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I had thought Twitter was just politics.  Well, politics and other stuff.  But general above the fold stuff that you would want to talk to anybody about out in the open.  But not porn.  I never expected porn.

I’m not even sure what made me do it, but one night I decided to see and typed “white sissy” and “black master” into the search box and surprise did not come close to describing what I found.

This was perfect.  I could create a new Twitter account and keep my fantasy life away from the prying eyes of my wife.  I could indulge on my phone.  I didn’t actually get hard from how easy it was going to be, but I almost did.

Setting up the account was a snap.  Now, I could sign in and out.  If she wanted to check out my phone she could.  She could look at my browser history all she wanted.  I just had sign in and out with my new name.  To be double safe, I’d always use my phone to sign back in to my regular account.  Like I said, perfect.

From what I’ve seen, my fantasies are shared by many married men.  At least from what I saw on Twitter.  Submission, humiliation, forced feminization.  And the craving to be a sissy for a powerful black man with a big cock.

Nothing I’d ever follow through on.  Never in a million years.  Just a jerk-off fantasy.

Lots of users to follow.  Submissives, dominants, crossdressers, sissies, Mistresses, Masters.  And Black Masters and White Sissies. Snowbunnies, white women who had sex exclusively with black men.  Tweets about sissies who worshipped BBC, Big Black Cock.  And something about a new world order where blacks were recognized as superior to whites.  Black men would have sex with white women and white men were non-existent because they could no longer be men.  They had to become feminized sissies and submit to their superior black masters as well as white Mistresses.

To say I was in submissive heaven would have been an understatement. 

Not that I didn’t enjoy sex with my wife but that had settled into a boring routine.  Ten minutes, if I were lucky and could hold out more than a few strokes, once a week.  Me on top.  Vanilla.  It had been a little better earlier in the marriage but like everything else we tended to settle.  She may have had some kink when she was with previous boyfriends, but she didn’t have any left when we married.  And I was always too ashamed of my inclinations to even hint that I wasn’t all male. 

So, here I was.  Looking at pictures and videos that had been uploaded to Twitter.  And jerking off while I looked.

I saw a picture posted by someone calling themselves, “Master BlackTenIn.”  It showed a naked white guy with long blonde hair kneeling before a large black cock.  Cum was dripping down the white man’s face.  There was a caption reading “White Sissy Heaven.”

I decided to follow him, so I’d get more of what he posted.  I followed other people who posted stuff I found to be hot.  Retweeting and commenting on pictures got me my own followers.  The more people I followed the more content I received.  This went on for a week. 

It was becoming addictive.  I’d give it a quick check when I had a break.  Telling myself I’d just check it and then compulsively hitting refresh to see if there were more content.

Then, one day, I saw a DM, direct message, from Master BlackTenIn.

“Care to talk.”

I replied “yes,” and received a smile emoji in return.

There’s a famous  New Yorker cartoon of a dog sitting at a computer.  He looks over at his owner and says, “On the internet, no one knows you’re a dog.”  I tend to think of that when I talk to someone online.  It reminds me to be careful because you really don’t know who someone is when you talk to them online.

I found out he lived in the Saint Louis area as did I.  I would drop in a local reference as we talked just to see if he had been pretending to be from Saint Louis.  All of his responses seemed to match with someone who was familiar with the local area, but I still felt it was good to keep my guard up. 

He asked if I liked what he had posted.  I said “yes” which was pretty obvious from the replies I had added to my retweets.

Then he popped the question by asking what I was looking for.  I told him but strongly prefaced everything by saying that it was all fantasy.  He replied that sometimes life starts with fantasy. 

I started to tell him about my fantasy while imagining the ten-inch black cock that his Twitter handle implied when he stopped me by writing, “Let me describe my fantasy.”

He described how the very thought of degrading and feminizing a white man almost brought him to orgasm.  In fact, he would not even refer to a white male as a man.  He would use words like beta male, sissy, and gurl which sounded like girl but in print meant a feminized sissy male.

Master BlackTenIn talked of the pleasure he got from thinking of how every white beta male would look like dressed in feminine attire and kneeling and begging for his big black cock.  In other words, someone exactly like me.

I was reading and typing replies and asking questions, but I was slow.  I had one hand rubbing on my hard dick as I read what he wrote.  I was close to orgasm when he wrote that he had to go.  He said if my  fantasies were similar then I should keep in touch.

I said I would and then I scrolled back through his words as I masturbated and when I came, I came hard.  The cum was leaking all over my hand.  I had forgotten to get a tissue.  I fantasized that it was his cum and I licked it from my hand.  .
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I wrote him back the next day.  I told him that I was jerking off at least once a day thinking about what he wrote.  He didn’t respond so I waited another day before writing again.  I don’t know why but I was feeling a little desperate to hear from him.  I told him of the effect he had had on me.  I didn’t know what he looked like and so now every black man I saw could be him.  Was the guy I passed on the street him or someone like him that craved to have a white boy on his knees in front of him? He could be any black man I saw.  He could be the mail carrier.  He could be the pharmacist or the manager at the box store where I shopped.  How many black men had fantasies like his?  What would it be like to kneel before any of them as I submitted to their desires?

I continued looking at what I now thought of as white sissy twitter and was thinking that he had moved on when I heard from him again.

“Glad to hear from my white sissy boy,” he wrote.  He asked for my physical description which I gave him.  “Stroke your little clit and tell me your fantasy but don’t cum without my giving you permission.”

I stroked and wrote. Stroked and wrote.  I was grateful that switching from one to the other helped me control my growing desire to cum.

I found that I had subtly changed my fantasies to where they matched his more closely.  I had thought about being feminized but it had never been a big part of my fantasy but now it was.

Then, he wrote, “Could be any black man you meet.  He would look at you.  You meet his gaze but look downward in submission.  The Alpha Black Males senses the weak white beta male.  He desires to show his dominance and pulls you into a private place, public bathroom, alleyway, and commands you to your knees.  You have no choice but to obey.  He approaches, unzips, and pulls out his big cock.  You look up in gratitude as you kiss it.  You begin to suck with the feeling not just of horniness but a feeling of being where you belong.”

Master BlackTenIn continued: “Now, I want you to cum.  Catch it in your hand. Lick the cum and think of what it would be like to lick and swallow the cum from my cock as I stood over you.”

It happened fast.  Only a few more strokes and  cum was filling my hand and I brought it to my lips.  I pressed my mouth to my hand and licked.  I swallowed.  I went back and licked my hand again.  Swallowed again.  And licked again although there was not really a need. 

I wrote:  “I did it Master.  I swallowed my (your cum.)  Thank you.  It was delicious.”

He sent several lines of laughing emojis and then wrote, “You are lucky it was your own cum and not that of one of your Black Masters.”

I wrote:  “Yes Sir, but do not feel lucky that it was not yours or another Black Superiors.”

“You cannot understand the power of the cum of a Black Superior on a beta white male.  Makes them even more submissive.  Physical changes, breast enlargement, sensitive even feminine nipples, their little clits get even smaller, and their beta balls draw up and get smaller.  I’m no scientist and it might be the placebo effect of their acts of submission to an Alpha Black Male.”

I wrote, “Wow,” but it was an unbelieving wow.  The thought of what he was describing made me horny, but I wasn’t buying what he was saying as truth.

“And it’s addictive.  White sissies crave it and can’t get enough.  Like I said, you were lucky because once you taste a black man’s cum, there’s no going back.”

“Yes Master.”

He sent laughing emojis and eggplant emojis and told me he had to go.  Normally, I would have just signed off, but then I had thought of him laughing at me in real life and it gave me another boner.  I beat off again, but this time, my orgasm produced little in the way of cum.
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I had difficulty the next day refraining from checking Twitter at work, but I did.  When I got home, I immediately went to my home office to check in. He did not reply to the direct message, but I noticed how he started retweeting captioned sissy pics that all seemed to involve white sissies licking and drinking the cum from large black cocks.  Some pics were of Black Men with white sissies whose faces were drenched in cum from the cocks that they had just sucked.

Of course, I jerked off to them.  I wasn’t convinced of the effects of Black cum, but I was a little addicted to the pictures of it.  The thoughts of it kept coming to my mind over and over again. I even found myself so horny, that I masturbated at work.  In the bathroom, I went to a stall and jerked my cock in the empty bathroom stall.  I pretended he was before me and I was sucking his cock.

At that point, I was trying to contact him every day.  But I heard nothing back.  But I could see that he was active on Twitter because he would post something, and I would like it and retweet it.

I took to begging in my direct messages telling him I wanted to suck his cock and drink his cum.  After that I posted the same thing for three days in a row.

Finally, he replied with one word, “Okay.”

Immediately I wrote back, “Thank you Master.”

He sent me a message reading “I do get tired of wannabe white sissies who get horny and say the right things but once they’ve jerked off, they chicken out and I go to the trouble to show up somewhere and they don’t show.”

I tried to reassure him that I was different, and I would show up, but he said that all of them had said the same thing.

Then he wrote that he had a plan where he could see if I were wasting his time.

Immediately I wanted to know what it was so that I could do it.

He would begin my training through his cum alone.  He would cum into a condom and take pictures.  Tagging the condom after he tied it off and taking pictures of the whole process.  Then he would put it someplace where I could retrieve it and take pictures of my drinking it and using it as he directed.

The thought of drinking the cum from a discarded condom disgusted me but it also shamed me and made me hard.  I would be a real cumslut, and I’d be drinking his cum and there would be pictures.

I told him I would do it and then got into particulars as to where he would leave it and how I’d know it was really his.  He would take pictures that he would send me showing him cumming in the condom, tying a pink ribbon around it, and putting it an envelope and writing “From Master to Sissy” across where it was sealed.  I would be able to see if it had been tampered with.  It would go into a McDonald’s cup.  He would put WS for white sissy on it.  We discussed where he could live it and realized we both had easy access to a local park.  He selected a trash bin.

“It’s possible that the trash could be picked up between when he leaves it and when I can get to it.”

“No problem.  Consider this a trial run.”

We discussed times so I could pick it up an hour or so after he left it.

“What if someone else picks it up before I can get to it.”

“I just hope it’s a white boy.”  Laughing emojis.
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That weekend we talked, and he told me where I could go and pick up the cup containing his sperm.  He told me he would be online at a certain time and he would send the pictures while we talked.  He gave further instructions on how to prepare for when we talked.

I was eager and horny when I left the house on my mission.  I told my wife that I had to think through some projects from work and left for a walk.  I headed for the designated trash can.  I was nervous and looked around the park.  There were a few people around at that time of the day.  I had thought to bring a plastic disposable bottle of water with me.  My plan was to approach the trash as if I were throwing away the bottle.  I approached the can and saw the McDonald’s cup sitting on top of the other trash near the bottom of the can.  I had hoped it would have been higher because I had to bend over the edge of the trash can to retrieve it.  I hated that and although there were not many people around, I felt that I must have looked like some homeless person digging around in the trash.

I took the cup and quickly walked away.  I had walked almost a hundred yards before I dared to check on the cup. He had written ‘WS’ on the outside.  I used my fingers to pry off the plastic top and there it was.  A condom full of cum lying in the bottom of the cup.

Turning the cup up and letting it slide into my hand and from there to a pocket in the windbreaker I was wearing.  This was just in case.  I didn’t want my wife noticing the McDonald’s cup when I walked through the door after getting home.

It was heavy.  The condom.  He had to have cum several times.  Or did he just cum like that.  God, there was a lot in there.  I took my phone out as I walked.  I opened the Twitter app and sent the direct message that I had picked up the package.  There was no reply.  I wasn’t expecting one.  I scrolled through a few of the hot photos of Black Masters and white sissies.  Then I thought that it was better not to be distracted while I walked and slipped the phone back in my pocket.

The rest of walk home was without incident.  Although I did look at people I passed and thought of how surprised they would be if they knew what I had in my pocket.  I wonder if either of the black men I passed could be him.  What would the college-aged white girl in the tight jacket and jeans think of me and my plans to drink a Black Man’s cum later that night.  I had my hand in my pocket as I walked.  I held the condom in my hand and felt the weight of its contents.

I remember what Master BlackTenIn had said about it being addictive and I smiled.  It was exciting to think about, but I also thought of it as an attractive myth.  It was nice to pretend it was true and it made my dick hard to think of it like that, and I said ‘yes’ when he had asked if agreed with him about it.  But it was not something I took seriously. 

I got home and took the condom and put it in the back of the desk drawer in an envelope surrounded by other paper.  I was certain that it didn’t have any leaks, but I thought that would absorb any if it developed one.  I wasn’t going to leave it in the pocket of the windbreaker just in case my wife decided to go through the pockets for some reason.

The rest of the evening went uneventfully although I was aware of the time when I would see my Master online.  I went into my office and closed the door.  I quietly locked it so I wouldn’t draw attention to the fact that I was locking it.  I had prepared beforehand and had some supplies so I could masturbate and clean up.  I had wet wipes and tissues and even a towel and a washcloth just in case.  I was wearing my usual boxer shorts and t-shirt with a robe on as well to provide for a quick cover-up if needed.

I sat back in my chair and opened up Twitter on my computer and signed in.  I started reading through posts and I put my hand down into my boxers and begin playing with my stiffening dick.  Looking at the pictures of sissies serving big black cock excited me.  I sent a DM to Master BlackTenIn to let him know I was there.

About fifteen minutes later he announced his arrival with “Hey Sissy.”  I replied and told him eagerly that I had his package on me.

“Good.  Take it and lay it on your chest and let my seed warm up.”  Pulling the robe off, I removed my t-shirt and placed the filled condom on my chest with the full bottom half reaching down to my stomach.

He asked how I was set up for pictures.  I took my phone and took a picture of the condom warming on my chest and sent it.

“Good enough for now.  It’s ok if you’re too afraid to show your face.”

I smiled until I saw that he had added “Yet.”

He instructed me as I untied the pink ribbon tied to the top of the condom and then I undid the top of the condom itself.  At his direction, I opened it and inhaled the strong scent of his cum.

“Now, remember what I told you about the effects of a Black Man’s cum on a white sissy.  Need to know you understand before we proceed.”

“I know that a Black Man’s cum is addictive to white sissies.  It can have a feminizing effect and make them even more submissive.”

“To their Black Masters,” he added with a smile emoji.  “Sounds like you’re ready.”

“Yes Sir, Master.”

“Good.  Dip a finger in my cum.  Bring it to your mouth.  I want a picture as you stick out your tongue to taste it.”

It took some balancing to get the phone right.  I stuck my index finger into the condom and cum seemed to adhere to my finger as I pulled it out.  A few drops of semen dropped back into the condom.  I brought it to my mouth, stuck out my tongue and brought my finger into contact as I looked over and took the picture.  I stuck the wet finger into my mouth and sucked and cleaned it.  I took a picture of that as well “just in case.”

I carefully laid the condom back on my chest as I let the cum taste remain in my mouth.  I had tasted another man’s cum.  A big step.  A little salty and it tasted the way my own cum had tasted when I had tried that. My dick became hard quickly.  I reached down and gave it a couple of strokes before sending the pic.

“Welcome to sissyhood, slut.”

“Thank you Master.”

“Now, I’m going to make sure you know all that’s going to happen.  This way you know how much of your Master’s cum to apply. And get pictures along the way.  I’ll post whatever I want.  So, if you don’t want your face showing don’t send it.  Let me know how it’s going and what you’re doing.”

I followed his directions and poured a little onto my chest.  I used by fingers to move it to my nipples where I rubbed it in.  I played with my nipples as I rubbed.

I told him to which he commented, “Big sissy tits.  Pinch the nipples now, hard.”

I did as he commanded, and my dick was hard and stuck through the flap of my boxers.  I imagined how his big black cock would look next to my little white one.

I poured cum into my hand and rubbed my hard dick, but only once.  Then I applied the cum to my balls.  I had pushed my boxers off my hips and down my thighs.

Seeing the pic, he wrote, “cute” and “remember how big it is now before it starts shrinking.”

I desperately wanted to cum, but I had yet another task.  I put the end of the condom in my mouth and lifted it and swallowed as the cum oozed through the opening into my mouth.  I swallowed but there was so much that it kept filling my mouth.

If I had a hand free, I would have been stroking and cumming.  But I stopped before the last of the cum entered my mouth.  I let some slide out of the corner of my mouth and took a pic of the lower portion of my face with cum leaking from the corner of my mouth.  I took a picture of that for him.  All the time I’m thinking of what a big load of cum it had been and what it would be like to swallow all of that directly from his cock.

I used my fingers to squeeze the last drops down to the opening and consumed them.  I pushed out my tongue when I deposited the empty condom into my mouth after I had taken one last picture.

I kept the condom in my mouth and used my tongue as I pressed it against the inside of my mouth to get the remaining drops.

I thanked him for his cum.  I was so horny and had my hand ready to give my dick a nice stroking when I made a mistake.  I asked for his permission to cum.  I guess I was caught up in the horniness.  I wanted him to say yes so that I would have this great orgasm.  A big one that would release cum all over my hand and dick.  And then I would imagine he was giving me more cum as I licked my hand clean.

Instead, he said no.  My hand moved off of my dick and I felt like my balls suddenly ached and needed release, but I kept my hands off at his command. 

He said that he would allow me to go and that I should dream that night about being able to serve him in real time and take his cum directly from his cock.  He gave me a command that I was not allowed to have an orgasm until he allowed me to with the exception that I could cum when having intercourse with my wife. 

Of course, I had plenty of time that night to think of exactly that because I was too horny to fall asleep.  I had laid there next to my wife and thought of trying to get her to fuck although that would have been outside of our normal, boring routine.  She would think something was up, and pussy was not what I was craving.
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It must have been all in my head.  I seemed to see a lot more black men around the next day.  Surely there were no more than usual.  I was just noticing them more.  But at times, I swear I could taste the cum in my mouth.  And my damn nipples became erect, and I felt my dick shrink and my balls ache. 

Did I mention their crotches?  I know that it’s a myth that black men’s cocks are only a little bigger than white men’s on average.  That’s supposed to be reality, right?  I was trying not to stare so I was hiding my gaze by looking from head to toe, but they all seemed to have full bulges and sometimes there was an outline and wrinkle in the cloth of the pants and jeans where their dicks seemed to reach halfway to their knees.  I was certain they didn’t notice my look, but I felt less confident after they were out of view.  Then I would think that they had noticed that the white sissy who they passed had been leering and lusting after their cocks and cum.  Cum.  The words of my Master telling me that it was addictive.  That was nonsense.  He had just put the thought in my mind.  That was why I was thinking like I was.

This seemed to go on all day.  I found some relief by focusing on work.  But I felt a growing need to get home so I could check my sissy twitter account and see postings of big black cocks.  I wanted to check it at work, but I managed to hold off until I was home.  Who knows how often or even if anyone checks out your history on a work computer?

Everything seemed to take forever.  The rest of the workday went by slowly.  Once I was home, my mind was on getting back to my computer so I could check Twitter.  I finished dinner while fighting off telling her I wasn’t hungry so I could finish even earlier.  By the time I got to the office and locked the door I was rock hard.

I opened my account, and I gave my stiff dick a couple of strokes before I sent my Master a message.  I thanked him again for his cum and asked permission to cum.  But there was no answer.  I read tweets and I saw that he had posted the pictures of his new white sissy.

No answer.  Didn’t he know how horny his sissy was?  I thought I should just go ahead and jack off.  He would never know.  Or was there a way that he would know?  Maybe he could just tell by the desperation in my messages.  There was also the fact that I would know.  And then I would have to lie to him if he asked.

In a sense, the pain and ache were pleasant in a weird way.  I felt a certain pleasure in suffering for my Master.  It made me so eager to please him when I got the chance.  But the chance never came.  I sent a message again thanking him for his cum and asking how soon we could do it again.

He never replied that night.  I stayed up hoping and when I went to bed it was late.  At the end I even sucked my finger pretending it was a cock and remember the pleasant sensation when his cum was in my mouth.

I went through the next day in the same anticipatory mood.  I might even have been a bit more flagrant as I appreciated the full bulges of black guys.  I even tried a few glances at white men’s pants but was generally disappointed except in a couple of cases.  But I also knew the way I was acting was dangerous because sooner or later, I’d linger a little too long and some man would be looking back saying, “like what you see, faggot.”  It might also end with a punch and being told I “must be some kind of sissy queer or something.”

