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Jennifer said, “It still feels cruel to me somehow.”  She pulled John’s arm into her with her right hand while she simultaneously reached down to feel his soft but large cock with her left.

John spread his legs slightly to allow for more access.  “He’s going to be making his own choices, you know.  Like you made yours.”

She could feel the warmth in his member as it started to grow at her touch.  John sighed and squeezed her breast while his fingers stroked at her nipple.  “Tell me Jennifer.  Are you happy?  I mean happier than you were.  Don’t lie.”

Involuntarily she licked her lips.  “You know I am.  I couldn’t go on like I was.”  She ran her hand down the length of his now hardening cock.  She did not want to say more but John read the hesitation in her voice.

“But you felt guilty.”

“Yes.”

John threw off the sheet and she was in awe as she watched his dick grow even larger.  Jennifer reached over to kiss him and then she kissed down his muscled chest as she moved down to his wonderful cock.  “Please tell me it will all work out.”  And then she opened her mouth to suck on the head of his cock.

A sharp intake of breath and then John began.  “You feel more fulfilled but are guilty because you think of him as being unhappy.”  He reached down to stroke her hair.  “This will make you both more fulfilled and you each wind up happy because you both become more of what you truly are.  And each step, he’s making his own decisions.”

Jennifer sucked on his cock.  She was better at it than she had been at first.  It was still too much for her, but she did try to take more each time.

She thought about her own decisions that had led her here.  Jennifer wanted to suck forever but also couldn’t wait until she could climb on top and ride him.  She remembered how her own decisions had led her here.  She was not sure if they were her own decisions as she knew John had played her and how he had seduced her.

Jennifer took her mouth off his cock and then straddled him.  She shuddered as she moved his cock back and forth on her slit.  Even thinking of riding his cock made her want to cum.

John had been a co-worker and she was friendly but otherwise did not engage with him very much.  She had been outside smoking a cigarette.  Lisa had already been there.   Lisa was talking about what a great time she had had in bed the previous night and how she looked forward to more of the same.  Jennifer had half sighed and Lisa could see how miserable Jennifer had looked.

Jennifer had complained about her boyfriend before.  She thought he was nice, and she often brought that up as well, but the sex was awful.  At least for her she thought bitterly.  Probably great from his perspective.  Jennifer did not mean to be as frank as she was but there was something about seeing another woman who was having what she craved and soon she was talking openly about her boyfriend’s small penis and lousy technique. 

“I’m not sure he has more than just a general idea of where he’s supposed to stick the little thing.”

John had walked out at that moment and raised an eyebrow.  “Just girl talk.”  Jennifer said.

Lisa smiled.  “She’s talking about her boyfriend’s umm ‘shortcomings.’” 

Jennifer had cringed and hated that Lisa had said that.

Lisa reached out and gave John a friendly punch in the arm.  “We’ve all heard about the myths about black men.”

“No myth” said John who was black.  He smiled at Jennifer who tried to smile back but she looked down at the ground.  But she couldn’t help it as her eyes moved down, they had swept down the length of John’s body and she thought she could see his large bulge growing just a little bigger.

Jennifer finished her cigarette and snubbed it out in the ashtray.  John had asked for her phone number and she had given it.  She had done it so automatically but then she was offended afterwards.  He had asked for her number after learning that she had a boyfriend.  A boyfriend she was having problems with but a boyfriend all the same.

The next day John had texted her asking how she was doing.  She said she was fine and then added that she already had a boyfriend.

John had replied.  “I know.  Just thought this was funny and might make you feel better.  Relates to the conversation the other day.

She opened the attachment.  It was a cartoon in four parts.  The first panel was of a white man standing naked with a ridiculously small penis.  In the next panel, it showed the man fucking a woman.  His thought bubble was full of hearts and roses.  The white woman he was fucking had a thought bubble full of zzz’s representing sleep.  Bottom panel of a naked black man with a penis that went all the way down to his knee.  In the last panel, he is fucking what looks like the same white woman.  This time his thought bubble is a smaller representation of the same naked woman while her thought bubble is full of hearts, smiles, and eggplant emojis’.

Jennifer had laughed involuntarily and texted back, “thanks, just what I needed.”

And that’s how it started.  She had thought it was funny, but she was offended at the same time.  Jennifer reached down and gripped his hard cock with one hand and moved her hips up over him and then he was inside her.

John had played her, but she was so grateful he had.  She raised up and then let herself ride down over his hard cock as it filled her.  She hoped that her boyfriend could look back someday and enjoy playing and being played as much as she did.

She lay against his chest when they were through.  His cock still large inside but softer.  She did not want to get up, so she whispered that she loved him.  He hugged her to him and then released her so that she could roll off him.  She jumped to head to the bathroom and returned with a wet cloth to clean him.  She enjoyed taking care of him and especially his cock.  She wiped him clean and then climbed back into bed.

She was too late as he rose and sat on the side of the bed.  “I’m sorry Jennifer but I have to head back to the office.   He was pulling on his pants when he reached into the pocket and threw a thumb drive down next to her.

“This is the first step,” he said.

“I don’t understand, Master.”

“I’ll explain but as your Master you know I expect obedience no matter what.”

Jennifer smiled.  “Obeying you has brought me great happiness even though you never give me enough of your wonder dick.”

John grinned.  “Always leave them wanting more.  You know I like keeping you happy.”

“I know that Master.  Happy and horny.”

“I am able to make both myself and you happy by knowing myself and knowing you.  Both true to our natures and both happy.  The more I know about you, the happier you will be.  A Master must thoroughly know his submissive.”

He picked up the thumb drive.  “One area is a mystery.  I’ve told you my suspicions about your boyfriend.  I think white boys in general have a predilection for being subs for black men.  That makes trouble for their sense of masculinity.  They are either nice and passive or react against it and become assholes.  I think your “nice” boyfriend is hiding his secrets on his laptop.”

She smiled at John.  “I’ve told him that he spends so much time online and I’m sure he’s looking at porn.  I’ve told him that I think that his laptop is his real girlfriend and if it had an accommodating hole, he’d be fucking it.”

“I’m sure those are coming or cumming,” he said chuckling.

Jennifer picked up the thumb drive and looked from it to John and back to the thumb drive.

“Plug it into the thumb drive whenever he leaves you alone with the laptop.  It will install a program and then hide that it’s there.  Spyware.  I’ll be able to get on my computer and check on what he’s been up to.”

“OK and then what.”

“It’s like discovering a secret part of you.  I’ll know him better and baby, you know I’ve always got plans.”

Her eyes focused on his dick as it swung back and forth hoping to catch it and give it a kiss.  She was disappointed when he completed dressing and pulled it into his jeans and zipped up.

“It should only take a minute or so.  Then you take it out and the program is installed.  Allow say ten minutes just to be sure.  It’ll be up and running immediately and I can start using it, but I am going to want the thumb drive back.”

After he left, she got dressed herself and sat on the edge of the bed.  She reached into the purse and held the drive.  She asked herself if she was “really going to do this.”  And she knew the answer was yes.  It had to be since her Master had ordered it.  She did worry about consequences and what was coming for both herself and her boyfriend, Bob.  She knew that she loved him but that she could not continue as things had been.  That’s what had caused her to become involved with John. 

Later that night at home while they were lying in bed she had gotten up when she felt Bob was asleep.  She got up and went to the living room where his laptop sat on the table next to his recliner.  She turned on the lamp, stuck the drive into the slot.  As she waited, she picked up her phone and ten minutes later, she sent John a text that it was done. 
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Hot water cascading over his body Bob shivered as he caressed himself.  Using one hand to lather and stroke his dick and balls he brought his other soapy hand to rub over his nipples.  He felt consumed by his lust and the fantasies that overwhelmed him.  The more he fought them the stronger they got.  He so wanted to be normal.

He remembers that first day after P.E.   It was one large shower room with the shower heads and handles attached to the walls.  All the boys were naked including Bob.  He felt shy anyway with the envy of an adolescent who has begun to see other boys developing and more of them with the slight hints of facial hair.

But when he walked naked into that shower he learned about other differences.  To this day he still remembered a couple of black guys, identical twins.  Their dicks hung way down their thighs.  Another black guy had one nearly as long.  In fact, every one of those boys had dicks bigger than his.  All but one and that was another white guy and like him his little dick remained close to his body, small and babyish.

It being middle school the rule was that you were not supposed to look at another guy’s dick.  You might be curious to find out what others looked like “down there” but you did not look.  If you did, you would be called “faggot” and “queer.”  So, he looked and didn’t look.  Trying hard not to look but being unable not to look at the same time. 

Maybe it was his imagination but maybe not.  He remembered black guys with big dicks looking at him and smiling.  Were they smiling because they caught him looking?   Were they smiling because they could see how small his dick was?  Were they men and he was lesser than?  Or was a smile just a smile?

His dick got hard in the shower now that he was all soaped up.  He thought of their big man cocks.  He didn’t want to be excited by the thoughts, but he was.  Did he get a little hard back then in that shower?  Bob knew he got harder now when he thought about them and how they might have caught him looking and call him out.  “Whatcha looking at faggot.”  And he takes his cock and strokes it hard.  He thinks about them getting hard. Then surrounded he would feel soapy hands on his body as they force him to his knees.  “Open up you sissy queer.”  “Get a good look.”  “Bet he likes the taste.”  “Suck it good faggot.”  “Make me hard so I can fuck you bitch.”  His erection is small but rock hard as he imagines looking up at them.  Being on his knees with cock in his mouth.  All of them laughing because they can see how hard the abuse makes him.  His shameful little dick.  His mouth opens as he thinks of sucking. His tongue roams over his lips.  He rubs his nipples as he thinks of being their ‘bitch faggot.’  A slippery hard cock poking between his ass cheeks and then he’s cumming and cumming hard.

Shower curtain ripped back.  Girlfriend, Jennifer, standing there glaring.  A last spurt.  Hand and dick covered in soapy lather.

“Fuck.  Fuck.  Not even a day. Motherfucker.”  And then the bathroom door slamming behind her.  He pulls the curtain closed and tries to yell something back.  Some apology but he knows that he’s guilty and caught.

Quickly rinsing off and then making a few slaps of the towel to get a little dry, he wraps it around his waist and steps out.   Cursing and slamming and throwing.  Jennifer has a bag and she is throwing clothes into it.  He is trying both to be there and not be there, so he shrinks next to the wall. 

“Not even for one fucking day.”  Her volume decreases but her anger remains. 

He sits on the edge of the bed while she is a blur of activity and then she is at the door with a bag over one shoulder and her purse over the other. 

He follows her as she turns on him.  “I’m a woman and I deserve better than you.”

Bob manages a weak “Please” which is interrupted by the slam of the door. 

He sits on the couch with his head in his hands. The towel falls away and he thinks of last night.  It had been a couple of weeks since they had last had sex.  She blew him to get him hard and then he had given her what she called a “two stroke wonder” after which he couldn’t get it up again.  And they had been through that same scene before.  Same sorry performance on his part.  As they laid there in bed, she told him she had tried to be patient, but something had to change. 

She asked him or rather told him that he needed to stop masturbating and get all his sex from her and her pussy.  Bob told her that he would, and he hoped that would make things better for them.  He couldn’t believe how stupid he was to go back to it so easily.  But it was also guilt at what he had been thinking about when he was stroking his cock.

“Fuck me” he thought as his dick responded to his thinking about the boys in the shower.  He thought “what the fuck does it matter now” and “it’ll make me feel better for a minute.”  He finished drying off and went to the bathroom to grab some tissue.  He went over to the computer and was soon stroking off to internet porn.
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John was there to open the door when she arrived at his apartment.  She threw her bag and her purse on the floor and embraced him.

“That part is done.”  Jennifer loved the feel of him as he pressed into her. 

John released her and sat on the couch where his hand gripped a drink.  He settled back as she joined him. He picked up his phone and looked at the screen.  “You sent the text about the agreement before midnight and you’re already here and it’s not even 9am.” 

“He’s nothing if not predictable.” Jennifer smiled.  “Can’t keep his hands off that little dicklet.”

“Apparently.”  John smiled.

“He thinks he’s sly but he’s not.  I figured I’d catch him.  I can usually tell.  Usually pretty quick in the shower like he’s quick with a lot of things.”  She reaches over and puts her hand on John’s thigh.

John put his hand over hers and directed it to his bulge and pressed it into him.  “Sorry but I’ve got to run.  I will be back.”

“Don’t be mean Master.”  She smiled at him and squeezed slightly as she felt his cock through his jeans.

“You’ll get your reward.  Now, while I’m gone send the text and let him stew for a day or two.”  He bent over her delivering a kiss to her lips.  “I should be back in an hour.”

John got up and walked to the door.  Before opening it, he turned and said, “be ready to serve when I get back.”

Jennifer smiled as the door closed behind him.
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A full twenty-four hours later and Bob still had not heard from Jennifer.   He did not want to call friends or anything because that might get into “what kinds of problems are you two having.”  And that he did not want to discuss.  Besides, he knew she could take care of herself. 

He did call in to work and took the day off.  The receptionist had told him that he had better stay home and “keep his possible flu” to himself.  His supervisor did make a point of mentioning how many sick days he had already taken.  With that taken care of he had gone to the corner store and grabbed a couple of 6packs and headed home.

He started drinking and was watching television.  He was just going to watch a movie and get a buzz and stew in his own misery.  But halfway through a movie that turned out to be nowhere near as interesting as it’s previews he had started to feel horny and had “what the hell, she’s not even here” feelings and grabbed one more beer and headed for the computer.  He prepared by putting the chain on the door “just in case.”  But she had been really mad, and he figured she was out hanging with a girlfriend and wouldn’t come home without calling first.    Shedding his clothes and putting on a bathrobe he sat down and started his browser on private mode.

He took a beer’s worth of looking around at mostly tits and ass and then with horniness mounting he got to the good part.  Stuff he would never ever admit to looking at and then the chat rooms on a BDSM site.  He had a profile there.  He had not had much of a chance to do much except the usual “hi” and “what are you into,” when his phone buzzed with a text.

“Are you ok?” Jennifer texted.

He thought of ignoring it since he already had a buzz and she blamed the drinking for the sex problems too.  But he was also too buzzed to show the restraint of not texting back.  He told her he was good.

“I just need some time.  Am at Kathy’s.”

“OK.”

“I just need some time.”

“I’m sorry.”

“You’re always sorry and nothing changes.”

“This time I promise.”

“Save it.”

“I really am sorry.”

“Just quit.”

“Let’s talk.”

“Stop.”

“Please.”

“Stop and don’t text me.  I’m giving it a week.  I need to work out what I’m going to do since you seem incapable of change.”

This last message was interrupted by several short pleading texts from Bob.  Then there was no more from her.  He drank more and told her how awful he was and that he was sorry, but she did not respond.

He turned back to the chat room and found it was the only thing that kept him from texting.  The site was a place that held a profile which he had posted.  It allowed him to put out all the fantasies he had which both disgusted and excited him.

Basically, Bob knew he was submissive and so looked for Mistresses.  Sometimes, he looked at Masters too and that really excited him when he was drunk.  He did not want that in real life but in his fantasies he did.  It also kept him from thinking about Jennifer because there was no way he wanted her to know this about him.

There were some extremely hot profiles, but the rational part of his brain was functioning enough that he knew many were fake.  Anyone can be anything on the internet.  He drank more and started masturbating as he looked through profiles.  And then he moved into the chatrooms.  He came and cleaned up the mess.

He started to go to bed but thought he’d have one more.  He was pretty far into his second six pack.  He went back to the computer.

And then he woke up on the couch.  Beer cans all over the coffee table.  His phone was buzzing.  He picked it up to silence it and found:

“Wake up bitch.”

That was about the tenth of a series of texts all in the same vein.  He put the phone down and headed to the bathroom where he pissed a long time.  He splashed water in his face and grabbed a bottle of water from the refrigerator. He drank it and still feeling dehydrated he grabbed a glass filled it with ice and added water from the tap.  Gripping the glass tightly he walked back into the living room.  He heard the phone buzzing once again and he started to feel angry.

“Do not be late.”  It read.

He did not recognize the phone number, so he typed in “who r u?”

A single word in reply: “Mistress”

Confused he replied: “Mistress???”

“UR Mistress Bobbi”

“??????”

“Check your email Bobbi”

He put down the phone as He settled into the chair in front of the computer.  He opened an email program, and, in a few seconds, he was staring at an email with the header “Your Mistress.”

As Bob read it, he started remembering.  He had read a profile of a new Domme.  Often it was just the same old profiles that he’d seen in prior visits.  The site had shown her that he had viewed her, and she had contacted him to join her in a chatroom where it had only been the two of them.  He had told her he would obey her, and she told him that he was just what she was looking for but that he had to do something for her first.  He thought it would be something difficult or some other thing that he would not do.  But all she asked was if he had any alcohol and he had told her about the beer.  She had suggested that he share a beer with her, and they could talk over the drinks as they discussed what they were each looking for and past disappointments “just like we were in a bar.”

She went on to describe how it was difficult for her to find a real life submissive in the bar scene.  He told her that it was equally difficult for a submissive to meet a dominant in the same situation.  Then she challenged him to another beer.  Then she told him to finish the beer he was having and then told him to grab another and finish that one in as few gulps as possible.

Then she had him grab a short glass which he did, and he could see it now on the coffee table.  She explained how the first thing she did with a submissive was to have them get drunk for her.  There was a window of time where they revealed a lot about themselves, she said before they became too sloppy drunk to be of any use.

He remembered bits and pieces of this but then came another part that he did not remember at all.  She had asked if he thought being blackmailed was “hot” and being very horny he had told her “yes.”  She asked if he wanted to cum and he told her “yes.”  She then proceeded to tell him when and for how long he was able to touch himself.  Every time she made him stop, he became more desperate.  And once he was desperate, she would not allow him to continue unless he supplied some potentially damaging personal information.  And, of course he had. 

She sent a separate email marked private which held a transcript of the chat and all the information he had divulged.  There were even attachments of pictures he had sent.  He was instructed in a last email that he had to send her a text acknowledging that he had read all of it and that if he did not reply by 6pm there would be consequences she believed that he would find to be “adverse.” 

He thought about just ignoring the whole thing.   He certainly did not want to be blackmailed in real life.  It was a nice fantasy but not so much in the harsh reality of being sober. He did not feel well at all from last night’s drinking.  This was no fun and he thought he should blow the whole thing off.  “Adverse” worried him.  No direct threat just the use of a word.  Ignore her and this would just go away. Maybe it was just some sort of empty threat.

Exactly at 5pm there was another text to check his email.  He did and this was specific.  A copy of an email that would be sent to a friend that said that he was a sissy and that he wanted to suck his cock.  And that he should arrange with his owner and Mistress to make it happen.  Attached were a couple of pictures.  In both he was naked, and he was holding handprinted signs.  One said he was an owned sissy bitch to Mistress and the second said “make me your cocksucker.”  It looked like he’d also told her that he did have a fantasy where his friend had made him suck his cock.

He sent the text acknowledging that he had read everything, and she asked if he liked being owned by Mistress and he sent the words “yes Mistress.”  She replied with a “good, I’ll be in touch, Bobbi.”  She had subtly changed his name to make it ever so slightly feminine.  Bobby or Bobbie.  Masculine or feminine.  He had fantasies where he was “forced” but the reality of the force just made him feel scared and threatened.
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Jennifer put down her phone.  She looked over at Katherine as she filled her wine glass.  Katherine held out her glass and Jennifer clinked her glass against it.  “Here’s to our two sissies,” she said.

Katherine laughed.  “I know that you think it’s a bit manipulative and all, but I agree with John.  And in my case, I can’t wait to see Bill on his knees in panties.”

“I must admit I enjoyed thinking of what this’ll do to Bobbi’s drinking.”

“It’s Bobbi now?” Katherine said smiling.

“John suggested that we start feminizing their names.  Get them psychologically ready for what’s coming.  Us too, I suppose.”

“Makes me think of them more as sissies already.”

Jennifer gestured with her glass.  “Back to Bobbi the sissy. I can just imagine him thinking ‘I did what?  Gave up all this personal info.’”

“I’ll admit it all sounded complicated when John first explained it,” Katherine replied.  “Use one to egg on the other, but now I’m not sure how it could fail.”

Jennifer sipped her wine.  “Oh, there are lots of ways it could go wrong but like John told me there’s always the fallback position.”

“Overwhelming force I believe it’s called.”  Katherine’s hand played along the back of the couch.  She brought it up and pointed her finger at her imaginary husband, “This is just the way it’s going to be.”

“And these men here.  Well, they’re just here to make sure that you don’t put up too much of a fuss.”  Jennifer grinned.

“So, don’t go getting your panties into a bunch.  They are brand new after all.”  Katherine laughed.

“Hand me my phone.”  Jennifer said and Katherine picked up a phone sitting on the coffee table and handed it to her.

Jennifer took the phone and tapped on it.  “Wrong one.  I wanted the ‘Jennifer phone.”  She put down the phone and Katherine handed her another phone that had been sitting beside her on the couch.

“I think I should get a phone case that’s a different color, so I don’t mix them up.  That would be a disaster,” Jennifer said.  She opened the phone and tapped out a text.  Looking at Katherine she said, “Just a quick ‘miss you.’ Later, I’ll use the Mistress phone to text him his next assignment.”

“I’ve got an idea,” Katherine said.
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Bobbi had a plastic bag from the convenience store in hand when he heard the knock on his door.

“Crap,” he thought.  “She’s back and she’ll give me hell for all this mess.”  He walked over and put the bag down just inside the kitchen where it couldn’t be seen.  A beer can fell out and made a metallic clinking noise as it rolled along the linoleum.

Bobbi scanned the room and didn’t see too much out of place as he peered through fish-eyed peephole to see not his girlfriend, but Katherine who was smiling with a crinkle of merriment to her eyes.

Pulling the chain off the door, he unlocked it and twisted the knob and opened the door.  “Hi, Kate,” shortening her name because he knew it irritated her.

“Hello, Bobbi.  Jennifer wanted me to pick up a few things for her.” He had not expected her to retaliate by changing his name to Bobbi.

“Come on in.”  Bobbi held the door open for her.

“I won’t be a minute.”  She had a satchel thrown over one arm.  “How are you doing?

“Okay, I guess.”  Bobbi sat down on the couch and took a sip of his Coke. “Do you want one?”

“Sure. Just give me a second.”  Katherine swept into the bedroom.

Bobbi heard drawers opening and closing while he walked into the kitchen and grabbed a glass from the cupboard.  He put the glass under the icemaker on the door of the refrigerator.  He opened it up and called out, “Coke okay.”

He heard a muffled ‘yes’ from the bedroom.  He poured it and let the carbonated fizz settle before he put a little more in the glass.  His phone buzzed and he put down the glass he was about to carry into the living room.

“Good afternoon sissy bitch.”

He slipped the phone into his pocket and carried the drink back to the living room.  Sitting back onto the couch he pulled the phone out and was typing in the reply ‘hello Mistress’ when Katherine appeared at the door.

She sat in the chair opposite him and put her drink on the table beside her.  “Get me a coaster now, will you, Bobbi.”

His phone went off as he walked into the kitchen.  Another buzz as he pulled it out and looked at “do not ignore me Bobbi” and ‘bitch.’  He replied with ‘hello Mistress” as he pulled a coaster out of a drawer and brought it back.

“I know that she misses you” she stopped when she heard his phone buzz once more.  “But this time she needs some ‘away time’” and then the buzzing phone interrupted her again.  “You need to get that?”

“Hold on a second,” he opened the phone with the text “which are you?”  He clicked the attachment and immediately turned the phone even more away from Katherine.  It showed a black man with a big cock hanging long and thick down his leg standing next to a white man with a short penis tied in a bow.  The white guy’s dick was maybe a couple of inches and the pink ribbon tied around it said ‘dainty.’

Bobbi dismissed the picture and quickly typed ‘white guy Mistress.’

He almost jumped when Katherine reached out and placed a hand on his knee.  “Jennifer will be back soon.  I’m sure you guys will work it out.  I don’t know what you did but she was really hurt.”  Was the way she was looking at him say  “I hope you guys work it out” or did it say “she’s already shared everything about you not being able to keep your hands off your dick so I’m trying to get her set up on Tinder?” 

“Thanks,” Bobbi said but he did not want to meet her eyes and so he looked down at the carpet.  The phone buzzed with another text.

“Good boy,” it read.

And before he could even put the phone down, another text showed up.  ‘U need Panties.”

Then a series of texts “get some, send pic, u n panties,” and finally “look pretty 4 me.”

“You certainly seem busy today.”  Katherine got up from the chair and walked toward the door.  She threw the satchel over her shoulder and opened the door.  She turned and said, “it’ll be okay.”

After the door closed, Bobbi thought he heard loud laughter and he just knew it was Katherine.  He had heard exactly that kind of derisive laughter from her before.

Once the door closed, Katherine walked down the sidewalk and then crossed the street.  Jennifer sat in her car two blocks up a side street.  When Katherine joined her, they both laughed so hard they had a hard time catching their breath.
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Back in the apartment, Bobbi sat back down on the couch and texted, “yes Mistress.”

“Good boy.”

“TY Mistress”

“be pretty like the pic.”

“Like looking cute 4 real man”

This was followed by smile, kiss, and heart emojis.

“Yes Mistress,” he replied, and the texts stopped.  At least for now.

“Panties,” Bobbi thought.  He was both excited and terrified.  It was one thing to have fantasies and quite another to see them translated into the real world.  He thought about where he could get some.  He walked into the bedroom.  He carefully pulled out a drawer where Jennifer kept her things.  He knew that he had to be careful not to disturb anything. 

Bobbi had read plenty of fantasy stories online where the wife found out about her husband’s wearing feminine clothing by how they had disturbed their wife’s panty drawer or had stretched out some frilly thing by putting it on.  Still, he didn’t have much of a choice.

Opening the drawer, he found nothing.  Katherine must have cleaned it out.  He checked all the drawers.  Not a thing.  He took the drawers one at a time moving things and lifting other things always careful to put things back as best he could. 

He moved over to the dresser on her side of the bed.  Maybe he would find a pair there.  What he did find surprised him.  A large black dildo about ten inches long, tissues and some lubricant.  He sat down on the bed for a minute.  He picked up the dildo and felt how large it was in his hand.  Behind the dildo was a smaller vibrator.  Bobbi felt his dick start to swell while he thought to himself that he was not the only one who was masturbating.

He got up after a moment and walked back toward the living room.  He still had a problem to solve.  He could always go out and buy a pair and pretend he was buying them for his girlfriend although he was also sure that the clerk or whoever he bought them from would have heard that story over and over.

He thought that he could go online and have something delivered.  But he did not know how long it would take and his need was more immediate.  Besides there was always the chance that he would order it and Jennifer would be back and she would open it.

Bobbi thought maybe he had been premature on deciding to cut back on his drinking and so was on his way to grab a beer and think this through when he spotted a small piece of fabric sticking out from underneath the dresser.  Could this be.  “Yes,” he thought, “problem solved” as he bent to pick up what turned out to be a pair of white sheer panties.  A thong.

He kicked off his jeans and underwear and stuck his feet through the holes and pulled them up his legs.  “Maybe, maybe.”  He knew that he and Jennifer were roughly the same size, but he wasn’t sure if this would work.  He felt uncomfortable as he pulled the waist up and then the back up through his ass crack.  The sheerness of the front panel showed a darkness which was his small penis and pubic hair.  His balls nestled in the fabric.

Bobbi walked around the apartment getting used to the feel of softness of how the panties felt against his skin.  He paused at the bathroom door and turned to look and see how the back strap disappeared between his ass cheeks and reappeared at the top to wind around his waist. 

He felt a sense of relief.  And he thought that later if Jennifer complained about missing a pair, he could just blame it on Katherine “probably losing it when she grabbed your things.”  Now with the relief he became more aware of the touch of the silky feel against his dick which began to harden.

His thoughts turned to what it would be like to be caught dressed like this.  How that a real man would know what he was just by looking.  Better than being naked even, the panties screamed sissy.  But first he needed to take the picture.  Maybe he could go back online or maybe text his Mistress and maybe he could jerk off while they texted.  Taking his phone, he took a quick shot and texted his Mistress with the line “hope u like this.”
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John was lying on his back in bed.  Jennifer’s head was on his chest and her hand was on Katherine’s shoulder as she was licking his dick to see if he was up for another round.  Jennifer’s phone buzzed on the nightstand.  She reached over and picked it up.  Opening the phone, she quickly saw the text and the pic.

She showed it to John and then passed it down to Katherine who stopped to look.  “Is that him?” she asked.

“There’s no face,” said John.

“I’d know his little pecker though.”  Jennifer laughed.

“Tell him his face needs to be in the pic in case you want to show it around,” John said.

“I left him a thong on purpose.  Need to see his ass too.”

John smiled.  “Text him to show his face and his ass.  Write, ‘my boyfriend wants to look at your ass and see if it looks fuckable.”

Jennifer laughed, “He’ll be jerking that little thing in no time.”

Katherine’s mouth found John’s rising cock as Jennifer completed and sent the texts.
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Bobbi sat at the bus stop.  He had the copy of Cosmo in his hands and was flipping through it to the article he was supposed to read.  He was following through on an assignment from Mistress.  A bus had just stopped, and a few people were walking away, and two black men and two black women had entered the bus while Bobbi continued to read.

The bus left and Bobbi sat alone.  This was the first time he had left his apartment wearing the thong underneath his jeans.  His instructions had told him to wear just the panties underneath his jeans, go to this bus stop and sit for half an hour after purchasing this magazine at the drug store sitting behind him.  He texted his Mistress when he had sat down, and she would text him when he could leave.

The article was on ways to “keep your man coming back.”  He had gotten a few looks from men passing by when they saw the magazine he was looking at.  There was the usual picture of a sexy model dressed provocatively on the cover.  Most people had ignored him being too busy and involved with their own lives.

Mistress had told him that he would be observed so he looked up and around frequently with his eyes trying to spot who it might be.  It could be a passing car.  It could be the black man who had glanced at him as he passed down the sidewalk.  A woman sat down on the other end of bench.  She was a young light skinned black woman with braids dyed a teal color.  She sat with a plastic bag containing the logo of the drug store.  It could be her.

He interpreted every glance or smile in his direction as an indication that the person knew about him and what he had on underneath.  Mistress had told him that women were quite adept at reading the details of a man and would notice his package and “how the package was wrapped.”  “Women” she had said in the email “were much better at this than men.”

Bobbi returned to the article.  He knew that she would ask about it.  He took out his phone and looked at the time.  Already more than forty minutes.  He looked around when he came to a part of the article that was continued on further in the magazine.

An older black woman came up to him asked him if he had some change so she could catch the bus.  An experienced city dweller, he fished in his pocket for the loose change he had and gave that to her with a “that’s all I’ve got” to keep from being asked by anyone else.  He, himself, used a pass he purchased once a month.  She smiled and said her thank you while he felt a movement in his dick as the move to his pocket had caused the panties to rub against his crotch.  And he thought of how the woman might have noticed how his “package was wrapped when he retrieved the coins. 

Another bus stopped, dropped off passengers and a few got on.  Afterwards he finally received the text telling him to leave and to email his Mistress on what he had learned about keeping a man coming back.  He put down the magazine on his lap face down and waited for the next bus to take him home.

And he wondered what was next with his Mistress.  And he wondered how he would deal with his on-line Mistress once his girlfriend was back.  Jennifer had texted him that she would be back tomorrow night.  He worried about the conditions she said she had before she would be willing to work on their relationship.  Mysteriously she had indicated that he might balk at some conditions but that they would improve things and she had said, “I think you’ll love the results in the end.”
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Bobbi had gotten flowers.  He had cleaned the apartment.  A bottle of red wine sat next to the flowers with two glasses.  He had debated on whether there should be alcohol but knew that she enjoyed wine.  He would just have to watch his own intake.

