“Everything being free, they buy it all in bulk.  Workout clothes, soap, shampoo.  Because they also have the women’s gym, they just buy everything the same.  Helps keep the cost down so they can offer it as a free service.”

“Well, I don’t guess it really matters since it’s about getting in shape.”

“That’s the spirit,” Charlie said.  “Here’s a great part of it. The bottled water, vitamins, supplements, protein bars, all of that stuff.  Absolutely free.  Think of all the money you’d save, just from that.”

“Wow.”

“I’ll say, and you’re encouraged to take advantage of it.”

“You come in, hit the shower, put on your workout clothes, go to a class, hit the treadmill, whatever your workout is, shower, get dressed, and while you’re here, it’s all free.”

“Sounds like a great deal,” Bobbi said thinking about all of the add-ons like the supplements.  He thought that even with the lack of privacy and gay-looking apparel that it was still a good deal.  “Sign me up.”

“If you’d like to start today, I can get the papers together.”

Another Black Man walked in, and Charlie said, “Hi, Leroy.  Signing up a new member.”

Leroy walked over to Bobbi and extended his hand.  Bobbi found his hand engulfed in the grip of the much larger man.

“Glad to see it,” Leroy said.

Charlie continued, “I was just asking him if he wanted to start today.”

“New exercise program, my advice, strike while the iron is hot.  Go for it and get your first day in.”

Bobbi hesitated, “I don’t know.  I didn’t intend to …”

“Leroy here is our nutrition specialist.  You can ask him any questions and he’ll set you straight.”

Leroy smiled, “Thirty-day challenge.  Give me thirty days and I guarantee you’ll see changes.”

“Well, I guess I could.  Maybe a light workout to start.”

“Charlie, get the tape.  Let’s do a weigh-in and take some measurements.  Something to show how him to compare with thirty days from now.”

“I was going to suggest that.  With the measurements, I can get some clothes for your workout,” Charlie said as he left to get the tape measure.

Bobbi felt manhandled when they took measurements.  Strong hands holding him.  The tape measure pulled across his chest.  They measured his legs and even his in-seam and he felt the back of Leroy’s hand as it nudged his balls in his pants.  Leroy even patted him on the ass after the weigh-in.  Bobbi had never been into sports and thought about how he had seen football players do that sort of ass patting.  He tried to brush it off, but he would remember it that night when he began to have strange dreams.

Finally, they finished and told him to get a good thorough shower and there would be something he could wear laid out in the locker room.

Bobby thought the shampoo and shower gel smelled nice.  Too nice.  Flowery.  Then, he remembered that they bought in bulk and that they had the same stuff at the women’s facility.

Charlie and Leroy retreated to the office and watched Bobbi on the security camera as he showered.

“Look at that little sissy dick.  He may already be a sissy.”

Charlie laughed at Leroy.  “Well, he’s a white boy for sure.  Think he’ll play with it.”

“Not today,” Leroy said.  “Bet he’s too nervous being in a new place.  Nice fuckable ass though.”

Charlie laughed, “He just doesn’t know what kinds of changes he’ll go through in thirty days.”

“Hell, the little sissy is going to be giving me hand jobs in the steam room by the end of the week.”

“No way.  Too soon to see changes like that.”

“A hundred says I’m right.”

“You’re wrong Leroy, and I know just what I’m going to spend your money on.”

“Hand me that bottle over there Charlie.  I’m going to the men’s room and fill it with a little of my special supplement.”

“Better make sure you cram some of those female hormone bars down his throat while you’re at it.”

Leroy smiled.  “In two weeks, I’ll be cramming something else down the sissy faggot’s throat.”

Bobbi finished the shower and toweled off.  Pink towels.  Everything seemed to be pink.  He spotted the garments on the bench.  The first was a t-shirt.  Or part of one.  He pulled it on, and it only covered his chest leaving his stomach bare.  The shorts were a shiny pink and felt like silk.  He had to tug them on because they hugged his ass.  He tried to touch his toes and the shorts rode up exposing the lower part of his ass.