Tonight, would be different.  I’d finally have a chance to cum.  It was the regular night that my wife and I would have sex.  I knew that afterward, I would back at the computer to see if I had gotten any messages from Master BigTenIn.  When we undressed, she could see that I was already hard.  She slipped off her bra and her erect nipples made me think of my own.  They did seem more sensitive these last few days.  Now they ached.  I crawled in beside her and began licking and sucking her nipples and I thought I would come right then and there.  I was in a sucking mood tonight and she wanted to move on, so she moved a little and I looked up and she kissed me.  Hard as a rock, I pushed the head of my dick into her slit and then slowly moved into her wetness.  Then I tried to constrict my muscles to keep from cumming.  I pulled out and plunged back in and then it happened.  I wasn’t able to control it.  That was it.  I plunged deep into her and her arms came around me to hold me in place.  She didn’t say anything when she released me, and I rolled off of her.  She just got up and went into the bathroom.  She was in there for a while.  She was probably taking care of her own needs.  I lay there with my eyes closed waiting for her to return.  Soon, I got up and left after pausing by the bathroom door, but I didn’t hear anything.

I entered the room and had a seat in front of the computer.  I closed the door, but I didn’t lock it.  I just wanted to check Twitter for messages.  I wasn’t thinking that I’d be masturbating.  I was thinking there would be no messages and I’d go back to bed.  I was wrong.  There were a series.

Master BigTenIn wrote:

“Thirsty already” with an accompanying photo of me drinking from the condom.

“Will think about giving you more of my cum.”

“But I do love having a white sissy in need.”

This one was followed by a line of laughing emojis.  Then a line of smiling emojis with a tongue was interspersed with eggplant emojis. He must have a specialized emoji list as all of those were black.

“Await instructions from your Master and your sissy dreams will be filled as well as your sissy mouth.”

I typed in “Yes Master.  I eagerly await your instructions.”

I reread his words and felt heat in my body.  My dick stirred and I brought one hand up to massage my nipples while the other dipped down to caress my balls and dick.  I continued with my nipples as I looked through the picture posts from the day.  My dick was erect when I finished but I didn’t try to stroke off.  I logged off and headed back to the bedroom.  My wife lay on her side turned away  from me.  I slipped under the covers and turned on my side away from her.  Thoughts of Master BigTenIn filled my imagination as I tried to go to sleep.
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I woke up the next day tasting his cum in my mouth.  Sitting on the side of the bed, I came fully awake.  It was disorienting.  That taste should not be there.  Sure, I had had vivid dreams before, but this was more than that.  It was like a dream that left a physical sense in my body.  My dick was hard which was not unusual.  My breasts ached and my nipples were erect.  It was like they needed to be rubbed and massaged.

I checked Twitter on my phone but there were no messages.  It was the weekend, and I didn’t have any special plans.  I was going to keep my phone on me so I could check in every hour or so.

It turned out to be a painfully boring day.  I kept checking Twitter every hour and then it was more often.  I went through the entire day in a state of arousal.  Watching the football games was the worst but I couldn’t stop.  All of those big black men.  Despite all the pads, I could tell or thought I could how big their bulges were.  Maybe it was my imagination, but it was running wild.

I ended the evening in my office after my wife had gone off to bed.  It was hard keeping from touching myself and I wasn’t entirely successful, but I did avoid cumming.  Seeing pictures of white sissy sucking big black cocks and drinking their Masters’ cum brought back the taste.  It was so strong in my mouth and I could smell it.  But there was no word from my Master as I went off to bed.

I woke up the next day feeling very horny.  Waking up with morning wood was one thing but this was more.  The taste of cum was not there this morning which should have been a good thing, but I missed it.  I wanted that taste.

After my morning cup of coffee, I checked Twitter on my phone.  Vaguely, I remember promising myself how I would make sure that I wasn’t caught by signing out from my sissy account and signing back in with my main account.  I was certainly not doing that now.  Feeling thrilled, excited, and scared I saw his message.

“Be prepared to prove you’re my cum craving sissy slut bitch.”

I replied with “Yes Sir, Master,” and I hoped for a quick reply but there was none, no matter how often I checked and rechecked.

There was no reply for an agonizingly long morning.  I couldn’t focus on work.  I know I should have kept Twitter to my phone, but I decided to risk bringing it up on my work computer so that I could move quickly from one open window to another.  Feeling a need deep inside me seemed to make me more and more careless.  It was growing harder to resist the urge to look at black men who passed me on the street.  I had passed one guy in a hoodie this morning and I fantasized about him pulling me into the alley and forcing me to my knees.

At 11:00, I received the message from Master BigTenIn, which read:

“Good bitch.  I’m leaving your package in the men’s room trash at the park.  Trash next to the wash basin.  No cup.  Just the condom.  Don’t care if there’s crap thrown on it or not.  Take it and drink it.  Save some to coat your face.  Take pictures.  If you want more, show your face. It will be there at 1:00.   I require you to send the pics by 2:00 or you’re cut off.”

“Cut off.”  The words stayed with me.  They filled me with dread.  I craved his cum and I needed it.  It was lucky that I could shift my schedule and take a late lunch.  I smiled to myself.  Lunch.  Cum was going to be my lunch.

Walking quickly, I was at the men’s room by a quarter after the hour.  I thought about how wonderful it would be if he were there.  Maybe I’d have proved myself and I could drink his cum directly from his big cock.  But the men’s room turned out to be empty.

I reached into the trash slot which was built into the wall.  I found nothing but crumpled paper towels.  Raising up on one foot, I was able to stick my arm all the way in.  It was at the bottom where its heaviness had caused it to sink.

Retreating to the stall, I took my phone and the half full condom.  I heard someone enter.  Their footsteps told me that they had stopped by the urinal.  I craved the cum I was holding, and I did not have much time.  I unzipped and pulled down my pants and shorts.  My dick was stiff, but I just wanted everything to look normal and thought pants and shorts around my ankles would present that to anyone who cared to observe.

Feeling a need to consume the cum privately in the stall I waited.  I expected his footsteps to fade away after he finished his piss.  I did hear the water come on and the sounds of his hand washing, but there were no steps fading away as he left.  In the meantime, the condom filled with my Master’s cum was warm in my hand.  It seemed to pull me like a magnet.  I studied it and found I was lusting after it.

I untied it and held it to my lips.  Inverting it I let some of it slide over my tongue and swallowed.  I moaned in pleasure involuntarily and stopped.  I knew he hadn’t left, and it was stupid to draw attention to myself.  What would he think if he knew what I was doing?  I could feel his presence there in the bathroom.

I looked at the time on my phone.  I needed to get the pictures done and sent.  Then I could clean up and go back to the office.  Carefully I picked up the tip of the condom and using my thumb and finger from my other hand, I pinched off some to save for when it was time to do my face. 

It felt so good.  Like my body was wasting away and dried out and this was water to hydrate me.  I licked my lips as I felt pleasure rushing through me.  I stifled another moan.  Eagerly letting some more of the cum slide into my hand, I rubbed it all over my face.  Smearing cum from my forehead down my cheeks and then over my mouth.  Licking my lips again, I sucked at the condom to get what was left.

I held the phone and took a selfie of my cum-covered face.  Opening Twitter, I sent a message to Master BigTenIn with uploaded photos.  I smiled because I thought of how pleased he would be.  All the while I listened because I could still feel the presence out in the restroom.  I heard a laugh and then I saw a message from my Master.

“Suck his dick, faggot,” it read.

There was a tap on the stall door.  “You still playing with yourself in there, sissy.”

I started to choke out the words, “I’m..”

But he banged on the door.  “Open up the fucking door now bitch.”

I turned the latch and door pushed in.

“Master BigTenInch?”  I asked.

The tall black man just started laughing. He slipped his phone into his pocket.  “No, but you’re a white sissy and I’m a black man and I’ve got a chore for you.”

He pulled down the zipper to his jeans.  My eyes immediately descended down his body to his crotch.  Reaching into his pants he pulled his long cock out and let it hang down his leg.

Still in shock, I just sat there.  He grabbed his cock and brought it to my lips.  I opened my mouth, and he grabbed the back of my head with his other hand.  I felt his cock pulse in my mouth as it began to harden.

Suddenly my mouth was full of the black cock.  He pulled my head into him as I began to choke, he let up and pulled back out a few inches leaving the head in my mouth.  I began sucking and sliding my mouth back and forth on the cock that was becoming wet with saliva.

“Good,” he moaned.  “Bunch of us.  We share white sissy bitches here in the city.” 

I raised a hand to hold the shaft.  I rubbed it as I pulled it out because I wanted so much to lick and kiss the head.  I let my tongue ride up the shaft and then put the head in my mouth and let as much as I could handle slide into my mouth.

“Now, when we get us a new white sissy girl, we know we all need to contribute to her training and transformation.  Train her up right.”

I would remember later what he said, and I would wonder about his use of the word transformation, but for now I was so horny for his seed.  The feel of his cock in my mouth made me feel so good that it was the only thing I could focus on.

“Of course, you got to get on your knees and serve any black man that asks, but I don’t think you could resist anyway.”

He was moving his cock in and out of my mouth faster and he had both hands on the back of my head.  Then he held me in place on his cock as he let loose a hot jet of cum and filled my mouth.  I swallowed but some leaked out of the side of my mouth.  When he pulled his cock out of my mouth, more ran over my bottom lip.

He laughed as he wiped his cock on my face.  “Hope I didn’t give you an overdose of black cum,” he said as he looked down at my rock-hard erection.  Smiling, he said, “I just can’t help laughing when I see a white boy’s little hard pecker.”

“Thank you, Sir,” I said as my tongue ran over my lips.

“Sissies like you are easy to spot.  A black man can just spot your weakness and your need to have big old black cock in your mouth.  Thing is.  Not like we’re going wait and ask for permission.  Take what we want don’t matter if we have to get rough.  You always say thank you afterwards.”

Zipping up, he continued, “Don’t worry.  We’ll all make sure you get regular feedings unless you give us trouble.”

“Trouble?”  I asked.

“Don’t worry about that.  Just do as your told.”  He turned to leave but before closing the stall door, he said, “You wouldn’t want to get cut off and wind up out in the street begging black guys to cum in your mouth.”

One final laugh and I was alone in the stall.  I sat there for a minute in a daze.  Then I remembered I had to get back to work.  I felt a little dizzy.  I picked up the condom from the bathroom floor and thought that it might have some cum taste left and I put in in my mouth and sucked and chewed on it.

I grabbed paper towels from the dispenser.  I wanted to wipe quickly if I heard anyone enter.  Then I paused and looked at my face.  My cum-covered face looked back at me.  Taking a finger, I wiped cum and brought it to my lips.  Sucking my finger sent me into a frenzy as I used both hands to shove what was on my face into my mouth.  Some had started to dry but I still scratched at it trying to get it free so I could taste it.

But I could only do so much.  I wet one of the towels and rubbed my face.  It was only when I was checking to make sure I had gotten all of it did I see a streak of semen that had escaped my mouth and landed on my shirt leaving a stain.  I took the wet towel and dabbed at it.  But I knew when it dried that it would show.  I took water into my hands and splashed it on my shirt to disguise it.  I did not know if I could wash it on my own or would have to throw it out.

Leaving the men’s room, I walked back to work.  I could feel the breeze drying my face and shirt.  When I passed people, I worried that I had left some small trace of cum, or they would notice something about my mouth that told them I had just sucked cock.  The sign they would not miss of the drying cum stain on my shirts.  I put my finger in my mouth and wet it with saliva and applied it to the wet spot.  I was busy doing that  when I passed by a car and I could see a young woman who appeared to be smiling at me.

I kept thinking about what the man had said, “White sissies like you are easy to spot.”

I breathed a sigh of relief when I got back to work.  Soon, I’d be back in the relative safety of my office.  I turned a corner and saw Keith, a black man who did janitorial work part-time while he finished his business degree and participated in a mentoring program the owner ran.  He was buffing the hallway. 

He had a big smile on his face.  Did he know?  Was he one of the men who had access to the pictures Master BigTenIn had posted?  Or was he just one of those black men who could spot the weakness and need of a white sissy?  He leaned on the buffer and turned it off.  I looked at the floor, but seeing his shoes, my gaze moved up to his crotch.  His large cock was outlined against the think fabric of his work pants.  He said “hello,” and my reply was half shriek and half giggle that ended with “Hi.”

Keith laughed and said, “Busy day.”

“Yeah,” I said as I hurried past.  I had to get to my office and sit down.  I had wanted so badly to kneel in front of him and take his large cock into my mouth.

I went back to my office and locked the door behind me.  I hoped I would be able to control myself until it was time to go home.

A single twitter message from Master BigTenIn read “Down the rabbit hole you go.” 

I sent a reply, but he just responded with laughing emojis and that was it.
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Three days.  It had been three days.  I was feeling desperate to taste cum again.  I was constantly checking Twitter.  No messages but I saw all of those images of white sissies kneeling before black men.  They would have their mouths full of large black cocks with cum dripping down their chins.  And I wanted or as it was becoming more apparent, I needed to be one of them. 

Desperate and reckless.  I couldn’t seem to help myself.  Once, I saw Keith pass my door.  I stuck my head out and saw him walking down the hallway.  The men’s room was down the end of the hallway and to the left.  When I saw him turn that way, I followed him.  It wasn’t like I had a plan.  Maybe more of an instinct.  A sissy instinct caused by the cum I had consumed.  I had thoughts like that a lot of the time.  He had said it would change me.  I had not believed him and yet here I was.  At times, I thought that I was just fooling myself. 

I walked into the bathroom a minute after Keith had entered.  He had gone into a cubicle and I stood at the urinal along the wall.  Unzipping, my dick was hard and poking out as I undid my pants.  Touching it felt good.  I didn’t need to pee, but I just stood there with my hand on my dick.  But I couldn’t be doing that.  Not here.

The toilet flushed and the door to the cubicle opened.  I turned toward Keith and tried stuff my hard dick back in my pants.  I felt myself redden and my eyes were on Keith’s crotch as his hands pulled up his zipper.  I tried to smile when I looked up to his face.  I tried to pull up my zipper over my erection.  Keith smiled and walked over to the sink to wash up. 

I walked to the sink and tried not to look at him.  But I made the mistake of glancing at the mirror and I saw his eyes watching me.  He was grinning.  I turned the handle too far and the water hit the bottom of the sink and splashed up on to me.  Keith got a paper towel and dried his hands.  I thought I heard a low laugh as he pulled the door open.

I felt embarrassed as I wiped my hands.  The water had splashed from the sink onto the front of my pants.  They were thin and light and left an obvious wet stain.  What was worse than the embarrassment was that it made my dick even harder.  I wanted to go into the stall where Keith had just been and jerk off.  Maybe I could go in and jerk off until I came and then eat my own cum.  I needed some relief and maybe that would help. 

But I didn’t.  I left carrying a few extra paper towels.  I pressed them into my crotch as I walked.  My office was right down the hall.  Only a few steps really.

Yolonda was headed down the hall just at that moment.  She was a tall black woman with dreads hanging down shoulder length.  It was hard not to notice how her breasts pressed against  the white top she was wearing.

“Accident?” She laughed as she passed me.

I mumbled something unintelligible.  Walking a little faster I entered my office and closed the door behind me.  I leaned my back against the door.  I put my hand down to my erection and it felt like I could almost cum right then and there.  I must have lost my mind because I brought my other hand down and I was using both of my hands to rub against the front of my pants.  I felt so hot but also stupid and wrong for doing this at work.  My confused mind thinking about Keith in the bathroom and then to the comment Yolanda had made.  I was in my own little world.

A loud knock on my door.  Loud because sound was directly across the door from my head.  I answered.  My voice week.  I didn’t realize how shallow my breathing had been.  I stumbled a few feet from the door and said more loudly.  “Come in.”

The door opened and Keith was standing there. 

“I’m just making my rounds and was going to empty the trash.”  He looked at me and I knew he could see my agitation.  “You, all right?”

I answered in the affirmative and tried to walk “normally” over to my desk where I sat down.  Keith moved about the room emptying the trash while I kept my eyes on my computer screen and tried to ignore him.  My computer was displaying a work document, but I saw down in the corner where I could click and bring up the content I really wanted to see.

Yolanda knocked on the door jam and started to say something but instead backed up to let Keith through.  She stepped back into the hallway and I heard a laugh.  She tapped at the door again and I looked up.  Yolanda was on one side of the doorway and Keith was at the other.

I couldn’t help myself.  I really couldn’t look away.  Keith’s dick was large and full and pressed against the fabric of his pants.  It was large and full.  I could see the full length and even the head of his cock. I pulled my eyes up to his face when I heard him speak.

“I just wanted to know if you need anything else.”  He was grinning.

I coughed and cleared my throat.  “No, I’m… I mean, no, uh, thanks.  That’s all.  But thanks.”

Yolanda pressed herself into the door frame to let Keith get by her.  “I just wanted to let you know.  We’re going through a little reorganizing and I’m going to be your new direct supervisor now.”

“Great, congratulations.” 

“Thanks.  I appreciate it.”  Yolanda put her hand against the door frame and stood a little straighter.  The blouse she was wearing seemed strained against her breasts showing a hint of nipple.  “I do want to do a review of all my new supervisees.  I’ll be dropping by to schedule something with you.”

“Okay.  Sounds good.”

Yolanda walked towards me.  “Let’s take a look at your calendar.  We can go ahead and set something up.”

She walked in and moved behind me so she could see over my shoulder.  I felt my hand tremble as I brought up my calendar on the computer.  I was nervous that I would accidentally make the mistake of bringing up the porn I had been looking at.  Even so, the tab of what I had been looking at was visible although it didn’t say anything other than “Twitter.” 

It was almost like she was giving off heat that made me sweat.  She brushed against me as her hand moved past my shoulder to point at the screen.

“There.  That’s good for me.  How is for you?”  She was pointing at a spot on the calendar. 

“I’ll schedule it.”  I started to enter the information but felt a little shaky, so I held off.

“I hope you’ll enjoy being under me.”

I almost laughed when I heard that.  I managed to say,  “I’m looking forward to it.”

She patted my shoulder, and I could feel heat moving into my face because her touch.  My erection screamed for relief.

Yolonda walked to the door and then turned.  “See you later.”

“Yes Ma’am.”  She flashed a bright smile at me.  I felt a little stupid.  The office culture was not that formal, and no one said, Sir, and Ma’am much.

I put my hand under my desk and rubbed against my erection through my pants.  I used my other hand to click onto where I could see my twitter feed which showed a picture of a blonde sissy with her mouth open while a large black cock had just shot a large amount of cum onto her face.

I desperately needed to jerk off.  But I knew that wouldn’t satisfy the ache I had to feel hot cum on my own lips.   I also knew that I had to do something before I did something stupid.  I took a breath and clicked back on the work document.  I felt the pressure ease a bit.  I would go into the bathroom later and try to relieve my ache.

I was going to wait until the afternoon, but I couldn’t stand it.  During lunch, I ate a sandwich at my desk quickly, so I’d have more time.  I went into the bathroom and entered a stall.  I pulled down my  pants and sat on the toilet with my legs spread.  I had my phone in one hand and my dick in the other.  I had hot images of black men’s cocks and sissies sucking them.  I could flip from one image to the next with just my thumb.

I was so horny but now I couldn’t get an erection.  I spit into my hand to get more lubrication.  Then I heard the door open.  I stopped and held my phone tightly.  Then the stall door next to me opened and I lost my grip.  My phone clattered as it hit the floor underneath the divider between the two stalls.

“Need some help.”  Keith’s voice.  His hand reached down and picked up the phone and handed it back to me.  The phone had not been damaged, but what was worse was the image was still there.  He would have seen it if he had looked.

Surely, he had looked.  Maybe not.  Maybe he just picked up the phone and passed it over without looking.  I mean, there’s always a chance.

“Lucky, you didn’t lose it in the toilet.”

“Yeah, thanks,” I said nervously.

I listened but I got distracted.  The thought of having been caught made me hard.  I started stroking and looking at my phone.  I began to think I would be able to cum and have a moment of relief and then it seemed like I lost it.  The overwhelming desire was there but my dick was getting soft.  I pulled on it.  Spit in my hand for more lubrication. I heard the door open and close.  I decided to give up.  At least for now.  Then I thought a truly crazy thought.  Being almost caught had almost been enough to get me off.