He walked around the apartment not sure what to do with himself.  He tidied up here and there and finally decided to sit and stream a movie while he waited.  He had found a hiding place in his dresser drawer for what he now considered his panties.  He had washed them in the sink and laid them over the faucet to dry.  He had kept them in mind in case someone had come over.  He would have first dashed into the kitchen and thrown them under the sink.  And even though the panties were small, and he had easily hidden them underneath his boxers he was thinking of something more foolproof, but he had not thought of anything else so far.  He was unsure of how he would conceal it if his Mistress asked him to wear them again.  He reminded himself that it was not a question of if but when.

The movie was nearly over when he heard Jennifer’s key in the lock.  He didn’t know why he had locked it but had felt safer that way.  It gave him the briefest of opportunities to prepare himself mentally.

She had given him a rather brief kiss and settled onto the couch beside him.  She poured herself a glass of wine and took a long sip.

“How’ve you been doing, Bobbi?” Jennifer asked.

“Bobbi?”

“New name for you.  New beginning for us.”  She smiled.

“That’s what I want.  I’ve been doing okay.  Thinking about things.  Missing you.”

“I’m sorry too, Bobbi.  I shouldn’t have gotten as mad as I did.  But I did need the break.”  Jennifer put a hand on his shoulder.

“I could have done better at keeping my promises.”  Bobbi raised his hand to place it over the one she had on his shoulder.

“Being away made me aware that I needed to make changes too.  I have to be more in charge of my part in the relationship and getting what I need.”  Jennifer leaned over and kissed him.  “I wanted to show you and talk to you on some changes I’d like.”

With that, she grabbed the remote and said, “you’re not all that interested in this are you?”

He shook his head and she turned to the on-screen guide and then she moved the selection down quickly until she was going through the xxx pay per view.  And then she said, “pick one.”

“I don’t …” He hesitated because this was not a behavior she had exhibited before.  Porn had been something that she had never shown interest in and in fact, had seemed to tolerate with disdain.

“If you don’t pick then I will.”  She nuzzled into him and kissed him on the cheek.  She brought her hand down to rest on his crotch. 

Bobbi placed his hand timidly over hers and she chose “College Girls- Hard Up 2.” Quickly hit payment accept and it was playing.  Watching a blonde girl rubbing the breasts of a black girl as she slid down her body and kissed and licked as she went.

“Girl on girl.  You seem to like that,” she said as she rubbed his growing hard-on through his jeans. 

Bobbi let out a muted and inarticulate, “wow.”

He reached his arm around her and cupped a breast.  She pressed the hand into her and then took both her hands to unzip and unbutton his jeans.  He raised his hips and she slid his jeans and boxers to the carpet.  She began to manipulate his by now hard dick as she settled back to watching the action on the screen. 

The two women on the bed had been joined by a black actor who had already shed his clothes.  Crawling up onto his knees on the bed, the black girl began my licking the head of his large soft cock which then began to harden.

Watching, Jennifer thought, “finally, something for me.”  She reached underneath Bobbi’s erect cock and cupped his balls.  She then went back to pumping on his cock.  She used her other hand to caress his chest and rub against his nipples.  Jennifer felt the warmness between her legs as she watched the screen and the male actor’s penis reminded her of John.  Now that his large erect cock was shown in close-up as the black woman sucked on it.  She now shared the cock with the blonde white girl.  And then they were coordinating as one sucked his cock while the other kissed his balls.

Holding and rubbing on Bobbi’s cock made Jennifer feel a little disgusted with him.  Maybe if he hadn’t hidden the secret parts of himself but now, she felt a sense of power.  Even though, this was all what Bobbi really wanted, she thought of her satisfaction to see him kneel before her.  And about feeling pride that she would be offering him up to her black master.

And then quickly he was done.  Bobbi’s cock gave a little spurt and his cum was trickling out over her fingers.  Jennifer was prepared and she had tissues beside her on the couch.  She knew when she started that he would not last long.  Taking the tissue, she let it absorb the cum and then ran to the bathroom and returned with a cold rag and in a minute all was clean.  Bobbi started to pull up his boxers, but she stopped him.

Jennifer hit pause on the remote and said, “There’s more I need to talk to you about.”

A relaxed Bobbi said, “okay.”

“Katherine told me about when she was having similar problems with Bill.”

“I didn’t know they had any problems at all except regular couple disagreements like where to eat or what movie to see.”

“Similar problems.”  Jennifer said it while emphasizing each word separately.

“Oh, you didn’t.  I mean you told all this to Katherine.  Jesus.”

“You know girls talk.  Besides, it helped.”

“She told me what helped her with Bill and maybe it would help you.   Anyway, please.  Just be willing.”

Bobbi said “okay.”

Jennifer reached between his legs and squeezed.  Her obvious manipulation worked well, and Bobbi immediately became more receptive.

Jennifer said, “First of all she recognized that sex was not the end-all of the relationship, but it was a foundation.  And that both her and Bill needed good sex.  You may not understand but women are so giving by nature it’s hard for them to recognize their own needs.”

Bobbi took her hand off his crotch and held it.  Both to say that he cared for her but also because he felt he needed to be paying more attention now.  “So, what did she do.?”

“She made a special day.  Now, it didn’t mean there couldn’t be sex at other times, but she made one special day.  She took charge of it.  Katherine said men are easily satisfied and women not so much.  She needed to be in charge to make sure they both got what they wanted.  But she also moved more toward what she knew he wanted.  So, once a week they do something like we did tonight and shared watching porn.  Now, she gets to pick.  Maybe one week, its girl on girl because he likes that.  But then, he must be there for her the next week and if she wants guy on guy, then he watches that with her.”

“Guy on guy,” Bobbi gulped.  He hoped she hadn’t noticed the slight twitch of his penis.

“Whatever she wants and hopefully they explore together to find what they both want.”

“I could do that,” Bobbi said.

“And one more thing. Now don’t laugh.”

Bobbi wondered what that meant as she pulled her purse into her lap and pulled out a box.  Opening the box, he could see the spiral of curved metal and the small attached key.

“A chastity thing.” He exclaimed.

“Cage, it’s called a cage.  A chastity cage.”

“I couldn’t, no, I mean that’s out of the question.”

“Katherine said it’s the key.  I didn’t mean it that way,” she laughed “but it’s true both ways.”

She kissed him on the cheek.  “Bobbi, when you cum, I want it to be with me.  Please baby.”

Bobbi quickly considered his options and thought that the promise of great sex with Jennifer would be worth it.

She sealed the deal by promising him a blowjob next week when they watched porn together.

Bobbi hadn’t realized how small and confining the cage would be.  Jennifer had applied the cold rag to shrink him to fit.  The cage felt confining whenever the cold let up.  And then he felt what the cage really meant as Jennifer insisted on watching the rest of the movie because they had “already paid for it.”

Jennifer smiled as she took the key to the cage and let it dangle from the chain around her neck down between her breasts.  She thought, “this has been much easier than she thought.”  Jennifer wished for the movie to be over soon so she could text news of her success to her Master.

She did allow him to run his hands over her breasts and slid her legs apart while she moaned and made lustful comments on the large cocks she saw.  She reached down and fondled his cage which he found particularly difficult as his cock could only swell enough to fill it.  Jennifer pushed his head down and her leg up so that he could get to her pussy with his mouth.  He licked and licked.  She would squeeze his head between her thighs and shudder.  Bobbi would take his mouth from her pussy and look up and ask to be released and that “maybe” she could go down on him.  Jennifer told him that he had not reciprocated by going down on her in the past and that is was her turn.  She also insisted that he needed the practice since it was “obviously something that he could get better at.”

The movie ended and she allowed him up.  Bobbi tried to kiss her, but she avoided it and patted him on the cheek.

“Your mouth is kind of a mess, baby.”

In bed, she kept pushing him away when he tried to spoon with her.  Jennifer told him that she really needed to get some sleep.  Reaching over she cupped his caged cock and his balls giving them a slight squeeze.

“Just hold on honey.  I promise that when you do cum, it’s going to blow your mind.”  She added with a chuckle, “while you’re getting blown.”

Jennifer was soon snoring while Bobbi couldn’t sleep at all.  Every position felt uncomfortable with the cage on.  He was in an in-between state.  He couldn’t get an erection and achieve sexual release, but he couldn’t entirely escape his feelings of horniness.  Hours after Jennifer was soundly snoring, he finally fell asleep.

Bobbi woke up the next day feeling sleep deprived.  Jennifer had been in a great mood kissing him with an open mouth and an open hand reaching out to cup his caged dick.  She had taken the key from around her neck and dangled it in front of him.

“Soon, I promise,” and then she had left telling him that she was having lunch with Katherine.  And before closing the door behind her she had said, “maybe we should get you two ‘cage buddies’ together to have lunch and discuss things.  You know ‘how they hanging’ and other guy talk.”

The cage was a source of irritation in other ways.  She had told him he would get used to it and enjoy the results.  He felt the cage pull on the skin of his dick when he moved in some ways or it would pull on a pubic hair if he crossed his legs some of the time.  And urination meant taking a little more care in aiming and making sure the cage was free of drops afterward.  Jennifer had suggested that he switch to peeing sitting down.  He had indignantly replied, “like a girl” and she had laughed and said, “don’t knock it if it works.”

Mistress sent him a text, “get ready for cock.”

And she did not reply when he texted back.  But, a couple of hours later another text from her “cumming to your lips soon,” a minute later the text “cock” came.  Then no texts and no replies.

Bobbi took a shower.  In his effort to clean himself through the cage he managed to make himself hornier.  He could lather up and caress his balls and that felt good.  He could touch through the spiral metal confinement of the cage to touch his dick.  His dick would try to respond but could only swell to the limits of the cage.  Frustrated his shower was much quicker than usual.

He was drying off when a text came to check his email for another assignment from his Mistress.

The email said she was going to be sharing his photos with others and was going to find a black guy who wanted to have a white guy like Bobbi kneel before him, open his mouth, and beg for cock.  His assignment was simple.  He was to open the picture attachments which were black cocks being sucked by white guys and he was to take a picture of him stroking his “little dick hard” and cumming while looking at the pics.  He was supposed to bring up the pics on his computer and the picture should have all the elements of the black cocks, him stroking his dick, and his face “for her file on him.”

And there was a deadline.  A soft deadline to be sure but it was there.  Before the day was done.  He had the towel wrapped around his waist.  He removed it and sat down with his legs spread and examined the cage.  His mind worked at first on how he might be able to bypass the lock somehow.  Maybe he could carefully pry it off and then maybe push it back into place so that Jennifer would never know.  But the spiral encasement would not bend even a little bit.  It might be possible to get it off without the key but that would not have been a good idea.  He might get a severe injury to his ‘delicate parts’ should a tool slip.  And he would never get it back on so that Jennifer wouldn’t notice.

He considered how he might be able to slip the key off the chain while Jennifer slept.  Possible but unlikely.  He tried to think of an alternative but could not.  His only real alternative would be to contact his Mistress and explain the situation.

So, he texted her that he was unable to perform the assigned task.  He told her he was willing to do it.  But that he was now wearing a cock cage and could not comply.

Unlike earlier, her reply was quick.  “Send a pic.”

He sent a pic of his caged cock and her reply was swift.  A series of laughing emojis.  She asked who the keyholder was and he told her.  His Mistress sent a text saying it looked like he already had a Mistress then and she should go ahead and send his information to his girlfriend.  He begged her not to do that and this was just so he and Jennifer could have better sex.  Bobbi also told her that the cage was not his choice and that it was uncomfortable and confining and how his pubic hair got caught in it and pulled.

She replied “poor baby” along with another laughing emoji.

He sent a frowning emoji with the words “I need to cum so bad I can’t stand it.”

She replied with “do another assignment for me and I’ll tell you how you can cum.”

“Whatever you want, please tell me,” he replied.

“Check your email, bitch.”

His new assignment landed in his email.  He had to write a letter to a male friend but send it to her instead.  His Mistress would wind up with the text to which she could add the pics she wanted.  She would have the email address and if he disappointed her again or if she felt a whim, she would send it.  It was entirely up to her.  In the text, he had to explain to his friend that he was a sissy and was unable to hide his feelings anymore.  That he dreamed of sucking his friend’s cock and he thought of it every time he saw him.  He needed to be very expressive about how much he longed for his cock and how he wanted him to fuck him and make him his bitch.  If she were satisfied by his efforts, she would send information on how he could get the cage removed so he could cum.

He sat down and wrote a letter to Bill.  He was a little surprised at how he was able to get into the whole scene.  His cock swelled in its cage.   He imagined his embarrassment and humiliation if Bill were ever to read the letter.  He knew he was wearing a cage too but imagined that he was not.

Bobbi sent the email to his Mistress and his effort must have been pleasing to her because she texted back “good sissy.”

Then came her solution.  Complain to his girlfriend about how the cage was catching in his pubic hair.  Ask to have it removed briefly while he trimmed that hair back and once his dick was free, he could “pop off a quick one” before it went back on.

Bobbi thought it sounded like a good plan and he got clippers and scissors and sat down to wait for Jennifer to come back.  And now that he had written the email to Bill, he couldn’t stop thinking of what it would be like to have his friend’s cock in his mouth.
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Katherine laughed when she read the email that Jennifer gave her.  “It’s actually kind of hot.  Maybe I can get Bill to write one to him.  And then we all get together and see how they act. Maybe figure something where we leave them alone but can sneak around and spy to see if they do anything.”

Jennifer said smiling, “Better if they’re both caged.  Any progress on that front.”

“It goes on tonight if all goes according to plan,” Katherine said turning to John.  She handed him a sandwich she had prepared.

John thanked her and he said to Jennifer, “I think you’re all set.  Insist on shaving him if he does complain about the pubic hair but have you thought of what to do when he asks for sexual release as well.”

“The promised blow job I suppose but I’m not really looking forward to it.  I want to get it over with.  I was thinking of kissing him afterwards so he can get a good taste of his own cum.”

“I do have something a little different I’d like you to try and don’t worry, I won’t get mad at you sucking your little sissy’s dicklet.  It’s for a higher purpose after all.”  John paused.  “But let’s finish eating first.”

After dinner they discussed Katherine’s efforts in locking up her husband, Bill’s, dick in a cock cage.  John knew his case to be like Bobbi’s but there were differences that required other techniques. One of the more subtle ones was that they started referring to him as Billie.

“I am really enjoying this,” said Katherine.

“I’m going to introduce something new to the plot,” John said as he relaxed on the couch with a woman to each side of him.  Each woman had a hand on one of his thighs.

“I know that each of you likes taking my cum in one of your holes,” he said putting his hands over theirs.

Katherine licked her lips and Jennifer said, “Delicious.”

John smiled.   “I’m glad you like it.”  He used his hand to move theirs up toward his crotch.  “My cum, and in general, the cum from black men can have a great effect on women.  There is even some effect from cum in general upon women.”

He unbuttoned the top button of his jeans and Katherine held the top while Jennifer pulled down his zipper. 

He continued, “But it has an especially powerful effect on white men helping them move toward their natural subservient roles as feminized sissies.”

Jennifer frowned, “But isn’t that getting the cart so to say before the horse cock.”

“I know, they’ll develop a taste for your cum after they become sissified.”  Katherine reached into his jeans to free his cock.

“I plan on supplying it to you,” John said, “in a take home way.”  He pointed at a package on the coffee table.

Jennifer picked it up.  “Condoms?”

“You’ll be taking condoms full of cum that I want introduced into their diet in some way.  How you do it is up to you.  Maybe in a drink or food.  It just depends.”

“A little ‘cream’ in his coffee,” Jennifer chuckled.

John said, “maybe not even a full dose.  Introduce it slowly and increase it over time.  Add it to a soup and put a little extra seasoning in with it.  There are many ways and I believe you both are fully capable of accomplishing a task I set out for you.”

Katherine stroked his cock.  She looked at his eyes and said, “I don’t mean to question you Master and I know you have plenty.  Never any shortages of cum around here.  But isn’t feeding us and a couple of sissies a lot.”

“Oh, just keep on stroking there and I’ll give you a gallon,” John bragged.  “But seriously, I know other Black Masters who are always willing to donate to a good cause.  I’ll make arrangements.  Get you in contact with them.  Meet them here or whatever is convenient for them.  That way you’ll always have a ready supply.”

John put his hand on Katherine’s and stopped her.  He took Jennifer’s hand.  “Grab a condom.  This first dose is special, so I want you to have the honor.  I have a special way I want you to give Bobbi his first dose.”

Jennifer grabbed the box and selected one of the magnums and tore open the package.  “I can’t wait,” she said.
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It didn’t feel right Bobbi thought sitting down to pee.  It did make it easier to wipe off the cage, but it felt wrong.  He said, “ow” from the bathroom as he heard Jennifer nearby.  He hoped it was loud enough for her to hear.  He hadn’t actually hurt himself, but he was hoping to have her ask and then his plan was to complain about the cage pulling on his pubic hair.  He had tried a few grimaces and other indications of suffering in front of her over the last hour, but she had ignored him.  Bobbi felt the need to be more vocal in getting her sympathy.

Jennifer walked to the door of the bathroom as he was on the toilet with his legs spread dabbing at the cage with a bit of toilet paper.  “What’s up?  You’ve been moaning and crying ever since I’ve been home.”

“it’s the cage.  I’m trying to get used to it.”

“I know you are,” and putting her finger into her mouth and sucking it in and out, “and you’ll get a big reward if you’re a big boy and make your way through it.”

“But it keeps getting the hair caught and then it pulls at it.”

“I think you’re just looking for an excuse to get it off.  I know you. It can’t be that bad.”  She gave him a disapproving look.

“I swear.  If you just let me take it off.  I’ll get the scissors and do a little trimming and later, you can lock me back up.”

Jennifer looked at him thoughtfully.  “I know.  I need some sisterly advice.  I’ll call Katherine and see what she says.”

“Christ,” he cursed.  “Next thing you’ll be asking her to come over and look at it.”  She looked at him from the phone where she had just dialed her friend.  He realized that making her angry was not a good idea and neither was putting any ideas in her head.

He sat in front of the television and watched whatever random thing was on.  A few minutes later he heard her in the bathroom opening a drawer and a cabinet.  She reappeared in front of him with a big smile on her face.

Jennifer held out her hands.  One hand held a can of shaving cream.  In the other she had a razor.  Her smile seemed to be sweet one second and evil the next.  It depended upon the look in her eyes which were open and bright, and he could not decide which was which.

He shook his head.  “No. No way.”

“But honey.  This will take care of the problem and if you’re good I’m even willing to give you your present early.”

He still shook his head while she put the can of shaving cream under her arm and once that hand was free, she put her finger to her lips.  She traced her lips with the finger before she began sucking on it. 

His cock twitched and then filled the cage.  He wanted to see his cock entering those wet red lips.  His shoulders sank and he said, “okay.” 

She seemed extremely excited as she led him to the bedroom.  He sat on the bed while she went into the bathroom and turned on the water in the tub.  Returning with towels and rags she threw them on the bed.  “First, I want you in the tub.  We’ll do some in there and then finish up in here.”

Jennifer reached out and took him by the forearm and started leading him toward the bathroom and he balked.  “This seems like a much bigger deal than I thought it would be.”

“No backtalk, Mister.  If you want this to be right and get your treat, you promised to be good.” 

Reluctantly he allowed her to pull him into the bathroom where he removed his clothes and sat down into the hot water filling the tub.

“Now Katherine told me she had the same problem with Billie.”

“Billie?” He asked since he’d never heard him called that.

“Oh, I meant Bill.”  She smiled.  “Said she had the same problem.  Tried a trim here and there, and he’d complain that it still rubbed or caught.  Always something.  Finally, she had enough and shaved off everything below the neck.”

“Fuck that,” he said.

“Well, she also told me that keeping him smooth and going over his body with lotions to help keep him smooth gave her some of the best orgasms she’s had.  And that was just from her being able to be so intimate in way she never has been with her husband’s body.”

He said okay in a kind of dejected acceptance.

“On the plus side for you, Katherine said that he’s having harder and more frequent orgasms himself.  And I doubt this, but she said she thought the built up of cum when he’s caged added an extra inch.”

He sat in the water knowing what was going to happen and he was trying to get his head around it and wondering if the scrapping of the razor against skin would be painful.  He wasn’t very hairy to begin with and hoped this would make it go easy.

She reached into the water and grabbed his forearm.  “Let’s do something easy to start.”  Raising his arm, she applied shaving cream to his armpit and in seconds the hair was gone.  It felt cold afterwards and he pulled his arm back under the water to get warm. 

“I really doubt my armpit hair would’ve gotten caught.”

“I certainly hope your attitude changes and that you appreciate all this work I’m doing.  For you, I might add.”

She raised his other arm up and shaved the hair from his pit.  Then she lifted his feet out of the water one foot at a time so she could shave his legs.  He did not want to admit to her that it felt sensuous to have her rubbing the cream on his legs and then shaving it off.  He was still feeling a little mad and did not want to give her the satisfaction.

When she was done with his legs, she told him that she’d have to do the rest in the bedroom.  She emphasized the word “rest” and put her finger in her mouth again. He felt he was finally nearing his reward and followed her more willingly to the bedroom.  She laid down towels on the bed and had several wet rags.  He laid down on the towels on his back and thought of the cage coming off and finally being free, but he was disappointed.

“Face down first,” she commanded.

“What?”  he asked.

“Just fucking roll over.” 

He followed her orders and there was the very unusual feeling of shaving cream being squirted all over his ass and up through his crack.

She put the flat of her hand on his lower back.  “Just relax. I swear you are going to feel very, very good very very soon.”

He pushed his face into the pillow and held his breath as the razor ran over each cheek.  Then she was spreading his cheeks with one hand and shaving down through his crack and a few extra swipes around his asshole.

She pronounced, “done, but one more thing before we roll you over and get you unlocked and take care of those nasty pubes.”

Jennifer took both hands and with a hand on each cheek began to rub and massage his ass.  He was surprised because he expected to be rolled over.

But she said, “Bobbi, I want you to trust me.”  He murmured his assent and she continued, “now I’m going to give you the best orgasm you’ve ever had.”

And then for a moment there was nothing but waiting and then he felt her slippery finger moving between his cheeks.  “This is a little prostate massage.  It’ll feel a little strange at first but just trust me.”

And then he felt her finger pushing against his asshole.  She put her hand on his back and could feel the tension.  She pushed and her finger slid into his hole.  And then she pulled out and pushed in again.  Like she was…. Like she was….

She was finger fucking him.  He was being finger fucked.

Then Jennifer’s voice was saying, “I just wanted you to feel this.  I’m going to do just this when I’m sucking you and it’s better if you’re not surprised and know what’s happening.”

She withdrew her finger and slapped him on the ass.  “Now roll over for the main event.”

He rolled over and she took the chain from around her neck.  She unlocked the cage and pulled it off.  His cock began to swell to erection as soon as the cage was removed.

He looked down as she placed a kiss on the head of his cock.  “Looks like someone’s ready.  Just a little bit more to go.”

Jennifer picked up clippers and he heard the buzz.  “Mow it down so I can use the razor.”

His cock deflated a bit at the sound of the buzz and there just seemed to be something dangerous about having something like that so close to his genitals.  Jennifer lifted his balls and his dick and moved them this way and that as she shaved the area.

Now, she covered the entire area in shaving cream.  She held the razor in one hand as she had the other one on his dick.  Smiling, she said, “no sudden moves now.  I’m really serious this time.”

He felt the sudden coolness as the razor moved and new parts of his skin met the coolness of the air in the room.  For such a sensitive area she moved quickly.  He thought of how women are certainly experts at body shaving with all the shaving they do.

But he was done and now what he had wanted was happening.  He looked down as his cock disappeared in her mouth.  He was hard almost instantly.  Her hand held his balls gently and then a little more firmly.  Her mouth moved up and down and applied sucking.  He could feel her tongue sliding along his dick as if it were cradling his dick in her mouth.  Her hand moved down between his legs and he felt her finger pushing as his hole gave way and her finger went deep into him. 

He was thinking.  “Fight it.  Fight it. Make it last.”  But he felt the sudden internal squeeze and he was cumming and cumming extremely hard.

Her mouth stayed on his cock as she took the cum into her mouth.  Usually she had moved her mouth off him when he came but this time was different. 

He looked down and watched as his dick came out of her mouth.  She slid down below the edge of the bed for a couple of moments.  He closed his eyes and heard noises and thought she was spitting but he was too happy and relaxed to care.

Then he sees his angel appearing between his legs.  She is crawling up to him.  He is staring into Jennifer’s eyes in relaxation and love.  He feels her lips on his. Her tongue enters his mouth and his enters hers and then a salty phlegm-like presence sliding into his mouth.  Her eyes are open and staring into his. 

She has kept his cum in her mouth and is feeding it back to him with her tongue in his mouth.  He is disgusted and wants to break apart from the kiss, but she is holding her hands on either side of his face.  He takes the cum in his mouth and swallows. 

She finishes the kiss.  “Good boy.”  Feeling good but a little surprised with the taste of cum in his mouth.  She is off the bed and grabbing a washrag.  It feels cold as she cleans him.  The cold and wet applied to his cock and it is shrinking.  The cage is back on.

“You always want me to take your cum in my mouth and thought you could use a taste yourself.” Jennifer smiles as she picks up the towels and rags and walks into the bathroom.
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It had all ended much too quickly he thought the next day.  Bobbi was in the shower noticing the differences in his body since yesterday’s shaving.  His caged cock looked especially small today now that his pubic hair was gone.  It made him feel pre-pubescent like it had taken away his already fragile sense of manliness.  He thought back to the showers he had been forced to take with the other boys who had been much better developed than he had been.  He felt the absence of hair and smoothness of his skin under his arms.  He could feel his little cock swell in its cage as he thought of the big cocks. But he could give himself no pleasure except by rubbing his balls.  But this was no substitute for rubbing his cock as he longed to do.  He even thought of trying to recreate the stimulation Jennifer had provided by sticking a finger in his asshole.  But he decided against that, “at least for now,” and finished his shower.

He toweled off and got dressed.  His clothing felt different on his body. He was thinking more clearly now that he had been able to have his orgasm.  He could think through the consequences of allowing her to shave him.

Bobbi knew from the way she looked at him Jennifer was incredibly happy with her handiwork.  Did this mean that she would keep doing it to him?  Did it mean that she would expect him to do it to himself?  And why hadn’t it occurred to him how he would wear shorts, or go to the gym?  He shuddered at the thought of being seen at the gym in front of another man.  He just could not go to the gym anymore.

He was lost in reverie and thinking of the weekend when Jennifer and he would have their next date night and he would be able to cum again when the phone buzzed.

A text from Mistress: “Did my boy get to cum?”

“Yes Mistress” was my reply.

“Told you it would work.”

“Yes. Thank you, Mistress.”

“Don’t try it too often, she’ll get suspicious.”

“Won’t work again Mistress.”

“Why not bitch, she already wise up to you?”

“No, Mistress, she shaved me?”

Laughing, grinning emoji’s, “shaved u”, laughing, grinning emojis, followed with “let me see.”

I took a pic and sent it.

“Ass too bitch.”

I posed in front of the bathroom mirror with my back turned and took the pic.

Hearts, kisses, and evil grin emojis followed up with “nice little white sissy bitch, all ready to be used.”

He waited and there was nothing else. He texted, “thank you Mistress” and again there was no reply.

It was later.  A couple of hours later when her reply came: “Shopping you around for BBC Master for you.  Will be in touch.”

Jennifer brought Katherine back to the apartment with her.  They were laughing when they came in.  Katherine took a seat on the couch where he had been sitting.  Jennifer sat on the other end of the couch.  He was left standing in front of them.

“Be a dear and bring us the wine and a couple of glasses.” Jennifer asked in a sweet manner. 

Bobbi walked to the kitchen.  He was reaching into the cabinet for a couple of wine glasses when he heard a burst of laughter from Katherine and then there were a few whispery words from each of them as he gathered up a chilled bottle from the refrigerator. 

He brought them the bottle and the glasses and set them on the table.  He was about to leave but Katherine had grabbed her glass and held it up toward him indicating that he should fill her glass.  He did so and then Jennifer held up her glass.  He filled her glass as well.

“Bobbi, would you mind.  There’s some cheese in there.  Would you please cut some up for us?” Jennifer smiled.  “And some crackers.  Just make us a plate.”

He said, “of course.”

Katherine had a smirk on her face, and he knew.  His eyes met hers briefly and it was all there.  She knew that he had been shaved and that he was wearing the cage locked over his dick.  She knew.  That was what they were laughing about.  He knew that.  It was all the smiles and laughing.  She knew.  He was sure Jennifer had told her every detail. 

“You don’t mind waiting on a couple of ladies, do you Bobbi?”  Katherine’s voice had a bit of a commanding tone to it.

“No,” he said, and I came very close to adding “ma’am.”  “It’s my pleasure.”

He walked into the kitchen and got the cheese.  Jennifer yelled out for him “not to forget the crackers.”  He put it all on a plate and brought it back and placed it on the table for them.

He left them and walked away.  As soon as he was alone in the bedroom he reached into his jeans and put his hand on his caged cock.  Taking orders from ‘the ladies’ had given him what would have been if not for the cage a very hard erection.
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Jennifer got up from her chair and answered the knock on the door.  Opening it she found a tall black man with a shaved head. 

“Hello, I’m Mark.  John sent me.”

“Come on in.  Have a seat.  Is it Mark, or Master Mark?  Master John said he would be sending someone over.”

“Master Mark will do.  I’ve known John a long time.  He said he was training a new sissy.  Your husband I presume.  And you’re Jennifer, right?”

He sat on the couch and pushed himself back into the cushions.  Jennifer bowed before him in her tight jeans and tube top.  Mark cast an appreciative eye at the cleavage on display.

“He’s not my husband.  Boyfriend.  Can I get you anything?”

“I’m afraid not.  Perhaps another time.  I just came by to leave a little something for your boyfriend.  Nourish him on the path.  I take it that you have been feeding him black cum but in secret.”

“Yes Sir.  I started making him a smoothie in the morning and I add it to that.”

“Good girl.  And he doesn’t know.  No complaints about the taste or anything.”

“No Sir.  He seems to enjoy them.  But that’s probably because he sees me doing something for him.

Master Mark laughed.  “Seen any results yet.”

“Results, Sir?”

“Well, it’s known to cause the white male to exhibit a desire to please, submission, different reactions to men, black men in particular.”

“Maybe a little more compliant.  I mean, he did let me shave him the other day without too much fuss.  I doubt he would have let me do that before.  Or at least not without a lot more trouble.”

“Excellent.”  Mark smiled and began unzipping his pants.  He reached into his pocket and brought out a small bottle of pills.  “Be so good to get the glass or cup or whatever you use for the smoothie and bring it here and I’ll make sure he gets his next dose.”

Jennifer ran to the kitchen and brought back the tumbler she used for Bobbi’s smoothies.  She put it on the table in front of Master Mark and then sat down on the couch beside him.  He was already pulling his cock out of his pants.  Jennifer bent to it and kissed the head and then started stroking it with her hand. 

“I’m very grateful Sir.  And I know Bobbi will be grateful, eventually.

Master Mark showed her the pill bottle.  “These are something that might also help him.”

Holding and stroking his hard erection, Jennifer asked, “What are they sir?”

“Erection drugs, boner pills, called different things.  I understand that you already have him in chastity.”

“Yes Sir, his cock is caged.”

“Good.”  Mark moaned.  He reached over and pulled down Jennifer’s tube top and held one of her breasts.  “John said that tonight is a ‘training night” I think he called it.”

“That’s right,” Jennifer said enjoying the heft and weight of the erection in her hand.