He pulled the towel around his waist when he left so he could ask Charlie about it.  He felt so exposed.

Charlie explained that it was the best he could do.  He said he would check later, and that Bobbi might prefer one of the leotards.

Bobbi shrugged since that did not seem much better.  He walked to the treadmill but before he could get on, Leroy walked up with a bottle of water.

“Stay hydrated.  Our energy water.  Lots more electrolytes than what you get in the store.  May taste a little salty but make sure you get plenty.  I’ve also not some special protein bars.  Let’s get you started on your new diet.  Your thirty days starts today, and I bet Charlie on what kind of changes I expect for you in the next thirty days.”

Bobbi smiled as he looked at Leroy.  He took the top off the water and downed about half of it.  He saw the big smile on Leroy’s face.  He felt encouraged and he felt a little warm inside.   He thought of how Leroy wanted to help him.  He had the feeling that this man believed in him and he was going to do his best to do whatever the man said.  Bobbi thought to himself, “With his help and his belief in me, I’m going to make big changes in my life in the next thirty days.

Leroy waved his hand toward the front where the cardio machines were.  “Not sure how much of a workout you intended to get but the treadmill is a good place to start.”

Bobbi walked along with Leroy to a treadmill.  Bobbi climbed up onto the machine and Leroy explained the controls.

Leroy touched the display and the treadmill started to move.  “Have you ever worked out much?”

“Not really.  Not since high school.  I keep threatening to get in better shape, but I’ve never really followed through with it.”

“Great.  So, you don’t have to unlearn any bad habits then.  Start out with a gentle walk until you get used to it.”  He pointed to a couple of places on the screen.  “This controls your pace, and this controls the incline.  Emergency stop is this red button over here.  First lesson is don’t overdo it and try to get in shape on your first day.  In about a half an hour we’ve got a beginners yoga class where you can do some gentle stretching.”

Bobbi said okay, and Leroy stepped back.  Bobbi decided to keep walking like he was and that he would play with the controls a little when he felt comfortable.  He almost laughed when he looked down the row of machines where another guy was running hard.  He looked so ridiculous in his pink shorts and t-shirt.

Then Bobbi realized he was wearing the same outfit.  He glanced at the mirror to his side as he walked.  “I look like I stepped off a gay pride float,” he thought.  The thought continued, “But I bet a gay dude would have a flatter stomach.”

Leroy joined Charlie at the sign-up table.  They watched as Bobbi walked and the other man ran although he had slowed down to a jog my now.

“I see you’re already all over your new boy,” Charlie said.

“Look at that white boy’s ass jiggle,” laughed Leroy.

“You’re already raping him with your eyes.”

“I’ve got something a lot more filling for his ass.”

“Well, if you can take a break, go grab some supplements.  Richard over there was complaining about tenderness in his chest.  I’m going to take him in the back for a little chest massage, but I need to give him the talk about sticking with the program and I want to make sure he’s got plenty of the meal replacement bars.”

“Okay.  But I need to be back for the yoga class.  I might just have to pop one off  when Bobbi gets into downward dog and points that ass at me. “

Charlie laughed.

Bobbi looked at the clock and he decided to slow down to a walk.  He had built up to a gentle jog, but he saw the clock approaching the top of the hour.  He stepped off the treadmill.  He saw a small man in a pink leotard walk out of the shower area toward the classroom.  He saw the man on the treadmill get off and head in that direction.

It turned out there were only three people in the class including the instructor who was in fact the guy in the leotard.  He started out describing the benefits of yoga.  He played a video of a class and explained different postures.  Bobbi was surprised at how easy some of it was, but he found other movements that were too difficult.  He tried not to look in the mirrors that lined the room so that he wouldn’t see how ridiculous he looked.

When the class ended, he saw the man who had introduced himself as Richard walk off toward the shower rubbing his chest.