I could go back to the office and masturbate from behind my desk.  Maybe close the door but not lock it.  Maybe even open it a crack.  After all, I’d be safe behind the desk.  But who knew if Yolanda would come in and walk straight to me and I’d be caught.  Thinking those thoughts gave me a bit harder but again it quickly went soft.

I stood and pulled up my pants.  Zipping up, I put the phone in my pocket and stepped out.  And there he was.  Keith was standing at the urinal, but he was turned so I could see he had his cock out of his pants. He ran a hand up and down it.

“Get over here,” he growled. 

I didn’t say a word but walked silently toward him.

“You’ve been following me and staring.  Now, I know what you want.  I need some relief so get over here.”

I stood next to him but froze until he reached over and roughly grabbed my hand and placed it on his cock.  It was big and firm.  His cock was warm to the touch, but my hand felt like it was on fire.  He guided my hand back and forth across the length of it.

Keith let out a low moan and his hands moved to my shoulders pushing me down.

“Maybe we should go to a stall.”

“Get down and open your bitch mouth.  I think getting caught turns you on anyway, doesn’t it?”

My knees weakened and I was kneeling.  I could see nothing but his big black cock in front of me.  He pressed it to my mouth.  My lips met the head of his big dick.  I opened my mouth so I could lick it with my tongue, but he pressed into my mouth as he grabbed the back of my head.

I had to open wide just to get my lips around the head.  He pulled my mouth onto his cock, but it would only go in a couple of inches.

Keith laughed.  “You got a lot to learn.”  He pushed his cock and pulled my head toward him and a little bit more of his cock went into my mouth.  I wanted to gag but my mouth was so full I could not do anything.

“Suck it, faggot.”

I opened and closed my mouth on his big cock.  I also tried moving my mouth back and forth, but he didn’t allow me to move very much.

Then, Keith pulled his cock from my mouth and as he did, he pressed the mushroom head into my face. He moved it up over my upper lip and over my nose to my forehead.  His precum slid over my skin.  I felt his salty, masculine scent overpowering me.

“I like to mark my bitches good.”  He rubbed his cockhead down my cheek and across my chin before he again pressed it against my lips.  My tongue flicked out quickly so I could taste the oozing precum before my mouth opened.

I brought my hands up and gripped the shaft.  I was amazed at how it took both hands and my mouth to cover the full length.  His hands covered mine and my hands followed his up and down the shaft.  Both sucking him and jacking his cock as I had a deep need for his cum.  I wanted it and needed to swallow.  I needed him to feed me.

A change in rhythm and I knew he was close.  The pulsing from his cock went through my hands and mouth and then his cum was filling my mouth.  I tried to swallow but was choking because there was so much.

This time when he pulled his cock out it was dripping with cum.  He rubbed it all over my face and even into my hair.  The wet stickiness blinded me as he rubbed it across my eyes.  I tasted him on my lips as I licked them.

The light changed and through the cum dripping down over my eyes, I could tell that the door had opened.  A form was there and as my eyes cleared it became Yolanda.

“I wouldn’t have believed it.”  It was her.  Her hand was raised, and she was holding her phone.

My wet, cum covered tongue desperately tried to say, “Wha..?”

“Keith told me you were harassing him and would assault him if given half a chance.”

“But I…”

Keith laughed as I struggled.  “Like he just went straight for it.  Soon as I pulled my dick out to pee.”

“I tried telling Keith you were a happily married man.  And just look at you.”

“You must not be able to control yourself.  Some sort of sick pervert.”

I looked at Yolanda’s face.  She looked stern and I tried to plead with my eyes. 

“A sickness.  I couldn’t help…”

But she cut me off.  “Wipe your face and come with me.  I don’t know what to do.  Call a supervisor, the police, I just don’t know.”

Keith tapped his wet dick between my eyes.  “First thing.  He should clean me off.”

Yolanda laughed harshly.  You’re right.  Least the little faggot could do, and he does look so eager.”

I licked and kissed the cum that remained from Keith’s cock.  I swallowed it and hoped that she would not call the police.  I did not know what I would tell my wife.
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I left the bathroom completely dejected.  I felt hopeless, but at the same I felt relief.  It was like the taste of Keith’s cum had filled the aching desire I had. 

My eyes were focused downward on Yolanda’s high heels as she walked smartly down the hall.  Keith followed behind and I could feel his large presence and I sensed that following Yolonda was all he would allow me to do.

I thought we were going to her office, but she turned left into mine.  Keith closed the door behind us.  He took the plush seat opposite my desk.  Yolanda pointed to a straight back wooden chair in the corner that I mostly used to throw my coat on.  She swept my coat out of the chair and onto the floor.

Yolanda pointed at the chair and gave me a glowering stare.  I sat.

“I just wanted to check what else you’ve been up to on your work computer.  How far your sick shit goes before I figure out what to do.”

I opened my mouth but had no idea what to say.  Like a bolt of lightning, Yolonda swung her hand and slapped me across the face.

It stung and then she leaned in and this time she spit hard into my face.  I reached up to wipe it off.

“Stop,” Yolanda said in a voice full of icy fury.  “You like being marked.  Consider yourself marked by me.”

I put my hand down and she moved around behind my desk and sat in my chair.  She placed a hand on the mouse and leaned forward with her eyes looking intently at the screen.

“This is amazing.  All his perverse faggotty behavior.  Sick desires and needs.  Who’s he been talking to?  Master BigTenIn?  You should see this shit.  Keith, I’m going to shoot you a copy so you can see it.  And of course, “she smiled at me wickedly, “I’m getting my own copy.”

She could see me cringe as I tried to draw into myself.  This seemed to make her even happier as her grin widened.

“Still thinking of calling the cops.  Reporting you for lewd behavior.  Tell ‘em you were sucking off a black man in the bathroom.  Wonder what the black cops will think.  Not to mention the white cops maybe.  Throw you in a cell with a bunch of young black guys and tell them what you’re in for.  You might get off on that.”  She started laughing and I looked at Keith  who had also started to laugh.

Yolonda pulled her chair from around the desk.  She pulled it up to where she was facing me.  Looking over at Keith, she said, “But I am considering another possibility.”

I felt a tiny sliver of hope.  Any possibility that might include me not getting arrested.  Please God.

“You ever owned a white boy before Keith.”

Keith didn’t answer but his smile answered for him.

“I mean we can always turn him in, but we could have some fun first.”

Yolonda’s smile was bright but hard.  “Strip.  Naked.  Everything.  Now.”

I hesitated and was given another slap across my face.

Another gob of spit hit between my eyes as she laughed.

“Okay,” I said and stood up and began unbuttoning my shirt.

“I’m sure you meant, ‘Of course, Mistress Yolanda.  I’ll do whatever you say.”

I kicked off my shoes and looked down as I started unzipping my pants.  “Yes, Mistress Yolanda.  I obey you and whatever you say.”

I pulled down my pants leaving the boxers.

“Like he was born to it,” Keith said.

I pulled my boxers down my legs and kicked them off while I was pulling off my socks.

I stood naked and Yolanda let out a laugh.  “I knew white boys were small but…”

“Sorry Keith.  I thought we owned a white boy but now I’m not sure.”  She pointed and my small penis which seemed to get smaller under her gaze.

“There he is.  Almost a girl but not quite.”

“Maybe it’s a clit,” Keith said.

“No. A couple of dried little prunes hanging between his legs.”

Yolanda bent and picked up my clothes.  “Come with me,” she said motioning Keith.  “Let’s go to my office where we can talk.”

“Now sissy bitch,” she looked at me and then laughed.  “Sit down here.  You’ve got some work to do.”

I walked timidly to my chair and sat.  The office felt so cold against my bare skin.

“Write a letter to your wife.  Telling her that you know you’ve been a big disappointment to her sexually.  Think that’s obvious.  Tell her that what you really always wanted was a big fat black dick in your mouth.”

“Second letter to me.  Beg to be my sissy bitch.  Make it good.  Make me believe you will do whatever I say.”

She grinned, “And a letter thanking Keith for letting you suck his cock and how much you loved it.  Tell him you’ll do it again if he just gives you the chance.  Anytime, anywhere.”

“Make them good.  Heartfelt.  Think of it as you convincing me not to call the police and file a report.”

“We’ll come back with your clothes in a bit.”  Then she thought for a second and smiled.  “Or maybe we won’t.  See how you get home naked.”
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When I got home, I ate a quick dinner and told my wife I had a lot of work to do and went into my office and locked the door.  I was almost afraid to look at anything on my computer.  I mostly wanted to be alone, so I didn’t want my wife asking any questions just in case I might reveal something I’d have to make up a story to cover.

I had written the letters and had gone from depression to excitement and back.  I didn’t want to write the confession to my wife.  I did not want to lose what I had.  Being exposed like that made my dick stir although I did not get fully erect even when I gave it a few strokes. 

My letter to Yolonda and begging her not to tell anyone and that I would do anything she said made me focus on the power she had over me.  That was strangely exciting.  I had had fantasies of having a Mistress to command me, but the reality was different.  It would be difficult to disobey her.  Would she demand money?  Would she make me do disgusting things?  Again, I felt worried and excited as well. 

I apologized to Keith in my letter to him, but it did not seem right.  I had not done anything wrong.  The act of writing and thinking of begging for his forgiveness, however, did excite me.  I thought about sucking on his big dick again.  I hoped the next time, I would be able to take more in and wanting to think at some point I’d be able to deep-throat him.  I knew that was a long way off.  I thought of him commanding me to suck him off whenever he wanted.  That came the closest to giving me a full erection.  I imagined being with Keith and Yolanda at a party with their friends and Keith standing up and saying he wanted his white sissy to perform.  He’d pull out his cock and I would get down on my knees.  I finished the letter and was thinking of sucking his dick in front of people at the party when I heard the lock turning.

Yolonda entered and Keith followed closing the door behind him.  I sat behind the desk expectantly.  I had finished all of the letters.  Keith held a bundle of my clothes which he threw into a corner on the floor.

Yolonda looked at me sternly with her arms folded across her chest.  “You may have fantasies about being black owned, but you don’t have any idea, do you?  Just some made-up story you can stroke that little weenie of yours.”

“I’m sorry, I..” but she cut me off as I started to stammer.

She pointed to a spot on the carpet in front of her.  “Kneel,” she said in way of command. 

I pushed the chair back  and walked around the desk acutely aware of being naked.

“On your knees and crawl over here bitch.”

I was on my knees and crawling toward her before she completed her order.  Arriving at the indicated spot, I lifted my head to find out what she would want next. 

She was looking down beaming with the power over me she was finding so enjoyable. 

“Kiss and lick my shoes.”

It was just like fantasies I had had.  I kissed the toe of her left shoe and then started licking.  A faint taste and smell of leather but I did not find it offensive.  I started at the toe and worked from there.

I was eager and finished that foot quickly and moved to the other.  I was still licking when she picked up her foot.

“Pretty poor job, but it will have to do.  Normally, you’d clean the sole with your tongue, but I have things to do.  For now, you can practice with Keith.  I’m sure he needs his shoes cleaned.”

I looked over and saw Keith’s tennis shoes and I crawled a step toward him.  I heard the loud slap almost before I felt it as Yolanda’s hand contacted by bare raised ass.

“Beat you later,” she laughed. 

I kneeled before Keith and kissed one shoe when he said, “Let me make it where you get your tongue into the tread real good.”

“That’s right, isn’t it Keith?”  I heard a bit of light-heartedness in Yolanda’s voice.  “Maintenance, janitorial.  Bet you sometimes get some real nasty shit on the bottom of your shoes.”

“Literal shit sometimes,”  Keith eased himself down in a chair and I knelt before him.

I put my lips to the tip of one shoe and kissed it when Keith said, “Kiss the other and then let’s get that tongue working on the bottoms so you can get them squeaky clean.” 

He raised a foot, and I held his ankle so I could dip my head to where I could see the bottom of the sole.  It was actually quite clean already.  There was a little of what I hoped was dirt in the tread.  I licked the bottom from heel to toe before I started in on the tread.

I heard Yolonda laugh.  “You need to read this Keith.  I’m going to send you a copy.  Anywhere and anytime means exactly that.  I think you should take advantage.  Show off your white sissy faggot in front of your friends.  Maybe they’ll want one of their own.  God knows, the world would be a better place if more white men were kneeling in front of black men.”

“I think so,” Keith said and looking around his foot to his face I saw him smiling.  “Never hurts to get my dick wet either.”

“From what he says here, sucking your dick is what he wants.  Make him work for it.”

“Oh, he’ll earn it.”  Keith pulled his foot away and crossed his ankle over his knee and turned it so he could examine the bottom.  “Do the other.  It’s almost time to get out of here.”

Keith lifted his other foot, and I began licking the bottom of his shoe.

“I’ve got the copy sent to your email.  And Bobbi, I do appreciate how well you’ve done in your begging letter to me.  It’s primitive and I can see how it’s too centered on your own perverted needs.  But it’s not bad for an ignorant white slut like you.”

I found myself pleased by hearing even the slightest praise from her and pressed my tongue more firmly into the tread of Keith’s shoe.

I heard the chair as Yolanda got up.  I was still working on Keith shoe when she slapped me twice on the ass hard.

“All we’ve got time for today.”

“Yes Ma’am.  I mean Mistress.” I turned and looked down at her shoes.  Slowly I looked up.  I wished I could see her legs, but she was wearing a pantsuit.

“Owning a white faggot bitch like you is new to me, but I am enjoying it.  At least so far.  I need to learn about it, so I’ve contacted your online Master to see what he says.  Now, this is a trial basis sort of thing.  I also put your email to your wife into your scheduled folder.  It goes out a week from today.  That gives you a week to impress me with your compliance to whatever I want.  Do a good job and I may reschedule it again.  If I check and find you’ve deleted it or done anything else to it, I’ll just send the copy I forwarded to myself.  Oh, and I attached photos.  You naked.  You sucking on Keith’s cock.  So, she’ll know it’s all true.”

I tried to swallow but my mouth was dry.  “Thank you, Mistress.”

“Now, we’ll leave you alone.  Get dressed.  Go home.  Or stay around here and enjoy some alone time with your little weenie.”

Keith got up.  I watched their feet as they walked to the door.  I heard Yolanda say, “I am so looking forward to tomorrow.”

The door opened and closed behind them.  I sat on the floor for several minutes.  I thought about the day and what might happen tomorrow.  I was just grateful I had survived the day.  I was not in jail and I had not lost my job.  I got up and dressed and left for home.
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I got up early the next day despite staying up late.  I had been about to crawl into bed after I had waited to hear my wife going to bed.  That way I would not have to talk to her.

Right before I left my office, I got a text message from Yolanda.  “Take a pair of your wife’s panties and wear them tomorrow.”

I was typing a reply telling her my wife would know I had been in her drawer and she would know a pair was missing.

“Bitches don’t wear boxers. I don’t care if she knows.  Not my problem.  Considering how perverted you really are, not sure her suspecting you’re secretly started wearing her things is that big a deal. Unless you prefer to go shopping for lingerie instead, lol  rofl.”

“Yes Mistress.”

I had stayed up even later to make sure she was asleep.  Then I went into the bedroom and as silently as I could, opened the drawer using the light from my phone to see.

I found I had picked the wrong fucking drawer.  This one held one of her toys.  A thick dark dildo about ten inches long.  I stared for a second and then slid the drawer shut.  I tried the next one and it turned out to be the right one.  I started to pick the first pair on top but thought better of it and grabbed a pair closer to the bottom of the drawer.  I didn’t check and just held them in my mouth so I could use both hands to close the drawer.

I got out of bed before she got up and I went to shower, and I pulled the panties on afterward.  A pink thong with a mesh front panel. 

I was going to go out and have a cup of coffee before heading to work.  At first, I thought she wouldn’t notice them under my clothes.  But then I got worried.  Women have an eye for details.  Were there things she would notice that I couldn’t see?  Maybe how my ass looked with the thong sliding between my cheeks.  Or maybe the way my dick and balls were clutched together in the tight mesh front.

I decided it was best she not get the chance and I left for work early.  I thought it would be better if I got a cup of coffee on the way.
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I was in the drive-thru at Starbucks.  I knew I was addicted to black cum, but I was also addicted to caffeine and really needed by fix.  My phone went off.

“No need to reply.”

“These are orders.”

“Come straight to my office.”

“At the meeting say you agreed, and it was partly your own suggestion.”

I typed in “Yes Mistress” even though she had said, ‘no reply needed.’

This brought a last message.  “Stupid bitch.”

I walked into the office and I wondered if anyone noticed that my pants fit differently now that I had the thong on underneath.  No one said anything.  Several women smiled at me and I thought maybe they could tell but it was probably my imagination.

Probably.

I was incredibly nervous when I walked to Yolonda’s office.  The door was closed so I knocked.

Yolanda opened the door and invited me in.  She wore a dark blue blouse buttoned low which made her cleavage a focus of attention.  Her slim athletic legs showed from a skirt that was too short for office attire.

This didn’t seem to bother the owner of the company who sat in a chair besides Yolanda’s desk.  His hands were clasped behind his head.  He was an older balding white man with a bit of a paunch.  He smiled and held out his hand.

“Good to see you, Bobbi.”

“You too Sir.”

Yolonda smiled at me and her gaze went from my face and down to my shoes.  She looked back at my face and said, “You’re looking especially good today, Bobbi.”

I knew she was telling me she knew I had complied with her order to not wear boxers.

“Have a seat, Bobbi,” the owner said pointing out a chair that was placed so that I could face him and Yolanda while she sat at her desk.

I sat and Yolanda took a seat behind her desk.

“We’ve been talking about the new arrangements that we agreed to.”

“I think it makes a lot of sense from what Yolanda has been telling me.”  The owner looked at Yolanda and then back to me.  “It is just a bit unusual.  I mean people don’t usually ask for a demotion and cut in pay.  But seeing as it’s at your request.”

I gulped.  I looked at Yolanda and knew I had no choice.  “I just think it’s for the best.”

He continued.  “I must admit to being surprised at your recommending Keith be given your old office and title.  I mean I figured we’d move him up once he finished this semester, but if you and Yolanda feel he’s ready.”

“Well,” Yolanda smiled at me and then at the owner.  “With Bobbi working as both my personal secretary and secretary to Keith as well, I think I can assure you that everything will be even better than before.”

“Anything that saves me money is good to me.”  The owner laughed.  “Of course, that’s with no changes in work product.  Quality or quantity.”

“None.  It will be better than before.”

“And Keith’s replacement?”

“Keith already has some candidates.  Bobbi has told me he’ll help out with the interviews.  I don’t foresee any problems.  In fact, I know that Bobbi is interested in arranging meetings with candidates Keith has mentioned.”

“Make sure you vet them. Keith and Bobbi don’t have any experience hiring.”  He reached out and put his hand on my shoulder and squeezed.  “We don’t discriminate, but no hot college girls because you think they’re hot.”  The owner laughed.

“No Sir,” Yolanda answered, and she looked at me while talking to him.  He couldn’t see her face when she said, “All the candidates so far are young men that Keith said, ‘can get the job done.’”  Yolanda blew a kiss my way and licked her lips.

The owner stopped at the door.  “Bobbi.  Make sure to get your things out of your, I mean, get them out of Keith’s office.  Maybe a small table in there and one in here so you can do your secretary stuff in either office depending on the need.”

“Yes Sir,” I said but my voice made it sound shaky and uncertain.
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“Old fart with a shriveled little white dick,” Yolanda said after the owner closed the door behind him.  She pointed to a spot on the carpet in the middle of the office. 

I got up and knelt down where she had indicated while she got up and walked around the desk and stood before me.  I started to kiss her shoes, but she had not told me to do so, and I did not know if I was allowed.

“As a white man, I know he’s got some sort of perversion and I’d like to find out so I can use it if I need to.  Look up, sissy boy.”

I settled back on my knees and looked up at her. 

“Maybe he likes beating boys while they suck on his shrimp dick.”

I started to agree with her, but she held up her hand.  “I’ve got something for you to get you started. “

She was sitting on the edge of the desk while she dug into her purse.  “Give you to him and get some good pictures just in case.”  She found what she was looking for and pulled out a tied off condom with a large deposit of cum in it.

Yolanda laughed when she saw the eager look in my eyes.

I licked my lips.

“Just a taste.”  She pulled the condom open.  “If you’re good, you’ll get the rest.”  She pushed her index finger into the condom coating it with cum.

I focused on her finger.  It glistened with cum where a drop clung, but again I had not been told what I could do.