“Check with John of course.  But a pill or two, a little extra black cum if you have any.  Feed all of it to him if you can right before or right when training is starting.  It will make him very horny and therefore more willing to do things.  Generally, he will become more submissive and more compliant.”

“Thank you, Sir. I will talk to John about it.”

Mark smiled, “I can’t wait to meet him or rather her when she reaches a point where John feels she is ready.”

Jennifer was jerking faster on Mark’s cock.  He moaned and pointed at the tumbler on the coffee table in front of him.

“Sorry to cum and go Jennifer, but it’s time to feed your little sissy to be.”

Grabbing the tumbler, Jennifer stroked with the other hand and then as Mark came and gushed into the glass, she continued milking it to get the last drop of cum into the glass.
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Bobbi received the text not long before Jennifer returned to the apartment.  She had her arms full.  Bobbi closed the pic he had been looking at on his phone and helped her by taking the grocery bag and carrying it to the kitchen. 

She sat her purse and laptop on the coffee table and found him in the kitchen putting the wine into the refrigerator.  Jennifer hugged him pressing her body into him and reaching around to put a hand on each of his ass cheeks and ground herself into him while opening her mouth with a lustful kiss as their tongues entwined.

Jennifer broke off from the kiss.  “It’s a red silly.”

“Red?” said Bobbi.

“Red wine.  Nice strong flavors.  Room temp.  Not chilled.” 

“Oh right,” said Bobbi.  His cock swollen in his cage now with anticipation for their date night.  But then, his cock had been swollen from the text and picture he had just seen on his phone.  “Not a full erection of course,” he thought but he felt the confines of the cage “all the time” as he seemed to stay in a constant state of horniness.

The text had told him that he was under consideration for purchase from Mistress to a Master John.  It went on to inform him that said Master John would be evaluating him to see if he were worth the price the Mistress was asking.  Mistress warned him to be on his best most subservient behavior.  She would also be evaluating his behaviors and if it were deemed that he was not worth it, he could always get sold to someone else.  She also texted that slaves who did not behave and could not be sold were dressed up like sissy whores and just let out in the middle of the night where men cruised for prostitutes.  After all, a sissy had to earn her way.

The pic had been of a naked black man’s lower body focusing on his penis which hung flaccid between his legs hanging to mid-thigh.  Thick even soft with a large circumcised head.  The pic had made Bobbi put his hands between his legs and rub against his cage.  That was when he had heard Jennifer opening the door.

Jennifer stuck her tongue in his ear.  “I’m going to open the wine and let it breathe. I can’t wait.  I am so horny.  I’m already wet.  I’ll be in to sync the laptop to the television.  Katherine sent me links to a video, and it is so hot.”
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“What’s this,” Bobbi asked as Jennifer handed him a frothy tumbler.

She grinned.  “Thought you could use the extra energy tonight.  I’m letting the wine breathe and I thought in the meantime I’d get you a smoothie.  I’m counting on your stamina tonight.”

He reached out and took the drink.  Taking a sip, he smiled at her.  Her hand lingered on his chest moving up to give a slight squeeze to his shoulder.

Jennifer said, “Just give me a minute to get ready.”  She left the room returning after several minutes wearing a short black wrap-around skirt.  One of his collared shirts hung loosely unbuttoned on her thin frame.  He could see there was no bra.

“Not sure I’ll be wearing this for long.  “Freedom,” she exclaimed as she put down a bottle of wine and two glasses before them taking a seat beside him on the couch.  She reached forward and flipped open her laptop and took the television remote from the end table.

Bobbi put his arm across the top of the couch and let it hang loosely over her shoulder.  He took a long sip of his smoothie and thought that maybe he should go ahead and slip out of his pants but then decided to wait.  He wanted her but wanted to make it last.

“This is something that Katherine sent me.”  Jennifer clicked the remote changing the setting on the television until it showed the screen of her laptop.  She opened her email program where clicking on a recent letter from her friend, Katherine, revealed a series of attachments. 

“What are they?” Bobbi asked.

“Movies, videos.  Stuff she said Billie really liked.”  She reached down and squeezed his thigh.

Jennifer poured herself a glass of wine and splashed a little into Bobbi’s glass.  “You should finish that smoothie first.”

He hugged her body into his as she clicked on a video link.  On the screen a man was shown fucking a woman in the missionary position.  You could see her hand move to the side as her eyes focused on her watch as the man fucked her.  He finished and rolled off her.  She was wet with his sweat.  Her blonde hair spread over the pillow.  His soft penis wet with her juices was rapidly deflating.

Bobbi’s arm reached down from her shoulder to cup Jennifer’s breast.  She dragged her hand up his thigh leaving it on his crotch.  He took the last sip from his smoothie.

The woman on the screen was telling her boyfriend that she had to go to work.  He told her it was a Saturday and asked how she could be going to work.  She told him that she had to see her boss and that he had some “dictation” for her.  Her voice emphasizing the first obvious syllable.

Jennifer raised her ass from the couch and undid a clasp that allowed her skirt to fall open revealing that she was not wearing panties.  She took Bobbi’s hand to her breast and pressed it into her nipple.  The blonde woman on the screen was greeted at the office by her boss who welcomed her and told her he had something for her.  He kissed her passionately and then dropped his pants revealing his long black cock.  The woman dropped to her knees and before taking his cock into her mouth said, “Mr. Jones, you shouldn’t have.”

Jennifer’s hand moved between her legs and she started rubbing herself.  Bobbi felt the warm surge in his crotch as his cock filled his cage.  He took his hand from Jennifer and replaced it after opening his pants and sliding them off leaving them in a heap on the floor.

“Not too quick,” Jennifer breathed as he put one arm around her and took his other hand and placed it between her legs. 

Closeups of the woman sucking on the black cock. She was impressively able to take in most of it as it expanded to rigidity. 

Bobbi took her hand and placed it on the cage between his legs as his other felt her warm pussy and pressed a finger into her.  On the screen the man was flooding his cum into and over the woman’s face and she was smiling and licking his cock clean.

“Baby, can you unlock me.”  Bobbi’s finger was wet with her as he fucked her with his finger.

Jennifer moaned, “This is my time honey.  You had yours the other day.”

Bobbi recoiled pulling his hand away.  “But…, I mean but you said, I need…”

She reached down and gripped his balls from under the cage.  “I want you so bad, Bobbi.   But I promised us that I’d make it better between us.”

“Can’t you just, you know, this one time.”

“Bobbi.  Oh, don’t you think I deserve my time after what I did for you the other day.”  Jennifer’s mouth drew down as she started to pout.

“Well, of course you do,” Bobbi said trying to make her feel better.  “It’s just that I get so horny.”

“Me too.”  Jennifer moaned and used her hand to bring his hand back to her pussy.  The woman on the screen had pushed the man back onto his chair and was inserting his cock into her pussy as she lowered herself onto him. 

“I want to unlock you.  I need your cock, but I promised that I was going to make our sex better.”

“Please,” he pleaded.

“Baby, I don’t even have the key.”  Jennifer pushed back the shirt revealing her bare neck.  She continued to take it off.  “I gave it to Katherine.”

He started to remove his hand from her pussy, but she raised herself a little to keep him finger fucking her. 

“I knew I wouldn’t be strong enough and that I’d give in to you and your dick, so I gave it to Katherine to hold for me.”

“Damn,” he exclaimed.  “Why does Katherine have to know about all this?”

“She’s trying to help out her friend. She is the one who tells me what worked with Billie.  I swear this is all going to make things so much better for you and for us.”

Bobbi felt himself relax a little into his frustration with his cock pushing the confines of his cage.  Jennifer put her lips against his cheek. 

“So much better Bobbi, just do what I ask.  I think there’s still something we can do about those big swollen balls.”  Jennifer placed her hand between his legs cupping and squeezing.

On the screen the black stud had brought the woman to orgasm a couple of more times and she was down on her knees taking him into her mouth as he squeezed out more ropy blasts of cum onto her face.  She was picking up her clothes when he told her he was not done.  He fucked her again and as she arched her back in a final spasm, she was congratulating him on being so full of cum.  He laughed and told her it was her bonus.  She got dressed and left.

Jennifer was humping against his hand.  “I could really use some tongue.”  Her hand around his neck pushed him to her. 

Bobbi brought his mouth to her breasts kissing each nipple.  He pushed the coffee table back stuck out his tongue and began licking her.  She pressed her pussy against his mouth. He could hear the woman on screen returning to her boyfriend.

Her pungent fragrance filled his nostrils and his tongue was wet with her juices.  His tongue continued to explore her opening as her legs spread to allow it.  The woman’s boyfriend was complaining about the time she spent at work.  She told him that he should appreciate the bonus she had received for her extra work.  She was telling him that it was time for him to do his job and that his tongue needed to get to work.

Bobbi could feel Jennifer’s needs pulsing through her.  He thought of how hot it must feel for her to watch a woman on screen getting her pussy eaten while hers had his tongue shoved into it.

“You taste so wonderful honey,” said the onscreen boyfriend.  Bobbi said a muffled “you too.”  Jennifer’s thighs pressed his ears into his head, and she shuddered with orgasms. 

Exhausted, his mouth aching, Bobbi slumped against the couch and watched the final scene.  The boyfriend’s head was still between the woman’s legs.  She was giving a thumb up signal and winking at the camera.  A thought bubble bloomed over her head showing the boss’s big black cock.

Jennifer curled her legs up onto the couch.  “Bobbi.”

He did not respond at first and then it was a slow out take of breath, “yeah.”

“There’s one more thing I could do for you but only if you’re willing.”

“You’ve got the key,” he smiled up at her hopefully.

“Sorry, Honey.  Just hand me my purse.”

Bobbi grabbed the purse from the coffee table, and she opened it drawing out her phallic vibrator.

“I think you kind of liked it the other day with I stuck my finger up your ass. You came so hard.”

“I know but that doesn’t mean I want go get ass fucked.”

Jennifer sighed.  “Thought you might feel that way, but Katherine told me that Billie likes it.  He can even come sometimes from the vibrator.  I mean not a normal orgasm.  But helps relieve the pressure you know.”

“I don’t know,” Bobbi said.

She squeezed his balls lightly, “Feel pretty swollen to me.”

“Okay, I’ll try but on one condition,” Bobbi said reluctantly.

She waited for him to continue.  “Don’t tell Katherine or you know anybody.”

Jennifer squeezed his balls one more time and told him to turn over and raise his ass toward her.  She sat on the couch while he assumed an all fours position next to her. 

“Just let me take care of you,” Jennifer said in a wonderfully sexy voice.

He started to protest that she hadn’t promised, but she had taken the vibrator and was touching it to his lips.  “Needs lubrication,” she said.  “You could try to make it wet or I have some lubricant here somewhere.”  Fumbling with her purse with one hand, she pushed the device slightly past his lips when he tried to tell her to find the lube.

Jennifer withdrew the vibrator and said, “Here it is.  A girl scout is always prepared.”

“That’s boy scouts,” Bobbi corrected.

“Maybe you don’t want to contradict me now,” she said with a touch of authority to her voice as she now moved the lubed vibrator past his cheeks to his asshole.

Bobbi shut up as she probed and then inserted the tip.  His face contracted in a grimace as she probed.  His mind kept going to images of the black man’s cock in the video.  He found himself opening as she pressed the probe further.  She slid it into him without effort and switched it on.

He felt the tingle deep inside him and moaned.  She slid the vibrator in and out of him.  He thought of himself being fucked by his girlfriend.  He thought of getting fucked with the hard, black cock.  As she pushed it in, he pushed back.

“Now you’re getting it.”  Jennifer increased her rhythm and shoved deeper.

He felt ashamed to hear the moans escape from him.  “Feels good being fucked doesn’t it?”

He tensed for a moment hearing her say that, but his feelings overcame him, and he moaned again.

“Ride him baby, ride him.”  She cried. 

Bobbi felt her hand brushing his swinging balls as Jennifer brought the vibrator into him with each thrust.  He gave out a loud moan as he felt wetness in his cage.

Jennifer withdrew the vibrator and turned it off.  “Just lie down honey.  I’ll get you cleaned up.”

He sensed her get up and then he heard water running in the bathroom.  Jennifer came back and cleaned the lube from his crack, and she dabbed a small amount of cum through his cock cage.

Bobbi was slumped on the floor not moving.  He did not know of it was physical or mental, but he just wanted to lie there.  Jennifer held him by the arm and marched him to bed where he laid on the mattress.  She covered him with the sheet.

Jennifer lay there smiling with Bobbi silently lying next to her.

She fell asleep but awoke when she found Bobbi shifting in the bed and getting up.  He left the room and she crept to the door and peeked into the living room.  He was lying down on the couch with his feet up on the armrest.  She laughed silently to herself when she heard the vibrator go on.  Jennifer returned to bed.  Her face lit by the light of her cell phone as she sent a text to Master John.
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“He’s coming along even faster than I would have thought,” said Master John.  He lay face down on the massage table.  Jennifer was rubbing his shoulders. Her fingers kneading his muscles.  Katherine was applying her hands to his feet rubbing oil into the soles and manipulating his toes.

Katherine looked at Jennifer as she poured more oil into the palm of her hand and then rubbed her hands together.  “I’m envious, I don’t think Billie is that for along.  He’s still getting used to his cage.  Still protective of his butt and pushes my hand away when I get close to sticking a finger into him.”

John twisted his head to the side.  “Remember, it’s been working best when they’re in sync or think they are.  Knowing your friend is going through something like this makes it more acceptable in your own mind.”

“But Master, I think Bobbi is ready for the next step.”  Jennifer kissed his cheek and continued rubbing.

“Oh, I agree, and I’ve been giving serious thought to bringing things with Bobbi to a close.  I’m just thinking out loud.  There’s what is real for Bobbi and what we tell Billie that Bobbi is up to.  Two different but related things.”  He picked up one of his feet and flexed his toes.  “You are wonderful Katherine.”

“Thank you, Master John,” a beaming Katherine said and added, “always at your feet.”

Master John replied, “When I roll over you should set your sights a bit higher.”

“There are still a few things I would like Bobbi to go through before he goes to the next stage.”  Jennifer stopped as John used his arms to push himself up.

“Tell me.” John smiled and twisted his head to kiss Jennifer.

“Mmm,” Jennifer moaned.  “Well, first with your permission of course, Katherine and I’d like to have a little fun with him.”

“Next time it’s Billie’s turn,” added Katherine.

“A special meeting for Bobbi.  I think it’s time for him to taste your cock for the first time.” Jennifer smiled at Katherine.  “We’d be there of course.  Without Bobbi knowing so he’s kept in the dark so to speak.”

“That’s intriguing.  Tell me more.” John took his hand and ran it down Jennifer’s back.

“And there’s one more thing.”  Jennifer reached back to push his hand into the cheek of her ass as he started to knead it with his fingers.

“I know that Bobbi will become my slave as I am yours.  I have a test for him.  I think he’ll fail it.  So, my future with him will be out of love for what he will become, or he betrays me, and I get to have satisfaction with vengeance.  Test makes it so it is up to him.”  Jennifer lowered her body bringing her breasts close to John face.

“Sounds like fun.  Do what you’d like with your little bitch.  Let’s discuss times and then you can have the phone to set up what you want,” John said before sinking his face into Jennifer’s chest.
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Bobbi was picking up and straightening in the living room.  Jennifer was gone.  He was glad that she was out and about.  Probably running around with Katherine again he thought.  She had presented him with his daily smoothie while he was still stirring in bed.

He was glad he had not had to talk to her.  He felt a sense of shame that he did not want her to sense in him.  While she had slept, he had gone back into the living room and he had gotten the vibrator from the couch where it had been left.  And then he had… Damn, he wanted to avoid the word, but he had fucked himself with it.  It made him feel good but strange and he had leaked a little more cum.

Bobbi picked up the vibrator and ran a hand over it.  He would put it back on the nightstand next to her side of the bed.  He had turned toward the bedroom, but he found himself on the couch holding the vibrator out in front of him. 

He already had his pants lowered when he remembered that he needed lubricant.  She had tried to get him to wet it himself with his mouth.  He felt the phallic shape with his hand and closed his eyes.  Like a cock.  Like the cock in the video.  Like the cocks of the black guys from high school.  He took it into his mouth and imagined it being one of those cocks his lips tightening and pressing to the cylinder as he drew it from his mouth.  He also thought he could come just from having it in his mouth.

A sudden buzz caused him to throw it down quickly because he thought he had activated it, but it was his phone going off.  He picked up the phone.  Bobbi expected a text or call from Jennifer.  He felt like she had caught him somehow.  But the message was from a new unknown number.

The message was from someone calling himself, Master John.  It said he was considering purchasing Bobbi from Mistress and to check his email and to make sure it had not fallen into the spam folder.  It was important that he not miss the email.

Bobbi paused for a second before typing his password into his computer.  So much had happened over the past few weeks.  He did not want to think about what a few more weeks might bring him.  He forced himself to check his email afraid of what a Master John might want from him.

The message of the email was simple.  Bobbi was being evaluated for purchase.  Master John had paid money to Mistress.  That money was for the option to purchase.  His private information was to be given to his Master upon his decision to make the purchase.  He was requiring for Bobbi to meet with him as a part of his evaluation.  Bobbi was to show himself into a room at a motel off the highway at 6pm tomorrow.  He was to enter the room, no key required as the door would be left ajar.  A letter on the bed would give further instructions.  Master John would inform Mistress at 6:01 PM if he had not shown up.  Not showing up would result in his calling Mistress and having her complete the proper punishment.  Master John ended the note by saying he might be angry enough himself that if he did not consider her punishment harsh enough, he would complete his purchase of him so that he could do “what needed to be done” and that knowing where Bobbi lived, the release of his secrets would be the least of his worries.

Bobbi put his head down on the desk in front of his keyboard. He cried.  He felt scared.  The threat made him wonder how rough his ‘evaluation’ would be.  Then he wondered about what excuse he would use to get to the meeting in the first place.  He thought that maybe now was the time to tell all of this to Jennifer.  His thoughts were all over the place but then his body sought to betray him.  A very forceful, in charge, black dominant male was going to be in front of him as he went down on his knees to serve him.  His cock swelled and his nipples became rigid.  That was new.  He did not know what was happening to him.  He just knew where he had to be the next evening.

Bobbi thought that maybe the good feelings he got from the vibrator would make him feel good enough to forget his being afraid.  He picked it up but then put it back down.  He had new thoughts about what might happen if he were accepted by this new man.  He might be a slave and unable to return to Jennifer and his old life.  He would do what he knew that he needed to do.  Sitting back down at the computer he composed a letter to Jennifer confessing to all his secrets at this point, what he was doing, and where he had gone.  He also composed an email that would be delayed and not sent until he felt he would be back.  That is, if he came back.  He struggled with what the timing should be.  He changed it twice and that was it.  Of course, he would continue to think about it, and he might change it again.  But for now, it was done.

Picking up the vibrator, Bobbi thought “I may need to make sure I’ve got some extra batteries.”
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Bobbi did not know what would have happened if he had gotten caught for speeding.  He knew he could not be late for his meeting, but everything seemed to conspire against him.  He sent a text saying he was on his way to the meeting but there had been no reply. 

Katherine had seemed to be flirting with him when he tried to leave the apartment.  She had been visiting with Jennifer.  Those two were together all the time.  More than he and Jennifer were together he thought.  Her breath smelled from the wine that she had been drinking when she kissed him on the cheek, and he was certain that the hand that had briefly touched his ass was not accidental.

But all that aside, he was here in the parking lot with ten minutes to spare.  It was a cheap motel with one set of connected buildings surrounding a courtyard.  He felt too nervous to get out of the car and too scared not to because he did not know what was going to happen.  The car door was closing behind him.  He felt on automatic pilot as he marched up the stairs to the second floor. Arriving at the door, he pushed it open.

The room was empty except for the usual two beds, a dresser, a small table, a couple of chairs, and a television on the dresser.  There was a grocery bag on the bed and a single sheet of paper next to it.  He picked up the paper and read his instructions.  Bobbi put down the paper and emptied the bag onto the bed and tossed it to the thin brown carpet. 

Bobbi walked to the door.  He pushed it closed.  He opened it trying to find the right compromise so that it would stay closed but not so completely it would lock.  He undressed completely folding his clothes and putting them on the carpet in front of the nightstand between the two beds.  The clock on the nightstand showed a luminous red 6:00. 

He set a chair between the two beds and then looked at the blindfold, hood, and handcuffs and thought about how to do what he was supposed to do.  Placing a handcuff on one wrist he put the hood in his lap and placed the blindfold over his eyes.  Then he was able with his two hands to find the opening of the hood and draw it over his head.  Now comes the tough part he thought sitting there naked.  He struggled to get the handcuff onto his other wrist so that he was cuffed behind his back.

And here he was Bobbi thought.  Naked, wearing a cage that covered a now shriveled cock.  He sat in a chair blind to the outside world with his hands cuffed behind his back.  Vulnerable.  He was on high alert and listening for the movement of the door.  He did not know how long he would be here, and he did not know what might happen.   It could turn out to be some sort of sick joke and no one would show up.  Some drunk might push open his door by mistake and find him there.  Why had he done this to himself?  Bobbi had no answers to that question.  He wished he were back in his apartment.  If only he could go back to playing around on his computer and playing with himself.  Now, everything was so damn real. 

A sound startled him.  Someone on the stairs leading to this floor.  Steps walking down the front walkway and then the steps passed.  A door opening further down, and he realized it was just some other motel occupant.  He went back to waiting.  Waiting and thinking.  This was probably a j…

The door did open.  Bobbi felt other people, several, not sure how many, and then the door closed.  A man’s laughter.

“Get up bitch,” the voice commanded.

Bobbi tried to stand pulling his handcuffed hands up over the back of the chair, but it was difficult and then arms gripped his and helped him rise. 

“inspection time.”  Bobbi was guided to an open space his bare feet on the carpet. 

Bobbi heard the voice tell him to ‘spread em’.  Then there were hands on him helping him maintain his balance as he moved his feet apart.

A hard slap on his ass and a “let’s see what we got.”

“Get me a chair,” and a chair being dragged along the carpet. 

A pair of hands traced up his stomach and Bobbi shivered.  A high -pitched laugh. Female?  The hands cupped his chest pushing the skin like he had breasts with the fingers rubbing his nipples.  At the same time a smaller more feminine hand ran up his thigh and then tapped his balls before gripping them and squeezing them.  Bobbi let out a moan.  Laughter.

Then a tapping on his cage. 

“Are you used merchandise boy?  Looks like you got another owner.”  A deep voice, very masculine.

“Nnnoo Sir,” Bobbi stuttered.  “She, my girlfriend thought it’d make it where we’d have better sex.”

“With you?” 

“Yes Sir.”

“Be easier if she just got a boyfriend with a cock.”  Laughter as the cage was flicked from side to side.

“Yes Sir,” Bobbi answered.  Nervously, he tried to continue, “she thought that maybe if”

But he was interrupted by the voice ordering someone, “check his pants for his wallet.”

“You got a picture of her boy.”

“Yes Sir, it’s…”

The voice stopped him with, “yes, here it is.  Much too good for you.  She’s hot. I’d do her.”

A female giggle and then silence.  Bobbi felt rougher hands on his ass and then a couple of spanks.  Then he felt a warmth against him as a man was rubbing his cock over his ass.  Then another man spoke, “I’m going to enjoy breaking in this bitch.”

The first man spoke again, “But today, let’s try the sissy’s cock sucking skills.  We can always fuck him.”

He hears a zipper and another man undressing.  His hood was lifted, and he could see forms vaguely as the blindfold let in a little light.  Hands from behind him forced him to his knees. He was uncuffed and his hands were placed on two large cocks.  They hung limply but were already thick.

“Hungry for cock, sissy?”

Bobbi tried to choke out a yes but a pair of hands, one on each side slapped an ass cheek.  And then a hand between his legs grabbed his balls and squeezed.  He let out a yelp.

The second man spoke, “I’ll take that as a yes.”

A cockhead was moving across his face wiping his lips with a taste of what was probably his own ass crack.  Bobbi opened his mouth and took it into his mouth or rather he took in what he could. 

The first man’s voice said, “Use your hand.”  A firm hand fell over his and guided it up and down the other cock and he could feel it harden in his hand.

The first cock was getting hard and bigger in his mouth.  Hands gripped the back of his head and was pulling his head to take more of the cock.  He sucked back and forth, and it seemed each time he tried to slide his mouth further down the shaft, the hands tried to push him even further. 

He was sucking as much as he could while the other cock in his hand was now fully erect.  Then he felt a hand on his ass again and then a lubricated finger was being stuck in his asshole.  Bobbi felt his cock harden in its cage and then a mix of voices and laughter. 

Bobbi continued sucking and sometimes the cock was pulled away and he found himself eagerly jutting his mouth forward to get it back in his mouth.  He licked and sucked, and the second man said, “good bitch and a hot liquid was hitting his face.  The man was cumming and Bobbi caught some in his mouth and tasted its saltiness.  But the man seemed to want to mark him with his sperm as the cockheard was used to smear the cum on his face. 

More hands on his head.  This time guiding him to the cock in his hand.  This time he kissed the head first, and then took his hand and held it while he licked underneath.  Then he let it slide into his mouth.  Sucking hard and feeling the finger in his ass now fucking him.  In and out.  Same rhythm as the dick in his mouth.  In and out.

The second man’s voice said, “Look at the sissy go.  He was made to suck a black man’s cock.”

Bobbi felt this was true as he sucked back and forth on the big cock.  And fucked by them too.  He kissed the cock when it briefly fell out of his mouth.  And then he was sucking again.  And this time he felt the need to swallow cum.

Suddenly hands behind his head again and the man shoving his cock in his face and just a taste of cum and then another thrust and it was a flood that filled his mouth and then out of his mouth and down his chin.  Then the cock was pulled from his mouth and wiped over his face.  Smaller hands than had been on his head were now wiping the cum from his chin to his mouth.

“Precious black cum,” said the first man.  “Don’t waste it.”

Bobbi tried to say ‘yes sir’ but fingers were in his mouth with the cum from his face and he was trying to suck them clean.  He heard the men dressing, pulling up their pants, and zipping them up.

Then he was dragged to his feet and then bent over the back of the chair.  Bobbi thought he was about to get fucked but then he felt a sting and this time it was not hands that were spanking him. Repeatedly a paddle hit his ass until his ass was stinging.  A tear flowed down his cheek and then more tears.

“Enough,” said the first man’s voice.

Then it stopped.  The first man’s voice said, “that’s enough of an introduction for tonight.  I’m taking this picture of your girlfriend.  When you go home tonight, you can tell her how good it feels to serve a real man’s cock.”

Bobbi said meekly, “yes sir.”

“I think I’m gonna want to see more of her.”  More mixed voices raised in laughter.

The first man’s voice said, “we’re leaving now.  Count to a hundred.  I suck one cock.  I suck two cocks.  I suck three cocks.  Like that.  At a hundred cocks take off the blindfold.  And then stay in the room for thirty minutes.  You’ll be watched.  If you try to leave before that you will be punished and trust me, you do not want that.”

Then Bobbi felt fresh night air rush into the room, and he heard people leaving.

The door closed and Bobbi said, “I suck one cock.  I suck two cocks.  I suck…”
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“All that black cum, he is going to be super horny tonight,” laughed Jennifer.  “Poor little thing will probably be humping me in his sleep.”

“That’s the beautiful thing about keeping a sissy in chastity,” said John.  “They stay so horny and that makes them willing to serve or really ready to do just about anything.”

Mark kept one hand on the wheel as they drove back to John’s apartment.  With the other hand he reached over and put his hand on Katherine’s thigh.  “I understand you got another sissy you’re working on.”

“Not as far along but getting there.”  Katherine squeezed his hand between her thighs and called out to the back seat, “Anything I can do to help you along Jennifer.”

“I do think of how much fun it would be for you to walk in and catching him going to town on that vibrator when he thinks he’s alone.  I just can’t think of how to arrange the time or why you would be there.”

Katherine said, “If he’s that horny all the time then the right time would be just about any time.  I’m surprised I didn’t catch him in the act when I went over to get your things and ‘accidentally’ dropped the panties for him to find and use.”

John reached over and grabbed Jennifer’s hand and placed it on his crotch.  “Mark, what did you think of our little sissy’s cock sucking.”

“Enthusiastic,” said Mark.  “Could improve his technique.  I’ve definitely had better.”

“I agree, the girls here could certainly give him some pointers.” John said, “we’ll certainly give him opportunities to practice.”

Mark laughed, “black guys willing to have a white guy drop to his knees and suck their dicks.  I think I can find some volunteers.”

John leaned over and kissed Jennifer, “How did you like the part about the picture of you in his wallet.”

Jennifer said, “I knew there was one in there, but I did have to make sure it was there before he came to the motel.  And ‘I’d do her’ was perfect.” 

“What’s next for the sissy?” John asked.

“For now.  Keeping him horny for sure.  So, I’m going to find reasons to keep him locked up.  Maybe some more of those ‘opportunities’ to practice and maybe a few other things.  I’ll write down the text and seek the wisdom of the most Wonderful Master in the world before I send them.”  She put her arm around his shoulder and bent her head, so he was easily able to engage her in a kiss.
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Bobbi returned to a dark empty apartment.  He wondered what Jennifer was doing.  He had expected her there when he got back.  He felt lucky that he had gotten back.  His worst fears had not come true.  When he had finally gotten to where he could move, he had gone into the bathroom and after relieving himself took a long look in the mirror. He felt that he didn’t look too bad.  There was dried cum on his face.  He had jumped in the shower and scrubbed hard to get rid of any remnants, and then had driven home.

Bobbi took another long shower at home when he found that Jennifer was not there.  He had tried to think of excuses as to why his hair was wet when he got home.  He had thought of some lame excuse as to why it was wet like stopping at the gym.  Except he had no bag of gym clothes.  He felt like he was trying to cover up an affair and that one lie led to another.

He would have to think ahead the next time.  He thought about what might happen the next time but then decided he was too exhausted.  But in the shower, Bobbi began caressing his balls instead of just washing them and he was aroused when he opened his mouth slightly remembering what it had been like to have the two big cocks in his mouth.  It had felt like where he was supposed to be.  It was where his secret desires had led him, and he knew that if he had been able, he would have been stroking his much smaller cock to an orgasm.  Bobbi felt he could do it now if he were free from his cage.

Instead of finding his desire fulfilled and thinking that it had not been as good as he had fantasized about, it felt better than he had imagined.  His desires were more inflamed than doused.

And he didn’t know what to do about it.  He loved Jennifer with all his heart.  Bobbi wanted to marry her but knew that the way things were, she would never say yes.  And what woman would want to marry a guy who wanted to run off to motel rooms and suck other guys off.  But he couldn’t let go of his love for Jennifer.

Bobbi went to bed after his shower. As he lay there, he became increasingly horny.  He was going to get up and get the vibrator when he heard the door open.  He listened to voices and identified one as Katherine’s.  Jennifer seemed to be spending a lot of time with Katherine.  She was really with her more than she was with him.  There was laughter and he heard the sounds of conversation and glasses and knew they were having another of their frequent late-night girl- talk sessions. 

Bobbi had fallen asleep when Jennifer finally made it to bed.  He awoke feeling irritated and grew more so when he saw how late it was. 

“You sure spend a lot of time with her,” Bobbi said irritably.

“She’s my friend,” Jennifer replied.

“Okay,” Bobbi muttered and tried to put his head under his pillow to shield his eyes from the light.

“I hate it when you pick on everything I do. You resent Katherine because she and I enjoy one another’s company and have fun.”  Jennifer turned out the light and pulled the covers over her and off Bobbi.