Leroy put his hand in his crotch and rubbed himself as he watched the class.  There were several camera angles where he could watch.  He saw Bobbi follow Richard toward the shower and knew that it was time for his next move.  It was hard for him tell what he liked more.  Was it fucking a new white boy and having them kneel and suck on his big cock or was it watching a white boy descend into being a sissy for his use.  It didn’t matter in the end he told himself.  He loved both the chase and the capture.

Bobbi peeled off his shorts and he had seemed to forget just how tight they had been.  He pulled off the t-shirt and happened to see Richard naked.  He looked away because he knew you weren’t supposed to look at other guys when they were naked.  But he did see that Richard had a small dick like he did.  Maybe it was Richard rubbing on his chest, but Bobbi swore that it looked like he had some serious man-boob problems.

He turned on the water and let it warm up.  He stepped underneath the spray and once he was good and wet, he began lathering up with the shower gel that smelled distinctly of flowers.  Then he saw Leroy entering through the private door.

Leroy held a bar of soap in one hand and a washcloth in the other.  A white towel hung around his neck.  It was almost like he posed.  His entire body a chestnut brown, chiseled in muscle.  A thick circumcised cock hung down most of his thigh.  The cockhead was a slightly paler color.

Bobbi turned away and back toward the shower closing his eyes.  He wondered how long he must have stared, to have noticed all of those details.  He hoped that Leroy had not seen him looking.  He also didn’t want to turn around so that Leroy could see how small his own cock was.  And how it would seem even smaller when Leroy had that monster hanging down his leg.

Bobbi continued working the lather into his skin.  He had his eyes closed and let the water run over him.  He heard the shower next to him being turned on.

“Bobbi.”  He opened his eyes and turned toward Leroy’s voice.  Leroy stood under the shower and was soaping his body.  Bobbi turned to face Leroy and held his gaze firmly on Leroy’s face.  He didn’t want to make a mistake and look anywhere else just in case he happened to see that giant cock.

“Leroy,”  Bobbi said.

“I wanted to come out here so I could catch you before you left.  I put together a box for you to take home.  Energy water, supplements, meal replacement bars.  That sort of thing.  There’s also a list of instructions.  Starting out, thirty days can seem like a long time but it’s really not.”

Bobbi managed to say, “Thanks.”

“Come in tomorrow and we can try adding some weights to make sure things move along faster.”

“I’ve never lifted weights.”

“It’ll help get the calories burning faster.  And the sooner you see changes start to happen the more motivated you’ll be.  But also, you should be aware that your body might have some trouble adjusting and that’s what I’m here for.”

Leroy soaped his chest and then his hands descended out of view and Bobbi knew he was lathering up his crotch.

“I’ll help with the weights.  You remember learning how to drive.”

“Yeah, my dad taught me.”

“When I was growing up on the farm, my dad let me steer when I was really young.  He kept his hands on the wheel just in case.  But he let me feel the control.  Same way with the weights.  I’ll be right there.  Keep a hand on things, but let you put in the effort.  Right there with you, just in case.”

Bobbi said okay but he imagined Leroy and his big cock pressed up into him and his big arms and hands reaching over him to hold the weight.  He felt hot and turned away from Leroy.  And suddenly that felt wrong.  Like he was presenting his ass to Leroy’s cock. 

Bobbi felt nervous and quickly rinsed off.  He took a towel and dried himself.  He thanked Leroy and went back to the locker room and dressed.  He walked back out into the gym area. 

He felt flushed and needed to get outside where he could breathe.  Before he could leave, Leroy having dried off came out behind him wearing the towel around his waist.

He called out to Bobbi and Bobbi stopped.

“Your box.  Don’t forget the box.”

Leroy entered the office and came back out with the box he had promised.

“Now, follow these instructions and I’ll see you back here tomorrow.”

Bobbi took the box and promised to do what Leroy said.  He remembered the big smile on Leroy’s face that night when he had trouble sleeping.
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