“Well, hurry up.  Don’t waste it.”

My mouth was on her finger in an instant.  My tongue flicked out to catch the drop.  I sucked the cum off of her finger and did not know until that moment just how much I had needed it.  I kissed, sucked, and licked her finger clean.

Patting my head, she said, “Good boy.”

Yolanda eased off the desk and stood in front of me.  “Now get up and pull your pants down so I can check out your new look.

I scrambled up and unzipped my pants.  I pulled them down so my panties were in full view.

She smiled and motioned for me to turn which was difficult with my pants around my ankles.

“Nice thong,” she slapped my ass.  “Choose it special?”

“I just, I mean I just took what I…”

Yolanda laughed and slapped my ass again.

“Took the first thing you could, I suppose.  Well, I am pleased.  A pink thong is a good fit for a slut like you.”

She took a finger and ran it under the waist band.  “Snug.  She’s going to know you’ve been wearing it.”

I tried to think of what to say, and my lips moved as I tried to form words.

“I still think we should take you shopping.  Start your own wardrobe.  Sissies like pretty clothes, don’t they?”

Yolanda looked at me with wide pleased eyes as she saw me struggle for a response.

I finally came out with “Yes, Mistress.”

“Too bad we’ve got too many things to do right now.  Now, you need to move things around.”  She pointed at a corner of her office. “Put a small table and chair over there where you can sit.  You’ll need to get your things out of Keith’s new office.  Talk to him how he wants you to set up in there.  Keith can tell you how he wants his new office to look, and he can get you all set up with boxes, tables, chairs and everything.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“And save a big box.  You’ll be taking a big box of work home every night.”

“Yes, Mistress Yolanda.”

Seeing my questioning look, she explained, “You still need to make sure all the work is done.  That will give me and Keith more time to work with you and more time for us to have fun.”

“Yes Mistress,” I said thinking about the long day to come.

“Besides, less time for you with your wife the better for her.  From what I see, her life will be immensely better if she takes care of her own needs with some toys and goes to bed early.”

Yolanda patted my ass and said, “If she complains, just tell her you’re worried about work.  I’ve got a story that you might use, but we’ll discuss all of that later.  Right now, you’ve got work to do.”

She pointed at the door and I recognized I was being dismissed.  I pulled up my pants and tucked in my shirt.  Zipping up, I left to find Keith.
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“Well, strip.”

I started unbuttoning my shirt. “Yes Mistress.”

Keith laughed and closed the door.

“You’re not allowed to walk around my house in male clothes.  So, either naked or femmed up.”

We had only just entered her house.  I kicked off my shoes and pulled off my pants.  I still wore the frilly pink thong and I left that on.

“Good to see that she is getting into the spirit of things.”  Keith reached over and put a hand on Yolanda’s back. 

“The rule is really that you’re not to try to pretend you’re a man at all.  You’re a sissy and should be seen as a sissy.  Work is just a special circumstance.  At least for now.  Like your home.  Temporary.”

“Temporary, Mistress?”

“Nothing for a dumb sissy bitch to worry about for now.  Focus on serving your superiors.”

“Yes Miss Yolanda.”

Keith and Yolanda took seats on the couch.

Yolanda said, “Now, fold your boy clothes up and put them by the door.  You may retrieve them when we’re ready to leave.”  She pointed toward a hallway that led away from the living room.  “Kitchen’s through there.  I’ve put out a bottle of wine,  glasses and a tray.  Put them out last night.  God knows how long it would take for you to find anything.”

She turned to Keith.  “Red, okay with you?”

“Perfect,” replied Keith.

Once I found the kitchen, the rest was easy.  Yolanda had everything ready for me.  I made sure everything was on the tray.  I could not help but think about why she had used the word ‘temporary’ when she talked about my home.  The tray was heavy because of the bottle of wine.  I was not certain on how to be a server.  I had seen it a number of times, but I’d never paid much attention to how it was done.

I returned to the living room and placed the tray on the low table in front of the couch.  I used the corkscrew to pull the cork and then poured a glass for her and one for him.  I was about to pour a glass for myself when Yolanda held up her hand.

“Got something special for you.”  Yolanda picked up her purse and pulled out the condom full of cum from this morning. 

“Protein shake,” Keith smiled.  “Good for a growing sissy.”

“Black cum.  Good for further sissifying white males.  I was talking to a Master last night.  Said it provides vitamins, minerals, and a special dose of black male hormone that is able to overcome white male hormones.  Makes them even more fem and submissive.”

“If she gets more fem, she’ll have tits.”

Yolanda laughed.  “I know you’re joking but it is a possible side effect.  Not big ones or anything.  But little titties maybe.  Shrink up his little weenie just a bit as well.”

She saw the look of distress in my eyes.  She opened the condom and let the cum ooze down into the glass.

“Something to look forward too, right sissy?”

“Yes Mistress,” I answered in a weak low voice.

Yolanda raised her glass and toasted, “to our marvelous new adventure.”  Keith clinked his glass to hers and they both drank.  I took a sip from my glass. 

It was not as good as it had been this morning when it was fresher, but it still tasted salty with an aroma of masculinity and I’m not sure how else to say it other than it also tasted of dominance.

“Not just a sip dear.  Drink all your juice and clean the glass with your tongue.”

I did as she directed letting the cum slide down my throat.  I pushed my tongue into the glass and got every bit of the cum that I could.

“Thirsty bitch,” Keith said.

“Bobbi, pull this table over to the side and bring me that grocery sack over there in the corner.”

I followed her directions.  The top of the brown paper sack was folded over so I could not see what was inside.

Yolanda smiled and turned to Keith.  “I’m learning all sorts of things.  I haven’t really had a chance to do much.  So, this is just something I’ve been able to put together.”

“Bobbi, pull of your panties.  Just toss them in the chair,” Yolanda said indicating a chair by the wall, “and come back over here and stand.”

I had placed the panties on the arm of the chair and walking back I felt my penis fill with a little blood.  Not an erection but just a bit bigger than it had been before.  I felt silly and did not understand.  The panties were almost as revealing as full nudity.

“Stand with your legs apart,” Yolanda said as she dug in the bag.

She pulled out a blue rubber dishwashing glove.  She slipped in on her right hand.  It extended well up her forearm.

“Now, Bobbi, you’ve been good.  At least so far.  You’re not being punished.  This is just a little show of discipline.  Do keep that in mind.  You do not want to be punished, no matter what your little wee-wee thinks.”

Yolanda slapped by near erection with her gloved hand.  Then with a quick movement she was holding my balls firmly with the gloved hand.  The firm hold became a squeeze as she looked up into my eyes.

“Who’s in charge here?”

“You are Mistress,” I said quickly.

Yolanda increased the pressure.  “And you’ll do whatever I say.”

“Yes Mistress,” I said in a slightly higher register.

“Good,” she said an eased the pressure.

I felt relief and she suddenly squeezed hard.  I yelped.

“Let’s keep it that way,” laughed Yolanda.

Keith watched as she let go and reached into the bag.  She pulled out a ruler.  He laughed and said, “let’s see how he measures up.”

“Actually, that’s a good idea, but I was thinking more about this.”  Yolanda brought the ruler up sharply between my legs making contact with my balls.

I cried out in both pain and surprise.

Yolanda lowered the ruler but then brought it up again only this time it was more of a gentle spanking.  It was still a bit painful but nothing like the first.

“A good ball spanking is good for a sissy.”  She looked into my eyes.  “Gets their attention and reminds them to be grateful that I’m allowing her to keep her little sissy balls.”

She looked over at Keith and said with a smirk, “at least for now.”

Now, she moved the ruler and slapped my dick back and forth a few times.  “Whip her little clitty too, but it’s easy to miss.”  She looked up at me.  “Good news, Bobbi.  If you’re ever arrested for flashing, they’d have to let you go for lack of evidence.”

They both laughed and Keith held up his empty glass.

Yolonda said, “Refresh mine too sissy.  Unless you’re craving a bit more punishment.”

I picked up the bottle and almost dropped it because I was trying to move too fast. 

After filling both glasses, Yolanda instructed me.  “Get down on all fours and present your cute little sissy ass to us.”

I knelt and moved to all fours.  I turned so that I was facing away from the couch.  I heard the crinkling of the paper bag and then heard Keith let out a laugh.

“I’ve got a treat for you sissy,” Yolanda said.

I felt the glove on my ass, but it the fingers felt greasy.  The gloved fingers moved between my cheeks.  The fingers pressed until they found my hole.  The pressure increased until a finger slid into me.

“You like it when I finger fuck you don’t you sissy?”

I said, “yes Mistress,” because I was not sure of what else I could say.

She began moving the finger in and out. 

“Now, sissy, I know you want more.  Like a big hard cock.  A real man to fuck you.”

“Yes Mistress.”

“This will have to do for now.”

“Keith, with a little practice we can do this to milk her. Her sissy cream will just ooze out without her really cumming.”

Keith said, “She’ll be drinking her own sissy milk, right?”

“Of course, can’t let her go around making a mess.”

Yolanda pushed her finger in deeply and I moaned.  The she finger fucked me fast and hard several times and I trembled.  She pulled her finger out and slapped me on the ass.

“The bitch needs a good hard fucking.”

“I’ll make sure she gets all she can handle,”  Keith said.  “Maybe I’ll make it part of the job interviews when I bring in my friends.”

I felt Yolanda’s glove hand sliding between my cheeks.  “We’ll get you used to some toys first.  Train your pussy first.”

“Not too trained.  I like a tight pussy.”  Yolanda and Keith laughed together.

“Get up sissy.  Put your panties back on.  One last thing before we go back to the office.”

I stood up and walked over to the chair. I picked up my panties and was stepping into them while I watched Yolanda pull her tablet from a side pocket on her purse.

“Stand right over here Bobbi.”

I stood where she asked.  She took her tablet and placed it in the seat of the stuffed chair and turned it toward me.

“Can you see the screen?”

She adjusted it to where I could see the screen by glancing to the side while I faced Keith on the couch.

“I wrote the script based on what you wrote.  I embellished a little here and there.  I want you to read it while Keith makes a video on his phone.”

“Looks good,” Keith called out. 

I began reading.  “Hi, I’m Bobbi.  This is the real me.  I’m not the man I fooled you into thinking I am.  I am a sissy.  I’m submissive and I love to be punished and used by my strong black superiors.  I worship Mistress Yolanda and Master Keith.  I love wearing feminine things and getting fucked hard and I love sucking on big black cocks.  I want to kneel before any black man who lets me and with my Master and Mistress’s permission, suck him of until he cums in my mouth.  I am addicted to cum from black dicks and will do anything for it.”

I stopped when I read what came next.  I looked over at Mistress Yolanda.  Then I completed my little confession speech. “ Master Keith has been kind enough to allow me to suck his big cock.  He tells me I need practice.  I want to be a good cocksucker for him and whoever he wants.  I am grateful.  I’m very horny all the time and I need big black cocks in my mouth all the time.”

I got down on my knees and crawled toward Keith.  Yolanda moved over to him and gracefully took the phone from him so she could continue the video.  I crawled up to Keith as he got up and pulled down his pants.  His big cock was full but not quite erect.  He pointed it at me, and I knelt between his legs and kissed the head of his cock.

I know that Mistress Yolanda was moving around shooting the video from different angles, but I was oblivious and focused entirely on the cock in front of me.  I looked up at Master Keith as I kissed the head of his cock.  Then I licked it all over.  I ran my tongue down over the sides making the whole big club of it hard. It was warm and hard in my hands.  I felt it pulsing with power before opening wide to get the enormous head in my mouth.  Sliding my mouth down a few inches, I looked up at Master Keith as he smiled.  I felt his hands on my head.  I sucked and felt his cock pushing against the confines of my mouth. I backed off and let it slide out of my mouth and my lips came together over the head with a smacking sound.  My lips and mouth opened, and I slid down taking in the head and a few inches of shaft.  My head bobbed up and down.  I maintained suction and felt a tremendous need and ache inside me and knew that soon I would be feeding on his cum.  My hands moved up and down the lower parts of his big dick and then they dipped between his legs so I could feel and knead his big balls.  I started to moan as I sucked.  I looked up just as his hands tightened on my head.  I knew his power and he was about to give me his gift.  I knew he could go on for a long time, but he was going to feed me now to reward me.  I sucked harder and moved my hands back to massaging the shaft.  I felt this hands dig into my head in a grip that told me that I could not back away until he had finished feeding me.  A warm jet of cum filled my mouth and began leaking out of the side of my mouth and down the shaft.  I drank and swallowed.  A flood of cum hit my mouth again and again and I knew if there was much more it would come out of my nose.  Finally, his hands loosened,  and I moved my mouth off of his cock only long enough to lick up the cum from the head and shaft.  I licked and kissed cum that had dripped down on his balls.  I licked until he was clean and then I was using my fingers to bring the cum dripping down my chin into my mouth.  Greedily I licked my lips and fingers.  I licked and licked until he was clean, and I was clean.  I gently kissed his cock and looked up at him with grateful eyes and said, “Thank you Master Keith.”

“Your welcome bitch.”  He took his cock head and ran it over my face.  I knew he was marking me, and I was happy to be marked.

“Good job sissy.  Take a minute.  You’ve earned it.  Then get up and get dressed.  We need to get back to the office.”
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We sat in Yolanda’s office.  Yolanda was behind her desk.  Keith sat in the upholstered chair which he had turned so he could face me.  I sat at the small table I had set against the wall where I could take care of my secretarial work.  My chair was small plain wooden one that made me think of how it might hurt my back if I had to sit at it for long periods.

“First thing I’ll do every morning, Bobbi,” Yolanda said with her hands resting on her keyboard, “is check your work.  Need to make everything right before you start the day.  This include making sure that Keith’s work is done as well.  No slacking.  Whatever it takes.”

Keith grinned.  “Bring your rubber gloves.  I think that might help motivate our sissy. Oh, and the ruler too.”

“A proper paddle maybe.  One especially for the office.”  Yolonda peered at her computer.  “This is interesting.”

“What’s that?” Keith asked.  He looked over at me and said, “A good hard over the knee spanking is good for motivation.”

“Well, you know I’ve been learning about black ownership of whites and this guy invited me to a meeting and the possibility of some sort of network he has.”

“Interesting,” said Keith.  “I mean I don’t know about a network or whatever, but I do plan to talk up this shit with my friends.”

“Why don’t you come with me?  He just wants to meet for drinks.”

“Count me in.”

I was looking at a large box sitting at the foot of Yolanda’s desk.  It was full of papers that I would be going through late into the night.

“Oh, don’t look so dejected Bobbi.  Just think.  Come in with all that done and if you did a good job, I’ll make sure you’re fed.  Keith and I both know what you need and how bad you need it.”

I felt the ache.  It was dull right now, but it was there.  Tomorrow it would be overpowering.

Yolanda picked up her phone.  “I’ll set something up.”  She stopped and looked at me.  “Almost forgot.  You need to wash out those panties or get new ones.  A girl always starts with fresh panties.”

“Variety would be nice,” Keith said.  He looked at me in a way that told me he had stripped off what I was wearing and imagining me sitting there in only my panties.

“Good to hear your voice as well.  I certainly think you have some interesting ideas and although I have a lot to learn, I have a lot to contribute as well.”

Yolanda put her hand over the phone so she could not be heard on the other end.  “Bobbi can steal some more from his wife.”  She smiled at me and said, “unless she prefers going shopping so she can get her own.”

She moved her hand away and resumed the conversation.  “Well, yes.  That sounds perfect.  No problem.  We’ll just take off early.”

“Bobbi.  Take your box and go home and get to work.  Keith and I have a meeting.”  She turned her attention back to the phone. “Oh, nothing.  Just had to give some orders to my new white sissy.”

The conversation continued as I got up and picked up the box and left.
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A young blonde, white girl approached Yolanda and Keith when they entered the coffee bar.  She was wearing a tight white top and short pink skirt with her name tag on one side of her chest and a button proclaiming asks me about our specials below that.

“How may I serve you?” she asked brightly.

Keith spoke addressing both Yolanda and the girl.  “We’re meeting someone so maybe a booth.”

“Of course, Sir.”  The girl grabbed two menus and led them toward the back where she seated them. 

“In addition to our coffee, we do have other drinks,  full bar, so alcohol, and no alcohol.  May I get you anything while you wait?”

“Regular coffee for me.  Just black coffee,” said Keith.

“Black, two creams, two sugars,” added Yolanda.

“I will be right back to serve you and if you wish I’ll direct your guest back here.”

Keith looked at Yolanda.  “I kind of thought DeShaun was supposed to already be here.”

Yolanda started to speak when “Tammy” said, “I’m extremely sorry to interrupt ma’am, but Master, I mean Mister DeShaun is in the back.  Shall I get him for you?”

“Yes, please.  Tell him, Keith and Yolanda are here.” 

“Yes ma’am.  I’ll tell him and fetch your coffee’s.”

Keith watched as Tammy retreated.  “I have to say, I like what I see so far.  Master DeShaun certainly picks pretty waitresses.”

“Yes, and it looked like you really wanted to check out her specials,” grinned Yolanda.

“I still might,” Keith said as they both watched a tall black man wearing black pants and a blue dress shirt unbuttoned at the collar approach the booth.

“I’m DeShaun,” he said sticking out his hand.

After the introduction and handshake, he slid into the booth next to Yolanda.

Tammy approached with her tray and put the coffees down on the table and then laid the cream and sugar out for Yolonda.

“May I get you something Sir,” she said as she stood next to where DeShaun was sitting.

“I’m fine, Tammy.  And they’re my guests.  No charge.  Make sure the other boys know.”

“Other boys?” Keith asked raising an eyebrow.

DeShaun smiled.  “All the girls here are white sissy boys.  Come here and show him, Tammy, who used to be Tommy.”

Tammy stood next to the booth and put her pad down on the table.  She lifted her short skirt to show her small panty covered bulge.

“Don’t be shy, Tammy.  It’s okay.”  DeShaun reached out and put a hand on Tammy’s hip.  She reached down and pulled the front of her panties down to show the pink plastic chastity cage she was wearing.

“All white boys should be caged.  More control for their owners and keeps the sissies’ minds on their business.”  DeShaun smiled and patted Tammy’s ass.

Keith looked Tammy over and said, “But the tits too.”

Tammy smiled and said, “Thank you for noticing Sir.  I’ve worked hard on them.”  Gripping the top down near her waist, she raised it showing small but firm breasts in a diaphanous white bra.  She pulled down the bra so he could get a better look.

“If you would like to feel Sir.  Hormones and exercise I’m proud to say.  Although, I’m a little jealous of Sarah.  She got implants,” Tammy whispered.

Keith reached over the table and felt Tammy’s exposed breast and rubbed a finger across the nipple before placing his hand back on the table.  He looked around the room at the other waitresses.  “And so, they’re all white boys or were.”

“Yes,” said DeShaun with a pleased look on his face.  He turned to Tammy and dismissed her.  “My dream is that some day in the future, you would just assume that this is what a white male would be.”

Yolanda smiled.  “Ahh.  A nice dream.”

“You’re helping make that dream a reality with your work with Bobbi,” DeShaun said.

Yolanda described their day with Bobbi and the changes at work.

“Excellent.  Sounds like she is making good progress.  Have you given any thought to his wife.”

“I’m not sure what you mean.  I hadn’t really thought about his wife.  I guess my assumption was that eventually she’d catch on to what a sissy faggot he really is and leave him,” Yolanda said.

“Maybe,” DeShaun said,  “Or she might be ripe for becoming black owned herself.  Did you see that new Marvel movie?”

“No, I haven’t.  Are you talking about the new one?” Keith asked.

“Oh, I’ve seen it,” said Yolanda.

“The first part of the movie where they showed the kingdom,”  DeShaun smiled.  “What did you think of the Black Queen?”

“I liked her having white slave boys and white slave girls, but that part went by pretty fast,” said Yolonda taking a sip from her coffee.

DeShaun said, “I’d like to think that in a small way, showing things like that makes black ownership of whites as something that becomes more acceptable in society.

Keith said, “I  don’t see…”

“Now, like I said, a small bit and not likely to move the culture very much.  Let me tell you about our network first.”

DeShaun looked at Yolanda and then at Keith.  “All of these things are inter-related.  Stop me at any point and ask any questions you have?”

Keith nodded and Yolanda said, “Of course.”