Bobbi reached over and pulled at the covers to get some coverage, but she was angrily clinched.  He lay there for a while hoping she would cool down.  But when he later tried to cuddle up to her under the covers, she had pushed back against him and said, “get off me.”  It was a while before Bobbi could fall asleep, but eventually he did.
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It had been a bad day.  Jennifer had fallen asleep mad and upon her awakening next to him, Bobbi discovered that matters had not improved.  He was determined to get through this and do whatever he could to bring her out of it.  After all, tonight was supposed to be date night.  Breakfast in bed had not brought even a hint of a smile to her face.  He was glad later when she went out.  He was still feeling resentful of all the time she spent out of the house with Katherine, but he hoped that this time it would brighten her mood.  Of course, there were plenty of times when she had come back madder than when she had left.  Bobbi figured that those were times when Katherine had unloaded her problems with Billie to her.  He found himself wishing that Katherine were having a good day and that it would spread to Jennifer.

She came back in a slightly better mood but there was still anger there.  There was a gift-wrapped package under her arm which she dropped on the couch.

“A gift?” Bobbi asked.

“Kind of, I mean it’s for both of us, for tonight’s date night.”

“Great.  I’m looking forward to it.”  Bobbi was thrilled that date night was still on.  He had thought that she might cancel it and was glad it was something that she still wanted to do. 

And he had a strategy.  He was going to do everything to please her.   Whatever she asked and more he would do.  She could make the choices, direct the activities, and all the pleasure directed at her.  He would stay on his knees licking her to orgasms and hopefully there would be more than one.  If he were selfless enough, then she would see how good he was being and reward him and unlock him so that he could cum as well.  He hoped she would do it because he had gotten her so horny that she needed to be fucked.  But he would certainly take a pity or gratitude fuck.  Of course, he knew that, he would be happy if she just unlocked him and he had a little free time with his hand.

Jennifer was sitting on the couch and invited him over.  He had been on the computer checking for emails and wondering when he would hear from his online and now real- life Master. Thinking of his cock had already made him horny.

“I thought we’d get started.” Jennifer put the gift -wrapped box next to her and he was surprised to hear her tell him that he should strip.

Bobbi eagerly pulled his t-shirt over his head, unzipped his jeans and dropped them to the floor.  He folded his pants and shirt up and placed them on a chair.  She did not like it when he was sloppy.  She pulled the box onto her lap as he placed his boxers on top of his folded pants and shirt.

Jennifer gave him a stern, forced smile.  She handed him the package as she patted the couch next to her. 

“I’ve decided,” Bobbi said as he sat, “that we should make this whole evening about you.  Pick one of the man on man movies or whatever you want to see. I’ll give you a massage, just anything you like.  Let’s focus on you tonight.”

Jennifer said, “That sounds great Bobbi.  After all, if you love me, then you should be focusing on my happiness and doing what you can to please me.  What pleases me should be what brings pleasure to you.”

Bobbi smiled thinking that his plan was off to a good start, but Jennifer set her mouth in a straight line and not the smile he had hoped for.

“Open it. We do have something to take care of first.”  She waited for a second while he ripped off the paper.

“I got this for us.  I’m still angry at you, but this is a way to get through that, “she said as he pried the cover off the box.

It was a paddle with ‘B o b b i’ burned into the wood.  Bobbi picked it up and he wasn’t sure if it was a joke.  Who was getting paddled?  It felt heavy in his hand.

“I know that you want to please me, but I need some way to get over the anger you make me feel a lot of the time.  I need to get it out.”

“They misspelled my name,” Bobbi said focusing on that instead of the fact that she wanted to spank him with the wooden paddle.  “That’s the girl’s spelling.”

“Oh, Katherine was in the shop when they were being made.  She had one made for Billie as well.  I was busy paying for them.  Not important.”  Jennifer took the paddle from him.  “Here hold out your hand.”

Bobbi held out his hand and she tapped it with the paddle.  “See, it’s not the paddle.  It’s how hard I use it.”

“But I feel a need to punish you and get my anger and resentments out.”  She sat on the edge of the couch and pointed at her legs, “I’m not spanking your hand.  Now, get across my lap, and let’s try this.”

“But,” Bobbi sputtered.  “I don’t, I mean what did” and he stopped himself.  This was not going like he wanted, and he needed to regroup for a second and then settled into his plan to do whatever she wanted in order to please her. 

“This won’t be too bad,” he thought as he lay across her lap. 

The first slap had not been bad at all.  It was her hand.  He felt a bit of a sting, but it was really the sound of it that made him think of his position and what was happening to him.

“Just to let you feel a little tap to help get your mind set.” 

There was another slap, but this was to his balls and it felt excruciating.  He felt a deep throb of pain and she said, “You need to rearrange and get those things out of the way or you are really going to be hurting.”

Bobbi reached up between her legs and pulled his testicles forward to get them out of the way for the spanking.

“There we go,” she said and then Bobbi felt pain as she laid the first hit from the paddle. 

Bobbi’s head arched back, and he shouted, “no.”

“Don’t be such a baby, one,” she counted.

Two more swiftly followed with Bobbi struggling to speak. 

“Please,” Bobbi begged.

“I’m giving you ten.”

“No, please.”

“Let me get this done.  I’ll do more,” she threatened.

Another one and this one even harder than the previous ones.

Bobbi was silent this time.  But another hard spank caused him to let out his, “Please Jennifer, enough, please.”

“I said ten,” Jennifer said coolly.

Another hard spank which he accepted with resignation.

“You need to learn to do what I ask, and you need to stop making me mad.”  Jennifer let loose a fury of words and spanks and quickly finished.  “I certainly hope you learned a little something,” she said allowing him to roll off onto the carpet.

“Bobbi, come over here.  You may put your head in my lap.”  He did so and she stroked his hair.  “It’s better this way.  I get it out of me, and you learn a lesson.  See, it’s much better this way.”

“Yes,” Bobbi said in a soft voice while his head rested on her lap.

“Now, are you going to be good?”  Jennifer asked.  She seemed more relaxed now.

Maybe this is working, Bobbi thought.  She was in a better mood already.  “Yes Jennifer.”

“Miss Jennifer,” she said firmly.

“What?”  Confused, I said, “Miss….”

“That’s right.  Shows more respect and I think I deserve respect.  Especially with all the work I do on our relationship.”  Her tone was firm.

“Yes Miss Jennifer,” he replied.

He looked into her face and she smiled so he knew that his plan was working.  He was a little concerned where it was leading but it had definitely improved things between them.

“Much better,” Jennifer bent down and kissed his forehead.

“Now, Bobbi, go into the bathroom.  Lotion and lubricant.  Grab the vibrator.  You promised me a massage, and I’m going to hold you to it.  I’ve got a special video.  Oh, grab some towels too.”

He got up and walked into the bathroom.  She studied her computer and set it up so they could watch the video.

When he came back the video had started, but he didn’t notice because she was lying naked on the floor on her stomach with her head on a pillow. 

Turning her head, she said, “You said I could watch man on man right.”

“Of course, Jennifer, I mean Miss Jennifer.”

She smiled at the “Miss Jennifer,” and said, “well, it’s not exactly man on man, more like man on boy or like girly boy.”

“Girly?” he asked.

“Oh, just watch.  Boys that look like women for you and manly men with big dicks for me.”  Jennifer laughed.  “Now be good to your ‘Miss Jennifer’ and grab the lotion and start on my shoulders.”

He watched on the screen as a large black man stood next to a pretty girl.  He put his hands on her shoulders and she sank to her knees.  She unzipped his trousers and he pulled out his large limp cock and she started sucking to make it hard.  He rubbed the lotion into Jennifer’s shoulders and down her back toward her ass.  She purred with pleasure and her hips moved side to side.

The black man’s cock became even larger until it stood erect and the girl was sucking and licking.  The man’s hands shifted to her head and he began fucking her mouth. He couldn’t help but think about how it had felt to have a big hard cock in his mouth.

“Why did you stop?’  Jennifer asked and he realized that he had stopped paying attention to her when he was thinking about the cocks.

“Just getting some more lotion,” he fibbed.  “I’m going to rub your ass.”

“MMM yeah, ohh, yeah.” She moved a foot up and hit his ass.  “But tongue first, Bobbi.”

She let her foot sink to the floor, and she moved her other leg to spread out.  “Do my ass first.” 

“What?”

“I said, shove that sweet tongue up my asshole.”

They’d never done that before.  But he eagerly knelt to it and spread her cheeks and then his tongue licked between her legs and finding her asshole he thrust his tongue against it and then harder until the tip was inside.  He pushed and got more in.  Then he pulled his tongue part way out and then back in.

Bobbi licked her ass and he watched the television as the black man, his cock still rigidly erect, pulled the girl up and pulled her dress up and over her head to reveal that he was a girly boy with a small soft cock.  He took him by the shoulders and spun him around.  He caught himself against the wall and then walked his feet backwards so he could present his ass to the man.  Taking his cock, the black man placed it against the girly boy’s ass and pushed and then began fucking him. 

His mouth against her ass he could feel a moan coming from deep inside her.  The black man was fucking the boy who seemed to like it.  Bobbi noticed that the boy’s soft penis that resembled his own swayed back and forth in rhythm with the man’s thrusts.

“Look at that big beautiful cock.”  Jennifer raised her feet from the ground and pushed herself against Bobbi’s mouth.  “That feels so good.  Rub my ass while you tongue me.  Fuck me with your tongue Bobbi.”

He brought his hands up along the back of Jennifer’s thighs, rubbing lotion into them until he was at her ass and then he began to knead the muscles of her ass while he licked and sucked on her asshole.

Then she was pulling away and saying “Pillow, need a pillow under me.”

He grabbed a pillow that was beside her and then she was raising her hips.  He shoved the pillow beneath her, and she squirmed on the carpet and she was telling him, “now my pussy, lick it.”

And he did.  Shoving his tongue deep into her wetness.  Now kissing along the sides and back in.  Sucking on her clit.  Focused on her, he could her moans along with the audio of the movie.  He could hear the boy begging his master for his cum.  Another scene, another movie, he was not sure but this time the boy was more resistant.  There were sounds of slaps or spanks.  Another black man, as the voice kept telling the ‘white’ boy to get to his knees or bend over.  Jennifer raised and thrust her ass into his face.  She trembled and reached down bringing his hands up to her breasts.  He squeezed and massaged pausing to rub his fingers over her nipples.  She shuddered against his mouth when he did this.

A final push and hold against his mouth and then she fell to the floor. He also relaxed on the floor with his face on her ass.  He kissed her ass and then rolled onto his back onto the carpet.

After a few moments, she rose to all fours and leaned next to him, “Can’t forget about you now can we.”

Bobbi thought his time had come after all this and he tried to roll to his back so she could release his cage.

Reading his eagerness, she reached and pulled on his nipple, she stated tartly, “You were good but don’t think I don’t remember what happened before.”

“But I, but I thought…” Bobbi mumbled in his disappointment.

“Miss Jennifer’s going to take care of you.  In a special way, just relax and roll over.”

Bobbi heard the click and the buzz as she turned on the vibrator.  She brought it to his balls, and he found himself spreading his legs so she could use it on his ass.  Her fingers were on his hole with lubricant and she pushed in a finger.  He felt himself push against her.

“My bitch is hungry for it,” she said in a husky voice.

“Bitch!?” Bobbi thought, but said, “Yes Miss Jennifer.”

She touched his hole with the tip of the vibrator.  Pushing to penetrate him she pulled his hand between his legs and placed it on the vibrator.  “Hold it, give me a sec.”  And she was on her feet and he heard her moving.

Jennifer returned and she had something around her waist, and she was adjusting it.  Then she was on her knees advancing on him with a big black cock sticking out in front of her.  Her eyes were full of a furious delight as she adjusted the strap-on.  Pulling it down a little on her hips with one hand. The other hand pushed the cock in front of his face.

“Suck my big black dick.”  Now, Jennifer brought her hand to the top of his head.

Bobbi hesitated.

“Open up.  Don’t make me get that paddle.”

He started to protest but when he opened his mouth, she thrust forward bringing the dildo in contact with his lips and then it slid into his mouth.

She cried, “suck it bitch.”

And he was sucking.  His mouth opening wide as it slid in and out of his mouth.  Looking up into her eyes, she seemed deliriously happy.  He found that he had slipped the vibrator deep into his ass.  Her hands were on his ears and she thrust in and out of his mouth.  Then she was pulling the cock back out and handing him the jar of lubricant.

“It’s set up so it can press into my clit.  Lube me up and I’ll do what I know you need.”

Bobbi took the jar and was rubbing the lubricant up and down the shaft of the dildo and put a glob on the head and was spreading that down the shaft as well making it all shiny with lube.

Jennifer positioned herself behind him and then it was touching his hole.  But this was way too big.  She pushed but there was resistance and then she was succeeding.  It hurt and he cried out.  But when she heard the cry it motivated her to push even harder and then the cock slid up into him.

“Oh baby, this is what you need” and she was fucking him.

Jennifer was thrusting in and out.  Fast and furious thrusts and then long, slow deep ones.  Her breasts pressed into his back.  She reached underneath him and played with his nipples.

“You like my big fat cock don’t you.”

“Yes Miss Jennifer.”

“Tell me bitch.”

“I love your cock Miss Jennifer.  I love sucking it.  I love your fucking me.”

“Good bitch.”

One final thrust and she held him and pressed her clit against the back of the dildo, and she shuddered.  He felt himself surrendering to her.  She was right.  He did need this.  He needed to submit fully to this woman he loved.  He felt the void as she pulled out at last and he collapsed on the floor with her on top of him.

He felt tears on his face and realized he was crying.  He was not sure if it was joy, pain, sadness, euphoria, or just the exhaustion that overtook him now.

He didn’t know he had fallen asleep until he woke up naked on the floor.  Bobbi looked behind him and Jennifer was seated on the couch with her computer in her lap and her feet on the coffee table. 

“I made a smoothie for you,” she said brightly.  “Replace some of those electrolytes.”

Bobbi rolled onto his knees and he caught the piece of fabric she had tossed his way.  He took it and looked at the pair of sheer panties.  He could see amusement in her eyes.

“Go ahead.  Let’s see how they look.”  Jennifer looked very happy.

He started to say something and then her eyes went from him to the wall. He followed that gaze and found she had hung the paddle on the wall while he had been asleep.  Bobbi remembered how it had stung his ass and he knew that he just did not have the fight left in him.

“Yes Miss Jennifer,” and he was pulling the panties up and on.  They fit snuggly on his ass and their sheerness plainly showed his cage and cock.  She held up her hand and indicated for him to turn so she could see how they looked.

“Very good Bobbi.  Now, those are mine.  We’ll get you some of your own.  No more stealing from my panty drawer.”

“But I never...”

Jennifer held her finger to her lips and he was quiet.  “Now go finish your smoothie.  And pick up this room.  It’s a mess.”

He walked into the kitchen and opened the fridge.  He was really thirsty and took a long gulp from the glass.  And now he needed to pee.  He walked into the bathroom and relieved himself.  His ass was very sore, and he was moving slowly.  He had gone back into the kitchen and was finishing the smoothie when he heard a knock at the door.

“Door,” Jennifer called.

Bobbi thought, “I know it’s a door but why can’t you get up and get it.”  But he walked back into the living room and pulled his jeans from the pile in the chair and pulled them on.  He walked over and looked through the peephole.

“Katherine,” he said to Jennifer as he opened the door.

“Katherine,” he repeated coldly to greet her.  He just did not like this woman.

She entered and gazed around the room.  The vibrator was on the chair with an open jar of lubricant.  The strap-on with the large black phallus lay gleaming with lubricant over the back of a chair.

“Quite a night,” Katherine said with a sarcastic grin.

“Fuck you too,” Bobbi said.

“Bobbi,” Jennifer said with an edge to her voice.  “Did you already forget?”

He turned to look at Jennifer.  “About respect.”

“Jennifer,” he said with a pleading tone.

“Already forgot how to address me.  Go bring me the paddle.”

“But,” he looked at Jennifer and he tried to tell her not to do this now in front of Katherine.

“Yes, now.  Especially now.  Treat me with respect and respect my friends.  If you don’t respect me in front of others, then be prepared to be punished in front of others.”

Meekly he took the paddle down from the wall and brought it to Jennifer.  Maybe this would minimize things.  Bobbi smiled hoping that would help as well.

“Hands against the bar,” Jennifer pointed to the edge of the bar that separated the living room from the kitchen. 

Bobbi placed his hands on the bar expecting a quick swat and it would be done.  But he felt a hand on the button of his jeans and before he knew it his pants were down to his knees.  And his pantied ass was there for Katherine to see as well.

Katherine laughed.  “Has he been in your panty drawer again.”

“This time I gave them to him.”

He started to say that he had not been doing that, but he had barely opened his mouth to protest when he felt the paddle on his ass.  He cried out.

“What’s my name Bobbi?”

“Miss Jennifer.”

“Good,” another swat on his ass, “and what’s her name?”

“Miss Katherine?” he guessed.

“And?”

He repeated, “and?”  Another swat.

“Apologize.”

“I’m sorry Miss Katherine.”

“Now, I’m giving Miss Katherine the paddle.  She’s going to give you three swats. Tell her you are sorry after each one.  If she finds it sufficient that will be all.  If she doesn’t find it to be enough then I guess we may be here for a while.”

Katherine hit hard.

“Please Miss Katherine, I’m sorry.”

By the third spank he was begging and pleading. 

Katherine handed the paddle back to Jennifer.  “I think he’s learned his lesson.  At least for now.”

Bobbi heard whispering behind his back.  He turned to see them both smiling.

Jennifer said, “Miss Katherine has accepted your apology and not only that she has agreed that she’ll go shopping with me and we’ll be getting you some panties of your very own.”

Looking down at the carpet in front of the two women, Bobbi said, “thank you Miss Katherine, thank you Miss Jennifer.”

Katherine was looking at his cage that was only slightly shadowed by the sheer fabric.

“You were right, Jennifer,” Katherine said with a snicker, “smallest size was just right.”

“Bobbi, go ahead and pull off your jeans.  You don’t have that much to hide.  Then get on your knees and thank us.”  Jennifer kicked off a shoe and offered him her foot and Katherine did the same.

He sank to his knees and took their feet one at a time and kissed them before looking up and announcing, “thank you Miss Jennifer” and “thank you Miss Katherine.”

“Now Bobbi, go grab a couple of sheets of paper and a pen and get back here.”

Bobbi returned with the items and Jennifer instructed him “at the top of the first page write, “I will respect Miss Jennifer, on the back write ‘I will obey Miss Jennifer’ and on the top of the second page write “I will respect Miss Katherine’ and on the back of that page write “thank you for the panties Miss Katherine.”

Bobbi scribbled the words on both pages front and back.

Jennifer said, “now on each page write that phrase at least a hundred times.  Fill the page.  I want to see it all done when I get back.  And clean up this room and vacuum.  You’ve left quite a mess.”

Bobbi sat writing as the two women left laughing.
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Bobbi was sitting across the booth from Master John at a fried chicken place.  His ass felt sore and tender as he watched his Master consume a chicken breast.  He smiled at Bobbi as he finished.  Bobbi sucked on the straw stuck in his small diet soda which his Master had doctored when they had first sat down.  He had Bobbi remove the top and then he had taken a tied condom full of his cum and then deftly untying it had let the contents ooze into the drink.

His Master had left a text message for him when he awoke that morning telling him he was required to meet him for lunch.  Bobbi had been unsure if he would recognize Master John. The glare of lights had blinded him, and his focus had been on the cock before him. He had not wanted to share that information with him, but his Master had been delighted and told him that they would practice a code that submissives and Masters could use to recognize one another.  And his Master had told him that it was a good way for a submissive to show proper respect for his black superiors, whether or not the superiors considered themselves Masters.

Bobbi had been standing in the restaurant at the appointed time.  He hung back and looked as if he were studying the menu.  He had seen the man he thought was Master John enter.  He had let the Master approach him and after acknowledging his Master with a quick glance had immediately and submissively lowered his gaze to the Master’s feet.

“Boy, sure is hot today.”

Bobbi replied, “Yes Sir.  More of the same.”

Master had then stated, “Boy, I sure hope it brings the rain.”

And Bobbi had replied, “We sure do need it, Sir.”

And so, it went for several rounds with his Master using the word “boy” in his statement and Bobbi using “Sir” in his.

His Master had finally laughed and told him what he wanted, and that Bobbi should have “just the small diet soda.”

Bobbi had gotten the food and brought it back to the table.  Master John had sat back and waited and with a word and a gesture had shown Bobbi that he was to serve him the meal.  Bobbi had opened the box and given the Master a napkin and tore open the straw and thrust it through the plastic lid covering the soda.  When all this was done, the Master had waved his hand in a gesture of “you may sit now.”  And Bobbi had sat.

Bobbi watched the Master finish his meal and wondered what would happen next.  He assumed that his Master would use him for a blowjob or possibly fuck him.  He did not know if it would be the bathroom here, his car, or that they would go to someplace else.

Instead, the Master sat and observed the line of customers for a moment and then spotting a young black man alone at the end of the line told Bobbi,” see that guy in the blue windbreaker, twenties, go get him for me.  Tell him the meals on me if he’ll come over and have a word.”

Bobbi approached the man while Master John sat beaming.  He continued using ‘Sir’ when talking to the man.  The man looked like he was going to brush Bobbi off until he explained that his meal would be paid for.  He walked over to the booth and shook the man’s hand while telling him he should have a seat.

“What would you like to eat?” He asked while Bobbi remained standing.

The man told him what he wanted and then Master John said, “Bobbi would be happy to get that for you.”

When he learned that Bobbi was paying, the man smiled and said, “In that case I’d also like and he listed several more menu items for a to-go bag.

“Thank you, Sir,” Bobbi said and headed back for the line.  He had to wait in line, and he was able to watch the two men talking.  They started laughing as Bobbi neared the front.  He ordered and received the food and on reaching the table he could see that both men had wide grins.

Bobbi served the food to the new man who was full of questions.  “Your girlfriend keeps your dick locked up?  Panties too?  Damn. And Fuck that shit?”

Master John allowed Bobbi to sit after he had made sure the man had his meal and napkins.  He dug into his food while Master John pulled out his phone and showed him a picture of Bobbi with his small caged cock and shaven pubic area.

The man hooted as he tore into a drumstick.  “Ain’t that some shit?”

Bobbi attempted a smile.

“So, you do anything you’re told.  Suck my dick and shit.”

“Yes Sir,” Bobbi said meekly.

“When you finish up, you should take Bobbi to the men’s room and let him demonstrate his abilities,” Master John said derisively.  “He doesn’t know all the things he’s going to do for me.”

“Like what?” the man said eagerly.

“Well,” Master John drawled, “we haven’t even talked about his girlfriend.”

The man looked at Bobbi and then at Master John.  “This fags got a girl too.”

“She’s got the key to the cage on his pecker,” said Master John.

“Why? She don’t like dick no more?”

“I think she probably likes dick, but she may never have had a real one.”

The man laughed and then looked confused. “What’s that mean?”

Master John held up his thumb and index finger close together and the man laughed and snorted some of his coke.

“So, I’m thinking that sometime soon, Bobbi will introduce us so that I can introduce her to a real cock.”

“She might go wild dude.  Finding out what it’s like and all.”

The man finished up his lunch and looked over at Bobbi.  “Think you’re ready for some real dick, faggot.”

Bobbi nodded his head and said, “Yes Sir.”

Master John instructed Bobbi to go into the bathroom and have a seat in a stall and then wait.  Bobbi did so and he sat that for several minutes by himself.  He had thought the man would be following right behind him.

The door opened, “Faggot, you in here or you already got somebody’s else’s dick in your mouth.”

Bobbi said, “I’m here Sir.” And the door swung open.

The man entered the room and closed the door behind him.  He quickly unzipped and hauled out his semi-erect cock.  Bobbi opened his mouth and took it in.

“Go white boy, go.”

Bobbi’s mouth slid up and down the cock which was big but not as big as Master John’s.  The man brought his hands up and clasped Bobbi’s head in the back and began fucking his mouth.

“Your Master told me, if you don’t work out, he might be in the market to sell your ass.”  He took a breath and said in a low voice, “suck it good sissy boy.” 

“I’m thinking me and some of my friends could use a faggot maid, dress you up, make you do shit.  Beat your ass. Man, he was right.  You are a hungry cock sucker.”

“Maybe we come up with the cash together.  Make it back.”  He started breathing faster and was pumping his cock in and out of Bobbi’s mouth.  “Sell your blowjobs. Pimp your ass”

“Wanted him to throw in your girlfriend.  Said we’d be doing negotiations.”  He stuck his cock deep in Bobbi’s mouth and held still.  “Eat it bitch.  Eat it.”

Bobbi swallowed the cum but there was so much that it flowed out the sides of his mouth and down his chin.

The man pulled his softening cock out and wiped it all over Bobbi’s face.

“Sissy,” the man said softly causing Bobbi to look up.  Just as his eyes met the man’s and he let out a gob of spit that struck Bobbi on the forehead and got into his eyes.

The man laughed.  He pulled his cock into his pants and zipped up.  “Negotiations. Ain’t that shit, I’ll be in touch faggot.”

He opened the door and closed the stall door behind him.  Bobbi sat as he heard the man open the bathroom door where he must have seen Master John because he called out, “Next.”

Bobbi heard the door opening when the stall door pushed open and Master John stepped through.

Master John unzipped his fly and pulled out his cock which was large and limp.  “Oh Bobbi, I hope you didn’t mess up your lunch.  Looks like you got a lot of it on your face.”

He placed his cockhead to Bobbi’s lips which parted and took it in and began sucking. 

“Training’s going well when you suck cock without being told.  But of course, I forget. For you it’s feeding time.”

Bobbi sucked on the hardening cock while Master John continued, “So eager, it’s okay sissy, I’ve got plenty of cum for you.”

Bobbi’s mouth slid up and down Master John’s cock.  “Look up Bobbi.”  He followed directions and looked up at Master John while he continued sucking.  “Of course, Bobbi thinks, no such thing as enough cum for him.  Maybe after we’re done, I should check and see if any of the staff or customers want a break back here.”

Bobbi’s eyes widened as he continued sucking.

Master John took a breath.  Bobbi kissed and licked the head and down the shaft and then his mouth was sliding back and forth.  “When I finish up.”  He stopped and then continued, “When I finish up, I’m leaving.  Wait a minute and then clean up and go home.”

Master John’s hands were resting on Bobbi’s shoulders as his sissy sucked on his cock.

“Next assignment.”  Master John moaned.  “Fuck that’s good, dicksucker. Next assignment, naked pics of your girlfriend for me, new ones, not some old shit.”

Bobbi looked up with pleading eyes and what passed for a please no that was mumbled over the hard cock in his mouth.

“You can agree, or I can beat you and then you can agree.  Your choice.”

Bobbi’s eyes came down as he focused on Master John’s voice.

“By the end of the week.  I am going to fuck her in front of you Bobbi.” Another moan and a shudder as Master John released his flood of cum in Bobbi’s mouth. 

Bobbi swallowed and Master John removed his cock and used his cockhead to paint Bobbi’s face with his cum.

“I’m going to fuck her in front of you and you are going to tell me how grateful you are to me for doing it.”

Bobbi looked up glumly.  Master John continued, “Then, I’m fucking you while she watches, and she’s going to laugh and thank me for showing her what a sissy faggot her boyfriend is.”

With that Master John had Bobbi clean his cock with his tongue.  Then he zipped up and left Bobbi alone in the bathroom.

Bobbi took tissue and wiped his face and mouth.  With the taste of cum in his mouth, Bobbi took tissue from the roll and dabbed his eyes.  He had started to cry.
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Jennifer held Master John’s foot in her two hands.  She was using her two thumbs to press into the sole of his foot and push upward to the ball of the foot causing him to sigh with pleasure.

“You are getting better at this each time.”

“Thank you Master,” Jennifer said beaming.  “It sounds like you had a wonderful lunch.”

“I worked hard,” he laughed.  “I did make sure that your boyfriend was fed.”

“And you know how horny that makes my little bitch.”

“He actually had two meals, so you’d better watch out.”

“Was the young man surprised at how his lunch turned out?”

“Happily, so.  I got his number and I gather I might be able to mentor him into more serious white ownership.  Not just the usual get his rocks off and go.  More intensity there.  I’m going to give him a call tomorrow and see if he’d like to talk further.  I’m hoping that you and Katherine could be around. But,” he continued, “I know that you might be occupied now that the final phase is in place for Bobbi.”

“And Katherine?”

“Besides helping you, she’s busy ramping things up with Billie.”

“I can’t wait to see the sissies working together.  Maybe watching them make out with each other.  Poor little caged things.”

Master John laughed.  “Soon.  I just wanted to show off a couple of beautiful white slave girls to show a possible young master the possibilities.  A white guy kneeling and serving is one thing, but two beautiful women might give him some motivation.”

Taking the compliment, Jennifer said, “Thank you Master. Just tell me your command.”

“Focus on finishing up with Bobbi.  I think the setup is almost complete.”

“Are you happy?” he asked.

“I’m always happy when I’m with you Master.”

“I mean with how things are going with Bobbi.”

“I’m looking forward to being at the place where we can all be honest about the way things truly are.  I do think that Bobbi will be much happier in his natural role.  It upsets me a little how I think he’s going to act. but that is also a part of what he is.  I do love him but if he were a real man and stood up to you or told me the truth then he wouldn’t be the submissive he is.”

“True,” John said thoughtfully.  “It also means that we can all be happier when we are expressing our true natures.”

“Yes Sir,” Jennifer said taking up Master John’s other foot, “the pretending comes to an end.”

25

Bobbi had never seen Jennifer in such an ebullient mood. He probably had he thought but it had been a long time.  She burst through the door carrying a couple of packages.  She smiled at Bobbi who was relaxing on the couch with his feet up on the table.

“I got you a 6-pack,” she said, “and Katherine and I found a sale and got you enough panties to get you through a week.

“Wonderful,” said Bobbi with a trace of sarcasm.

“Oh, please don’t be like that.”  She dug into the bag she had placed on the table and pulling a beer from the plastic ring, opened the tab, and gave it to Bobbi.  “Truce.”

Jennifer put the shopping bag with the panties down on the couch beside her.  “Let’s have a nice evening together.”

She put her arm around him, and he took a sip of the beer.  “Thank you, that would be great.”

“I’m going to order a pizza.  How about we get your favorite and then catch up on that show you like.”

Bobbi smiled. “I’ve really wanted to see it but I’ve been putting if off so we could binge it together.”

Jennifer dug into the bag and brought out a handful of panties.  “I got different styles and colors.  I did want to see how these look on you.”

“Yes, Miss Jennifer,” Bobbi said tartly.

Jennifer looked at him sternly.  “I know this is difficult, but you’ll see.  I swear.”  Then she smiled and put a hand on his thigh and said, “besides, you’ve got a great ass and I want to see what it looks like in these.”

Bobbi put his hand over hers and said more gently after taking a long drink from the can, “okay, let’s do it.”

He started to get up and she stopped him, “Just drink your beer Bobbi. I’m going to find the number and call in the order.”

Bobbi settled back into the cushions and found the remote.  In a second, he had the welcome screen up from the screening service and had found the show they were going to watch.

Jennifer walked back over to the couch and sat next Bobbi snuggling in next to him.  “I thought you wanted me to try on the panties.”

“It’ll wait.  Finish your beer first.”

Bobbi offered her a beer and she declined with “you know I’m a wino. I’ll get me some later.”

“Okay ‘wino’,” and he started the program.  He felt himself relaxing and he found himself finishing the beer quickly.  He started to grab the next one and hesitated. Looking over at her, he took the smile on her face as assent and he opened it.

He went slower on the second one and timed it to finish at the end of the first episode.