DeShaun began, “There are obviously blacks who own whites and both black and whites have enjoyed this type of relationship.  They’re mostly in isolation from one another and for good reasons.  Say if this place were a bit different. Say, a white has the desire to be a submissive servant of superior black people saw you.  He might approach you and ask if he could serve you.  Bring your drinks to your table say.  Now, he wouldn’t approach you out of fear of offending you.  And you, if you expected him to serve because he was white, but he had not been at least introduced to the idea of black superiority, he might take offense.”

He looked over at Yolanda.  “And sometimes, Kings and Queens, like us think we deserve all the servants and don’t want to share which keeps us all poorer in the end.”

“How so? asked Yolanda.

“Several reasons.  You benefit from having more servants but overall, you still live in the current society where that’s not the norm.  But, in fact, you benefit because of white sissies like Tammy.  If Tammy had a white friend who might be open to this lifestyle and they were moving to town, Tammy might request to meet with you to discuss the possibility of you helping her friend move down the path.  You benefit by going to someone in the network who provides lower cost services because of the use of white servant labor.  Why would you go somewhere to get your car detailed when you can get that excellent service from a white who gets pleasure out of serving you?  When we’re all together it just makes it a richer world.”

“That makes sense,” Keith said taking a sip from his cup.  He looked down to where DeShaun was playing with a simple black thread encircling his right wrist.  “Is that something like a special network thing or something.”

“It’s a quick and easy symbol where we can recognize one another.  But also, easy to display or not.  Some whites get tattoos that say, “black owned.”  But usually those are made to be covered like below the waistline on the ass or something usually covered.  Does me no good if I can’t recognize the white as submissive to blacks.  Tattoos also take so much commitment.  Certainly worth it if they are that committed, but this allows us to recognize whites who are just getting started on the path.”

“See that roped off section,” DeShaun pointed to the center of the room.  There was a small roped off section containing about ten tables.  It was raised a couple of feet above the main floor and looked like a small stage.  From where they were seated, they could not see what was written on a sign near the steps at the other end.

“Black Masters and white servants sometimes have a hard time finding one another.  This little thread around the wrist is a small signifier and helps just a little.  Blacks wear it on the right, dominant wrist and submissive whites on the left, weaker wrist.”

“Now, of course I can’t say this officially as the owner, but that is our “whites only” section.  On Saturday nights, that’s where whites sit during our auction.”

“Auction?”  Keith looked confused.

Yolanda looked amused, “Oh I think I have an idea.”

DeShaun looked around before continuing.  “Officially, the bar is open to all and anyone may sit where they like. Of course, a white guy might see the sign and want to try us out and see if our coffee is any good.  He won’t be back.  His coffee will be served cold.  The service will be lousy.  Nothing will be said, but he will find he can get cheaper, better coffee elsewhere.  Unless he is white and has heard about us and is looking for what we offer.”

“Whites who know about our auction nights, officially called meet and greets, comes in and already have the thread on the wrist or they are given one.  They have a seat in the “whites only” section.  Black owners will come in and observe. Whites who sit in the section know they are advertising themselves as “available.”  The black superiors might find a white they like, and they will start a conversation to find out if the white might will make a good servant.”

“So, a white slave auction of sorts,” said Yolanda waving Tammy over to refill her cup.

“Kind of, but also a bit looser.”  DeShaun smiled.  “You’re not necessarily walking away as their owner.  In a way, you are seeing how the white might be useful to you and how they might serve you or other blacks in the network.  You might talk to someone because you think he’s someone Keith might be interested in.  Or you find a white who say is a house painter and you need some work done on your house or one of your friend does and so on.”

“If you join the network,” DeShaun continued, “you will have access to information about other members and their assets and they get information about you and your assets.”

“Assets?” Keith asked.

“Slaves, right?” said Yolanda grinning.

“Slaves, submissives, servants, assets you control.  All generally the same with some important differences.  Usually about the level of commitment.  Personally, I avoid the term ‘slave,’ but that’s a different topic.”

Keith smiled and nodded while Yolonda took put sugar and cream into her coffee after she patted Tammy on the ass as she left.

“Say you bring Bobbi in as your asset; you list him and his talents along with permission needed.”

“Permissions?” Yolonda asked.

“Again, you list his talents, what he can do and so forth, but also what he’s allowed to do and what he has to have permission from his owner to do.”

“All of his talents, including sexual,” Keith said smiling.

“Of course,” said DeShaun.  “Say, you wanted some yardwork done.  You might want someone to come over and mow your lawn and then crawl up to your lawn chair and give you head.  You might see in the information about the asset that you had to have the owner’s permission to get the blowjob.  The white will do whatever you say, but there might be trouble with the owner.  But, so far, there’s never been a problem.  Plenty of whites to choose from.  Not plenty really.  At least so far, which is why recruitment is important.”

“I can’t speak for Keith, but I’m all in,”  Yolanda said.  She looked around the room.  “I have had fantasies mostly, but I’m impressed by this network idea.”

“I think this is a great idea.  Count me in as well,” said Keith.

“Good.  I’ll take care of it and get you signed up then.  I’ll be right back.  Then we really need to talk about Bobbi’s training and how it might work best for all of us.”

Yolonda smiled.  “I read the messages on twitter and saw how you lured Bobbi in.”

DeShaun smiled back.  “Master BlackTenIn hasn’t been around long.  I’m thinking it’s going to be a good recruiting tool.  Might be a good idea to spread around and help expand the network.”

“After Bobbi’s better trained, I’m going to set up my own.”  Yolonda looked around the room.  “I like having sissy boy slaves.”

DeShaun laughed.  “It’s just the natural order of things.”  He stood up said, “I’ll be right back.”
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DeShaun returned with two folders he placed on the table before sitting down.  He had taken the opportunity to grab his own cup of coffee on the way back to the table.

“Each folder has information on the group and how to access the site and so on.  Plus, the black threads that are symbols of your membership.”

“What about Bobbi?  Should we have him start wearing one?”  Yolanda asked.

“Not yet.  He will.  But for now, he doesn’t need to know more about any of this. Least he knows, probably the better.”  DeShaun looked first at Yolonda and then at Keith.

“If we bring Bobbi further along in the right way, we have a chance to recruit his wife and maybe some of their friends, and my hope would be that we’d eventually recruit friends of friends.”

“You might be surprised but part of the process I’m following and trying to create is how gay rights worked.”

Keith looked skeptical.

“There was a time when it was illegal and today there’s gay marriage.  All of that in a person’s lifetime.”

Yolanda said, “I hadn’t really thought about it.  It’s just kind of accepted now.”

“That’s the same sort of trajectory I’d like to see for blacks owning whites.  That it be accepted which would allow it to spread.  I don’t know that it would ever be totally accepted by the whole society, but I’d be happy with progress,” DeShaun said.

“And you say that recruitment and how we recruit are what you see as the key to all of this,” Yolanda stated.

“There had always been gays, but it was all secret.  They had different things, tokens, that let people like them know that they were gay.  At one time, it was a single earring worn in one ear.  I think the left but I’m not sure.”

“Like the thread,” Keith said.

“The thread is just a symbol.  I’m sure there’s better ideas out there.  It was just something simple to use.  Their symbols allowed them to connect with one another.  That connection made them braver in identifying as gay to their friends and family.  By the time they were talking about gay rights and stuff, it took off because so many straight people knew someone in their family or somebody from work who was gay.  So, I’m thinking that the more recruits or members or whatever you choose to call them, the more accepted it becomes.”

Yolanda winked at Keith.  “The more slaves, the better.”

“More slaves and more Masters.  A bigger network.  That’s why I’m thinking that we might be able to bring in more than just Bobbi,” DeShaun said.

“How do we do that?” Yolanda asked.

“It started out with research.  A member of the network is a computer guy.  I’ve had him looking through social media and not just Bobbi’s stuff, but through him, his wife’s stuff, and on to friends of hers and so on.  I’ve identified his network so to speak.  We can use that.”

“How does all that help,” Yolanda said, “We’re going to convert his network as well.”

“It’s more about exposure and seduction.  Exposure to our ideas and the seduction of pleasure that a lot of whites get out of serving.  But it’s a flexible plan.  Let me tell you where we might start.”

DeShaun waved Tammy over.  They switched to bar drinks and were smiling more and more as they talked.
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I was down on all fours beside Miss Yolonda’s desk.  I had reported to her office first thing so she could check my work.  I had been early and was feeling sleep deprived.  She had me strip and called Keith into the office.  He had rolled up my clothes and left.  She told me that she liked making me feel vulnerable which it did.  I had no way to hide that I was a sissy in her office wearing only a pink thong.  She had approved that I was wearing panties but said she was disappointed that I had “not shown any variety.”

Miss Yolanda clicked through most of the work I had done on the computer.  She was sitting back in her chair beside her desk with her feet up on my back as she checked the paperwork part.  Occasionally I would hear a comment like “this won’t do,” or “good enough.” 

She took her feet off of me and had me turn to face her while I still knelt.  She picked up her right foot and presented it to me.  Wordlessly I took it and kissed it. I did the same to her left foot when it was offered.

Yolanda leaned back in her chair.  “Now, Bobbi, some of your work is perfectly adequate.  Notice, I said some.  And the rest is at best mediocre.  Do you understand?”

“Yes Miss Yolanda,” I answered looking up at her.

“I’m not sure of what to do,” she said as she shifted her gaze to the ceiling.  “I had hoped to reward you and I have your reward in my purse, but I also feel that you haven’t fully earned it.”

I felt the ache in my stomach and all throughout my body.  My mouth and tongue needed the taste of cum.  I had felt confident that she would feed me this morning.  I need it.  “Please, Miss Yolanda.”

“Bobbi, I want to feed you.  I really do.  I was prepared to do so.  I had thought that I could give you a reward for excellent work and maybe a bit of punishment for a few things you might have done wrong, but this…”  Yolanda raised her hands to indicate the whole of my work.

I looked at her and my eyes were wide with my need.  I licked my lips and she reached down and caressed my cheek.

“Tell you what Bobbi.  If you really want what I have in my bag, you have to ask for it but in return you must also ask me to double your punishment.”

I didn’t hesitate.  “Please Miss Yolanda, double my punishment and please feed me.  Please.”

Yolanda smiled.  “Then go and bring me my purse.”

As I crawled to the chair to get her purse, she continued “Sometimes, Bobbi, I’m going to have you do things that will be hard on you, but they are for your best.”

I brought the purse to her and said, “Yes Mistress Yolonda.”

She reached out and caressed my cheek for the second time and then she slapped me hard.  “But don’t ever think I’m soft.  Now, do you want double.”

“Yes, Mistress Yolonda, double punishment please.”  She slapped me with her other hand.

Yolanda inched forward in her chair and pulled her skirt up revealing her inviting thighs, “Lie across my lap, ass up.  And your little white weenie had better not get hard.”

She placed her hand on my ass.  I felt blood rushing into my penis and hoped that it wouldn’t be noticed.  Then, she moved her hand and brought it back down with a slapping noise.  She brought it down several times on one cheek and then the other and I felt warmth and stinging.

Yolanda stopped and I heard her moving her purse and then I felt her place a wooden ruler on my ass and let it rest there for a moment.

“I do need to get a proper paddle for you.” 

Then the ruler moved, and she was hitting me with it over and over.  I was starting to cry.  She stopped and admired her work.

“Like you’re a naughty schoolboy,” she laughed and started spanking me with the ruler.  “Filthy, naughty, schoolboy, pervert.”  She emphasized each word with a hard slap of the ruler.

I had lost the small semi-erection that I had gotten at first, but it started to come back as she berated and hit me.  I felt a little bit grateful for my stinging ass because I could focus on that.  I did not know what might happen if I let my focus drift to the feeling of my penis touching her thighs through the thin fabric of my thong panties.

“Now, spread your legs, faggot white boy, let’s get your attention.”

I lifted myself a little and moved my legs apart.  Her hand reached between my legs and gave them a small squeeze.

“Your sissy balls feel awfully full.”  Her hand tightened.  “Think if I squeezed hard enough, your sissy cream would come out.”

Yolonda removed her hand and then laughed as she brought the ruler down sharply between my thighs. 

I became nothing but the pain between my legs as she brought the ruler down several more times.  One ball this time then the other or both at once.  Deep dull pain and then sharp pain.  I seemed to ride with waves of it. 

Yolanda stopped and I heard her place the ruler on her desk.  “Bobbi, I want you to think of this when you are doing any work for me.”

“Yes, Mistress Yolanda, I will…” I stopped because she had not been through with my punishment.  She brought her hand down quickly and I felt this one last blow to my balls from her open hand.

No words, she pushed, and I rolled off her lap onto the floor.  I drew myself up into a fetal position and rocked from side to side.   Then I stopped and lay there.

My eyes were closed but I felt a foot pressing on my face.  “It’s okay sissy bitch.  It’s okay.  Now take a moment.  You’ve earned a reward.  Back on your knees and thank me.”

I wanted to rest but I needed the cum more.  I rolled up and onto my knees.  I had to keep my legs a bit further apart.  My ass burned and my balls felt swollen. 

She presented her feet to me and I kissed them.  “Thank you, Mistress Yolanda.  Thank you.”

She picked up the ruler and held it out and I kissed that too.

Yolonda reached into her purse and pulled out a condom swollen with cum.  “Come over here.”

She walked to the door of the office where there was uncarpeted bare floor.  She untied the condom and poured out the contents onto the bare floor.

“Lick it up like the dog that you are.”

I eagerly began licking the cum from the floor.  It was so delicious.  I was determined to get the tiniest speck of it.  I licked and swallowed.  I kissed and licked it up from the floor.

“Clean the whole area.  Don’t leave speck of cum or dirt or anything.  Every time you come in or leave my office, I want you to look at that spot in front of the door.  Know that you licked it clean for your Mistress and know what a sissy faggot you really are.”
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Yolonda read the emails with satisfaction.  Keith had taken Bobbi’s keys from his pockets when he had taken his clothes from him earlier.  He had copies made so that they now had access to Bobbi’s house.  This was one of those variables that DeShaun had talked about.  Having access to Bobbi’s home might prove useful or it might be totally unnecessary.  It was  better to be prepared.

She glanced  at her sissy, curled up in the chair, with the dildo in his mouth.  She thought he looked happier with a big fat black cock in his mouth.  It didn’t really matter anyway because it made her happier.  She wrote herself a note to bring lube tomorrow so that he could start training his other hole.

DeShaun had written her an interesting email.  It seemed that a friend of Bobbi’s wife had lunch with her co-workers at a café in a mall where there was also a lingerie shop.  He had included links where she could see pictures of the friend.  She added it to a file and sent it to Keith.  Yolonda thought of how she might use the information and she would need Keith to check it out.  She knew that DeShaun was looking for opportunities like this to start pushing on Bobbi’s marriage. 

She smiled at Bobbi.  He saw her and smiled back.  He licked the head of the dildo and went back to sucking on it.  “Poor sissy.  I bet you are going to hate shopping.  How hard am I going to have to press on those sissy balls till you say ‘yes?’”
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My ass was on fire and my balls were swollen and not in a good way.  I sat on the car seat and every bump in the road seemed to send fresh waves of pain through my groin.  This was the easy part.  My fear of being in the car with Mistress Yolonda as she drove to the mall was harder.  In a way, I had known I would not be able to refuse her in the end and it would have been much easier if I had given in to start with.

Yolonda reached over and put her hand on my thigh.  “It will be okay sissy.  You’ll get through this.  And you will thank me for making you.”

“Yes, Miss Yolonda,” I said dejectedly.

She looked over at me and then turned back to the road.  “I brought a fag treat for you.  Look in here.”  Her hand moved to the compartment between the seats.

I pulled up the lid and there were two small depressions in the front and in one was a folded-up condom with a small amount of cum at the bottom.  At most it might have contained a first spurt from Keith’s cock.

“Concentrated.  I hung it up and let the heavier stuff settle to the bottom.  Go ahead.  It’ll help you relax.”

Yolonda thought the anti-anxiety meds she had crushed up and added might help as well.

I was greedy.  I took the condom and untied it.  I put the opening to my mouth and sucked on it as I used a finger and thumb to run down it to squeeze all of it down into my mouth.  I wasn’t paying attention as Miss Yolonda had slowed to keep pace with another car.  A young white woman watched as I drank from the condom.  She braked suddenly as she had started drifting into another lane.  I did not care but instead sucked everything I could into my mouth. I even put the used condom in my mouth so I could continue to get even the slightest bit of that juice and food that I craved and needed.

I tried to tell myself that all of this would soon be over.  I did start to feel better.  The cum from the condom must have been really concentrated.  It gave me that wonderful feeling of contentment as I rolled it around in my mouth.  I loved the taste in my mouth and my aches started to ease.

Yolonda pulled into a parking space and I looked at the mall.  I thought that the walk to the store and the walk back to the car would be okay.  There would be a brief bit of embarrassment at the store and that would be it.

She got out and came around to my side. “Need any help sissy.”

“No, Miss Yolanda.”

I opened the door and then when I shifted my body around so I could put my feet on the pavement.  The soreness and dull ache in my swollen balls came back in a sudden wave.  I groaned and Yolanda reached out and grabbed me by the arm.

“Here.  I’ll help.”  Yolanda slipped her arm around my waist as we began walking.”

“Thank you, Mistress.”

“If you swing that ass back and forth as you walk like a proper sissy fag, it might help,” she laughed.

Yolanda pulled out her phone and began looking through it as we walked.  Her hand slipped from my waist and down to my ass which she squeezed.  I felt embarrassed but not as much as I would have thought.

We walked through the automatic door into the cool air of the mall and stopped in front of large map on the stand showing where all the shops were.  Yolanda located the lingerie shop and pulled me up close to her as we walked. 

“I just wish we had more time.  So many places to transform a sissy into all that she should be.”  Yolonda pointed out a nail salon.  “Prefer sissy pink or fuck-me red.”  She laughed and continued to pull me into her with her hand fondling my ass.

I mumbled a reply with enough of a whatever you prefer Mistress vibe that it provoked no rebuke.  The thought of going around with my nails painted would be advertising to everyone I saw that I was a sissy.  It gave me funny feeling I could only describe as dreadful excitement.  It aroused me and at the same time I feared and knew I could never go that far.  I smiled when I knew that I had thought I would never go to a lingerie store to buy for myself. 

Then, Yolonda pulled me in tight and kissed my cheek.  She whispered in my ear, “it really is going to be okay, Bobbi.”

“Yes Mistress.”

Yolonda swung around in front of me while still pressed against me.  She kissed me again only this time on the lips and my mouth opened to hers.  She gripped my ass with both her hands, and I moved my hands down to hers.  She swung me around until we were facing the café opposite the lingerie store.

“Feel like getting something to eat,” she asked.

“I…”

Before I could finish answering, she said, “I supposed we really do need to get back to the office.”

Yolonda took my arm and entwined it with her own.  Reaching her hand over to hold mine, she kissed my cheek again and whispered, “I’ll take care of everything, just nod or say ‘yes.’  You don’t want another hard spanking right here in the store, do you?”

“No, Miss Yolonda.”
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I don’t know if she picked the youngest and prettiest white sales girl because they all looked young and pretty.  We walked up to the girl who was straightening out a display rack of a diaphanous negligee.

“Can you help us?” Yolonda asked sweetly.

“Sure. I’m Dani. How can I help you?”

Yolonda smiled.  “Dani.  My new boyfriend and I decided that my old boyfriend here needed a new, more feminine look.”

“You decided?” Dani asked with a puzzled look.

“Yes.  Something more appropriate to his new role as our sissy.”

Dani looked uncertain but she smiled at Yolonda.  “I’m sure I can help him. I mean I can help you pick out something.  We have “men” shop here sometimes.”  She raised her hands and put air quotes around “men.”

She looked at me and then at Yolonda.  “Does he know what he wants?”

Yolonda lowered her voice to a loud whisper.  “Actually, she was quite resistant to the whole idea.  But my new boyfriend and a good sound paddling did wonders.  Isn’t that right, sissy?”

I nodded.

Yolonda said, “We should just start with panties.  You know.  Keep her from stealing mine.”  She looked over at me.

Dani laughed.  “Gotcha.”

She led us to an aisle where matching panty and bra sets hung from small plastic hangers. 

“Do you know her sizes?”  Dani asked.

“No, but…”  Yolanda slipped her hand onto my lower back and down into my pants and pulled up the back of the pink thong I was wearing.  “No, I don’t see it here.”