“This is a good place to pause,” she said.  He took the remote and touched a button to pause just as the next episode had started to play automatically.

Jennifer held out a flimsy piece of black fabric from the bag.  She had scissors already on the table and she cut off the tags, “Can’t return panties anyway but I was sure of the size.”

Bobbi stood up and slipped off his pants and boxers. 

“Shirt too, so I can get the full effect.”

Bobbi took his shirt off and laid it over his jeans and shorts which he had draped over the back of the couch.  He took the panties from Jennifer and saw that there was a slight pink edge along the waist and leg openings.  He started to put them on when she stopped him.

“Do you need to pee.  I want to put these straight into your drawer so I can get rid of those boxers of yours, so no pee stains.”

He said, “I can probably get rid of that first beer.”

Bobbi started for the bathroom when she said, “And use the toilet paper, no drips on your new undies.”

He sat on the toilet and relieved himself and since it was easier, he took the underwear and slid it up his legs.  Finishing up and dabbing his cage and cock to make sure of no ‘drips’ he pulled the panties up to his waist.  The fabric felt soft and arousing against his skin but the way the back slipped up between the cheeks of his ass felt strange.

Bobbi walked out spreads his arms and announced, “Ta-da.”

The woman at the door delivering the pizza dropped the change she had been carefully counting.  With the woman staring Bobbi turned and fled back to the safety of the bathroom.

He could hear Jennifer and the woman both apologizing to one another.  And then a whisper followed by a corresponding whisper.   As their conversation continued Bobbi felt more and more embarrassed.  Finally hearing the door closed he carefully walked out.

Jennifer looked at him and smiled.  She held up the large pizza box.  “Let’s finish so we can eat.”

“What was that about?” he asked.

“What do you mean?  Here’s the pizza?”

“You seemed to have quite the conversation with her?”

“Oh, she was embarrassed and apologized.  Then a little girl talk.  And if you must know, she liked the whole panties thing and she could see the shape of the cage underneath.  And she wanted a little advice because she was interested in helping her husband to look as good as you looked.”

He looked at her skeptically.

“Really she liked it and thought you looked good.”

Jennifer smiled at Bobbi, glanced briefly at the paddle hanging on the wall and then back at Bobbi and said, “I told her it was easy when you had a wonderful boyfriend like my Bobbi.”

He still didn’t entirely believe her, but he did smile as he turned around obediently to show her the fit of the thong.

“That is nice, but it does take some getting used to.  So, I got a variety although I think there’s another thong in there.”

“Next,” she called and pulled out a satin pink set.

Bobbi tried them on and as he turned, she put out a hand and touched his ass slipping a hand under the back.

“They’re a little snug but they’re supposed to be.  How do they feel?”

He had to tell the truth of how wonderfully soft they felt against his skin.  “Tight like you said but they feel great.”

“It may be the cage and the cock inside,” she smiled at him “that affect the fit.”

“The tightness makes them bring your cheeks together,” and here she brought the flat of her and against his ass in a light playful slap.

Then she had him try on the rest and with each pair he turned to show them off for her.

Jennifer smiled at him once he had shown her the last ones which were black with red roses on them with a large rose showing over the bulge of the cage.

“Now, you pick.”

Bobbi just kept looking not know what she meant.

“You can pick what you want to wear tonight.  Those,” and then she pointed to the pile on the table, “or one of the others.”

“These are okay, I guess.”

“Fine, just go to the kitchen and grab a bunch of napkins.  Don’t want to get anything on them.”

Bobbi walked to the kitchen and grabbed a roll of paper towels they used as napkins.  He covered his lap and offered her the paper towels and then he opened the box and took a large slice and sat back with his beer and pizza.

Jennifer took a slice for herself and then turned and said, “eventually you’ll develop you own style and can buy your own.”

He looked at her and nodded his head as he chewed.  Thinking to himself that it would be a long time before he’d have to do that and even then, he’d tell whoever was selling them that they were for his girlfriend.

Jennifer said, “It’s all handwash of course.  I’ll teach you how to take care of them.  Now, let’s watch” and she took the remote from the table and pressed ‘play.’

Later after the episode had finished, Jennifer walked into the kitchen and got a bottle of wine for herself while Bobbi took another beer.  He got up and threw the empties in a bag under the sink they kept for recyclables.

Once he was back on the couch thinking about what had been consuming his thoughts for the last several hours.  And more than that, ever since he had been with his Master.  He did not know how he would get nude photos of Jennifer.  He had other more confused thoughts about his Master fucking his girlfriend.

Maybe she did need the Master’s big cock in her.  A real fucking from a real man.  He felt jealous and ashamed that it was probably true that he was unable to give her what she really needed ‘in that department’ he added at the end to make himself feel better and that he had more to offer her than ‘just sex.’  Of course, he didn’t know exactly what he did have to offer but he preferred not to think about that part.  But the thought of his girlfriend happily riding on Master’s big cock also excited him.  He could feel his cage fill with his cock when he thought of it.

But the big problem was getting the photos.  There was a deadline.

Bobbi sipped his beer and had his arm around Jennifer as she snuggled into him.

He thought that he might be able to take a picture of her while she slept.  Pull back the sheet and take one picture of her and throw the sheet back over.  Do it quick and hope she did not wake up.  Trouble was that she only slept nude some of the time.  Sometimes it was pajamas and sometime bra and panties with a negligee.  He could never be sure.  He thought about whether pictures of her semi-naked in bra and panties might work and he could just explain and maybe his Master would extend the deadline.

But her snuggling into him gave him an idea.  He raised his hand that was draped around her shoulder and moved it up so that he started rubbing up and down her arm and started kneading her neck.  Then his hand moved down to her shoulder.

“How about…” and she stopped him.

Jennifer patted his rose covered crotch.  “It’s not date night.”

“I know,” he said.  I was thinking that I’d give Miss Jennifer a massage.  You know just a massage.  In bed you know.  Then, you could just drift on off to sleep.”

“That would be so nice.  But don’t get any ideas, I’m really not up to it.”

“It’s all for you, I swear.”

“Okay, you finish up with the beer and we’ll do another episode and then we’ll do it.”

Jennifer snuggled back into his arms.  After a couple seconds she looked up at him.  “Tell you what, since you’re being nice to me, I’ll be nice to you.”

Bobbi smiled, “yes.”

“I said don’t get ideas, but I can get out the vibrator and I’ll take the dildo from the straps and put them on the nightstand.  That way, you can do you if you need to.  Just be quiet about it.  Maybe come in here if you use the vibrator.  That way you won’t wake me.”

“Okay Miss Jennifer.”  He smiled and turned back to the television.

It had worked perfectly Bobbi thought.  She had even been spread-eagled for both a front and back shot.  He had started on her back and clicked a photo during a brief pause when he told her he was grabbing more lotion.  And by the time she was lying on her back her eyes had been closed.  He thought she may have been asleep and even if she had still been awake, she had been so relaxed that she hadn’t noticed him grab his phone and take a quick shot. 

And with her arms and legs spread in both shots, she could not be more naked than that he thought as he lay on the couch in the living room.  He texted the pictures to his Master.  He did not know what would come next but at least this was done for now.

Bobbi had grabbed the dildo and vibrator thinking that this would give him an excuse for the privacy he needed to send the pictures.  But seeing them there he picked up the dildo and wrapping his hand around it felt the its girth, and he thought of how much it resembled Master John’s cock.  He grabbed the jar of lubricant and wished she had gotten him a 12pack instead of the six-pack.

Jennifer was awake in the bed when the text came.  She had been a little drowsy after a few minutes of the massage.  It had felt so good she thought.  But she was also well aware of what he was up to.  Her eyes had been narrowed to slits as she feigned sleep, but she had been fully awake when he took the picture. 

And when he grabbed the dildo and vibrator from the nightstand, she figured he was also going to be sending the photos to Master John.  The confirmation had come from her Master’s text.  He had sent the photos to her as an explicit confirmation of what Bobbi had been willing to offer up.

She had thought until the end that some sort of limit would be reached.  That he would be able to resist and at least put up some kind of fight.  Maybe not offer her up like that. 

But it would all work out in the end. Confronting him with his betrayal would give her extra leverage over him as well as motivation to be a little meaner toward him.  And being mean toward him was what was required.  Master John knew that and now there was no question in her mind.

She would stew over it while she laid there and stir it around and build up her anger.  Tomorrow would be the day.  She only wished she had more wine.

Jennifer woke early.  She wrapped a robe around her and looked at Bobbi still asleep.  She took a long look at him while he lay there snoring.  She smiled grimly as she thought that he had no idea what the day would bring for him.  She walked into the kitchen and made herself a cup of coffee. 

Relaxing in the recliner with her feet up, she sipped her coffee and surveyed the damage from the previous night.  Both the dildo and the vibrator lay on the coffee table and they were both a mess.  She would have to teach him to do better at cleaning up after himself.

Looking at the paddle on the wall she thought about how she would be giving it a good workout later.  And drunk or not, there was no excuse for not cleaning up his filthy mess.  She’d make sure to throw in a couple of extra blows for the state of the living room. 

She received a text from Katherine.  Master John was already there with the expensive celebratory bottle of wine for later.  She asked Jennifer if she knew a place that had donuts with extra-large holes because Master John had thought of a rather tasty treat for their breakfast meeting. She laughed and licked her lips when she thought of eating donuts off Master John’s cock.

Jennifer went to the bedroom and pulled on jeans and a tank top.  She blew a silent kiss to her soon to be sissy slave and left thinking “wine, donuts, and great sex.  It was going to be a spectacular day.”
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Bobbi woke up with a not quite there hangover.  Not a real one but just enough to make him irritable.  He stumbled into the kitchen and microwaved some leftover coffee.  On the way to the bathroom he noticed the mess in the living room.  He thought that he really should clean “all of that up, but maybe later.” 

A blessed cup of coffee later he became awake enough to find the note that Jennifer had left on the table.  He took it as a happy sign that she had ended the note with ‘love ya.’  It looked like he had the day to himself with her having meetings all day and not to expect her until late.

He lay back on the sofa and thought about his day.  The dildo and vibrator on the table made him think that he knew how he would spend at least part of the day.  He did worry about what his Master might want next but smiled and thought that maybe he would have a relaxing day to himself.  And then the thought hit that he wished there were more beer, but he could remedy that later.

Bobbi was into his third beer late in the afternoon when there was a knock at the door.  He took the dildo and vibrator and pushed them under the couch and threw on a robe.  He walked to the door and looking through the peephole he saw a smiling Master John.  He opened the door nervously.

“Hello Bobbi, is Jennifer home?”

Bobbi quickly stepped back so that he would come in.  He poked his head out the door and looked about quickly making sure that no one was about who might have seen or heard him.

“How did you know…?”

Master John laughed and completed the question, “…where you lived?  Did you forget that I know a lot of personal things about you?”

He walked around the apartment while Bobbi followed behind him.  Master John walked to the door of the bedroom and called out “Jennifer, Jennifer, you home.”

Walking back into the living room, Master John took a seat in the middle of the sofa and put his feet up on the coffee table.  “I’m really disappointed that she’s not here.  I was horny and hoping for a quick fuck or a blowjob, maybe both.”

Bobbi pleaded, “Please Sir.  She’s not here.  Please don’t do this.”

Master John frowned and looked at Bobbi.  “She looked so hot in the photos you sent.  I thought it looked like an invitation, so I thought I’d introduce her to my cock.  Make her day so to speak.”

Bobbi looked scared.  “Please Master John.  Please don’t do this.”

“Stop.  Just stop.  Don’t be such a sissy bitch.  I’m not going to put up with it. “

Bobbi stopped but his mind continued trying to think of some way to get Master John out of the apartment.  He was fortunate that Jennifer was gone and maybe just maybe he could get him out especially if she were going to be out till late.

“Maybe I could take care of you Sir.”  Said Bobbi changing his tactics.

“I certainly like that change in attitude.  Tell you what.  Give me a beer and let me think about it.”

Bobbi started to race to the kitchen when Master John told him to stop.

“Is that a paddle hanging over there?”

“Yes Sir.”

“Bring that back over here when you bring the beer.”

Master John took the beer and put it on the table.  He took the paddle and turned it over in his hands.  “Got your name on it and everything.  She paddle your ass when you’re bad?”

Bobbi nodded his head and said, “yes sir.”

Master John pushed the coffee table away from the couch.  “Take off the robe and get down on all fours.  I want to try it out.”

Bobbi opened his mouth to say something but closed his mouth after a look from Master John.  He took off the robe and laid it across the recliner. He was now naked except for the ubiquitous cock cage.  He got down to his knees and put his hands down on the carpet.

“Head down, ass up,” Master John commanded. 

Bobbi waited nervously.  He jumped when he heard Master John bring the paddle down hard on the couch.  Then he felt the wood of the paddle as Master John rubbed it on his ass.

“It’s got a nice feel to it.”  Whap.

Bobbi felt the sting and then another. 

Master John called out Bobbi’s infractions before each blow.

“Didn’t greet me in the correct kneeling posture.” Whap.

“Didn’t offer me a beer when I entered.” Whap.

“Withholding your girlfriend.”  Whap. Whap.

“Just because I feel like it.”  Whap.

Bobbi stayed there on the floor with his ass on fire.  He heard the beer being opened.

“Nice red sissy ass,” Master John said sounding pleased with himself.

“Get up Bobbi.”

Bobbi got up and Master John pulled the coffee table over and put his feet up.  He instructed Bobbi to take his shoes off which Bobbi did.  Master John stood, unzipped his jeans and took off his pants and shirt.

He sat back down and picked up his long rope of limp cock.  Holding it in hand he spread his legs and told Bobbi, “I think you know what you need to do now.”

Bobbi pulled the coffee table back for enough so that he could kneel in front of Master John with his feet still supported by the table.  He held the cock in both hands and licked the head.  He started to open his mouth to suck it when Master John stopped him.

“How much do you want to suck my cock, Bobbi?”

Bobbi licked his lips.  “I very much want to suck your cock Sir.”

Master John reached into his pocket and pulled out his phone and touched the screen with his fingers.  Then he positioned it so that it captured an image of Bobbi holding his cock.

“Let’s see how much.  Beg to suck it.”

“Please Master.  Please let me suck your cock.”

“More, go on.”

“Please Master, please.  I need your cock in my mouth.”

“Do you want my cum Bobbi.”

“Oh, yes Sir, Please.  I need your cum Sir.  I crave drinking your cum.”

“My cum is precious Bobbi.”

“Very precious Sir, Please, let me suck your cock and drink you wonderful cum.”

“What would you do if I let you suck me off.”

“Master, I would do anything if you’d let me suck it.  I need it in my mouth.”

“Anything Bobbi?”

Bobbi felt overcome with lust and a desire to suck his Master’s cock.  “Yes Sir, anything if I can have it in my mouth and drink Master’s cum.”

“You know what I really want, don’t you Bobbi.”

“Please Sir.  I just want to suck you off.  Please let me.”

“I want to fuck your girlfriend, Bobbi.”

“Please Sir, I can’t….”

“If you can’t then….”

“But Sir, please.  I need your cock.”

“You want to suck my cock.  If you needed it, then you’d do anything.”

“Please Sir, I’m begging you.”

“And you know what I want.”

“Okay Sir.  Just let me suck.”

“Say the words Bobbi.”

“Fuck my girlfriend.”

“Beg me to do that.  Beg for me to fuck Jennifer.”

“Oh God, please Sir.  Please fuck my girlfriend.  Please fuck Jennifer.”

“Do you really want me to Bobbi.”

“Oh yes Sir, please, please, I’m begging you.  Please fuck Jennifer.”

“Then go right ahead and suck my cock then.”

His lust seemed to increase with every round of begging until he was given permission. Then Bobbi opened his mouth and dove onto Master John’s cock which had itself grown more and more rigid as Bobbi begged.

Master John smiled and continued to look through the phone as Bobbi’s mouth slid back and forth wetly over his cock.  For another minute he watched as Bobbi hungrily licked and sucked on his cock until he put down his phone.  He reached down and put his hands on the sides of Bobbi’s head as it sucked up and down wetly on his cock.

Bobbi heard the door to the apartment as it opened.  He panicked and wanted to take his mouth off Master John’s cock, but his head was being held tightly and he could not do anything but continue to suck.

Bobbi moved his eyes wildly toward the door.  He saw Jennifer and Katherine walk in and Katherine closed the door quietly behind her.  Katherine was smiling and Jennifer’s face was a blaze of fury.  He struggled to get his head away, but Master John’s hands were a vise holding his head in place.

“Go ahead and finish Bobbi.  Don’t deprive the man of his blowjob. We’ll just watch and see what a good cocksucker you are.”

Master John moved his hips back and forth forcing an in and out movement of his cock in Bobbi’s mouth.  And then he began sucking the cock on his own.

“Would you like some wine?” Katherine asked. 

“I’d love some.”  Master John eased the pressure on Bobbi’s head tentatively at first to make sure that he would continue sucking.  Then he relaxed his hands after he saw Bobbi look up into his eyes telling him with a stern gaze that the hands could be replaced at any time if they were needed.

“I never would have believed it.  To offer me up.  Take those pics.”  Jennifer had sunk into the recliner.

Katherine looked at Master John and reached down and patted the top of Bobbi’s head.  “I’ll go and grab three glasses.  I’d get four but I believe Bobbi is occupied.”  She laughed and walked to the kitchen.

Bobbi let his mouth almost come off the cock but held the head in his mouth which he kissed and licked before it descended back down over the shaft.

Katherine returned with the glasses and the corkscrew.  “This is a celebration, so I made sure to get the good stuff.”

“I can’t believe he’d give me up like that.”

Katherine folded her legs under her and sat down on the carpet at Jennifer’s feet.  She reached up and took Jennifer’s hand.  “I told you he was a full-on sissy faggot and would do anything for cock.”

“I know. But I thought that I could keep him happy by fucking him and stuff.  Not have to go all the way.  And especially with doing that. If it had to be then not by cheating on me.”

“It’s okay.  He showed his true colors.”

“On video no less,” said Katherine with a laugh.

And with a smile that Bobbi couldn’t see Jennifer said, “I am so glad you introduced me to Master John yesterday.”

Katherine said, “I think you can see how that he might be able to help you with your sexual frustration.”

“I certainly can,” said Jennifer as if reading from a script. “He certainly has a wonderful cock.”

Jennifer continued, “It’s been so long since I’ve been fucked by a real man and his real man cock.”

“Well, I do hate not being a gentleman, but the truth is I’ve been wanting to fuck you for quite some time.”  Master John took his cock out so that it was fully in view and rubbed it over Bobbi’s face and then inserted it between his lips.  “And I’ve been wanting to more since I met you and then there were those pictures.

Jennifer moaned, “And I really need a good fucking.”

“Now I think we need to let Bobbi concentrate.”  Katherine laughed.  “He’s about to get his reward.”

Jennifer got up and walked over.  Bending near Bobbi’s head she said, “A good cocksucker always swallows bitch.”

Hands back on the side of his head, Master John began pumping into Bobbi’s mouth.  His cock slick from Bobbi’s saliva.  His cock deep as he could get in Bobbi’s mouth and then a hold and a moan.  Bobbi could taste the salty cum suddenly filling his mouth and flowing out through the sides.  Master John continuing with thrusts. 

And then Master John pulled his cock out and held it in front of Bobbi who began licking the cum off and brought his own hands up to sweep the cum into his mouth.

Bobbi swallowed and turned his head toward Jennifer, “I’m sorr…”

Jennifer cut him off with “not a word, you fucking sissy bitch faggot.”

Master John said, “I’ll need a few moments.”

Katherine said, “You just rest Sir.  I’m sure the sissy is as horny as hell and could use a good fucking.”

Jennifer walked over and grabbed the paddle.  “His ass could probably use a good warming up before it gets that good fucking.”

Addressing Bobbi, “head down ass up bitch faggot.”

Bobbi lowered his head and raised his ass up in preparation for what he knew was coming.

Jennifer delivered the first blow hard and without warning.

Bobbi felt the sting and cried out, but she hit him again and again.  He was crying but she held back for a moment.  He begged her “Please Jennifer, I’m sorry, please.”

“It’s going get worse bitch and I don’t want to hear it.  Shut the fuck up or I’ll beat you till you do.” 

Jennifer delivered another hard blow and Bobbi continued to whimper but that was it and she stopped for a moment.

Katherine sat on the couch and put her arm around Master John.

“Offer me up like I was yours to give somebody.” Whap.

“I’ll fucking give you up faggot.” Whap.

Katherine said, “Actually.” And Jennifer walked to her and they whispered.

“Sucked off some random dude in a chicken restaurant.” Whap.

“Said he had friends didn’t he John,” Katherine said, and Jennifer delivered the blow. Whap.

“Call him up and we’ll make it a party,” Jennifer said viciously. Whap.

Master John laughed, “Revenge is best served naked and spread eagled.”

Katherine laughed and Jennifer joined in.  And then another whap.

“Nothing turns me on like watching a white sissy get his ass beat,” observed Master John.

“You do say,” said Jennifer. Whap. Whap. Whap.

Bobbi was crying uncontrollably tears streaming down his face.  His ass burning bright red.

Jennifer dropped the paddle and reached over and grabbed Master John’s hand.  “Well don’t waste that wonderful hard cock.”

Master John got up.  He gripped Jennifer around the waist and hauled her off the ground and up against him.  He kissed her hard and walked with her toward the bedroom.

Before they disappeared, Katherine called out, “Bobbi’s crying cause he needs a good fucking too.  Mind if I borrow your strap-on.”

Jennifer waved her hand in a be my guest gesture and cried out, “Don’t worry Bobbi, Miss Katherine will take care of you.”  And then she disappeared with John into the bedroom.

Katherine walked over and slapped Bobbi on the ass with her hand.  Then another slap with her hand between his legs directly on his balls.  Bobbi cried out in sudden pain.  Katherine laughed and said, “An ass whipping’s nice but to really get your attention nothing like a few light taps on those sissy balls.” 

Katherine gave him another slap to the balls and said, “Now, where’s Miss Jennifer keep her fuck stick?”

Bobbi reached under the couch where he’d hidden the dildo and vibrator earlier. He brought them both up and handed the dildo to Katherine and placed the vibrator on the table.

“Nice.  How about the strap.”

Bobbi said, “Bedroom, I think.”

“Stay right there, bitch.”  Katherine gave another slap to his ass.  She retreated to the bedroom where Bobbi could hear Jennifer and Master John fucking.  And then a “don’t mind me” from Katherine.

Bobbi raised up on his arms as Katherine returned.  He waited as she adjusted the straps and dildo.  She picked up the vibrator and brought it up between his legs. She pressed the phallic head in between his balls and turned it on full.  His balls felt like they were being vibrated off him in a sudden violent way.  He was shaking and then it turned to waves of pleasure and pain.  He was left gasping and then she was moving it over his balls roughly and it was suddenly pain.

He was shaking when she shut it off.  Katherine walked over to one wall of the living room and turned around with the dildo on the strap jutting out in front of her.

“Crawl over here Sissy and beg for Miss Katherine’s cock.”

Bobbi began crawling.  “Please Miss Katherine.  Please I need your cock.”

“You want to suck my cock don’t you faggot.”

“Yes Miss Katherine.  Please.  I want to suck your cock.” 

Bobbi knelt in front of Katherine and she held the dildo down toward his mouth.

“Suck my cock bitch.”

Bobbi opened his mouth and the dildo slid in and he was sucking.  Back and forth.  Up and down.  Dildo slick and wet from his spit.

“Your boyfriend sure is a good cocksucker,” Katherine called out.

Laughter returned from the bedroom in response.

Katherine held a jar of lubricant out to Bobbi.  “Grease me up boy.”

Bobbi took the jar from her and opened it.  He stuck his fingers into the lubricant and began applying it to the fake cock.  He worked his hands onto the dildo making it shine with the lubricant all the while looking up at Katherine in shame, embarrassment, and a naked sexual need that overpowered him.

“Please fuck me, Miss Katherine.  Please,” he pleaded.

She moved behind him and he felt the large lubricated head slide up between his ass cheeks as she searched for his opening.  She felt what she wanted and pressed and then pressed even harder.

“I like my bitches tight.” Katherine said as she felt his resistance giving way.  And then the head was in and she shoved harder.

Bobbi felt himself giving way as it slid into him filling him.

She pulled back and then shoved it in deeper.  He felt her chest against his back, her breasts pressing into him as she pulled back and then in and she was fucking him.

She moved her chest from his back as she began thrusting. His face wet with tears again.  He felt pain and then pleasure.

“Fuck me.  Miss Katherine.  Fuck me.”

And she was.  Was fucking him.  Harder.  “Been waiting for this you little cunt.”

“God fuck me fuck me god harder fuck me,” Bobbi cried.

“Cumming you bitch.  Cumming.” And Katherine was pressing the dildo into him and she was collapsing onto his back.  She reached underneath him and took his nipples into her hands and pinched hard.

Bobbi was crying and shuddering under her and Katherine felt his convulsions.

A call from Jennifer in the bedroom.  “We need clean up Bobbi.”

Katherine gave another plunge into him and then pulled out.  “Go.  Mistress calls. Dinner time, I bet. Fuck you later.”  She laughed and slapped his ass hard.

Bobbi started to get up but stumbled. He got back to his knees and crawled into the bedroom to see Master John lying on his back with his cock messy with his cum and Jennifer’s wetness.  She lay with her legs spread dangling over the side of the bed.

“Him first, sissy.  Let me watch you clean your Master’s cock.”

Bobbi crawled to Master John who swung his legs over the side of the bed and allowed Bobbi to crawl between them.  He began by licking his cock and then kissing and licking the fluid from his balls.  Now his lips and tongue ran over his cock licking and sucking the slimy mess into his mouth and swallowing as he went. 

“And now your Mistress,” Master John ordered.

Bobbi moved over between Jennifer’s legs.

She looked into his eyes and with a wide smile she said, “he left you a present.”

Bobbi bent down and took a long lick and said, “Thank you Sir.”

And then he placed his face against her pussy and began licking and sucking.

Jennifer moaned and brought her thighs up against his head and reached down to touch his head and pulled him into her.

Bobbi’s tongue explored her pussy and licked and sucked at the cum and liquid swallowing and licking and sucking more.  His tongue played with her clit and he felt her shudder. He looked up at how wonderful her body looked from this angle.

Jennifer reached down and played with his hair.  “Lick me good Sissy.”

“It’s better that there’s a real man to fuck me now don’t you think.”

Bobbi licked and moaned his approval.

“Best you found your true place,” she purred.

“Good, sissy, think I’m done for now. I just want to lie here in the glow of my good fucking.”  Jennifer raised her leg and cuddled onto Master John’s chest.

Bobbi sank to the floor tasting the juices of his Master and Mistress on his lips.

Katherine walked in and slid into the bed next to Master John.  Jennifer was curled up next to him on the other side.  She stuck one foot off the edge.

“That’s enough rest Bobbi.  Get that tongue into gear and come over here and lick me.  Miss Katherine needs your attention.”

Bobbi got up but stayed on his knees as he crawled over to Katherine.  He put his face into her pussy and started licking as her leg curled up over his shoulder.  His tongue tasted her and noticed similarities and differences between the two women. Of course, Jennifer’s pussy had the added taste of cum. Katherine lowered her hands and grabbed his hands and moved them to her breasts.  He began squeezing and fondling as he licked.

Katherine moved her hands over and began gently touching Master John’s cock.  She felt it respond to her touch and she began kissing the side of his neck as she slowly began to stroke his cock.  The feel of Bobbi’s tongue caused her to moan just as she whispered something to him.

Master John laughed.  “I think sometimes you expect too much of me, but I always seem to be ‘up’ for more.  And you are right.  I do need to take ownership of my property.”

“Bobbi,” he commanded, “go get the lube.”

Katherine pushed him away from between her legs.  He got up and walked into the living room.  He could see the recently used dildo on the floor covered with lube and the mess from his being fucked by Katherine.  He took the jar back into the bedroom.

Master John lay on his back with his erection rigid before him like his scepter.  He smiled and said, “Bobbi, I’m going to fuck you.  Are you ready for this?”  He took his hand and slowly stroked his cock up and down.

“I don’t know Sir.”

“Honest answer,” Master John laughed, “but you don’t have a choice in the matter, do you sissy.”

“No Sir,” Bobbi answered. 

“Then get up here and kiss my cock and ask for your fucking like a good little slut.”

Bobbi crawled forward onto the bed and kissed the cockhead as Master John held it out to him.”

“Please fuck me Sir.”

“More begging, faggot.”

“Please Sir, fuck me.  I need your hard cock in me.  Please fuck your sissy Sir.”  Bobbi kissed Master John’s dick.  “Please Sir.  Please Master.  Please fuck me.”

“What do you think, Jennifer, should I fuck your boyfriend?”

“My bitch faggot boyfriend needs a good fucking.”  Jennifer offered cruelly, “I give him to you to fuck just like he was giving me away. Make him a real sissy.”

Katherine joined in with a laugh. 

Master John rolled to the side of the bed with Katherine moving out of his way.  The two women got up when he ordered Bobbi onto the bed. 

“Put on plenty of lube and then roll over,” he ordered.

Bobbi complied and he lay on his stomach after making Master John’s cock shiny with lube.

He felt Master John’s cock sliding up his ass cheeks and felt the head being positioned against his hole.  He felt the cock being pressed against his hole once, twice, and a third pressing when his hole opened slightly, and he felt Master John’s cock stretching him.

Bobbi took a deep breath as he felt his hole getting wider and even more painfully wide until Master John with a quick push entered him and kept going and then Bobbi cried out.  Master John pulled out and then back in and then was fucking him in long swift strokes. 

Master John reached up and under his chest and pulled on his nipples and Bobbi whimpered in pain.

Katherine on one side of him said, “Just what a girl dreams about, am I right Bobbi?”

Bobbi answered with a moan.

On his other side, Jennifer said, “You sure look like you like being fucked, bitch.”

Master John kept fucking, slowing down with more powerful thrust and then speeding up and varying the rhythm. 

Quickening his pace Master John told Bobbi, “Beg for it bitch. Beg for my cum.”

“Please Master.  I need it.  Need your cum.  Please, oh god.”

“Take it bitch,” Master John grunted as one final push he was in fully and cumming. Bobbi felt the warm liquid running down his thighs.

Bobbi felt Master John’s cock leave him and then heard the order.

“Clean me up bitch.  Taste my cum and taste your own ass.”

Bobbi obeyed and licked the filthy grimy cock clean of the mess.  He looked up at Master John and before collapsing on the bed said, “Thank you Master.”

27

Bobbi got up the next morning feeling like a whole new man or rather sissy.  He no longer felt any need to hide the desires he had tried hard to suppress in the past.  He felt fulfilled in a new way.  He felt that he had reformed and could now accept his new role.

Jennifer had a different understanding.  She felt a sense of power that was new to her.  She knew that Master John had set it up so that she would understand her role in this new system that he was bringing about.  She had long accepted that he was her Master and that all black men were her superiors.  He had told her that black women would also be her superiors and that he would begin teaching her that part of her new role.  But for now, she had to accept that her former boyfriend was her new slave and inferior to her.  She was also finding it difficult to temper her feelings over Bobbi’s transgressions and not just the recent ones. 

But with the responsibilities of ownership there was also delight in having a slave.  Breakfast in bed was one.  Bobbi brought her a tray with coffee and a toaster pastry.

Jennifer sat up in bed.  She was naked and pulled the sheet up as she still felt a chill from the morning air.  She set the tray to the side and sipped her coffee.  She patted the bed indicating that Bobbi take a seat.

“Bobbi, I do appreciate the initiative you showed by bringing me breakfast.  But as a proper sissy slave, you do really need to learn how to cook.”

Looking crestfallen, Bobbi said, “I thought you’d like it Jennifer, I mean Miss Jennifer.”

“Oh, I do Bobbi.  I just think you can do better.  If you had brought this to Master John, you’d already be receiving your first spanking of the day.”

“I will try to do better Miss Jennifer.”

“You’ll do much more than try Bobbi.  Now, I want to tell you about our plans for the day although I do have some disappointing news.”

Bobbi listened attentively.  “Disappointing.”

“I was going to have Miss Katherine over and she was going to bring over Billie.  Unfortunately, it will just be Miss Katherine.  Billie seems to have had a relapse.

“Relapse?” asked Bobbi not understanding.

“Yes, a trying time for Katherine.  All her work and he decided that he was not a sissy and that things had gone too far.  He was going to reassert himself and ‘be a man.’  Demanded that she give him the key to his chastity cage.”

“So, Billie’s not going to be a sissy like me.”

“Oh of course he is silly.  He’s a white male like you and that means that he simply has to be sissified.”  Jennifer took Bobbi’s hand and patted it.  “It’s just going to take him a little longer.”

“So, she was able to go back to training him?”  Bobbi asked.

“No, Bobbi, he had to be taken to a special place for reluctant and relapsed sissies.  I wanted to tell you so that you’d understand and remember if you ever start to backslide.”

Bobbi looked at her his eyes open wide.

“It’s not a good place but it is necessary.  He was taken to a special cabin in the woods.  Master John owns it.  He is undergoing a special course with the aid of Master John and several of his friends.  It is quite intensive.  It will be difficult for him, but he is guaranteed to be better when he leaves.  He may however take some time to recover from some of the methods they are forced to use.  I’m sure they’ll do as little damage as possible.  It is all for his benefit in the end and only proper that he understand and accept his proper role.”

“I hope he’s okay Miss Jennifer.”

“He will be Bobbi, but I do want you to remember what can happen to sissies who try to relapse into thinking of themselves as men.  Do you understand Bobbi?”

“Yes, Miss Jennifer,” he felt himself shudder inwardly as he thought about Billie’s weekend in the woods.

“Now, Miss Katherine will be over later, and we need to take you shopping for a few things.  This morning, I want you to clean this apartment.  I don’t want Katherine coming over and finding my sissy keeps a sloppy house.”

Bobbi was ready when Miss Katherine arrived.  Miss Jennifer had allowed him to pick out his own panties. He had chosen the black pair that were accented with pink piping round the leg and waist openings with a delicate matching filigree along the sides.  She also had allowed him the use of a short lavender half robe that reached only to the top of his thighs.

He had cleaned the kitchen and bedroom saving the living room to the last when he could work in there while awaiting Katherine’s arrival.  He had attended his Mistress in her bath, and she had told him how much she loved the long soaking and scented air of the candles.

Bobbi did feel himself getting aroused or as aroused as he was capable with the cage still restricting him from getting an erection.  He had patted her dry with towels and thought how lucky he was to have such a beautiful Mistress although he had trouble suppressing his memories of how wonderful it had been to have had such a beautiful girlfriend.  But that was all in the past and he consoled himself that he now had a wonderful Mistress as well as a wonderful Master.

Mistress had gently touched and caressed his balls when she had climbed out of the tub.  She smiled when he had moaned as she assured him that he would adjust to seeing her naked. She promised him that when he was good, she would still be having sex with him but that his little dick would no longer be at the center of things. 

He nodded submissively when she told him that he would become a much better pussy licker and get plenty of practice.  And now that he was a sissy, she would be the one doing the penetrating with her dildo. 

He answered, “Yes, Miss Jennifer.” In a way that showed he was still practicing in order to keep from simply calling her Jennifer.  After his Mistress was dressed and relaxed, reading the paper and waiting on her guest, Bobbi showered and shaved what he could to avoid any unsightly stubble on his body or face. He had taken the floral scented lotion Jennifer had given him and rubbed it over his body to make his skin both soft and fragrant.

He rinsed the tub when he was done and was attending to the living room. He was busily taking care of any of Mistress’s needs when the knock on the door came.  He looked through the peephole and saw it was Miss Katherine.

He was ordered to let her in.  He opened the door and wishing to make his Mistress proud of her sissy, he kneeled before her and said, “Welcome Miss Katherine” and placed his face to the ground in front of her feet.

Katherine raised a foot and Bobbi kissed it and then followed with the other.

Katherine looked down at Bobbi and then at Jennifer and clapped her hands.  “What an excellent sissy you have Jennifer.”

Jennifer smiled and seeing this Bobbi’s heart felt love for his Mistress.

It was a nice day and Jennifer and Katherine sat on the patio for lunch.  Bobbi served the sandwiches they had ordered.  He felt nervous being outside and kept his robe wrapped tightly around him as he served the two women. 

They seemed to enjoy Bobbi’s anxiety and insisted that he stay with them while they ate “in case they needed anything.”

“Have you heard anything about Billie,” asked Jennifer.

“Yes, the weekend was quite successful.  But he’ll need time to recover.  He’s at home resting.”

Jennifer nodded her approval.

“Poor thing needed a stitch or two.  And he’s having trouble getting around right now.  But I will say that he is no longer defiant and has become quite manageable.”

Jennifer turned to Bobbi.  “We should go see him.  You could take him flowers.  I’m sure he’d appreciate that.”

Katherine pouted.  “What about me?  I’m the one suffering.  No sissy to fuck.”  She turned and winked at Bobbi.  “I think I might get the Mistress equivalent of blue balls.”

“There’s no need for that.”  Jennifer smiled.  “Feel free to use mine when you get the urge.  He loves a good fucking.  Isn’t that right Bobbi?”


“Yes Miss Jennifer,” Bobbi said looking around and noticing how exposed this patio was to the patios of the other apartments.

Jennifer reached out and touched Katherine’s arm.  “I was hoping that Bobbi could start this new sissy school Master John talked about, but that doesn’t make sense unless Billie can go to.”

Katherine said, “Oh, I suspect the little sissy will be up and around in a couple of days.  Maybe not fully able to participate in some activities at least at first.”

Bobbi wanted to ask a question but was unsure about how to ask so he tentatively raised his hand.

“Yes, Bobbi,” Jennifer said giving permission.

“Miss Jennifer, what is sissy school?”

“Well,” said Jennifer smirking.  “A school is a place where you learn so a sissy school would be….”

“A place to learn sissy stuff.”

“You have such a smart sissy,” laughed Katherine.  “He’ll do very well in school.”

“Yes, but poor thing has nothing to wear and the first day of school is coming up.  Think we can take the sissy shopping?”  Jennifer asked.

“I’d be delighted Mistress Jennifer,” said Katherine brightly.  “I know just the place.  A second- hand shop where he won’t have to spend much money.  Master John has a friend who runs the place.”

Jennifer saw a look of confusion on Bobbi’s face.  “You can’t go to sissy school in your male clothes of course.  You’ll need to be more sissy- like to be there.  Won’t do for you to look too male.  So, I’m thinking a few dresses for school days.”

“Dresses?” Bobbi gulped.

“Yes, dresses of course, but we’ll see.”  Jennifer looked at Bobbi sternly.  “Unless you think we need to stop by and see how Billie is doing.  Maybe have him tell you about his time at the cabin.”

“Miss Jennifer,” Bobbi said with a slight tremble in his voice.  “I’d love to go shopping.”

“I thought you might,” laughed Jennifer.

“Smart sissy,” said Katherine.
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To say that Bobbi was a reluctant shopper would be an understatement.  He entered the shop with both women behind him feeling each of their hands as he was propelled forward.  They found a young twenty-something salesgirl.  She was short and slender with a pale complexion and a bored look as there were not many customers.  She was putting dresses on hangers when they approached.

“Hi, I’m Katie can I help you?”

Katherine smiled and stepped forward.  “Yes Katie.  Is Miss Diedre around?”

“She’s in the back.  I can get her, or you can follow me.”

“We’ll just follow you back and then maybe you’ll be able to help us with our special needs.”  Katherine emphasized and drew out the words. special needs.

With a puzzled look, Katie led them to a room near the back where a large black woman was going through boxes and writing on a clipboard.

“Miss Diedre,” said Katherine.  “You were recommended by John.”

“Yes, he did call.  Come here Katie.”  Miss Diedre took Katie under her arm and faced Jennifer, Katherine and Bobbi.

“I’m not sure,” started Katherine, “did John explain the misfortune my friend Jennifer has experienced.”

“Yes, he did call me, and I was expecting you.”  She reached forward with her other hand and touched Jennifer on her arm.  “And you must be Jennifer?”

“Yes, and this is…” Jennifer started.

“Bobbi, yes I understand.”  Miss Diedre looked Bobbi up and down slowly finishing with a stern look that made him look down at his shoes. 

“I found him cheating on me and…” Jennifer stopped and looked at Bobbi and then at Miss Diedre.

“Cheating boyfriend,” and she looked at Katie.  “See, it does happen to other girls.  And I am so glad you are here dear.”  She reached and put her hand on Bobbi’s shoulder.  “This is why I called you into work today.  To see how we treat offending males.”

Katherine looked sympathetically at Katie.  “Did it happen to you too dear?”

Going from depressed to angry, Katie looked at Bobbi and then at Katherine.  “Yes, and I confided to Miss Diedre and she said that her friend, John, would be a big help.”

“He certainly will be,” said Jennifer.

Katherine jumped in with, “I’ll be bringing my boyfriend in later this week if it’s okay with you, Miss Diedre.”

Miss Diedre laughed.  “Katie, sounds like you are going to become an expert in disciplining cheating boyfriends.”

Katie smiled and looked at Miss Diedre who smiled back at her.  Then she turned and looked at Bobbi and he felt the cold anger of her look.

“Does he know what he’s looking for?” Katie asked.

“She’s looking for, Katie.”  Miss Diedre looked at Katie and then pointed at Bobbi.  “First lesson.  Cheating boyfriends have lost their right to their maleness, their man card as it were.  Real men don’t cheat.  So, the correct pronouns, she, her, etc.”

Katherine laughed loud enough for the few other customers to hear and Jennifer smiled.

“Does she know what she’s looking for?”  Katie asked smirking.

“Bobbi’s going to be starting sissy school this week and she could use a few outfits to get her started. What do you suggest?”   Jennifer looked at Katie and then at Miss Diedre.

Miss Diedre said, “Katie.  Sissy school is where Bobbi will be sissified and feminized in recognition of her true role.  She will learn how to be more feminine and how to satisfy the needs and urges of real men.”

“Follow me.” Miss Diedre led them in a procession and asked over her shoulder as they walked, “how is she fixed for undergarments.”

Jennifer following said, “She already has some panties but that’s it.”

Miss Diedre said, “No bras?”

Bobbi stuttered, “Bras?” and was ignored.

“This is a secondhand store so we don’t have a very wide selection of new underwear, but I would suggest that she learn to start wearing one. Later, you can decide on things such as falsies, or breast enhancement, but at least get her started.”

“Katie, get your tape measure,” directed Miss Diedre.

Bobbi’s face grew red as Katie approached with the measure and Miss Diedre lifted his t-shirt to his neck.  Katie put the tape around his chest and took a measurement.

“First Katie,” Miss Diedre said addressing the salesgirl.  “Don’t worry about embarrassing a sissy.  Cheaters give up their right to privacy as far as I’m concerned.” 

She took the tape from Katie, “Need to take a tight measurement here,” Miss Diedre said drawing the tape tight across Bobbi’s chest and giving a number for Katie to write down.  “She’s starting out in sissy school and,” her hands rubbing across Bobbi’s nipples causing them to grow hard, “we’ll usually start to see a little development as the nipples get larger with repeated stimulation. A smaller size will help gather what’s there together and give at least a little bit of the illusion of cleavage.  More feminine you see.”

Miss Diedre turned to Jennifer, “do you mind.  She is in chastity, right?”

“Of course, Miss Diedre, go right ahead.”  Jennifer smiled at Bobbi.

Miss Diedre’s hands went down and undid the buckle of his belt and then undid the top button of his jeans. 

Bobbi began to step away from her and Miss Diedre gave a quick slap to his ass that stopped him.  She undid the zipper and swiftly pulled the jeans to his knees revealing his pink panties.

Miss Diedre said, “Pink. Simply perfect for a sissy.  Come here Katie and take a look.”

She pulled down Bobbi’s panties revealing his chastity cage.  He felt humiliated and in response his cock filled the cage.

“Always keep a sissy cheater in chastity.  Observe the size of his little penis.  Now, I’d like you to know that men often cheat to compensate for their small size and inability to please a woman.”

Miss Diedre continued, “And important for us in dressing her, we don’t have to worry about an unsightly bulge.”

“No, we don’t,” said Katie grinning.

“Get me a measure on hips and waist, Katie.” Miss Diedre said walking around Bobbi.

Katherine said, “I’ll go pick up a couple of bras.  And don’t worry, Bobbi, I’ll see if there’s something lacy in a nice color for you.”

Jennifer walked with Katherine to a display along a wall as they searched for the right size.  Katie gave Miss Diedre the measurements and she took a shopping basket and walked the store selecting items.

As they stood by themselves, Katie flicked Bobbi’s cage with her finger and said, “how did you find another poor woman to cheat on with that thing.”  She stood up and lifted Bobbi’s panties and pulled up and fastened his jeans.

“I did not cheat on her with some woman,” Bobbi said.

“Another man then.  Guess you already knew what you needed, right Sissy,” Katie said with a smirk.

Jennifer and Katherine approached with big smiles on their faces.  “Good news, Bobbi.  We did find a couple that I think will fit.”

“Not in the colors I would have liked to see, but we can always take her out shopping for bra’s later,” Katherine said.  “Billie is going to need a whole new wardrobe for her new look anyway.”

Bobbi could see Miss Diedre approaching with her shopping basket.  She suggested that they return to the area where they had first found her.  He was relieved that there was a little privacy.  His relief was short lived when they had him undress down to his panties and continued having fun at his expense.

When he had tried on a short dress, Jennifer had insisted that a “short dress was perfect.” She stopped and raised the back of the dress and whacked him twice on the ass.  Miss Diedre had then said that there was an advantage to their being short since sissies spend a lot of their time on their knees.  Katie had giggled at that when Katherine had used her hand to mimic giving a blowjob. 

Jennifer decided what she liked, and Bobbi reached for the pile of his folded clothes and she reached out and put a hand on his shoulder.  “I’m sure that Miss Diedre will be kind enough to let you wear something home.”

“I insist,” said Miss Diedre.  She pulled a pair of off-white slacks and a blouse that was a lighter shade of white. 

Miss Diedre handed Jennifer a black bra which she in turn handed to Bobbi.  He put on the bra and then the blouse and slacks. 

Katherine laughed and Jennifer smiled while Katie held her hand over her mouth and said, “no real girl would wear it like that, but it seems perfect for her.”

Bobbi looked down at his chest where the black bra was plainly visible through the white material.  He looked down and thought he could see his panties through the slacks but here the effect was more muted.

“I do think a sissy should look like a sissy,” said Miss Diedre as she led them to the front where Katie checked them out. 

As they were leaving an older white woman looked at Bobbi and then at Jennifer and said, “I would love to see my husband dressed like that.”

Jennifer smiled at her and then pointed at Katie and said, “go talk to that salesgirl and I’m sure she’ll take you to see the owner, Miss Diedre.  They were both extremely helpful.”

Jennifer and Katherine told him as she drove back to his apartment that sissy school would start the day after tomorrow when Billie would be able to attend. Jennifer told him that if he did well, they would be taking him out to get all new things.
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Miss Jennifer had told Bobbi the night before that today would be his first day of sissy school.  He had not been able to sleep.  He was aroused by fantasies which he lusted after alternating with floating fears and anxieties. 

She had spent the night out.  Bobbi was thinking that she had probably spent the night at Master John’s, but he did not know for sure.  He got up early for his first day of school and showered.  He had decided on the black panties with the pink lining and I thought that would best hide his chastity cage.  Bobbi put on a pair of jeans and a plain t-shirt and waited on her.  He received a text that she would be arriving shortly, so he turned on the news and waited.

Jennifer opened the door and pushed Billie in ahead of her.  He was wearing a pink ruffled blouse and a pair of white slacks with open toed sandals.  He was also wearing a look of complete dejection and defeat.  He mumbled, “Thank you Miss Jennifer,” as he entered.

Jennifer laughed when she saw him.  “It’s the very first day of sissy school and you’re dressed like that.  I don’t think so.”

She told Bobbi to strip and walked on through into the bedroom.  She emerged a few moments later carrying a handful of clothes and placed them on the bed.  Jennifer whirled a pair of panties on her finger.  “I thought a thong would leave a good impression with your teacher on your first day.”

“And who will that be Miss Jennifer,” Bobbi asked as she handed him the thong and the clothes.

“Never mind that for now, just try to be a nice obedient sissy on your first day.” She sat on the couch and pulled Billie down to sit beside her. 

Bobbi pulled off the panties he had on and placed them on top of the clothes he had taken off.  He pulled on the black thong. He hadn’t noticed the matching black bra.  Bobbi looked at Jennifer and he could tell that pleading with her that he be allowed to go without it would not have made a difference.  He pulled it on with the white blouse over it and buttoned it.  She instructed him to leave the top three buttons undone which allowed for glimpses of the bra as he moved around.  Pale pink slacks and open toed sandals completed his outfit.  He could see how the material of the blouse and pants did nothing to hide the darkness of the undergarments.

“Perfect,” announced Jennifer.

There was a light mist as they approached the car.  Before she opened the door, she stood for a moment shielding herself with her purse and complimenting them for looking like such nice sissies.  The mist-soaked Bobbi’s clothes, and he could see how transparent Billie’s outfit had become. He knew the same was true for him.  The sun was breaking through the clouds as they spoke, and he found himself chilled and looking forward to its warmth.

Jennifer drove and was nice enough to put on the heat when she saw them shivering.  Pulling the car up on the interstate she tried to engage Billie in conversation. but he remained polite but monosyllabic.  Addressing Bobbi, she told him that he should act like “Billie’s big Sis” as she was still healing mentally and physically from her rehab in the woods as she called it. 

He saw Jennifer putting on her turn signal to get off in what he thought of as a “bad neighborhood.”  Jennifer looked into the rearview mirror and smiled when she saw the scared look in his eyes.

“Master John made a decision that he would help improve this area of the city by opening his sissy school here.  And I think it was a brilliant idea.”

Billie stared out the window at some abandoned store fronts with graffiti on them while Bobbi forced out a “Yes, Miss Jennifer.”

“No better place than here to teach white males their basic inferiority to superior black men and women. It has many advantages as you’ll see.”

Jennifer pulled the car to the curb in front of what looked like an abandoned storefront.  There was no graffiti, but it looked like the glass in display windows had not been cleaned in ages and the aging green door looked like it might or might not open.

“In there?” Bobbi asked.

“Don’t be silly.”  Jennifer turned around to look at them.  “I don’t want to be one of those moms who embarrasses you by taking you right to the door.  It’s straight down the street,” turning slightly to point in the direction the car was facing, “a couple of blocks past that convenience store.”

Bobbi looked at Billie and saw a spark of fear in his eyes which seemed like the first bit of emotion he’d seen in his face. 

Words tumbled out of Bobbi’s mouth.  “Miss Jennifer, please.  It’s the first day.  Maybe after today. Please.”

Jennifer’s jaw was set, and her eyes were stern. Bobbi felt that there was an underlying joy in her as she listened to his pleading.  “Tell you what.  You can get out and walk as you have been told.  Or I can pull you both out of the car. Pull down your pants and whip your asses first and then you can walk down to the school like I asked in the first place. 

Billie obediently got out of his side of the car and Bobbi joined him by the driver’s side as Jennifer cranked down the window.  “Now here” and she held her hand out and pressed several dollars into his hand and then into Billie’s.

“You both need to get supplies for your first day.  Stop by that convenience store.  You’re each going to need a box of condoms.  Magnums of course.”

“Yes Miss Jennifer,” Bobbi said as he looked grimly ahead and was just thinking that if he could make it a few steps, and then he’d get through this and could find some safety at the sissy school.  There’s a thought that never would have occurred to him earlier, “seeking safety at the sissy school.”

Billie and Bobbi started walking.  The sun was helping to dry out their clothes, and they were not quite as transparent as before. But they were far from opaque.  A car horn blared behind them.  He turned and Jennifer had stuck her head out the window, “Oh, and hold hands,” she called out. “Just to be safe.”  She was laughing as she rolled the window up and drove off down the street.

Bobbi looked around and saw an old black man on a porch looking at them his attention drawn by the horn.  A man crossing the street ahead them with a bag of groceries looked at them before putting the bag on the trunk of his car. He continued to stare as he fished his car keys from his pocket.

Holding Billie’s hand Bobbi crossed the street in front of the convenience store.  Two men were sitting on the concrete walkway in front of the store.  He heard the sudden end of their conversation and felt their eyes follow them as he pulled opened the door pushing Billie inside while one of the men muttered “faggots?!”

Bobbi was glad he was holding Billie’s hand.  He wanted to tremble, and the feeling of his hand kept him from visibly shaking.  They waited as the man in front of them made a purchase of a couple of tall boys.  He turned to leave and saw them for the first time and said, “Fuck.”

Being scared raised the pitch of Bobbi’s voice and he said in a higher voice than normal, “We’d like a couple of boxes of condoms, please, Sir.”

The cashier raised up from his chair to reach a shelf over his head and he laughed.  “Need some lube too.”

“No Sir, Just the condoms, umm, magnums please.”

The man who had bought the beer said, “that’s all they carry in this neighborhood” and he laughed at his own joke. 

A man rubbing a coin on a scratch-off said, “Lou, they got new ones now, magnum extra black.”

The man behind the counter took Bobbi’s money.  Bobbi took the bills that Billie had gripped tightly in his hand and handed that over.  He took the small bag checking to see the boxes inside.  He told the man, “keep the change Sir.” Bobbi took Billie’s hand to leave.

The man who had by now finished his scratch-off smiled at them as they opened the door to leave.  “Don’t forget the stuffing?”

Confused, Bobbi looked at him.  “Stuffing?”

“Stuffing for the condoms.  I think I got some out back.”  The man and the cashier burst out in laughter.  Bobbi took Billie’s hand and hurried out the door.

They were still holding hands when they trotted across the street to a low brick building with no painted sign.  There was a cardboard sign with the words, Sissy School in pink. The Place for White Males to Learn their Place in black underneath.  And at the bottom of the sign was a lipstick imprint in red that looked like whoever had written the sign had kissed it before putting in in the window.

Katherine was holding the door open for them and smiling.  She ushered them through the door as she waved at a black man walking down the street who turned to look as Bobbie and Billie entered.

“Hello Miss Katherine,” Bobbi and Billie said echoing each other.

“Good Morning Girls,” said Katherine as she closed the door and looked at the parking lot.  She saw Jennifer pull her car into a parking space and held the door for her as she entered.

“Let me show you around your new school,” Katherine said as she took the lead followed by Jennifer.

They walked from the reception area down a long hallway to a row of pink lockers.  Katherine opened a locker and said, “You each get your own locker and can even put your name on it. There’s some glitter you can use. You can use it to store personal items, clothes, make-up, toys etc.”

Jennifer slid off to the side and paused in a doorway and announced that “this is the exercise room.”  It was a large open area with rolled up mats in the corner and a sink and refrigerator at the other end.  “It’s also where you’ll be able to take meals and refreshments.  We’ll be back here in a minute.”

Continuing down the hall they came to a door with the word, ‘Sissies’ on it with the bathroom icon for female on it.  Katherine said, “a place for you girls to do your business.  No urinals of course.  No locks and anyone may enter.  There is also a large shower room further in.  And girls, do not use the cubicles in your restroom.  There are open toilets for you.  The cubicles are there for training purposes.”

Jennifer piped in, “Like giving a blow job in a cubicle or giving up your boy pussy in one.”

“Foot placement is key,” laughed Katherine.

As they backed into the hallway, Katherine added, “Of course, one of your first lessons is that all sissies pee sitting down.”

“Like good little girls.”  Jennifer smiled and led them further down the hall to a room marked ‘Guests.”

Katherine said, “This is very special room.” 

She opened the door to a small room with several chairs pulled up to a wall that was divided by a mirror that covered the top half while the bottom half was plain plaster and had numerous holes in it. There was a door at one end of the room.

Jennifer walked down the mirror lined wall to the door and opened it.  Katherine said that this was the glory hole room and that the mirror was special and would allow those on the other side to see into the room. 

And then they heard a loud chime that repeated several times before stopping.  A black dildo emerged from one of the holes.  The dildo wiggled up and down and from side to side and was then withdrawn.  Jennifer walked through the door at the end of the room still holding the dildo.

Katherine continued, “There’s a special guest entrance on the outside of the building.  It will be unlocked for much of the time you are here.  When the chime sounds you are to come here and take care of our guests.  Think of yourselves as our ambassadors as we try to foster good community relations.”

Jennifer said, “That of course is what you do if you’re alone.  If there is a Master or Mistress with you they will give you orders as to whom is delegated for this particular task There is also a special sliding table and booth on the other side of that door that will accommodate a female guest and we will both be demonstrating that to you as part of your orientation today.”

“But for now, you two, go back to the workout area.  There are a couple of matching leotards for you.  Time for yoga and aerobics so you both can work on your figures.”  Katherine snickered as she led them back up the hallway.

Billie smiled for the first time when he and Bobbi were getting the pink leotards from their respective lockers. 

“I’m sorry this is happening to you,” he said, “but I am glad there is someone besides me that it’s happening to.”  Billie held out his arms and Bobbi hugged him.

“Now, kiss.” Jennifer commanded coming out of the exercise room.  “Or better yet come in here and kiss.”

Jennifer led them to the exercise room where she pulled open the blinds, “let’s get some light in here.”

Bobbi saw that the window was right on the sidewalk next to the street and any passersby would be able to see directly into the room.

Katherine wheeled a television monitor to the front of the room.

Jennifer turned and faced the two sissies.  “I did mean it you know.  It’s good for sissies to learn to show affection to each other.  Helps rub off more of that maleness you tend to try and hang onto.  So, kiss each other,” she commanded, “and put some tongue in it.”

Bobbi and Billie faced each other.  Bobbi felt awkward about kissing his friend, but Billie had no resistance to commands and his tongue was in Bobbi’s mouth.  Bobbi sucked on Billie’s tongue and swirled his own around it and he seemed to automatically drop his hand to put it on Billie’s ass.

“Enough,” said Jennifer.

“Get a room,” laughed Katherine. 

The two Mistresses insisted that Bobbi and Billie strip in the room where they were visible to the street before donning their leotards.  Then they played exercise videos and had the sissies follow exercise routines while they walked around them and shouted instructions.  Jennifer seemed to enjoy having them do downward facing dog where her words were “get those boy pussies up in the air, high, higher, like you need a fucking.” 

Katherine had them practice their kneeling. Going down on their knees and back up and then down again. She told them they would find this to be an ‘extremely useful skill.’

Then came thirty minutes of cardio with a dance video that had both Mistresses doing belly laughs as neither sissy was very coordinated.

Wiping tears from her eyes, Jennifer said, “Well at least you burned a few calories.”

Bobbi and Billie rested on their mats when Katherine called them over to the kitchen area.  She pulled two condoms from the refrigerator and took a bottle down from the cabinet.

“Put the condom on your skin and let it warm up.  It’s black cum.  Best thing for a white sissy.”

Jennifer said, “Community donations and soon you’ll be helping collect them.”

“Once it’s warmed up and I know your anxious to drink the cum, but it is so much better at body temperature.  Use it to wash down these sissy vitamins,” Jennifer continued.

“What’s in the sissy vitamins?” Bobbi asked.

When Jennifer looked at him with narrowed eyes, Bobbi said submissively, “What’s in my sissy vitamins, Miss Jennifer?”

“Stuff sissies need.  Female hormones, things to counteract those nasty hormones your little sissy balls put out.”

Katherine joined her and said, “I told you that castration would be easier.”

The Mistresses both smiled as the sissies gulped down the pills and then took the condoms and using their fingers held them over their upturned mouths as they squeezed out the contents and swallowed.

“Thank you, Miss Jennifer,” Bobbi said.

“Thank you, Miss Katherine,” Billie said.

“Well, Miss Katherine,” said Jennifer, “I think it would be appropriate to show our two sissies the discipline area.  I forgot when we were giving them the tour.”

“Excellent idea, Miss Jennifer.  I know that I could use a little warm-up before we continue their other lessons.”

Again, the Mistresses had them both disrobe completely, and Billie and Bobbi stood naked except for their chastity cages.  Jennifer and Katherine stood at the full glass window that was the entire side of the room and looked up and down the street.

“I was so hoping for an audience,” said Jennifer in a disappointed tone.

“Don’t be worried, this sissy school is new and in this neighborhood I’m sure it’ll draw a crowd,” Katherine reassured her.  “For now, let’s practice putting on a good show.”

Katherine smiled as she walked over where she was joined by Jennifer.

Billie and Bobbi stood in similar postures.  One hand covering their cages and another across their chests.  They were both plainly visible through the window and Bobbi saw a car passing along the street.  Jennifer was dangling a pair of handcuffs she had brought from a row of shelves at one end of the room.  She took one of Bobbi’s hands and snapped the cuff over his wrist. He saw Katherine cuff Billie.

Jennifer pulled Bobbi to a padded bench along the wall. “Drag this over next to the window,” she said.  “Where there’s plenty of light.”

Katherine took Billie by his shackled wrist and led him to the pull-up bar and had him throw the handcuff over the bar.  She pulled up a chair and stood on it while she cuffed his other wrist.  Billie now stood with his hands cuffed over his head to the bar. 

Jennifer smiled. “Billie, I can cuff your ankles too if need be, but I don’t think that will be necessary, but I do want you to spread your legs.”

Billie complied and then Katherine walked over to Bobbi and had him kneel at the end of the bench.  “I want you to lie on the bench face down. No cuffs for now,”

“Yes Miss Katherine,” Bobbi replied and lay down on the bench with his ass up.  He spread his knees apart in response to the expected command.

“It is so nice when they seem to want it so badly,” said Katherine sarcastically.

“Horny bitch would probably spank herself if she could,” Jennifer said producing two rods.

Jennifer handed one rod to Katherine and then pulled on it to show how it telescoped out.  Katherine moved behind Bobbi where he could not see her, but he could see Jennifer standing behind Billie with the rod in her raised hand.

“Now, Billie, I am going to give you three swats.  I want you to thank me by name after each one.”

Katherine’s voice behind him.  “Same for you, Bobbi.”

He saw Jennifer raise the rod and strike Billie’s ass and he cried out, “Thank you Miss Jennifer.”

Bobbi tensed for what he knew was coming and then the pain as Katherine struck his ass with her rod.  “Thank you, Miss Katherine.”

Twice more it was repeated with a ‘thank you Miss Katherine’ at the end.

Bobbi saw Jennifer drag the chair over and she climbed up and released Billie.  While he watched and waited for the command to rise, he felt the rod as Katherine ran it over and between his cheeks as she used it to probe into his ass.

“This is so much fun,” said Katherine.  “You may get up Bobbi.  For now.”

The two sissies were allowed to put on panties and bras. They were presented with their school uniforms which were short skirts, white knee-hi stockings and ruffled blouses that had “Sissy School” written across the chest.  The blouses were tight and only fit with the top buttons undone.

Jennifer explained that during the academic part of the day they would learn various facts about black history and culture.  All the courses would be from an Afro-centric perspective to help them overcome their previous education which had been based upon white supremacy.  These courses would instead teach them the truth of black supremacy and aid in their acceptance.

Katherine rolled in a slide projector and turned it on.  She flipped the clicker as the sissies saw side by side comparisons of white and black male anatomy.  There were statistical slides showing average penis sizes for both races and sexual satisfaction surveys showing women were happier with partners with large penises. 