“That’s okay.” Dani was slipping a measure around my waist.  She announced the measurement to Yolonda.

“We have some lovely sets here,” Dani pointed down the aisle.  “The next aisle over has some more panties just themselves.  And of course, there is a table near the register for some that are on-sale.”

“She’s going to need a variety.  Some to show her “assets” and her cute little package,” Yolonda explained.

Dani laughed when she said, “cute little package.”

Yolonda said, “Well, I expect Keith, that’s my new boyfriend, will insist we put her in a cute little chastity cage, but still…”

Dani said, “Generally, they should all have plenty of stretch…”

“Trust me girl, she won’t need much.”  Yolonda smiled at Dani and added, “Hence, the new boyfriend.”  And here she added a gesture with her hands that I did not see because I was staring at the wall at the end of the aisle.

Yolonda squeezed my arm and I looked at her.  She had taken a bra and panty set and was letting it hang in front of me.  “I like the look of this on her.”

“What do you think, sissy?”  She asked me.

I felt the dull ache in my balls from my last “paddling,” and nodded.

“Do you want me to measure for a bra size, I mean just a, well, you know, the cup size, won’t...” Dani stopped herself with a giggle.

Yolonda laughed.  “You never know.  A big set of falsies and she’d have the boys following her around.”

“You’d like that, wouldn’t you sissy?” Yolonda asked moving her hand to pinch my ass.

I nodded and said numbly, “Yes Mistress.”

Dani brought out her measure and slipped it around my chest.  She called out the size to Yolonda.

We walked down the aisle.  We would stop and Yolonda held bra and panty sets in front of me.  “I’m trying to see what looks best and what would be most attractive to black men.  They are her favorite.  Right, sissy?”

I nodded.

Yolonda handed the sets she liked to Dani.  After picking out about ten different sets, she said, “I think that’s plenty for today.”

We made it to the front where I paid for the purchases. 

Yolonda asked Dani, “Do you have a card?  I’m sure she’ll be back.  She loves all the pretty things here.  She said she’d like to come back and browse sometime when you’ll be here to help her.”

Once we were out of the store, Yolonda gave me another long lingering tongue kiss.  She hugged me and gripped my ass and we walked to the car.  I felt aroused and confused.  I was also noticing that deep ache in my stomach and I was hoping that it would not be too long until my next feeding.
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“Time for a reward,” Yolonda announced when we were back in the car.

I looked at her hoping that she would open her purse and produce another full condom of cum, but instead she pulled out her phone.

She tapped on the screen.  She typed and then received a reply.  She typed again. 

Yolonda started the car.  She pulled out of her parking spot and drove to a deserted part of the parking lot where there weren’t any other cars around where she parked again.

“Get in the back seat,” she ordered.

Confused.  I opened the door and got out.  I crawled into the back seat.  She turned her head to look at me. 

“See that pillow case in the floor board.”

I saw a blue piece of cloth and picked it up. “This,” I said as I unfolded it.

“Yes, slip it over your head and scrunch down. A man has agreed to feed you and all you need to see is his dick.  No peeking.  Just slip his dick under there and go to work.”  Yolonda laughed.  “First blowjob in a car.”

I lowered myself in the seat and put the pillow case over my head.  A minute later, I heard a car pull up.  A car door opened and closed.  Then the door opened to the car I was in and I felt a presence sitting next to me.  I heard the sound of a zipper.

I felt a hand behind my head.  I could only see through the bottom opening of the pillow case.  I could see part of the seat and the floorboard.  I moved my head with the help of the guiding hand.  A black hand was pulling a cock through the zipper.  I placed my mouth over the head and felt the soft dick in my mouth.

I began sucking and felt it expand in my mouth.  It was not as big as Keith’s and so it fit better in my mouth as it began getting hard.  I licked and kissed the head and heard a moan.

I began sliding my wet mouth up and down the cock.  It was rock hard in my mouth in no time.  I swirled my tongue around it and sucked.  My hand pressed his balls through his pants.  The man pressed harder on my head as I sucked.  It felt so good in my mouth. 

I could hear Yolonda. “This way, you won’t know who’s dick you sucked.”

I was aroused and I could feel my own cock trying to become erect and I sucked harder.  I could taste his hardness and his need to cum.

“Any black man you meet.  You might have had his dick in your mouth.  Any black man knowing what a good cocksucker you are.”

I felt the cock in my mouth pulse.  I think it must have aroused him even more.  I sucked and licked, and he gripped the back of my head and was shoving his big wet dick in my mouth.

I felt the hot cum hit the back of my throat.  It poured out and down his cock.  I swallowed and then my mouth slid down his cock.  I pulled back sucking his cum wetly from his cock.  I licked and saw where some of his precious cum had fallen on his zipper and his pants.  I licked and sucked there too. 

When I was finished, black hands appeared and pushed his soft cock into his pants and pulled the zipper closed.  The car door opened, and he got out.

“Stay down and covered,”  Yolonda ordered.  “Let him get clean out of the parking lot before you take off the hood.”

I laid with my head on the seat feeling his body heat as I tasted his wonderful cum on my lips.

Yolonda laughed, “If you weren’t so needy, I’d charge for your services.”
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I sat on the bed and looked out the window. The past few days had seen so many changes, I felt in a daze.  I wiped away a tear.  I had thought I was done with crying.  Mistress Yolonda was probably already asleep in the master bedroom down the hall, and I did not want to wake her.  She had provided me with a place to stay after my wife kicked me out.

After we returned from lingerie shopping, Keith had joined us in Miss Yolonda’s office.  They had pushed their chairs together and had me undress and perform a “fashion show” for them.  Mistress had to assist with the bras until I got the hang of how to put them on myself.  I thought that this surely had to be just for them.  I knew that wearing a bra under my shirt would be much too visible for co-workers and everyone else.

Keith had me jack him off into a condom.  I was surprised and very much wanted his cock in my mouth, but he insisted.  He wanted to give the condom to Yolonda so she could feed me in the morning.  I was grateful and thanked him for letting me lick his cock clean when he had finished. 

I had just started licking his cock clean when my phone started buzzing.  I ignored it while it kept going off.  Kissing the head of his dick and taking in that last drop of cum made me stay on my knees for a minute in my bliss.

Miss Yolonda approached me and handed me my phone.  I opened it up and saw that my wife, Lisa, had sent almost a dozen texts.  She wanted to know the name of the woman I was fucking.  I started to text back, but there was another text from her.  I tried to call her, but she wouldn’t pick up the phone.  I left a voicemail that I didn’t know what she was talking about.

She sent a picture of Yolonda and me kissing.  Then, one after another, there were more pictures of the two of us.  I had to admit that we very much looked like a couple.  My text that she was my supervisor and that this was all a mistake led to a series of profanities from Lisa.

I was shaking so much that Yolonda took my phone from me.  She read through the texts and then before I could stop her, she sent a text.  She gave the phone back to me and I read what she had written.

“Fuck you, bitch.”

I tried to tell Yolonda that was only going to make things worse.  I told her that I needed to apologize and started typing, but Keith grabbed the phone and gave it to Yolonda.

“I just wrote what you should have,” Yolonda said.

Lisa’s reply was immediate.  “Your stuff will be on the porch.”

I couldn’t believe what had just happened.  Yolonda showed me the text from Lisa and the reply “Good” that she had sent.

“Listen, sissy.  It’s a good thing.  She’ll settle down.  Just come and stay with me for a day or two.  Don’t go begging to her or anything.  I told you that everything is going to work out for you, and it is.”

Mistress Yolonda had insisted on taking me to get my things.  I went to the porch and picked up the two bags Lisa had left for me on the porch.  When I turned back to the car, I saw that Yolonda had gotten out of the car.  She had her hands on her hips and was staring angrily at the house.  I wanted to tell her that being there where Lisa might see her was a bad idea.  Telling an angry Yolonda that she was doing something wrong also seemed like a terrible idea to me. 

While she drove to her house, Yolonda was talking to herself about how insulting to her that someone might think she would be with a “white boy” like me.  I tried to agree with her, but her attitude seemed to be a bit of an insult to me as well. 

At her house, Yolonda had shown me to a bedroom I could have temporarily.  She was still in the room when I snapped open the suitcase.  There was a yellow sheet of paper with a note from Lisa.

“I didn’t pack any boxers.  Looks like you’d rather wear pink thongs anyway.  Wonder if your new bitch knows that about you?”

Yolonda had snatched the note away from me and had a good laugh about it. 

“Now, sissy, you get settled in.  It’s been a long day and I need to rest.  I’m thinking of calling off for both of us tomorrow.  If you’re here for a day or two or maybe longer, there are house rules.  We’ll go over those in the morning.”

I undressed to the black lace bra and panties which had been the last pair I had tried on.  I pulled the covers over my head and hoped that I would be able to sleep.
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“Bobbi, Bobbi.”

I felt a light slap to my face and my eyes flew open.

“I hope you got your rest, but that doesn’t mean you can sleep all day.  I won’t abide a lazy sissy.  And I can’t imagine having a white boy in the house and me having to get my own breakfast.”

Mistress Yolonda stepped back while I just stared.  She was magnificently naked.  With her hands on her hips, she seemed like a Black Venus.  Her firm breasts and erect brown nipples led to a taut stomach and a small black triangle of hair.  I was staring.  I could not help myself.

“Good for a sissy to start out the day seeing what she’ll never have.”  Her laugh shook her, and I struggled to slide from underneath the sheets.

As I got to my feet, a morning erection had slid out of the small black panties.

Yolonda smiled, “Look who’s trying to impress me this morning.  Sorry, little sissy bitch.  Wrong size, wrong color.”

I pulled my panties over my erection and she reminded me where the bathroom was.

“Keep it simple this morning.  Bagels on the counter, cream cheese in the fridge.  Don’t forget the orange juice.  Bring it up.  I’ll be in my bedroom,” she ordered.

I got up and wandered down the hallway to find the bathroom.  I used the toilet and splashed water in my face.  When I did, I looked at my face in the mirror and I thought about my situation.  Yesterday, I had been living in my house and today, I was half-naked, dressed in a skimpy black bra and panties about to get breakfast for my Mistress.  This Mistress was a tall, athletic black woman who had woken me up naked and had plainly told me that I should never expect to have sex with her.

I felt naked and exposed, and I went back to the bedroom and threw one of my shirts on to help with the slight chill that I felt.  Everything in the kitchen had been easy to find.  I toasted the bagel and smeared it with cream cheese.  There was a tray on top of the refrigerator.  I put everything together and headed up the stairs to Yolonda’s bedroom. 

Yolonda smiled when I entered.  She was lying back propped up on pillows and accepted the tray from my hands.  She sipped the orange juice and took a bite of the bagel.  Swallowing, she announced, “Big day for you.”

I smiled back at her and she continued, “Getting to serve your Mistress first thing in the morning.”

“Now, you have to attend to yourself.  You have quite a bit of grooming to do.  Only real men have hair on their bodies.  I put everything you need in the bathroom.  I expect you to shower and shave and make yourself presentable.  Or as presentable as you can.  You can choose your own panties and bra.  I put the bag in your room.  There’s a robe hanging inside the bathroom door you may use for now.”

I hesitated for a moment unsure that she had stopped giving instructions.  I turned quickly to the door when I saw her lose her smile.

In the bathroom I found the razor and the shaving cream.  I got undressed and started the shower.  Scissors on the edge of the sink told me that I’d better trim my pubic hair first.  I found a trash can and straddled it while I trimmed the hair with the scissors so I wouldn’t make a mess.

I looked strange to myself when the hair was trimmed.  My pubic hair was not anything I’d ever had any cause to think about.  It was just there.  I hadn’t thought about it since long ago when the first hairs appeared and now, they were going away.

I didn’t have much trouble as far as the other hair on my body.  I had only light body hair to begin with.  It was the contortions that were hard.  Putting a foot up on the edge of the tub so I could shave my lower leg.  Pubic hair was different.  Just the thought of holding a razor near my “delicate” parts produced anxiety.  When it was gone my dick and balls looked even smaller.  The newly shaved flesh felt cool and exposed.

I showered using the body gel that was there.  It had a floral scent.  I thought about Lisa and how that jealous women sometimes sniff their husbands to see if they can detect the smell of another woman on them.  If she did that to me, she’s smell nothing but  woman now.  She wouldn’t be able to smell husband at all.  Or man at all, I thought.

I toweled off after I finished and then stood there for a moment.  I had forgotten to get new underwear.  I had been in too much of a hurry when I had left Mistress Yolonda.  I had not even thought about the robe.  It was a silky lavender one hanging on the door.  It looked to be about the size of a shirt.  I put my arms through it, and it felt deliciously soft against my skin.  It might have a hung a whole inch beneath my balls.  This meant I was exposed if I raised my arms or bent over or basically did anything at all except standing stock still.

I had to walk past Yolonda’s room on the way to my bedroom to retrieve ne underwear and she called out as I passed.

I entered her room and she beckoned me to her bed with a crook of her finger. 

“Let’s see how you did?” she said as she put out two hands and lifted the robe up to my waist.  “I’m surprised.  You actually did a fairly decent job.  I’d thought I might have to send you back several times before you got it this good.  It seems you’re a natural at being a sissy.”  She laughed and smiled at me. 

“Thank you, Miss Yolonda,” I said a bit uncomfortably.

“Fetch me my purse,” she said using her hand to point to the dresser.  I brought it to her, and she opened it. 

I watched as she pulled out an almost empty condom.  She held it up and looked at the contents. 

“Not much there for you but it will do for now.”  She pushed her index finger into it coating the finger with cum.  She held it out to me, and I knelt and took her finger into my mouth.

“That’s right, sissy.  Suck it like it’s a cock.”

I sucked and licked her finger.  It slid out of my mouth and she stuck the finger back in to get a little more of the precious cum.  I licked the last of that and I closed my eyes to savor the taste.

Yolonda said.  “Such a good sissy today.  But I have good news and bad news for you.  Keith won’t be over until later in the day.  Good news.  I have a neighbor who’d be willing to feed you.  Bad news.  He wouldn’t want a man sucking on his dick because he thinks that’s too gay.”

I looked up at her and licked my lips as if I could still taste the cum that had been there.

Yolonda looked down at me.  “But don’t worry sissy.  You don’t look like much of a man now and I’m sure with a few finishing touches we can girl you up, so he won’t even notice the difference.”
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The old man sat back on the couch with his pants unzipped while his cock slipped into and out of my mouth.  He wasn’t old old.  Probably a little past retirement age.  Yolonda and the man talked as I licked and sucked his cock.

He had laughed in disbelief when she had told him I was a girl with a particular fetish.  I had a need to suck on black cock so I could swallow cum from their cocks, and I had to do it every day.

“Most girls want to spit and one that swallows is worth her weight in gold,” he said.  “And one that has to have it had to be worth more than that.”

“Maybe she’s just slutty trash,” Yolonda offered her take.

The man reached down and a rough index finger to stroke my cheek swollen by his cock.  “Now, don’t say anything bad about my new honey.”

I could see where I left traces of lipstick on his cock.  Mistress Yolonda had set me up at a table with some of her cosmetics to see if I could put on make-up that would be good enough to fool him into thinking I was a real girl.  When she saw what a poor job I did with the lipstick, she had stopped me.  She cleaned my lips with a tissue and had me hold still while she painted my face.  She had given me a hand mirror so I could see when she was finished.  She had done an amazing job at making me feminine.

I reached a hand up to caress the man’s balls and thought of how they were going to be spilling their contents into my mouth soon.  I was licking his cock and looking into his eyes and then thought better of it.  I went back to sucking.  Yolonda had done an excellent job but I didn’t want the man to look too closely lest he see the man beneath the makeup.  Or maybe that should be so he wouldn’t see the sissy beneath the makeup.  Having a man’s cock in my mouth did not exactly make me man material.

Mistress had crowned her creation by taking an old wig from her closet and putting in on my head.  First, she had put a stocking cap to pull in any stray hairs of my own.  The hair on the wig was a dark black that hung loosely to my shoulders.  I had managed to keep my head slightly turned when I had seen the man.  This had allowed me to use the hair as partial cover when the man had looked at me.

Yolonda had done the talking while I had nodded and produced what I hoped sounded like a girlish giggle.  Especially when she had explained that I was a little shy.

“Shy. But wants my dick in her mouth.”  He had seemed a little doubtful.  But he had come around quickly like Yolonda had said.  “He’s a man and getting his dick sucked will overcome whatever little reason he has in his head.”

It wasn’t any trouble getting him to sit back and pull out his cock.  I had dropped to my knees and hungrily put it into my mouth.  He patted the top of my wig and said,  “My, my, she is thirsty, ain’t she?”

“You have no idea,” said Yolonda.

I had kept my hands on the short little robe, and I’d chosen dark bikini style panties to hide my slight bulge.  Yolonda had said that my dick was so small that my little package did not make me look like a man at all.  But I was still careful to make sure he never got the opportunity to check.  I knew as I sucked that he might be able to look down and see part of my ass, but I knew that wouldn’t give me away.  Mistress Yolonda had told me that I had a real girly butt anyway.

He shot his load into my mouth and I felt fulfilled.  His cock jerked several jets of cum down my throat.  I swallowed and felt the relief as that inner ache gave way to a more peaceful almost euphoric feeling.  I kissed and licked him clean. 

I sat back on my knees and savored the taste.  The man took a moment to just sit back on the couch.  Then I heard him zipping up.

“Guess I’ll be going.”

“She’s very grateful,” Yolonda said, and I nodded still kneeling.

“Anytime and I do mean any time,” the man said emphasizing the “any” and “time.”

“Tell you what.  I know the little bitch is so grateful.  How about if I send my new maid over to help clean your house sometime.”

“Maid?” I thought.

“Knowing you though, you’ll probably just spend all her time sticking your dick down her throat.”

He laughed and they exchanged a few pleasantries and the door opened and closed.

Still on my knees, I thought, “Maid?”
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Yolonda had been incredibly good to me.  She had allowed me to continue to stay at her house during my separation from Lisa.  My wife had jumped to talking about divorce. Yolonda had coached me and when I proposed a separation with intensive counseling, Lisa had agreed.  I would start with a counselor who would meet with me and then he’d meet with Lisa before seeing us together.

Mistress Yolonda had even arranged the counselor and had been kind enough to bring me to the session.  She told me it would work best if I was calm during the session and not wanting to get my next fix.  So, that morning I got one dose directly from Keith’s cock and Yolonda has provided another condom of the special concentrate.  I was feeling satisfied, calm, and even a little euphoric when I had met DeShaun.

She had told me that he had unusual methods he used on cases like mine.  That had scared me, but she said it would be okay. she was even willing to sit in with me to help me relax.  She held my hand tightly as we entered his office. 

His gorgeous young white receptionist ushered us into his office.  I was surprised that we were being seen immediately and did not have to sit out in the waiting room.

DeShaun was a tall black man with a muscular build.  He appeared to be about forty.  He had a large office with several chairs, a large screen television occupying most of one wall and a large, elongated table or recliner.  I wasn’t sure what it was.  It was covered in brown leather and lay flat but looked like it had sections and what might be a headrest at one end.

DeShaun greeted us and I could tell he already that he knew Yolonda.  I felt intimidated and held my hand out limply.  He took my hand in a firm strong grip.

“I’m so happy to meet you, Bobbi.  Yolonda has told me that you and your wife are having problems.”

“Yes Sir.”  I suddenly felt sad as I thought about the possible divorce.  “My wife…She, I mean I know she needs better than me.”

Yolonda put her arm around me. 

“I think you still love your wife,” said DeShaun, “and I bet she loves you too.  I know you’ve been going through changes and you’ve kept things hidden from Lisa.”

“You know Lisa,” I said.

“We haven’t met yet, Bobbi.  I thought it best that we meet and then with your permission I’ll meet with her and then maybe all of us can get together and see where things are at that point.”

“You just have to be willing to let DeShaun do his work, sweetie,” Yolonda said giving me a little hug.

“I know it’s difficult for you to talk about things and Yolonda has told me a little bit about you.  Since your marriage is in crisis, I’d like to start with some medications to help loosen you up before we begin.”

He handed me a cup with four pills in it.

Yolonda said, “I’ll get you a cup of water.”

“Two are anti-anxiety.  Two for erectile dysfunction.  Just want to test your reaction to the medication.  I understand you have had difficulty in that area.  It would certainly increase your wife’s level of satisfaction with the relationship if you were able to maintain an adequate erection.”