There were testimonials in a short film played on a screen at the front of the room where white sissified males told how much happier both they and their wives were since they had accepted their submissive roles.

Jennifer announced that she had to cut the lecture short as they had taken so much time with orientation, but that future classes in biology would include the superiority of cum production and potency in the black male.

Bobbi could see Billie becoming fidgety.  He felt it himself.  Seeing all those big black cocks will do that to a sissy. He wondered if there would be a nice reward if he did well at school.

The lunch consisted of a single diet shake meal substitute.  Sissies were weighed beforehand, and the weights were posted on a white board.  They were informed that there would be a weigh-in before every meal. 

Katherine explained, “a slender sissy is a sexy sissy and would be more pleasing to their masters.”  She lectured them on avoiding snacking and making sure they stuck with their diets when they were at home. 

Jennifer saw the look on Bobbi’s face and knowing how much he used to eat patted him on the shoulder and said, “Don’t worry, Bobbi, you can have all the black cum you can drink. High in sissy nutrients and extremely low in calories.”

“And taking it from the source re-enforces the bond between the sissy and her Master,” Katherine added.

After lunch, Billie and Bobbi put on headphones and laid down on the mats in the exercise room. They were even encouraged to nap while an audio played.  It was soothing sleep-inducing music alternating with different voices designed to make them more subservient.  Jennifer called it sissy hypnosis.  She said they would make them even more desirous of having big black cocks in their mouths and their boy pussies.  Bobbi only knew that he fell asleep and woke up horny as hell and wishing the bell would ring announcing that someone had decided to take advantage of the glory hole room.

He rolled over and saw that Billie was still asleep and to rouse him Katherine resorted to swatting him once between the legs with the discipline rod.  He woke up quickly and his hands shot down to his balls.  Bobbi was grateful that he was not such a heavy sleeper.

Jennifer announced, “This is where you will learn and practice one of the most important skills a sissy can acquire.  The art of the blow job.”

“Can’t be a good sissy without it,” Katherine grinned as she played with a laptop that controlled what was on the television screen.  The video showed sissies kneeling before their black masters and taking their cocks in their mouths, but then it switched to a sissy giving instruction.

In the meantime, Jennifer had taken large black dildos and attached one of them to a pole that was a part of the chin-up bar. She attached another dildo to the other bar.  Both were attached at the base, so the bulbous tip was pointed outwards.

Billie and Bobbi walked over to the poles and knelt.  Jennifer and Katherine adjusted their heights until they were mouth high for each of them.

On the television, the sissy would demonstrate where to kiss and lick and how to breathe when taking in more and more of the dildo she was using on the screen. 

Jennifer and Katherine walked around the sissies as they sucked on the dildos each carrying a rod.  They would both spank them on occasion.  Often it seemed as random and Bobbi was thinking they did it to have something to do.  He did observe them both smiling as they did so.

Jennifer received a phone call while they were practicing their blow job skills and when she was done, she made an announcement.

“I’m very excited that Master John will be coming at the end of the week and he will bring some very special guests with him to tour the school.  So, you should work hard and practice, practice, practice.”

Katherine walked over and she spoke with Jennifer for several minutes.  Then they both walked back over, and Katherine said, “We’re going to need you two to practice your maid skills to get this place into shape.”

“And just maybe will have some special activities for you.”

Jennifer laughed, “Good to keep a sissy on her toes.”

Katherine added, “And on her knees, now practice.”

A couple of swats from the rods for each of them, and then they practiced on the dildos until the school day ended.
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Bobbi thought the next day would be more of the same.  But the day started with Jennifer presenting him with a new school outfit and she told him it would be his uniform for school.  The same short skirt and blouse.

“I bought several of outfits for you, but you will have to keep up with them and keep them clean.”  She smiled, “so every other day or so you’ll need to go down to the laundry room and do your laundry.”

She opened dresser drawers picking out his underwear for the day and added, “Of course, I’ve got all your boy clothes locked up for you to only use in some sort of extreme circumstance that requires you to impersonate a male, so you’ll have to pick some fem outfit to wear while doing your laundry.”

Jennifer threw a lacy white bra and matching panties on the bed.  “You’ll be getting plenty good at laundry as you’ll be doing mine as well.”

Bobbi pulled on the panties and then the bra that was too small that pulled his chest in from both sides suggesting cleavage.

“You’ll still get to do men’s laundry too.  Just won’t be your own.  The plan is to cut the day short and bring you and Billie over to do maid service at Master John’s this evening.” 

Jennifer picked up the blouse with Sissy School written on it and mused to herself, “I really need to talk to Katherine.  These will do for today but I’m thinking you and Billie need maid outfits to do the chores.”

Bobbi did not have to walk the last few blocks to school.  Instead Jennifer stopped at a popular coffee place near the apartment and insisted that he get a coffee for her.  People mostly kept to themselves while Bobbi stood in line while Jennifer took her seat at a table.  He heard a “take all day to figure out what its pronouns are” from someone behind him in line. And there were smiles and snickers as the barista called out his name ‘Sissy Bobbi’ which Jennifer had told him to use.  And one man stood in front of Bobbi blocking him when he was taking the coffee to Jennifer so he could make a joke about ‘coming to him if he wanted extra cream.’

She sipped her coffee very slowly and smiled as she watched the crowd enjoying the odd looks Bobbi was getting.  She made sure that he was seen in a subservient role as he opened first, the door of the coffee shop and then the car door. 

This morning Jennifer and Katherine got together and decided the sissies would do their yoga naked in front of the big window facing the street.  Bobbi rolled out of one of the poses and saw two young men in hoodies watching.  One grabbed his crotch and the other one followed his lead. 

“I think they deserve a show, don’t you Katherine,” Jennifer said.  She walked to a closet at the end of the room and Katherine followed her.  While they were gone one young man and then the other cupped their hands in front of their crotches as if they were presenting their cocks to the sissies.

Jennifer and Katherine returned wearing strap-ons and their ‘cocks’ bobbed as they walked.  Going into the kitchen they each grabbed a condom with a load of cum in it.  Jennifer walked up to Bobbi while Katherine approached Billie.

“Kneel sissy,” Jennifer ordered.  Bobbi knelt and she shook the large dildo at him.  “Now, yesterday you learned that white men like you have tiny little dicks.  And this just shows that even white women have bigger dicks than you do.”

“Now kiss it,” Jennifer said holding the dildo to his lips. 

Bobbi kissed it and his lips parted as the dildo entered his mouth.  Jennifer pulled back and said, “I know you’re eager to suck a cock but hold on.”

Taking the condom, she squeezed some cum out onto the head of the dildo and had him lick it off. 

“Don’t waste a drop, Bobbi.”

She let drops of cum dribble out onto her ‘cock’ and had Bobbi lick and suck it off.  He saw from the corner of his eye that the two men were pressed against the window.  She had Bobbi continue sucking back and forth on the dildo until he had consumed all the cum.  Then she gave him the condom and told him to turn it inside out and clean ever bit of cum from it.  She slipped out of the door and walked outside and was speaking to the young men.  They were all laughing, and she pointed to the side of the building and the men walked in that direction while Jennifer walked back inside.

Jennifer came back into the room grinning.  “Don’t think you girls will have to wait for the chime to ring this morning.”

Bobbi saw Katherine smack Billie on the ass with her hand while he felt the sting of the rod on his own as the Mistresses pushed them out of the room and down the hall.  The black guys who had been watching them must have been horny because when they entered the room the mirrored wall had their hard, black cocks sticking through the holes in the plastered bottom half.

Bobbi went down on his knees in front of one cock and he could see in his peripheral vision that Billie was kneeling before the other one.  There must have been some sort of intercom system because he heard over the speakers, “I got something for you, white boy.”

Bobbi kissed the large mushroom head of the cock before him and then licked the pee hole.  He had to open his mouth wide so that his lips slid over the head.  It was not that long but of course longer than his own and very thick.  The head of the guy’s cock was large in his mouth. It tasted of cum, piss, and sweat.  The masculine scent made his little dick enlarge in its cage.

“You love cock dontcha faggot.”

He moaned and then he felt the sting of the rod on his ass.  Bobbi’s lips slid along the shaft making it wet.  His mouth and throat providing suction as he went back and forth along the shaft while the head pushed and explored his mouth.

“I told you.  White sissy boys can’t get enough.”

“Love black dick bitch.”

Bobbi moaned and sucked and heard, “like he’s about to cum from having dick in his mouth.”

Jennifer laughed.  “He can’t.”

Bobbi had the whole cock in his mouth and tasted the head in the back of his throat.  Bobbi could hear a fist pound the other side of the wall.

“What do you mean, he can’t cum?   MMM, suck it good bitch.”

“Not allowed,” Katherine said in a loud voice, “that cage on their little dickies keeps them from coming.”

“Fuck that.  I got to cum,” said a voice from the other side of the wall.

His cock was wet with Bobbi’s spit as he tongued along the sides and on the head. Then he let it slide into his mouth all the way. He kept the suction going as his lips moved up and down the shaft.

“Whore, you better swallow it.”

Jennifer laughed, “That’s right you whore. You’d better swallow it.”

“White sissies love the taste of cum.  They’d do anything for a black guy to cum in their mouths,” Jennifer added. 

Fists pounding the wall and the cock was shooting hot salty cum in the back of Bobbi’s throat.  He sucked and cum from the cock as it slid out of his mouth and he used his tongue to clean it from the head. Then another fist against the wall as the other cock finished with Billie.

“Never seen a bitch that thirsty dude.”

Then the sound of laughter.  “My old dude told me ‘never use your hand boy’ find a white boy and feed him.’ And more laughter.

Jennifer slapped Bobbi hard on the ass with her hand.  He could hear steps as she left the room.   The cocks disappeared.  He looked over at Billie and they both licked their lips and smiled.

Katherine walked over rod in hand and told the sissies to kneel and place their foreheads on the floor with their assess pointed toward the mirrors.  She was wearing black thigh high boots and she pushed a boot under Bobbi’s face and told him to lick it.  His tongue flicked out and he began licking her boot.  She stuck her other boot under Billie’s face and gave him the same command.

Bobbi heard Jennifer walk back in and Katherine moved her feet back and walked toward the mirrors.  He heard three swats and Billie cried out.  Bobbi tensed knowing that it was his turn.  Jennifer struck him three times hard bringing a groan and then a tear from his eye.

“Those young men just gifted you with their sperm and not a single thank you.”

“So impolite,” Jennifer said.  “Maybe you can better thank them the next time.  I do think they’ll be back.  I told them to bring all their friends.”

Bobbi looked up to see her grinning, “I think they’ll even agree to be guest lecturers at the school along with their friends.  I suggested they teach you sissies a course in proper gangbang etiquette.”

“Who gets to cum first in other words,” Katherine added and started laughing so hard that she had to grab a chair and have a seat.

Jennifer laughed and then said sternly, “Next time you forget, I’ll send you out to the alley naked to crawl after them and beg forgiveness.”
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Bobbi found himself becoming more used to wearing his school uniform.  The instructions to always keep his legs together when he sat had been difficult at first.  It seemed like the short skirt always wanted to ride up and he had to keep pulling it down. 

That’s what he was thinking about as the sissies sat at their desks.  Jennifer came by and gave them an extra dose of sissy vitamins telling them that it would give them extra energy for a special day.  Katherine put on a video on the importance of feminization of the white male so he would accept his new role in the natural order of things. Although reluctant at first, the white male would come out of the process much happier.  And those around them, Masters, Mistresses, wives, girlfriends, and other sissy friends, were also much more satisfied once they assumed their proper role.

When the video ended, Jennifer switched off the television and Katherine stood beside her.

“We’re going to be going on an outing,” Jennifer announced.

“Today you’re going to start learning how to apply makeup and taking care of your nails and hair in order to make yourselves more presentable.  Now the hair part will come later as it starts to grow out.”  Katherine took her purse from the table beside her.

“But you don’t have any makeup or polish.  All those things to help a sissy be more girly.”  Jennifer fetched her purse from the chair where she had placed it.

“So, we’re taking you to the store to get some and then you’ll come back here to practice.  We’re expecting Master John later and we want you to surprise him with how pretty you look,” Jennifer said with a smile whenever she spoke of Master John.

Katherine laughed, “Think it’s safe to take them out in public.  Especially in this neighborhood.  You know how horny they get.”

“You’re right.  They might attack the first man they see to try to get to his cock.  We’d better take precautions.”  Jennifer opened her purse and grabbed the discipline rod.  “Make sure you’ve got yours.”

Katherine got her rod and placed it in her purse.  She got up and went to the closet and brought back a pair of handcuffs for each of them.  Then she went back to the closet and came back.  She was holding two collars trailing leashes.

“Good idea,” said Jennifer.

“Question is,” Katherine said thoughtfully, should we go ahead and put these on before we go.  That way things can’t get out of hand.”

“I like the idea of having Bobbi on a leash.  Makes me hot thinking about introducing her as my former boyfriend and then seeing other people’s reactions.”  Jennifer looked out the window for a moment.  “That’s just too delicious.  But let’s wait, so I can savor it.”

“Okay girls, no collars today, no handcuffs. As long as you act right.”  Katherine put her purse over her arm.

“Thank you, Miss Jennifer,” Bobbi said.  He had been thinking of the humiliation of being taken out dressed in his school uniform but thinking of being led around on a leash had taken it to a new level.  Somehow, taking away the extreme option had lessened the original humiliation. 

Billie got up and followed behind Katherine and Bobbi followed Jennifer.  Katherine stopped and put up a sign saying the school was closed for an hour and then she locked the door.  There was a slight breeze and Bobbi put his hand on his skirt to keep it down.  It still felt strange to have the air move so freely over his legs.

Jennifer walked up to join Katherine in the lead while the two sissies followed.  A car driving by honked its horn as it passed.  A black woman coming the opposite way down the sidewalk muttered ‘faggots’ as she passed making sure it was loud enough for Bobbi and Billie to hear.  Two men crossing the street in front of them and one saying, ‘white boys’ while the other turned and yelled loudly ‘suck my black dick.’ 

Laughing Jennifer turned her head back and looked at me.  “Don’t know, Bobbi, think you got time for a quickie.”

Katherine looked over at Jennifer.  “It’d be a scene. Two girls fighting over one dick.  Sissy fight.”

Both Mistresses were in a good mood as they approached the drug store door.  It opened automatically and they entered.

Katherine ordered Billie, “Grab a cart.”

“You too Bobbi.”

Bobbi pulled a cart free after Billie grabbed his.  The store was large, and he didn’t see a single white person amongst the many customers and staff. Everyone seemed to be watching as they walked to the first aisle. He kept his head down and was focused on Jennifer’s heels as she walked in front.  She turned down another aisle and he followed.

He glanced over and saw that we were in the hair coloring section.  Jennifer and Katherine looked at the selection.

“I wasn’t thinking about their hair, but what do you think.”  Jennifer picked up a box and then at Bobbi. “I was thinking that we’d do something about their hair after it had grown out some.  But a nice outrageous color would be hilarious.”

“You pick out something for Bobbi and I’ll get something for Billie.”

“If we do the same color, they’ll look like sissy twins.”  Jennifer picked up a box of pink hair dye and showed it to Katherine.

“Perfect.  Let’s do it.”

Jennifer looked over and saw something else and then smiled.  A black man down at the end of the aisle was looking at toothpaste and mouthwash.  She picked up a box of hair color and advanced on him.

“Pardon me Sir.  Do you prefer this color,” and she held up a box, “or do you prefer blondes?” she said holding up another box.

He turned toward her, and he smiled as he looked her over from head to toe.  His expression soured as he noticed the sissies.  “Depends,” he said.

“Now a beautiful woman like you and your friend,” pointing to Katherine.  “I like soft so natural is the way to go.”

“But with those two a really bright color works. White boy looking like the faggot he is.  That’s best.” He laughed and turned to find a black woman who had come into the aisle and noticed them.

Bobbi couldn’t help himself. He was just too horny.  The humiliation of the man looking at him made him want to fall to his knees.  He looked at the man’s bulge and his mouth watered.  Bobbi licked his lips.

The black woman saw him, and she turned to where the man had been looking. Picking up a bottle of mouthwash, she said in a loud whisper, “boyfriends like that, those girls don’t like dick.”

He laughed, and Bobbi wanted to be on his knees in front of him.  He thought of her standing beside the man as Bobbi knelt and holding her man’s cock out saying, “here you go faggot.”

Bobbi felt a swat from Jennifer’s discipline rod when she had seen him looking and daydreaming.  Immediately coming out of his reverie he heard her say, “Collar’s right there in my purse, Bobbi.”

Bobbi caught a look at Billie, and he was licking his lips. He thought of how soft his lips would feel.

Jennifer took two boxes and placed them in the cart and Katherine did the same. 

“Where did you get that thing?” A large black woman had come up behind them.

“Those things?” Katherine said looking at them and realizing that the woman was referring to the discipline rod Jennifer was still holding said, “They do come in handy.”

The woman’s mouth pulled up on one side and she said sarcastically, “I bet it does.”  She looked more closely at sissy’s blouses, “what’s this ‘sissy school?’ If you’re teaching them to be queers, I think they’re ready to graduate.”

Jennifer laughed.  “We try not to advertise because of the segregation thing.”

“Segregation,” the woman said indignantly.

“Yes ma’am.  It’s only for white men.  Teach them what they really are.  Make them more respectable toward their betters like you.”

Bobbi saw the woman’s eyes looking them over noticing their blouses and short skirts.  “If you can take a white man and turn him out like that,” she laughed, “I’ve got a long list of men I’d like to see you enroll.”

Jennifer looked at Katherine and said, “I’ve got a great idea.” Then looking at the woman she said, “If you come by the school, I’ll make sure to give you one of the punishment sticks.  I’m sure you know how to work one,” and here she looked over to us, “but couldn’t hurt to practice with it a little.”

The woman looked at the sissies and smiled.  “Might take me a little time to get used to it.  And you know they say practice makes perfect.”

Jennifer reached into her purse and pulled out a business card and handed it to the woman, “we’d be pleased to have you come and visit.”

When the woman had gone Jennifer turned to Katherine and said, “we should talk to Master John.  I was thinking we could give away discipline sticks to women in the neighborhood who drop by and give them some of the pamphlets John has written on black supremacy and the new order.”

Katherine said, “That is a great idea.”

Jennifer and Katherine led them down an aisle to where there was a makeup display.  A young black woman was crouched low looking at lipsticks.  She moved over when they arrived, and she picked out the color she wanted. She rose to walk away but glanced back and giggled. Bobbi saw her take her phone and take their picture. He heard her talking on the phone about a “couple of queers getting their makeup.”

Katherine bent down and picked a couple of lipsticks and stood up to let Jennifer look. 

Turning to Bobbi, Jennifer said, “Which do you prefer?”

“The red I guess,” he said watching the woman with her phone retreat around the aisle.

“Red’s a good color.  Looks good with your complexion.”

Katherine added, “They say Cleopatra wore red lipstick to advertise her oral talents.”

Jennifer laughed, “Good point but you can’t go wrong with pink on a sissy.”

Looking thoughtful, Katherine said, “You know the color is really for us and how we want to see them.  So, I think we should also consider how the lipstick will make their lips look when they’re locked around a big black cock.”

Jennifer said, “What do you two say.  Brighter colors for a darker cock and more muted for a lighter one.”

“I’ll let you decide Mistress,” Billie said.

“I know I’ll decide.  I just wanted to get some input,” Jennifer said tartly.

Katherine looked at Billie disdainfully.  “Maybe we should ask some gentleman what color they’d like to look down on as their cocks are getting sucked.”

Jennifer smiled, “I’d bet they’d say the best color on a sissy’s mouth is open.”

Katherine laughed at her joke loudly enough for the customers who had been staring to take another look at them.

They continued down the aisle with Jennifer and Katherine picking out eyeliner, mascara, foundation, and rouge.  The women smiled and laughed as they did so.  They moved down to the nail polish area where they began picking out various colors.

“I’m thinking that you girls will enjoy sitting around gossiping about boys and doing each other’s nails,” Jennifer said loudly enough for the black woman with the phone who had returned. 

The black woman said, “My friend has a nail salon a block over on Cooper.  Maybe “the girls,’” she said looking at the sissies and smiling, “might want to do it up right.”

“She do the extra- long fake nails?” asked Katherine.

“Yes, she does,” said the woman.

“Perfect,” said Jennifer reaching into her purse and bringing out a couple of business cards and handing them to the woman.

“Sissy school?” said the woman.

“Yes,” Jennifer smiled.  “We teach white boys they’re true calling as sissy girls and how to submit to their black superiors.”

The woman laughed.  “A couple of your graduates I see.”

“And tragically,” pointing to Bobbi, said, “Until recently this was my boyfriend.”

Billie squirmed uncomfortably as Katherine pointed at him and added, “And this was or rather is my husband.”

The woman looked at Billie and Bobbi and laughed.  “I’m sorry.  I just can’t picture.  I mean…”  She stopped and turned to Jennifer and Katherine, “but it must have been hard on you.”

“Oh, it’s all right.  We found a real man and things are better than ever.”  Katherine repeated, “better than ever.”

“And,” Jennifer added leaning in, “he likes putting white boys like this in their place.”

The woman whispered, “my boyfriend hates white boys too.  Thinks they’re all fags.  Tells me he always is catching white boys looking at his dick when he pulls it out to pee.”

Jennifer said, “Maybe he should just pee on them.”

The woman laughed and then laughed again when Jennifer said, “we need to put that in the sissy curriculum.”

Katherine said, “I just wanted you to know that if you and your boyfriend enjoy seeing white boys like this get what coming to them, come on over for a visit.”

“And remember, white sissy boys can make excellent servants once their trained.  Maids, housekeepers, and such.”  Jennifer looked at Billie and Bobbi.  “Once trained of course.  I do think we need to get some maid outfits.  What do you think Katherine?” 

“I’ll put it on the list.”

“Before you go,” Jennifer said, touching the woman on the arm, “that friend of yours who has the salon.  Does she do hair extensions?”

“She does it all,” said the woman who then looked over at them and said with a giggle, “maybe they could do with a little personal waxing.”

Katherine reached over and quickly flicked up Billie’s skirt.  “They shave now, but I know I’d enjoy seeing them get the full treatment.

The woman looked startled and asked, “what’s he wearing underneath those panties?”

Jennifer smiled and said, “keeps their little bitty dicks from getting hard so they can’t cum.”

The woman put her hand out and stroked Bobbi’s arm while Jennifer added, “Keeps them horny all the time and easier to control.”

She stroked his arm softly and said, “You poor little thing.” And then she laughed saying, “I have got to tell my boyfriend all about this.”

Katherine said, “Even if we took it off it’s not much to see.”

The woman said, “Oh, I’ve seen white boy’s little peckers before,” she said taking her hand off Bobbi’s arm to hold up her hand with her thumb and index finger an inch apart.

Katherine grinned, “All I can say is that I found me a real man, a black man and no more worries about little pecker guys.”

The woman whispered something to Jennifer.

Jennifer said, “Of course.”

The woman took out her phone and Jennifer commanded that Billie and Bobbi hold hands and kiss on the lips.  Looking through the phone, the woman took a picture and said, “My boss at work is a white man and I would love to see him like this.”

Katherine reached into her purse and handed the woman a couple of pamphlets and said, “maybe one day.  Think you and your boyfriend might like reading this and finding out what we’re all about.”

The woman took the material and walked away talking on her phone and then turned back.  “My boyfriend said that we will definitely come by and he said he was looking forward to seeing the sissies in their makeup.”

Billie followed Katherine pushing her cart to the end of the aisle.  She turned back toward Jennifer and said, “What else is on your list?”

Jennifer pondered for a moment looked both ways and proceeded to walk looking up at the signs above the aisles.  Bobbi pushed the cart behind her.  Choosing an aisle, she took a few steps and then she stopped, and Katherine walked past them. Bobbi was side by side with Billie and his cart.

Jennifer looked at the various items picked a couple and handed them to Bobbi. They were enemas. 

“You’re going to want to keep your boy pussies clean,” she announced.

Katherine smiled, “Very true,” she told Billie.  “A girl needs to stay fresh.”

“Speaking of your boy pussies,” Katherine continued, “Billie, go ask those two women where the personal lubricants are?”

Billie shuddered and looked at Katherine who gave him a stern look while Jennifer smiled. She indicated for Bobbi to follow.

The sissies pushed the cart up to the two women who were unloading a box and placing bottles of liquid detergent on the shelf.

“Excuse me, Ma’am,” Billie said in a high squeak.

The two women turned while Jennifer and Katherine walked up closer.

The women looked annoyed.  Then their eyes widened as they looked the sissies over from their short skirts to the blouses that announced, ‘Sissy School.’

“Can I help you,” said one as her mouth formed a derisive sneer.

“Yes Ma’am,” said Billie politely.  “Can you tell me where the personal lubricants are?”

“Vaseline?” said the other one as she squawked out a laugh.

“Next aisle,” said the first “and condoms are up front near the register.  She moved closer to her colleague and whispered and they both let out loud laughs.

Jennifer and Katherine walked past, and Jennifer smiled at the two women and said, “Excuse us, it’s just that these two keep running out for some reason.”

Billie and Bobbi pushed their carts into the next aisle while Jennifer and Katherine again took the lead. Bobbi could feel the presence of the two workers behind them and turned to see them straightening items on a shelf.

Jennifer reached up and grabbed a large jar of Vaseline and looked over at the two women.  “Is this your largest size?”

One of the women answered, “Yes, I believe that’s it.”

Jennifer took two jars and gave them to Katherine who placed them in Billie’s cart.  She turned back and took two more jars and placed them in Bobbi’s cart.

“Now, that you know where it is,” Jennifer said, “you can come back when you run low.”

“No, more running out,” Katherine said smiling at Billie.  “And Jennifer, I think a couple of smaller jars.  To fit into their purses so they’re always ready just in case.”

Jennifer took a couple of smaller jars and gave them to Katherine. She turned back and placed a couple of the smaller jars in Bobbi’s cart.

“Reminds me that these two are really going to need purses.”

“That’s right.  A good sissy never goes anywhere without lube and lipstick,” Katherine laughed.

The two women workers were hanging close and listening to the conversation and grinning at one another.  Jennifer and Katherine looked at one another.

“That’s all I can think of.  How about you?” Jennifer asked.

“We can always make another trip if we need to, anything else you girls need?”

Billie and Bobbie shook their heads.

One of the black women workers broke in with “I’d be happy to check you out.”

The other one said, “I think Big D should do it.”

The first looked at the second worker who said, “Big D is the manager and all.”

Jennifer looked interested.  “What’s the D stand for?”

“White girls mostly. When it does stand,” and both women laughed.

“And his name ain’t Dave neither.  He’s the manager and he’s usually up front near the register.”

Katherine told one worker.  “Too bad, I wanted to send these ‘ladies’ out looking for Big D but then if you knew them, they’re always looking for Big D.”

The two workers cackled at this. Jennifer smiled and moved forward down the aisle and Bobbi followed.  Billie and Katherine made up the rear.

They moved toward the front and found a large older black man pricing items on a display table in front of a register.  He looked up as they approached.

A broad smile lit up his face as he saw Jennifer and Katherine.  “May I help you ladies?”

“Yes, we’re ready to check out,” answered Jennifer.

“I’d be happy to,” he started and then his eyes widened when he saw Billie and Bobbi.  He looked confused for a moment but then continued, “right this way.”

He walked over and behind a register and opened it up and cleared the conveyor belt of a sign indicating that it was closed.

Bobbi pushed his cart forward as Jennifer stepped around it and in front. 

“Did you find everything you needed?” the manager named Big D asked.

Katherine who had joined Jennifer in front of the cart said, “We almost forgot.  We were told that condoms were up here.”

“That’s right,” he said and looked over at the display behind Katherine and Jennifer, “they’re right behind you there.”

Katherine looked at the selection and then at Billie and Bobbi. Turning back to the manager who had not stopped looking at her, “These two wanted to see if you had any in extra small.  The regular ones just seem to slip right off.”

Jennifer looking on added, “you know, the white boy specials.”

Big D grinned at her.  “We wouldn’t sell too many of those in this neighborhood.”

Jennifer said, “I would think not,” and smiled at the manager.  “They come in pastels when they come at all.”

“And they’re ribbed for her pleasure, because they have to be,” joked Katherine.

Now, all three were laughing and Jennifer was reaching into the carts and taking out the items.  She made a stack of the lubricant and another of the makeup.

“Think that’s enough,” Big D said looking at all the Vaseline.

Katherine smiled. “These two are always running out for some reason,” she said looking at the two sissies. 

Bobbi and Billie looked at her and then at each other and both saw in the other’s eyes that they had seen the managers obscenely large and growing bulge.

Big D ran up the items on the register and peered at the wording on Bobbi’s blouse.  “Sissy School?”

“Yes,” said Jennifer, “white boys just need to learn their place in the world.”

Katherine said seductively, “It is always so nice to get out and see real men.”

“I’ll bet it is,” grinned Big D.

Jennifer paid for the items Big D had bagged. After she put her card back into her purse, she pulled out a business card.  “And it’s always nice to see a real man over at our school.  Helps remind them of what they are not.”

Katherine said, “Come and see us.  Real men are always welcome.”  She licked her lips and then turned and directed the sissies to pick up the bags. “The girls can always use the practice.”

Looking over the card, Big D called out, “I’ll come over real soon.”

Jennifer and Katherine waved as they left.

They stepped outside and saw a young black woman that they had spoken to a few moments before.  She was holding two bags and looking into the parking lot.

She smiled when she saw them and once again gave Bobbi and Billie a long look.  Bobbi became more conscious of how short his skirt was and how even the slightest of breezes made it rise uncomfortably higher.

She started to say hi but when Jennifer caught sight of her, she turned to Bobbi.

“That was one of the most disgusting displays I’ve ever seen.”

Bobbi was both stunned and perplexed.  He watched in amazement as Jennifer dug into her purse and pulled out the collar and leash.

Katherine watched and suddenly smiled and opened her purse to look for Billie’s collar.

“You were practically raping that man with your eyes.  You couldn’t take your eyes off his bulge. I warned you,” Jennifer said as she pulled the collar around Bobbi’s neck and tightened it.

Katherine followed Jennifer’s lead and attached a collar to Billie, “surprised you didn’t just offer to suck him off right then and there.”

The woman watched and giggled.  She had her bags and they were swinging from side to side.

“I’m sorry you had to see that,” Jennifer said, “but sometimes they can just get out of control.”

“I can’t even imagine,” the woman said.

“Are you okay?” Katherine asked.

“Yeah,” she replied, “just waiting on my ride.  Boyfriend’s picking me up.”

“Bobbi,” Jennifer ordered, “Don’t just stand there, hold the bags for her.”

Bobbi stepped forward and she gave him one bag. Billie stepped forward and took the other one. 

Jennifer said as they watched for the boyfriend’s car, “They can be so much trouble at times, but sissies can be useful” and here she looked sternly at Bobbi, “if they’re properly trained.”

“I suppose that’s true,” said the woman smiling.

“You’ve got to whip them into shape,” Katherine said.

“With real whips I imagine,” said the woman with a laugh.  Then she stopped and said, “Oh, there he is.  That’s Charlie.” A blue Toyota pulled into a parking spot.

They started walking to the car and Charlie rolled down his window.  “Damn, the two white sissies you were talking about.”

“Didn’t you see the picture,” she said as she opened the back door so Bobbi and Billie could place her packages in the back seat.

Charlie looked at Bobbi and Billie.  “Hello girls,” and he laughed.

“Hello Sir,” Bobbi said echoed by Billie.

Jennifer and Katherine greeted him as well.  “I do hope you’ll be visiting us at the school real soon.”