I popped the pills in my mouth and swallowed them with the help of the glass of water Yolonda had provided.

DeShaun handed me a pink paper gown.  “I’ll just step out and you can put this on.  I’ll come back in and we can do the medical exam part of this.”  He looked at Yolonda.  “She can step out or stay depending on how you feel.”

“She can stay.”  Yolonda patted me on the shoulder.  “Helps having her here.”

DeShaun left.  I felt a little dizzy and leaned against Yolonda.  She helped guide me to the leather exam table.  I leaned back against it while she helped me off with my shoes and socks.  Pants and panties came off next.  Shirt was easy to remove.  I’m glad she was there are I never would have gotten the gown on much less tied it.

DeShaun re-entered along with his receptionist, Cindy. 

“Cindy is studying to be my medical assistant.  I hope you don’t mind.”

I shook my head.  I was pretty agreeable at this point and was feeling good.  Maybe a little too good.  Cindy was hot and I could feel a stirring between my legs that if I concentrated on Cindy might turn into a decent erection.

DeShaun said, “Just hop up here on the table and we’ll start with a little exam.”

I was already leaning against the table and so I just used my hands to raise up and put my butt on the table. Then, I slid up just a bit more, so my head was resting on the headrest.  I was surprised.  The table felt warm to my skin.

DeShaun put a hand on my leg.  I felt a little embarrassed because I had forgotten they were shaved and must have felt smooth to his touch.  His hand moved up between my thighs and lifted the gown.  Cindy was on the other side and assisted him by lifting the rest of the gown above my waist.

I was almost fully erect and felt flushed.  DeShaun and Cindy pulled on sterile medical gloves.  Yolonda stood nearby and reached over and stroked my cheek. 

DeShaun reached between my legs and felt my balls.  Turning to Cindy, he said, “Underdeveloped.  Check the penis.  Medication assistance seemed to restore function.  Could you note the size.  That’s a problem.”

“What?”  I said a little dreamily.

“Shh.  Everything is ok.”  Yolanda whispered in my ear.

Cindy took my erection in her gloved hand.  I felt the warmth of her hand and it was suddenly more than I could take.  I came.  A little spurt and then it was dribbling over Cindy’s hand.

Cindy smiled at me and I looked away.  “You’re right about the medication.  Apparently.”  She let out a soft giggle and my penis quickly deflated.

DeShaun continued his exam.  He ran his hand up my stomach to my chest.  He cupped each breast and squeezed and ran a gloved finger across each nipple.  I was becoming aroused but somehow it was different.  Aroused all over except my penis might have gotten a little warmer but did not harden.

He continued to talk but I was distracted as Cindy was cleaning up my mess with a Kleenex.  I’m sure I was mistaken but I felt like she gave my dick a little friendly poke as she finished.

DeShaun asked me to roll over.  The gown fell completely open, so I was bare-assed naked now.  I could feel Cindy’s hands on my back as she massaged my back.  I was feeling very relaxed as I could feel DeShaun’s much bigger hands on the backs of my thighs.  He moved his hands up to rub my ass.  Then there was a pause and then I knew he had lubricated his fingers as he rubbed then between my ass cheeks.  My muscles tensed when he touched my hole.

Cindy kept rubbing my back and bent close to my ear.  “It’s all okay.  Try to relax.”

DeShaun pushed a finger into my hole.  He had a strong hand on my lower back.  He pushes his finger all the way in and then withdrew it.  Then I felt him pressing with two fingers.  He pressed down on my back and pushed hard, and his two fingers entered me.  I moaned as he pushed his two fingers all the way into me. 

DeShaun pulled his fingers out and then unexpectedly slapped me on the ass.  “You did fine.  We’ll get you rolled over.  Cindy, get the blanket.  Now, we need to move on to the psychological part of the exam.”
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I rolled over and sat up.  Cindy brought a blanket.

“It’s heated.  You won’t need this.  She helped me off with the gown and pulled the blanket up as I laid on my back resting into the table and the headrest.  The blanket was heavy and warm.

Cindy lifted the blanket and attached a cuff to my wrist with electrical wires.  “Helps monitor your vital signs.  Make sure you’re doing okay.”

She moved to the foot of the table and pulled what looked like a small metal tube trailing two wires.  She held it up for me to see.

“Now, I know it looks scary and it’ll feel a little funny at first, but you won’t even know it’s there in a minute.”

DeShaun put his hand on my chest through the blanket.  “It measures arousal.”

Cindy lifted the blanket from my legs and used her hands to spread them and then was taking my now shrunken penis and placing it in the cold metal tube.  “Sorry, I know it’s a little cold, but it’ll be okay in a minute.”

“It helps me to know what’s true about what you tell me about your state of arousal and what your body finds truly arousing.”

Cindy moved the blanket back over my legs and the warmth felt good.

Yolonda leaned in close to my ear and whispered, “dicks don’t lie.”

Despite the odd feelings I had, I smiled.

DeShaun pulled a chair close while Cindy lowered the lights until the room became twilight. DeShaun clicked a button and the blue light from the television bathed the room.

The television showed a picture of a park.  The sun was out, and the leaves of the trees shown in green breaking to a blue cloudless sky beyond them.

“Just keep watching the images as we talk,” DeShaun said in a soothing voice.  “Tell me about Lisa and how you met.”

I began talking and a slideshow began of happy couples.  There were images of weddings and couple smiling and kissing.  There were pictures of gay couples mixed in.  Happy couples holding hands and celebrating with their friends.

The slides moved faster and became scenes of beautiful women in bikinis.  The swimsuits became skimpier until the women became totally nude.  Then the mix of women slowly changed until it was black women.

“Tell me about the secrets that you’ve kept from Lisa.” DeShaun touched a button, and the slides became pictures of naked black men with long thick cocks.

I felt the tightness of the metal tube around my penis.  “Well, I’ve always.  I’m not sure how to begin.”

The pictures of the black men now began showing white men who were kneeling before the black men.

“You can’t hide it here, Bobbi.  Your body is revealing your secrets.”  DeShaun glanced at the scene on the television and then back down at me.  “Tell me when you first had desires to submit to black men.”

I felt like I was diving into a dark pool.  Everything would be okay once I was in the water, but I hesitated and then made the jump.

“Middle school,” I said.

“Tell me what happened.”

“After gym class, we had to shower.  It was a big open shower room.  No stalls.  I walked in and my, well my dick was about as big as it is now.  But the black guys had dicks that hung down their legs almost to their knees.  I looked but just glances because you weren’t supposed to look at other guy’s dicks.  I do think some of them looked at me and would have made fun of my little baby dick.  I could see that look in their eyes and the way they smiled.”

“And you wanted to get down on your knees and suck on those big cocks.”

“Not exactly.  I wanted them to force me to my knees and make me suck on their cocks.  Later, I would jack, I mean masturbate to those thoughts.”

“Nothing ever happened in the shower.”

“No, but I had thoughts like that whenever I masturbated.  I mean, it might be that I was masturbating to a picture of a naked girl, but a lot of the time, it would end up with thoughts of being made to suck their cocks.  Make me their bitch.”

My penis was hard against the sides of the tube.

“What about the girls, the pictures, other girls in class?”

“I’d maybe think of them at the start but then even that.  I’d think about them being in on it.  Like they’d laugh and be the ones forcing me to serve their black boyfriends.”

DeShaun looked at me and smiled.  “You never acted on these desires?”

“No.  I tried so hard to get rid of them.  To be normal.”

“Bobbi.  Bobbi.  Trouble was that you were fighting against what is normal for you  Being a sissy and serving dominant black men and dominant women is what’s normal.  For you.”

I started to cry.  Cindy got up and bent over me.  I had forgotten she was in the room.  She leaned down and kissed me on the lips.

“It’s okay, Bobbi.  It’s just the way sissies like us are.  Let it all out.  Accept it and be a happy sissy.  No more hiding.  You’re going to be fine.  Really.

“Sissies like us?” I thought and raised my head a little and kissed Cindy’s lips.
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“The next part might be tricky, but I am hopeful,” DeShaun said.

“At least you converted, Bobbi,” Yolonda said as she leaned back her chair in DeShaun’s office.

“Bobbi was mine the first time he tasted black cum.”  DeShaun laughed.  “I did try to warn him.  I just love it when they don’t believe me.”

“How about Lisa?  How did your meeting with his wife go?

“Anger, shock, about what you’d expect.  I think she was hoping that therapy might help to make him a better lover or something like that.”

“A dick transplant, then.”  Yolonda grinned.  “Ma’am, your marital problems are solved.  We’ll just cut off his little white dick and give him a big black one.”

“I’m sorry the transplant failed, Lisa.  We couldn’t get the big black dick out of your husband’s mouth.”

Yolonda laughed.  “The surgeon made a mistake and shoved it up his ass instead.  The patient was surprised but appears to be extremely happy.”

DeShaun stopped laughing but continued to smile.  “I arranged the appointment after I heard from you that Keith and his friends were able to sneak the package into the house.”

“They made sure it was hidden but not too hidden.  They also used the password and put the files on the computer.”

“I’m surprised she hadn’t looked before.”

“I’m pretty sure she had.  Most wives are sure that their husbands have secret porn stashes, and she might have found some of it.  But I didn’t care as much about her finding that as much as I wanted her to find what I hid.”

“The cuckolding stuff.”

“Right.  She might be offended by her husband being into that, but at the same time, she’ll see wives being sexually satisfied by black men.  That will at least plant the seed for her thinking about it.”

“Before I forget, I did reach out to her friend.”

“Good.  I was going to ask you about that.  More proof to what I told her about that her relationship with Bobbi.  It could go on but that she would have to think long and hard about changes that would need to happen in their roles and expectations.”

“However, it goes, I’m extremely happy seeing a white boy like Bobbi accept his new role.  Training him and punishing him is so…”  Yolonda stopped. 

DeShaun reached over and touched her on the arm.  “I know exactly what you mean.  Where is Bobbi today?”

“My neighbor decided that having a cheap white housekeeper who loved giving black men blowjobs, was an offer he couldn’t refuse.”
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Mistress Yolonda made a point of telling me how privileged I was to be able to serve her.  She made sure I was dressed appropriately for her party.  I had thought she would want me dressed as a French Maid to serve her guests.  Instead, my dress was a simple little white dress.  The top was cut square and was low enough that I was showing a peek of the lacy pink bra underneath.  My matching panties were only on show if I made a deep bow as the dress came to mid-thigh.  Surprisingly, a veil covered the lower half of my face.  Miss Yolonda said she thought that this was an improvement and in her mind a veil covering my entire face would have been much better.

Personally, I thought I was getting much better with make-up.  Sissy Cindy had helped, and I had watched tutorials on the internet.  Miss Yolonda had insisted that I go completely fem since I was no longer staying at home.  So, I was now also wearing sissy pink nail polish on my fingers and toes.  My look screamed loudly that I was a sissy wherever I went.  I hoped I was passable as female, but I did not think I was.  Mistress Yolonda complimented me by saying I could get by for periods of time as female, but my voice and mannerisms still tended to give me away.

Mistress Yolonda told me that the party was important for her.  She was only inviting five women, all black, and was selling them on becoming part of her network or joining the network.  I was not really sure and just knew that it was important to her.  I was to be the best sissy I could be for her to impress the women she had invited.

The event was held in the large downstairs dining hall in her house.  I cleared out the table and moved in smaller tables and chairs.  I moved a large television to one end of the room and set up a podium for her.  She produced simple grocery sacks she said were gifts for those who attended and contained items that each woman would find useful.

Mistress Yolonda had me practice wearing high heels for the event.  She decided that medium heels would work better as I would be serving wine and snacks and would need to manage a tray.

Not long before the guests were scheduled to arrive, Mistress Yolonda removed the gold stud earrings I now wore and replaced them with ones that dangled with what she described as a special emblem important to the network.  The symbol was of three intertwined male and female symbols.  A large black male symbol linked to a slightly smaller female symbol.  In between these two was a smaller white male symbol.  The smaller male symbol was different.  Instead of an arrow pointing to the upper right, that arrow was broken in half so that the tip of the arrow pointed down.  The smaller male symbol was white.

I had been against getting my ears pierced.  It seemed so permanent.  Miss Yolonda had seemed amused.  I gratefully accepted the piercing of my ears when she told me with a smile that she would allow me to refuse if I felt this was too public.  In return, she would choose somewhere more private where I might have a piercing, but she would choose what to pierce.

Mistress Yolonda rested in a plush chair in the dining room.  I brought her a glass of wine to help her relax while she went over her notes for the meeting.  I sat in a straight back chair, very prim and proper, and very sissy while I looked out the window waiting where I could see cars pull into the driveway.

I don’t know much about cars but the first to pull up had the Mercedes emblem on the hood.  The car gleamed and the glass was tinted.  I lingered a moment as I saw a tall black woman in jeans and a white pull-over exit the driver’s side door.  I hastened to the front door so I would be ready.

I opened the door on the first knock.  “Welcome to Mistress Yolonda’s party.”  I curtsied while holding the bottom of my skirt to avoid showing too much.  “I’m Bobbi.”

A look of amusement touched her eyes.  “Yes.  I’m Latisha.  This should be quite interesting.”

“Let me show you the way.”  I turned to lead her to the dining hall.  “May I bring you a glass of wine.”

Mistress Yolonda greeted Latisha and they began talking while I scurried off to get the glass of wine.  I was returning when I saw another car pulling into the driveway.  I served Latisha her glass of wine and hurried to the door to be ready for the next guest.

I was going to be moving quickly to serve everyone on time.  I was answering the door and serving the wine when a knock came announcing the arrival of another guest.

I was prepared to do my welcoming routine when I opened the door to find Phyllis, a friend of Lisa’s, and someone I knew standing there.  She did not appear to recognize me.  I nervously touched my veil to make sure it was secure.  I tried to keep my head bent and to speak as little as possible.  I told myself that she had not recognized me as I led her to the dining hall.

When all of the women had arrived and were sitting drinking their wine, Mistress Yolonda rose to address them.

“I am grateful for you giving me the opportunity to introduce you to the Network.  You can see in the promotional materials that we are a small group with big goals.  We’d like to change our culture to one where the true and natural state of race relations in the world will come to dominate our society.  We seek to do this by first promoting it, so that it can become accepted as an alternative lifestyle.

If you look around, you see that most problems are caused by the white male patriarchy.  This is a corruption of the natural order.  It’s backwards.  The white male is not to be put in charge of anything,” she paused and then looked over at me and smiled, “except making sure your glasses are kept full.”

Several of the women laughed and Phyllis raised her empty glass.  I hurried to refill it from the near empty bottle at a table set up near the gift bags.

Yolonda continued, “And the white male, take Bobbi here.  He is much happier in his natural submissive role. “

I saw Phyllis look at me with sudden recognition and she laughed.  “It sounds like a wonderful idea to me, but why us?”

Yolonda looked around the room.  “A couple of reasons.  You have influence in the community.  We’ve also followed you on social media and we’ve thought you might be interested in our sort of solutions.  You’ve identified the problems correctly.  We’d like to normalize Bobbi here as the sort of role model of the new white male.”

Mistress Yolonda took a sip from her glass.  “Just a small example, if I sent Bobbi or a similarly submissive white sissy to your place on an errand, laughter is to be expected.  Sissies love humiliation by the way.  You mention how you know many white men who have made the choice to lead more fulfilling lives and accept their true nature.  Their natural submissiveness.  You make something normal by accepting it as normal.”

“You post a picture of you and your boyfriend enjoying a meal with your sissy waiting on you.  Mention how much better life is now that you have a sissy maid taking care of the house.”

Lowering her voice to a little above a whisper, Yolonda said, “Plus, I wanted to introduce you to a little secret and tell you a little about how Bobbi came to be such a nice little submissive.  Bobbi, bring me my purse.”
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Miss Yolonda’s purse was on the table.  I picked it up and brought it to her.  Inside I felt a little panicky.  I did not know what Mistress Yolonda intended.  I had worried about serving the party, but I had believed I would serve the women wine and that would be it.  I had no idea I would be an example of the new white male she wanted.

Yolonda opened her purse and pulled out a condom.  This one was very full.  It must have held at least a couple of ejaculations maybe more.  She smiled at me as I looked at the condom and licked my lips.  I know all the women were looking at me and how I was looking at the full condom.

“This contains the cum of a black man.  We believe it is addictive to white sissies.  We know it makes them more feminine and submissive.  That’s not scientific proof, just anecdotal.  Bobbi was someone who was a little predisposed.  So, we’re not sure what might happen if you were to give it to a more normal white male by secretly adding it to their drink.  Perhaps with your help, it is something the Network will look into doing.”

Phyllis interrupted.  “I bet it would have made him nicer.”

Yolonda continued, “Often that meanness is them trying to make up for their inadequacies.”

“Like their little peckers,” Latisha said.  “Obsessed with the size of their dicks like a tenth of an inch makes a difference.”

Phyllis said, “They usually shut up about the size thing once they see a black man’s cock.”

All of the women laughed.

Yolonda said, “I told you we’d have a little fun with a demonstration.   Bobbi, clear off the table and the ladies can help you set it up here in the center of the room.”

I moved everything off the table and then moved the chairs away from the center.  I grabbed one end of the table and two women gripped the other and we walked the table to the center of the room.

“Thanks,” Yolonda said.  She lifted one of the gift bags onto the table.  “Each of you is getting one of these.  I’d like to call it the white boy training assortment.”  She opened the bag and produced several black dildos.  “Small, medium, and large depending on your training needs.”  She reached in the bag again and produced a large jar of lubricant.  “And a little helper.”

“Bobbi, if you’d take off the dress and the veil and let the women see how good you look in your lingerie.  I promise, you’ll get your reward.”  She picked up the condom and waved it back and forth.

I slipped the dress off and stood in my panties and bra for the women to see.  I was becoming aroused by the humiliation of it, and I could see them looking at my small package that was making my panties bulge.

“Now, Bobbi, lean across the table and I’ll give you a special feeding.  Doesn’t this look delicious.”

I glanced at Lisa’s friend, Phyllis.  A moment ago, I was hoping she wouldn’t recognize me.  I forgot all of that when I thought of the delicious cum so close to me. 

Mistress Yolonda opened the condom and dipped a fingertip into the cum.  I placed myself facedown across the table and she brought the cum to my lips.  I kissed and sucked it off her finger.

Miss Yolonda selected a dildo.  “Let’s just go with the medium one for now.”

Dipping the dildo into the condom and coating the head, she took it and placed it in front of my mouth.  I kissed the head of the dildo and then opened my mouth and sucked.  I cleaned as much off the dildo with just the sucking motion.  I got the rest by licking it off the fake cock.

I heard laughter and looked out of the corner on my eye.  Phyllis had found the strap and pulled it around her legs.  She had placed a cock in the strap which made it look like she was walking around with big black cock jutting out in front of her.

“Mind if I try.”

Yolonda took the condom and applied cum liberally up and down the dildo.  Phyllis walked up to me and put  the head of the dildo close to my mouth. 

“You like to suck big black cocks don’t you, Bobbi?”

“Yes Ma’am,” I said sticking out my tongue so I could get more of the precious cum.

“Beg for my cock, then, sissy.”

“Please, please may I suck your cock.”

“I don’t know Bobbi.  That was pretty weak.”

“Please, Mistress, please.  Let me suck your big black cock.”

“That’s a little better, but what if I want more.”

“I’ll do anything you want.  Just please let me suck it.”

She brought the head of the dildo closer, and my tongue reached it and I licked cum from it.

“My, my, such a thirsty bitch.  Maybe a good fucking will help settle you down.”

She moved closer and I got my mouth on it and sucked it up and down.  I looked up and saw a viciousness in her eyes.

“Suck my big cock you bitch.”

Phyllis grabbed my head and shoved more of the dildo into my mouth.  I sucked hard while she pulled my head down a little more.  I could only moan.  “Such a hungry cock slut.”

She saw Yolonda put an open jar of lubricant on the table.

Phyllis pulled back.  The dildo was shiny with my spit.  “Better lube it up girl.  I know you want my big cock in that pussy.”

I grabbed the jar and dipped generous amounts on her fake cock.  “Please fuck me,” I said looking up into her eyes as I smeared the lubricant on the dildo.

“Don’t worry sissy.  I’ll make a real girl out of you,” Phyllis said as disappeared behind me.

Latisha appeared in front of me.  “Let’s both do him,” she said addressing Phyllis behind me.

Yolonda squeezed cum out onto Latisha’s dildo.  I kissed the head while I felt Phyllis’s hands on my ass as she pressed her dildo between my cheeks and let the tip rest against my hole.

I opened my mouth to suck on Latisha’s fake cock as Phyllis pressed hers against my hole.  She pressed harder and the tip forced its way into me.

Phyllis slid her dildo up into me and slapped me on the ass.  I started to cry out but ended up swallowing more of Latisha’s fake cock.

I saw from the corner of my eye that they reached out and held hands as they coordinated their thrust.  Filling me from both ends with fake cock and then pulling back.  And then filling me deep.  My whole body tingled.  I was shuddering and I felt wetness as my penis started to drip.  I moaned deeply.  They continued fucking my ass and my face.

They finally finished when Mistress Yolonda interrupted, “Don’t be greedy.  Give everyone a turn.”

More dildos entering my holes.  Licking, sucking, lubricating dildos for my fucking.  I didn’t see Phyllis but later found that she had pulled back so she could make a video of my use.

Finally, I was spent and used.  I had licked the last of the cum from the last dildo.  My body lay limp on the table.  I heard Mistress Yolonda telling them to come back again for more “discussions” and that Bobbi will be happy to see you.

The door closed behind the last guest.  Yolonda came and ordered me up from the table.  She made me get down on my knees and lick up the mess I had made when I leaked my cum.  She told me that she would punish me, but she would have to do it the next day because I looked too worn out to learn from a good whipping.
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I sat in the passenger seat of DeShaun’s jet black SUV.  The windows were tinted, and he had the air on full blast.  I was so cold I was almost shivering.  There were plenty of reasons for me to shiver.  I was wearing a red tube top with a stuffed strapless bra giving me a large pair of boobs.  The short shorts I was wearing showed off my long, shaved legs.  The shorts cut into me and were cut high enough so that the lower part of each ass cheek showed.  Strappy red high heels showed off my matching red toenails.  My finger nails were the same bright red.  This matched the ruby red lipstick I was wearing.

Dressed like a cheap hooker would have been enough of a reason to shiver.  I also had the ache of not having my expected dose of black cum.  I was sitting by a man who looked like he could be a major donor to feed my addiction.  Then, there was also the fact that DeShaun was driving me to meet Lisa where we’d have a final marriage counseling session to talk about our new roles.

I had thought Mistress Yolonda had been taking me to a counseling appointment at DeShaun’s office.  I thought she had not given me my needed dose of cum so that I would be more motivated.  She had left me in the waiting room telling me she would see me later.  Cindy had looked cute, and I found myself getting aroused at what it might be like to be with another sissy.

DeShaun had come out and told me to come with him.  On the ride, he had explained that after he had had some lengthy sessions with Lisa, he thought it was time to “get everything out in the open.”

He pulled the SUV into the driveway and put his hand on my thigh.  His touch felt cold, but I felt a tingle in my crotch and became a little aroused. 

“It’s going to be okay.  Lisa’s expecting us and she knows what to expect.”

I got out and brushed the long blonde hair of the wig back over my shoulders and then regretted it.  I wanted to hide from any neighbors who might be watching, and I suddenly felt very exposed.

Lisa flung the front door open and stood there with her hands on her hips.  Her mouth was open, and she stared.  It seemed to take her a moment to gather herself.

“Better get in here before the neighbors get the idea that I’m bringing in hookers.”

DeShaun laughed, “And cheap ones at that.”

Lisa held the door open.  She ushered DeShaun to the recliner while her eyes locked on mine.  She pulled a high-backed wooden chair over next to the recliner and indicated that it was for me.

“Can I get you a beer?  I think I could use one.”  Lisa directed this at DeShaun while she ignored me. 

Lisa walked back into the room from the kitchen.  She opened both beers and handed one to DeShaun.  She put the beer down on the coffee table and looked like she was about to sit down. 

Changing her mind, Lisa bent closer.  I could feel heat and anger in her gaze and looked down at my feet.

“Bobbi,” Lisa said sharply, and I looked up. 

She spat in my face and before I could react, she slapped me hard across the face.

“You fucking faggot.”

“Lisa, I…”  I tried to say something but couldn’t form any words.

She looked like she was going to spit again but spoke instead.  “All that time I tried to live with you and support you.  You couldn’t get it up half the time and then you’d cum before you had it out of your pants.  I’ve been living with a faggot.  A little dicked faggot.”  Lisa laughed.  “Marry someone you have something in common with.  Never thought it would be that we both want cock.”

This time she did spit.  I felt it running down my face.  I started to move my hand up to wipe the spit away, but DeShaun placed his hand on my arm and held it down.

“Lisa needs to take out her anger on you.  It’s the only way.  And a sissy faggot like you deserves it, Bobbi.  Treating a fine woman like this the way you have.  I’d like to beat you myself and I just might.”  He laughed and then smiled at Lisa, “I’ll just wait a bit and see how well she does.”

“That depends,” Lisa said looking at DeShaun.  “Did you bring everything?”

I saw them both looking at DeShaun’s large backpack which he had deposited next to him on the carpet next to the chair.  I had not paid any attention to the backpack he had brought in with him.  Then I thought about how big and heavy it looked.
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“Bobbi take off your clothes.  All of them,” my wife Lisa barked orders at me.

I didn’t hesitate and got up and pulled off the wig and then the tube top.  I kicked off the shoes and pulled the tight shorts down.  Lisa and DeShaun were kneeling next to the backpack when she looked up and saw me standing in my lingerie.  She stared while I pulled my fake breasts from the bra.

“Don’t worry honey.  Maybe after we’re done, we’ll go to a doctor and get you a set of tits.  Big ones.”  Lisa laughed.

I wasn’t enjoying this, but my dick was.  I pulled down my panties and it poked out in front of me.

“Look at what makes you hard.”

DeShaun said, “Just like the computer tests.  Shame, humiliation, exposure.”

Lisa pulled a paddle from the backpack.  “Punishment too,” she laughed.

DeShaun pulled a pair of handcuffs from the bag and dangled them in front of him. 

Lisa got up.  “Clear the table and lay on it face down, sissy bitch.”

She got down on her knees and wove the links between the cuffs through the legs of the table so that when she attached the handcuffs to my wrists I was effectively bound to the table.

I felt DeShaun’s hands pulling me back to where my ass was off the table and then he put something between my legs and then attached it to each leg with a cord.

Lisa got up and went to the bag.  She came back and knelt near my head.  She showed me a wooden paddle with a grip.  The flat part was about a foot long.  She also showed me a small whip.  She held a wooden handle that had a multitude of leather strips some with metal beads on them.

“I couldn’t decide and then I figured that I could use both since I’ve got a lot of anger built up.”  She laughed.

She dragged the whip over my back and then whacked my ass with the paddle.  “This way your body won’t get used to it and you’ll feel every hit.”

I felt her hand on my balls as she gripped them firmly.  “Paddles’ got a nice edge that could do some real damage here.”

She let my balls and hang, and I felt the edge of the wooden paddle touch them.  Pulling the paddle away she hit my balls with a good tap, and it hurt but I felt my body struggle to protect them from what might come next.  Whatever was between my legs kept me from closing them.

“Spread out like that no way to protect your boys.”  Lisa laughed.  “Girls maybe.  Boys doesn’t seem like the right word.” 

Two hard swift hits with the paddle.  Then she slapped my balls hard with her hand.

She ran the whip over my ass and then it came across my ass stinging me as she whipped me for a full minutes. 

I was crying. 

“We’re just getting started, faggot.”

Lisa used the edge of the paddle as she ran it between my ass cheeks.  “Phyllis showed me the video.  Looked like you really liked having something hard up your ass.”

She hit with the paddle and then the whip and alternated back and forth.  I was left crying and moaning for her to stop.

Lisa rested the paddle on my ass.  “Bobbi.  You are such a pussy.”  She laughed.  “Such a pussy.”

She stopped and moved around so I was looking into her eyes.  There was a grim look to her face but there was also in her upturned lips the beginning of a smile.  
“Your make-up is going to need more than a touch-up.  This past month has been tough on me.  But I can see things start to get better.  No more getting off with my toys.  I’m a woman and I deserve a real cock and a real fucking.”

“Yes, Lisa, you do,”  I was stopped when she slapped the paddle against the table.

“I didn’t give you permission to speak yet.  I was saying.  I deserve good cock and a real man fucking me and that is not you.  If we’re staying married, you’re the cuck.  Tell the men that you are my sissy faggot.  They’ll laugh and maybe stick their dicks down your throat.  Fuck your ass and then make you say thank you.”

I wanted to say yes but was not sure I was allowed to speak. 

Lisa seeing my problem nodded.  “Yes Lisa, I will be your cuck.  Your sissy faggot cuck.”

“And obey me.”

“Yes, Lisa, I will obey.”

I heard DeShaun cough.  Lisa looked over at DeShaun.

“You’ll obey me, and you’ll serve me and DeShaun and your other Black Master’s and Mistresses which is only proper for a white sissy.”

“Yes Miss Lisa.  You and my Black Masters and Mistresses.”

Lisa smiled and raised the paddle and reached forward to give my ass a hard tap.

“Good.  Now, let me see what else I can find in that bag.”
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“I could sure use some cock.  How about you dear?”

Lisa stood up pulling a large black dildo from the backpack.  DeShaun walked over and put his arm around her waist.

“I do believe your husband is such a slut, he probably wants two.”  DeShaun reached over and took Lisa’s hand and pressed it into his crotch.

“Forget about the faggot, what about me.”  Lisa rubbed her hand down his bulge and then kissed him on the lips.

DeShaun lifted her up as they continued to kiss.  She wrapped her legs around him.  She pulled away from the kiss and said, “I think I could use another counseling session don’t you think?”

“I’m not sure you’ve entirely absorbed my lesson on black cock superiority.”

“Let’s give a lesson to Bobbi.  I bet she’s really horny.  What with being tied up and spanked.”

Lisa unbuttoned her blouse and then pulled off her bra.  I watched as she pulled off her jeans and panties.  DeShaun was getting undressed as well.  His cock hung thickly down his leg and had started to harden. 

My mouth opened when I saw his big cock.  I looked back to Lisa who was fitting a harness with a big black dildo onto her.  They both looked like they had similar sized dicks, but DeShaun’s would be bigger once he had a full erection.

Lisa walked up to me with the black dildo jutting out in front of her.  “You like sucking on big black cocks, don’t you?”

She rubbed it on my face starting with my forehead and brought it down to my open mouth.  I kissed it looking up at her to see her smile.  I opened my mouth and took the head in.

“Make it all nice and wet.”

She pulled it away and held it in front of me.  I kissed and licked at the dildo. 

“All nice and wet cause I want your pussy.”  She laughed.  “Your boy-pussy.” 

Lisa got up and moved behind me.  DeShaun walked up and gave his cock a stroke.

“No worries, Bobbi.  I got something else for your mouth.”

I kissed the head of his cock and felt Lisa put both hands on my waist.  She moved a hand and I felt her run the big fake cock between my legs where it touched my balls.  Even from behind, the dildo extended beyond my little erection.

DeShaun rubbed his cockhead over my face.  Lisa pulled the dildo back and rubbed it between my ass cheeks.  I licked and kissed DeShaun’s cock when I felt her push the tip of the dildo against my hole.  She pressed harder and harder. 

“It’s too big,” I thought and then DeShaun’s cockhead entered my mouth, and my boy pussy gave way to the dildo and I was also entered from the rear.

“There we go,” Lisa said placing both hands on my waist and pushing more of the dildo into me.

More of DeShaun’s cock entered my mouth which I had to open as much as I could because of its thickness.  I could feel him leaning over me.  Lisa and DeShaun kissed as they both fucked me.

Lisa pulled back and then pushed into me harder.  She started a rhythm as she fucked me.  I moaned over the big cock in my mouth as I sucked harder.

DeShaun’s cock moved back and forth in and out of my mouth.  Lisa increased her rhythm going faster and faster.  DeShaun’s cock pulsed in my mouth.

I tasted the cum instantly.  I felt it pouring out the sides of my mouth as he shot load after load.  Lisa pushed the dildo deep in me and I felt myself cumming onto the coffee table.  She held me tightly and moved her hands up to my chest.  Lisa leaned over and I felt her breasts against my back as she shuddered.

DeShaun removed his cock from my mouth with my tongue following to get at each precious drop.  He painted my face with his cum.  I moaned because it was on my face and my hands were bound to the table.

“Fucking my husband was even better than I thought.”

DeShaun laughed.  “Sissies need it constantly.”

Lisa joined DeShaun in front of me.  They kissed and she looked down at me with the dildo sticking out in front of her.  It was covered with the slime of my fucking and I could see traces of red.  Evidence of how the hard fucking had torn me.

“Better keep it clean then.”  She put the dildo to my lips, and I knew what was expected.  I kissed and licked it while she moved it to where I could clean it.  Disgusting taste but I felt I was becoming aroused again by the humiliation.  I felt the stickiness of my own cum on the table.

Lisa bent down and unlocked the cuffs.  I tried to get up but couldn’t because of the board between my legs.  She moved behind me and untied me.

“Thank you,” I called to her.  She moved back in front where I could see her stern gaze.

“Thank you, Miss Lisa.”

She smiled and patted me on the head.  “Clean yourself up sissy.  Come on into the bedroom when you’re done.  Master DeShaun and I will give you some more wonderful orders.  Won’t that be nice, sissy?”

“Yes, Miss Lisa.”
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I brought the two beers into the bedroom as ordered.  Master DeShaun lay naked on the bed.  Lisa was beside him with her head resting on his chest.

“Did you clean up the mess you made in the living room?” Lisa asked.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Good, Master DeShaun has a treat for you.”

DeShaun held his cock and pointed it at me.

“Yes Sir, thank you Sir.”  I knelt on the carpet and leaned into his lap.  He pulled his cock away.”

“Start with my balls, Bobbi.”

I kissed each ball in turn and then licked the rest of his sack. I opened my mouth and began sucking on one ball and then the other.  His cock began to harden against my cheek.

DeShaun laughed as I licked.  “You want me to fuck your wife, don’t you Bobbi?”

“Yes Sir,”  I said looking up.

Lisa rolled off him and onto her back.  She put one leg over his and spread the other one to the side of the bed.

“Get her ready for my fucking then.”

I crawled to the foot of the bed and moved over the bed where my face was just above her crotch.  I kissed her pussy.  She placed her hands on my head and my tongue was in her.  I licked and tasted her.  Sucking and licking and kissing.  Lisa clawed by head with her hands as I ate her pussy.  Over my head I felt her arms moving to DeShaun.  I know she was pulling at his cock getting it hard.

Lisa wanted his cock more than my mouth.  She rolled me off of her and onto the floor.  DeShaun rolled over on top of her.  I rose up to see him pushing his big cock deep into her.  Lisa moaned and his hands were at her breasts as he began pumping. 

He barked an order to lick his balls as he continued to thrust into her.  Lisa legs wrapped around his waist.  I moved in and put my mouth on his balls as I matched his rhythm.  I licked and sucked as best as I could while he drove his cock in and out of her pussy.

Lisa began moaning and shaking as she was fucked hard.  His dick moved in and out.  Long deep strokes.  Lisa began crying and moaning.  I heard the pleasure in the noises she made but I also heard the release of her frustrations and regrets as she was finally getting fucked like she wanted.  I thought of all the times I had failed to satisfy her and all of the times she had run to the bathroom afterwards. 

DeShaun shoved his dick into her as deeply as he could, and he held it.  My lips and tongue firmly on his balls.  He came and then another deep stroke and he flooded her pussy with his cum.  Lisa squeezed him into her with her legs.

DeShaun settled his body into hers.  After a few moments he rolled off of her.  Lisa looked down at me with a disoriented look in her eyes. She tenderly moved her hand over to DeShaun’s face.

With a smile to her voice she whispered, “Need a cleanup, my wonderful Master.”

“A good sissy would already be taking care of that.”

I shifted my knees on the carpet so I could get to his cock.  Gently I licked the precious cum from his cock and then his balls.  Everywhere I could find it, I licked, kissed, and swallowed.

Lisa watched smiling.  “Good to see you being useful Bobbi.  He gave me a big load.”  She lazily swung a leg out to give me access to her pussy.

I moved in and began licking at her dripping pussy.  I lapped up his cum mingled with her juices.  My tongue moved deep into her as I tried to find every drop.  Her hands came down on my head.

“You are a much better sissy than you ever were a man.”

“Thank you, Mistress.”

Lisa let me lick her until she grew tired.  “Get a little rest, Bobbi.”  She looked at the clock on the stand next to the bed.  “Not too long.  You need to be ready in an hour when your Mistress Yolonda comes to pick you up.”
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“I know you want to look pretty sissy, but I don’t think your makeup will last that long.”  Lisa slapped my ass with her hand.  I was standing in front of the bathroom mirror freshening my lipstick.

The doorbell rang and I closed my robe to go answer the door.

Mistress Yolonda walked in with a bright smile and a happy greeting for Lisa. 

Lisa gave her a hug and a kiss.  I thought of Lisa’s angry texts when she had thought that Yolonda was “the other woman.”

DeShaun walked into the room completely naked and at ease.  I saw his cock and felt my knees weaken and I sank to my knees.  He kissed Yolonda and then he kissed Lisa.  He sat down on the couch with each woman taking seats next to him.

He turned and whispered to Lisa.  She jumped up and ran to the bedroom.  Returning to the couch, she kissed DeShaun on the cheek and rested one hand on his thigh.  Her other hand held a small box.

“Bobbi, I’ve got a special present for you.”

“Thank you,” I smiled at her.

“It’s really from all of us, but I, especially wanted you to have it.”

Lisa took the cover off of the small box and showed me the small pink plastic cage inside.

“Now, stand up,” she ordered.

Yolonda commented, “I didn’t know you could get them that small.”

Lisa reached forward and slid the plastic over my penis and then she moved a latch.  She picked up a tiny key from the box and she locked it in place.

“I’d say it’s the white boy edition, but they don’t really make them for black men.”  DeShaun placed one hand on Lisa’s thigh and the other hand on Yolonda’s.

Lisa picked up a black thread from the box and strung the key on it.  She tied it around her wrist.  She took another black thread and took my left wrist and tied the thread around it.

Noticing how thin the thread was, I said, “But what if you lose the key?”

“Not a problem, Bobbi.  After all, it’s not a big deal,” she said laughing.

Everyone laughed but me.  There laughter led to my arousal and I felt the confines of the chastity cage.

DeShaun turned to Yolonda.  “Tell me how the plans are coming along.”

Yolonda said, “Keith has gathered his friends at his apartment.  He will be introducing them to how the network is run.  I’m taking Bobbi over to serve the party.”

“I’m sure they’ve already run into some horny white sissies before.  Hard to avoid it if you’re a black man in this town.”

“I don’t think signing them up for the network will be a problem.  They’ve been told to bring resume’s as well.”  Yolonda  added looking at me, “I’m going to enjoy seeing Bobbi ‘take their applications.”

“What is this plan you’re talking about?” asked Lisa.

“Taking over the company and making it black-owned and not just black-owned but making it a part of the network.  Black superiors will run the company, be the executives and make all the decisions.  Secretaries and lower- level staff will be submissive white sissies like Bobbi here.”

Lisa looked at me and smiled.  “That’s great honey.  I’ll have to take you shopping for new sexy outfits to please your new bosses.”

“At lower pay of course,” DeShaun said.

Lisa said with a pretend pout, “Well, that will be tough, but I suspect that Bobbi came make up the income with his mouth and ass on weekends.”  She laughed when she finished.

DeShaun said, “But what about the current owner.”

Yolonda looked at me.  “Turns out he likes boys so I’m going to set him up with Bobbi.”

I frowned as I thought of the old white man and I thought he probably had a little white dick.

“Of course, Bobbi will be expected to do what his Black Superiors order him to do.  Think of it as the first seductive step in taking over the company.”  Yolonda put her arm around DeShaun and rested her hand on Lisa’s shoulder.

“Bobbi should probably prepare himself though.  Turns out he’s a bit of a sadist, but all the better for the blackmail to follow.”

I looked at the floor.  Better to think of the men I would meet at Keith’s.  I thought of their black cocks.  I licked my lips and smiled.

The End
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