“Oh, we will,” said the woman.  “You can bet on it.  I think Charlie really likes the girls.”

“No offense”, Charlie said, “I just like seeing a white man knocked down a peg or two.”

“Your boss hitting on you,” he continued, “and today I’m late because my white P.O. wanted me to take a piss test.  So, yeah, seeing a white boy in a dress with a collar around his neck.  Gotta love that.”

Jennifer leaned down to talk to Charlie through the window.  “Should’ve told that P.O. to make it a taste test.”

Charlie laughed, “Fuck yeah. Taste good motherfucker,” he said thinking of what that might be like.

Katherine had leaned down to talk to the young woman on the other side.  “A white sissy would do that and other things.”

“Like what,” she said.

“Whatever they’re told.  Drink his piss.  Lots of things.”  Katherine stood and looked at Billie on the other side of the car.  “Would you drink his piss if he told you to.”

Billie replied immediately, “Yes Sir.”

Katherine added, “and what would you say afterward.”

“Thank you, Sir,” said Billie without hesitation.

Jennifer smiled at Charlie, “And Bobbi, if Charlie wanted you to kneel down and piss all over you, what do you say.”

Bobbi felt her tug on his collar.  “Thank you, Sir.”

“And?” She jerked the leash taut. 

Bobbi wasn’t sure but said “Thank you, Sir.  May I have some more?”

Jennifer and Charlie both laughed.

‘I just wish my P.O. were a sissy,” Charlie said.

The woman said, “And too bad by boss isn’t either.”

Jennifer said, “If they’re white guys then they might be.  You should talk to John about it.  He thinks all white men are really sissies.  Some just don’t know it yet and have to be turned.”

“Turned?” said the woman looking puzzled.

“Turned as when they learn the truth about themselves.  You wouldn’t know it but,” and Katherine pulling the leash around so that Billie was now standing beside her. “This one was trying to be my husband and that one,” she pointed at Bobbi, “was her boyfriend.  So, you never know how things will ‘turn’ out.”

Charlie smiled and looked from one sissy to the other.  “You got me.  I’ll talk to this, John.”

“Just give us a call and you’re both most welcome to come out and see the school.  Find out about the training.  We can always use more recruits,” Jennifer said.  “More white sissies to train.”

Before saying their good- byes, Jennifer asked the woman how to get to her friend’s salon. The woman pointed and they walked out of the parking lot and down the street. The two women strolled in front and their leashed sissies who were holding the bags from the drug store followed behind them.

There was some attention from the passing traffic.  A few cars honked their horns and some cars simply slowed down as they passed by giving their passengers a better look.  Bobbi did notice a few that slowed down and held up phones and he knew they were taking pictures and videos.  Jennifer and Katherine seemed to enjoy the attention as they seemed to slow down as a car would roll slowly past.
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“Finally,” Bobbi thought when he saw a sign on a store front that said, “Teresa’s.”  It was in the middle of three businesses.  One a cellphone place and the other a sandwich shop.  They could see into the salon through a plate glass window.  A row of chairs with several women waiting and a couple of workstations where women reclined with their feet up while beauticians worked on their hair.

A beautician saw them through the glass front and stopped working on the woman in her chair.  She opened her mouth when she saw the two white women leading their companions on leashes. Then, all the women in the shop had turned their heads to stare with several of them going up to the window blocking the view of the others.

Jennifer opened the door so that Katherine could enter pulling Billie behind her.  Bobbi followed reluctantly as Jennifer herself entered. 

Jennifer walked up to the counter as the young woman sitting behind it looked at Bobbi in distracted amazement.

“Excuse me,” and she waited on the woman to take her eyes off Bobbi and focus on her.  “My ex-boyfriend was very bad so I’m punishing him with a rather severe makeover. I wanted to get started on some things and I wondered if he could be fitted in somewhere or if he would need an appointment.  Maybe I should talk to Teresa perhaps.”

The woman took it all in and was trying to digest it and thought of the easiest thing.  “If you wait a moment, I’ll bring out the owner, Teresa.”

The whole room had been silent as everyone listened. 

An older woman crooked a finger and beckoned Katherine to her and whispered.  “What did he do?”

“Cheated on her,” answered Katherine.

“And him,” the woman said pointing at Billie.

“I cheated on him with a real man and we decided that dresses were more ‘his style.’  I’m thinking it’s just a common white boy problem,” said Katherine holding her thumb and index finger close together and smiling.

The woman laughed at that and soon all the women were talking and laughing.  Katherine smiled while Billie looked at the floor.  Bobbi tried to look out the window to avoid the looks of the women.

“I think they know about you too Bobbi,” Jennifer said as she moved her hand quickly and flipped up his skirt.

Bobbi moved his hand down to bring the short skirt down as far as possible.

One woman said, “That skirt don’t hide much.” She laughed which set the other women into a gale of laughter.

A stern looking Amazon of a woman came from the back.  Her skin was a dark black and braids swept down to her shoulders.  She wore a light purple colored jacket along with matching pants.

She announced, “I’m Teresa.” And then looked over Bobbi and Billie. “And what do we have here?”

Jennifer said, “We’re teaching them both a lesson.  They need to be more feminine and we’re hoping you could help.  Maybe we could set up appointments for them.”

“I see,” said Teresa as she stepped closer to Bobbi and Billie as they had both stood together seeking some safety in one another.  Her eyes stared at one face and then the other and then she moved her eyes down their bodies to their legs and feet. 

Reaching out she put a finger on Bobbi’s blouse where it said, ‘Sissy School.’ Turning to Jennifer she asked, “What’s this?”

“We opened a school to teach white boys how to better serve their black superiors and accept their place in the hierarchy, ma’am,” explained Jennifer.

“And this hierarchy, where exactly do you and her fit?”  Teresa looked over at Katherine and then back at Jennifer.

The female customers and the beauticians who were all black were listening in silence awaiting her answer.

“Black men and women are all our superiors, ma’am.  We are their servants as well.  White males are beneath us in the hierarchy and serve all,” Jennifer smiled at this last.

Katherine said, “We both have a Master.  Master John.  I am sure that he would give you a much better explanation than we could, but that’s the basics.”

Teresa’s eyes shifted and she looked at Jennifer and her eyes went from her face and down over her tight t-shirt and down the tight jeans.  She did the same to Katherine and then looked back to Jennifer.  “So, you two would also be servants to me.”  Then looking around to take in the rest of the women in the shop, “And all of these ladies.”

Jennifer smiled, “Yes Miss Teresa, Ma’am.”

“We do have to be loyal and do as our current Master tells us,” added Katherine.  “But yes ma’am.  We would be happy to serve.”

“I like that idea,” said one of the customers.

“We’d be happy if any of you would like to visit us at the school,” said Katherine so that all in the salon could hear her.

Jennifer told them the location of the school.  “But our Master is visiting later this afternoon and we were hoping to get these two sissies in better shape for his visit.”

“We were just at the drugstore and got them some cosmetics.  That’s where we ran into a woman who told us about your salon and we thought we’d stop by,” said Katherine. 

“I like the idea and I’m sure I can help but as you can see, I’m pretty stacked up, so we’d have to see what we can do.  Perhaps Carla can help you with an appointment.”

A customer said, “I’ll wait a little longer if I can watch.”

Another customer added, “Me too. If I can watch and take pictures.”

“I wish my husband, Leroy, could be here and see a white boy turned into a sissy girl.  He’d love that,” said another woman who already had her phone in her hand to take pictures.

Carla, the young woman behind the counter said, “Teresa, maybe you should sell tickets to their appointments.”

Teresa laughed and said, “Clear out those two chairs and we’ll see if we can do a little bit today and then have the bitches back for something more intensive.”

Jennifer led Bobbi to one chair and Katherine led Billie to the other.  As a beautician hit a foot lever causing the chair to go back, Bobbi’s hand instinctively went to his skirt to pull it down, but it was useless as his panties had become easily visible in this position.

The beautician slapped his hands and said, “don’t be that way, I know you boys like flashing your pretty panties at all the men.”  She laughed when he moved his hands and she flipped up his short skirt and she could see the cage outlined by the panties.

“What’s this?” she asked.

“It’s a chastity cage.  Keeps their little dicks from getting hard so they can’t cum,” explained Jennifer.

The beautician hooked a finger into Bobbi’s panties and pulled them aside so she could see it.  The beautician and a customer came up and did the same to Billie.

The customers gathered around.  Teresa came around and examined both the sissies.  Reaching out a hand and batting Bobbi’s cage around and then she went over and did the same to Billie.

Teresa addressed her customers.  “Now you can see why white boys need to be wearing panties.  Every last one of them.”

Laughing customers came up and took pictures.  There were comments and snickers and one woman said, “I always heard that white boys had little peckers, but I had no idea.”

Jennifer was smiling and said loudly enough for all to hear.  “Now, you know why we have a black master.”

Teresa smiled and said, “Bet it was like the first time you ever had sex if this was your boyfriend.”

“Felt like it anyway,” said a grinning Katherine.

“How about for today,” said Teresa thinking things over, “we do nails and maybe the makeup and I was thinking a couple of wigs over there that will fit,” she said pointing to a row of Styrofoam heads supporting wigs.

“Perfect,” said Jennifer.

“You have your own makeup?  Let’s take a look at that,” said a beautician.

Teresa beckoned Jennifer over to a glass case to show her a selection of fake nails.  She picked out a set for each sissy after they had discussed a proper length for a new girl.

Teresa took the sets of nails to each chair and set them to where the beauticians could see them.  Those women had already opened the bags from the drug store and were busy applying the makeup. 

“I couldn’t help noticing, that while both of them are shaved, waxing would give a much better result,” she observed.

“I’m sure our two new girls would be thrilled,” said Katherine, “don’t you Jennifer.”

A customer said loudly, “don’t need an appointment. I’ll do it.  Just as soon as me and my boyfriend have another fight.  Just so I’m properly motivated.”

Everyone in the store laughed except Bobbi and Billie who were slunk deeply into their chairs in shame and embarrassment.  The beautician by Bobbi opened the bag he had been holding and dumped the contents onto her counter which was backed by a mirror.  She set the cosmetics to the side as her eyes opened wide as she noticed all the jars of Vaseline.  She picked up one.

Showing it to Bobbi, she asked, “What’s this?”

“Lubricant,” he answered shyly.

Now she was smiling, “I can see that.  You’ve certainly got a lot of it.” She looked over at Billie’s beautician who was also holding up a large jar of the lubricant.  “I wanted to know what it’s for?”

“I know,” one of the customers from what would best be described as the audience.  General laughter followed as there were a few whispers between customers until all knew.

“It’s for when we you know,” Bobbi tried not to answer.

“What sissy?” She asked insisting on an answer.

“It’s for fucking,” Bobbi said in a low voice.

“For goodness sake Bobbi,” said Jennifer in a smiling but exasperated tone.  “It’s for when real men fuck you with their big cocks and women” and here she looked at Teresa, “fuck you with their big strap-ons.”

The laughing beautician then put aside the jar of lubricant and shoved the enema package at Bobbi, “and this.”

Bobbi fumbled with the words, but it finally came out, “To keep our boy pussies clean.”

When the laughter subsided, Teresa walked in front of Bobbi and said, “Don’t worry sissy.  We’re going to make you as beautiful as we can and that way more men will want to fuck you.”

She continued, “I’ve got a set of nails for each of you.  A nice pink color.  Once on, they’ll stay for a while.  A nice moderate length for you but fully feminine.  You might injure yourself or someone else until you are’ used to them. So, extra careful with the men for a while.  No telling what might happen if you scratched a dick.  I think it will go nicely with the pink lipstick from your bags.”

Jennifer and Katherine joined Teresa as she showed them the wigs.  They discussed the few styles which were available and decided on a rather plain shoulder length blonde for Bobbi and a curly brunette for Billie.

Katherine said, “I was hoping to keep them sissy twins but it’s good to see what each will look like.”

“Give them time to grow it out a little and then we can discuss dyes, colors, do’s, extensions, braiding, all of the different things a woman might do with her hair,” Teresa said as she reached out and touched Jennifer’s hair.  “You have such nice healthy hair.”

“Thank you. ma’am,” said Jennifer meekly.

The beauticians finished with the nails.  Applying the makeup and wigs went quickly.  And in a coordinated manner, once they were done, the beauticians swung the chairs around so that the sissies could see themselves transformed.  Their mouths open and closed.  They looked at their own reflection and then at the other.  The job the women had done had been amazing. The last trace of manhood had left their faces, but they were still not quite feminine.  They were sissies.  And the women in their audience loved seeing it and applauded the beauticians who each took a mock bow.

Jennifer did not have enough business cards for everyone, but Teresa insisted that she pin a couple on her bulletin board so that anyone who wished could find the address and phone number for the school. She and Katherine took the leashes and were about to leave with their sissies when they were surprised as Teresa slung her purse over her shoulder and walked out with them.
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“I would love to see your school.  I’m looking forward to meeting this John.”  She took the center of the sidewalk as Jennifer and Katherine walked slightly behind her on either side with their respective sissies following behind them on their leashes.

Teresa put her arms over the two women as the walk continued, “I’m so glad a new business has opened up here in the neighborhood. And turning white boys into sissies is such an excellent idea I am wondering why no one has opened something like this before.”

As they approached the door two young black men came around the corner of the building. “Are you open?” one asked.

“Yes, we are,” answered Katherine, “and as you see our sissies are eager to get back to work.”

Jennifer unlocked and opened the door and held it open for Teresa who said in passing, “You’re going to need more sissies so you can stay open 24/7.”

Katherine laughed back at the two sissies as she entered, “I think you both should go back to the gloryhole room and see how fast your lipsticks get smudged.”

Katherine and Jennifer took the leashes off but left the collars on and the two sissies headed back to the gloryhole room just as the alarm started chiming.

“What’s that?” asked Teresa.

Jennifer explained and said, “I was going to give you a tour so let’s start there.”

Teresa laughed when she entered the room and saw the two sissies on their knees sucking on the black cocks thrusting through the glory holes, “There goes my girls hard work on their makeup.”

Jennifer took one of the punishment rods from her purse and showed her how it could be telescoped out for a longer length.  She went over to Bobbi who was servicing the cock in front of him, lifted his skirt and hit him hard across the ass.  “This is how we encourage them.”

Teresa held out her hand and took the rod from Jennifer.  She struck Bobbi once on the ass as if testing it. Then she moved and struck up through his legs onto his balls.  He groaned but could not do more as the cock filled his mouth.

Teresa moved over to Billie and lifted his skirt.  She gave two hard swats on his ass and saved the last one for a similar strike on his balls.  Billie whimpered and went back to licking the cock in front of him.

“A most interesting place but what about black women who need the sexual services of a white sissy.”

Katherine opened a side door and said, “We have this, Miss Teresa.”  The room had a toilet seat set over a cushion.  “Depending on the woman’s desires, the seat also folds up should she want to sit directly on the sissy’s face.”

Jennifer added, “And of course, the door can be closed for the woman’s privacy.”

“I shall have to try it out,” Teresa said, “men have all the luck just being able to walk up and stick their dicks through a hole.”

Katherine led Teresa out of the room and showed her the rest of the facility.  She was about to get into the curriculum when John entered.  Both women approached him and a young black man accompanying him.  He introduced the man as Tony.  Teresa was smiling as John and Tony walked over and they shook hands and made introductions amongst themselves.

Jennifer and Katherine assumed their roles as servants and brought chairs for the three blacks.  John complimented them on their attentiveness and then ignored them while conversing with Tony and Teresa.

“I had been thinking that in addition to a school to teach white boys their appropriate role, I also needed to open a similar school for young blacks to help guide them in discovering the dominance within themselves.”

“I think that’s a wonder…” Teresa stopped as the two sissies entered the room.  Jennifer raised her hand and the two sissies immediately took a kneeling posture.  “Wonderful idea,” she continued.

“Excuse me for a moment,” John said as he stood.  He walked over to the sissies. Towering over them he looked down as they looked up.  “I love the makeup, but girls I think you need to freshen up.”

Jennifer and Katherine walking behind John, took each sissy by the hand and led them to a table where Jennifer took the bag of cosmetics and spread it out in front of the sissies.  Then she and Katherine sat opposite their respective sissies and began repairing their smeared lips.

Tony looked at the scene of the two sissies sitting in front of the two white women who were busily worked on them and said, “This place is a dream.  To see white guys like that.  Truly a dream.”

“Quickly becoming reality,” Teresa said as John resumed his seat.

“I’m thinking that your school for young dominants is a great idea, but I do think that you should add a female instructor for the women.”

They began discussing their ideas for the school with Teresa accepting John’s offer that she become a teacher at the school and start recruiting young black women for the program.

Later, after the discussion ended, Master John and Master Tony allowed the two sissies to provide them with a relaxing cock and ball massage using only their mouths.  Their hands being cuffed behind them as part of the training exercise.  Master John told Jennifer and Katherine that Master Tony would be bringing another young man over the next day. Tony and the young man having been unfortunately caught up in the criminal justice system would visit the school the next day before seeing their white probation officer.  He felt that the two young men would find it helpful and relaxing to fuck the two white sissies before going to the probation office.  He thought that being in a more relaxed mood would be helpful as they contemplated what methods might be used in helping the probation officer turn toward his true societal role.  Jennifer and Katherine were surprised when Master John agreed they would begin learning ways to provide relaxation services for women from Teresa.
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The next day Bobbi had to get up rather early so he could apply his makeup before leaving his apartment.  He still felt embarrassment at leaving his apartment in his school uniform, but he had been given no choice.  He was certain that his neighbors knew him as a sissy now although there was always going to be someone who would be surprised to find him in this new role. 

Seeing his face in the mirror that morning had brought home the changes he had gone through in his life.  He knew as he applied the pink lipstick that at some point in the day those lips would be wrapped around a cock. The thought aroused him.  He had given up almost all hope of ever being allowed to cum but there was still the slightest flicker of hope.

Navigating the world with his new nails had been tricky and he had scratched himself numerous times but slowly he was learning. 

Bobbi was alone in his apartment.  Jennifer was rarely there anymore spending most of her time either at the sissy school or with Master John.  He was expecting her to come that morning to pick him up so that he was ready when the door opened.

To his surprise it was Teresa instead of Jennifer. 

“Hello, Miss Teresa,” he said as he lowered himself to his knees.

“Good morning, Bobbi,” she bent down and patted him on the head.  “It’s going to be a busy day.”

Teresa took a collar from her purse.  It was pink with silver letters spelling sissy across the front.  She fastened it around Bobbi’s neck and attached the leash. 

“I’m sorry Miss Teresa,” Bobbi said contritely.

“Sorry.  Of course, you are.”  She laughed, “But sorry for what dear?”

“I must have done something wrong to deserve to be put on a leash.”

“Oh no.  It’s just that I like doing it and as your superior, I do what I want.”  Teresa said as she pulled up on the leash causing Bobbi to rise.

As they left the apartment and walked toward the parking lot, Bobbi wondered if he had a regular unseen audience of neighbors who peeked out at him every morning when he left to go to the sissy school and when he returned.  They would have seen the progression from his normal everyday self to one who dressed in women’s clothes, and now to one in full makeup being led on a leash by a tall black woman.  They might be thinking ‘what was next’ as was Bobbi.

He climbed into the black SUV she was driving.  Bobbi felt exposed in his short skirt as he got in and he tugged his skirt down after he was seated.  Teresa reached over and slapped his hand and put her hand on his skirt pulling it up so that his panties were exposed.  They were a soft satin pink that outlined his chastity cage.

Teresa laughed, “It’s nice to see that you’re learning to coordinate your look.  Pink panties, lipstick, nails, and now collar.”

She had Bobbi accompany her still on his leash when she stopped to pick up Billie who was just as surprised as Bobbi had been.  Instead of driving to the school, Teresa had parked her SUV at her salon.  She led them both by their leashes into the salon where she told her staff that she would be out for the rest of the day.

The receptionist winked at Bobbi and smiled at Billie and said, “have a good day at school, girls.”

Teresa led them down the sidewalk by their leashes.  Bobbi noticed the stares as people came out of stores to watch the progression and a few cars slowed as they passed so their passengers could take in the spectacle.

“I hope that soon this is seen as the new normal.” Teresa smile as she watched the reaction.  “Just a black superior taking her white inferiors for a walk.”

Once they were at the school, Teresa unsnapped the leash from both of their collars but insisted that they keep the collars on.  The two sissies took off their school uniforms and put on their leotards so they could do their exercises.

“I’ve got some special exercises for you to do but you can practice your yoga and dance warmup first.”  She put on a video and both sissies did their morning routine in front of the large plate glass window.

When they were done Teresa announced that it was time for their ‘fag exercises’ and she had them shake their wrists out and then she insisted that they should make an effort to keep their wrists limp and supple all day.  Then she had them practice prancing and skipping this time to recorded children’s music.

“Now, these other exercises are specifically designed for you white sissies.  Come help me get the equipment.”

Bobbi and Billie grabbed a box as she directed and brought it to the front.  Then each sissy had to take a vertical pole attached to a base and bring that to the front as well.

“First, I want you girls to practice your squats.”

She showed them the set up.  Two large black dildos each attached to a base so that they would stick straight up when placed on the floor.

“Straddle the dildo and when I say, ‘down,’ I want you to squat until your pussy touches the head, then hold position until I say ‘up’ and then back to your feet.”

“I’m going easy on you girls, so no penetration, at least for today.” She laughed and added, “no matter how much you want it.”

The exercise was hard and that was not a surprise for Bobbi.  What did surprise him was how much it made his asshole itch and how much he wanted to be penetrated.  His cock struggled in its confinement and he wanted to rub against the head of the dildo.

For the next exercise, Teresa took a dildo and attached it to the vertical bar, so the dildo was sticking out horizontally.  Then the sissies were instructed to bend and kiss the head and then stand and repeat.  Teresa would then adjust the dildo to a different height.

“You never know how tall the black man will be, but you can be assured that he’ll have a big pecker.”  Teresa waved as she saw a black man and woman stop to look at the two sissies dressed in leotards bend and kiss the dildos.

After the exercise, Teresa fed them their breakfast of a diet shake and their sissy vitamins.  “I’m sorry to say there’s no black cum for you this morning.  I might just have to send you girls out to solicit donations.”

Bobbi felt disappointed and it only then dawned on him how much he craved the taste of cum on his tongue.

While they drank their shakes, Teresa took out her phone and sent a text.  Then she had the two sissies take out the nail polish and paint one another’s toenails. 

Teresa smiled at them.  She took out her phone and took a picture.  “In some ways, I like the picture of you two doing one another’s nails almost as much as the ones of you sucking cock.” 

She was telling them that they could hold off on their showers which usually happened after their exercise period because they would be ‘getting pretty messy today.’

The receptionist and one beautician showed up at the school door and Bobbi smiled as they entered.  Billie and he both kneeled as the two women approached. 

“I see the training is going well,” said the receptionist as she looked at the two dildos still mounted on the vertical bars.”

“You know these two horny girls.  If they can’t get the real thing, they immediately turn to the plastic,” laughed Teresa.

“I can’t wait to see if this little cutie” the receptionist pointed at Bobbi, “likes what I’ve got.”

The beautician said, “she will. She just wants one of her own.”

Bobbi and Billie brought in two plastic chairs for the women.  They were instructed to strip and as they stood there wearing only their cages, the beautician said, “No wonder guys want to fuck their asses.  I should have brought one of my toys.”  She laughed.

The sissies were then instructed to place pillows on the chairs and then laid on their backs with their heads on the pillows face up.  The two women who were wearing skirts drew them up and sat on the face of their chosen sissy.

Teresa snapped two of the punishment rods open and gave one to each woman.  Then she kicked at each sissy’s feet instructing them to spread their legs.

“Now, the only way that they learn is for you to teach them.  So, don’t be afraid to express yourself on their little balls.”

Bobbi’s tongue was in the receptionist pussy when he felt the first hit on his balls.  “Just trying it out,” she laughed.

Bobbi could feel her squirm on his face as she let the rod dance over his body.  She gave a swat to his cage and then used it to flick his nipples.  Then she simply placed it against his balls to let him know that it was there.  She then raised up and adjusted herself so that he was now tonguing her asshole. 

Bobbi could hear her moans as he heard moans from the other chair.  He could feel her thighs clench tightly against his face several times.  After a loud shuddering moan, she appeared to relax over him covering his body with her own.  She stood up and moved off him.  Bobbi’s face was smeared with her wetness.

The beautician was already at the door.  The receptionist walked toward her and turned, smiled at Bobbi and said, “Next time at the salon and I’ll have one of the girls touch up your makeup when you’re done licking me.”

Bobbi smiled at her through his wet sloppy face.  “Thank you, ma’am.”

Teresa hit Bobbi across the thighs with a rod.  “Get up and wash your face.  You need to be quick about it.  I want you looking pretty when the men come.  And when I say come…” She smacked Billie on the ass as both sissies hurried off to the bathroom.

Upon returning each sissy sat at a small table with a mirror and their cosmetics.  Billie puckered his lips and blew a kiss at Bobbi and just as he was about to return it, the door opened to two young black men.  Bobbi recognized one as Tony but did not know the other.

Teresa welcomed them and said, “I understand you wanted the use of the sissies before your appointment.”

“Yes,” said Tony looking at Bobbi.

“She is looking forward to it,” Teresa said with a malicious smile.  “And I have some good news for you.”

“What’s that?” Tony asked.

“John called.  He said he is gathering information on your Mr. Bronson.”

“That’s my P.O.”

“Yes.  It seems that with what he’s been able to gather from his hacking and other resources that he will be able to devise a plan that will eventually place Mr. Bronson at the school.”

The other man said, “Bring him here and turn him into a fag like these two.  I would love that.”

“Yes,” said Teresa.  “But John wanted to make sure that you don’t let on at all about these plans.  So, he suggested that you take out your aggression and frustration on your sissy today so that you are calm when you go to your appointment.”

Tony smiled and looked at his friend.  “Knowing my P.O. is going to be here and thinking of how I’m going to use this sissy today, is making me as hard as a rock.”  He reached down and ran his hand over the large bulge in his jeans.

Teresa handed each man one of the punishment rods the women had dropped earlier.  “You better unzip and let him out before he tears a hole in those jeans then.”

Bobbi knelt before Tony as he saw from the corner of his eye Billie kneeling before the other man.  He unzipped Tony’s fly and saw his cock bulge slightly through the opening.  He unbuckled Tony’s jeans and loosened his belt. His semi-rigid cock sprang free and hit Bobbi in the face.

“See, he likes you, Mr. Bronson.” 

Bobbi looked up at Tony with questioning eyes.  “What are you looking at, Mr. Bronson.  I think you have work to do.”

Tony lifted his cock out of the way so that Bobbi could see his big black balls.  “You spent so much time busting my balls, I thought maybe you should taste them before we get started.”

Understanding his role, Bobbi puckered his lips and kissed Tony’s balls leaving a lipstick print on them.  He then put out his tongue and started licking them.  Opening his mouth wide he sucked on one of Tony’s balls until it filled his mouth.  Then he moved it out of his mouth as his lips closed against the sack.

Bobbi licked and sucked on the other ball until Tony pulled away and held his cock smearing it over Bobbi’s forehead and eyes, down his nose and then across his lips.

“Every time I look at your face, Mr. Bronson, I’m going to be seeing my cock rubbing all over it.”

Tony took his cock and slapped Bobbi across the face a couple of times back and forth.  “Cock whipped faggot.”

He held his cock to Bobbi’s lips.  A kiss on the cockhead and Bobbi’s mouth was opening wide as Tony’s cock slid in.  Bobbi tasted cock on his tongue as it expanded even more in his warm wet mouth. 

“Looks like Mr. Bronson has found his true calling,” laughed Teresa from her chair as she watched.  “That’s a great cock.  Real white boy fag bait.”

Tony placed hands on Bobbi’s head as he fucked Bobbi’s mouth.

“You like sucking cock do you Mr. Bronson.  I’m going to make you suck me off in your office.  Down on your knees.  My cock in your mouth.  Then you’re going to call clients into your office and suck them off one by one as I watch.”

He stopped pushing and Bobbi just held the cock in his mouth.  Tony looked down and ordered. “Get me the handcuffs and you should get some lube if you want.  I’m raping your ass either way so your choice.”

Reluctantly Bobbi let the hard cock free from his mouth and got up and brought the cuffs and the large jar of Vaseline.  He took a big gob of the lubricant and began smearing it up and down the shaft of Tony’s cock making sure the cockhead had a large glob of Vaseline on it.

“Teresa. Do you have any latex gloves?” Tony asked.

“I was thinking you could use one.”  Teresa walked to the closet and tossed a box of gloves down next to Tony who had taken a seat.

“Come over here and lay across my lap, Mr. Bronson.” 

Bobbi did as he was told. He could feel Tony’s large cock throbbing against his stomach as he laid down ass up across Tony’s lap.

Tony slapped Bobbi’s ass hard.  And then three more times alternating the cheeks.  Bobbi’s ass burned with the heat of Tony’s hand.  “Just the way I like to see you Mr. Bronson.”  Hitting him several more times, he said, “Makes my dick bigger each swat. Can you feel it bitch?”

“Yes Sir, please.”

Another two hits and Bobbi was squirming. He felt Tony’s hard dick pressing into his stomach. “I always like to finger a girl and make sure she’s ready for my big cock.”

Tony pulled on a glove and dipped a couple of fingers in the Vaseline and then stuck the fingers to Bobbi’s asshole inserting them slowly.

“Nice and tight like a good little faggot.”

Bobbi moaned as Tony began finger fucking him. 

Tony pulled his hand out and slapped Bobbi on the balls. 

Crying, Bobbi pleaded, “God, please.”

Tony stuck his fingers back into Bobbi’s ass and started finger fucking him again.  “I’m going to fuck you hard like you want bitch.”

Teresa came over and helped Bobbi get shakily to his feet.  She led him to the wall and bent him over a bench. She pulled his hands down and cuffed them to a hook low down on the wall.  She took a rope and spread his legs tying one ankle to a leg of the bench and the other ankle to the other side.

“Perfect,” Tony said.

Tony moved behind Bobbi and then reached his hand up between his legs and gripped Bobbi’s balls.  He pulled down and Bobbi winced while Tony asked, “What do you need bitch?”

“I need to be fucked Sir,” Bobbi whimpered.

Tony moved his hands to Bobbi’s hips and touched his ass with his rock- hard cock.  Bobbi moaned and pushed back against Tony’s dick.

Taking his cock in one hand, he moved it up and down between the cheeks of Bobbi’s ass.  “You like that don’t you bitch.”

Bobbi moaned, “Yes Sir.” 

Tony placed his cockhead wet with lube against Bobbi’s well lubricated hole.  “Beg for it bitch.”

“Please fuck me, Sir.  Please, I need it. Fuck me.”

Bobbi moaned as Tony slipped his cock past the opening and thrust up into Bobbi.  He could feel himself filled with the large cock.  Tony pulled out a couple of inches and then rammed even deeper into Bobbi.  He pulled out again and Bobbi was now moving in rhythm with him as he tried to keep the cock in him.

“You like it you faggot.”

“Yes Sir, Fuck me Sir.”

Tony pushed deep into Bobbi and his balls touched Bobbi’s much smaller ones.  His hand encircled Bobbi as he held the deep thrust.  “I’m gonna make Mr. Bronson keep a jar of lube on his desk so that anyone who asks he’ll have to say it’s for when he gets fucked by big black cocks.”

Tony pulled out and thrust into Bobbi again and again.  Bobbi moaned as he was being fucked hard and he was pushing his ass back into Tony.

“Love getting fucked by big black cocks,” Bobbi breathed out with the thrust of the cock into him. 

Tony shoved hard and held Bobbi in his grip.  “I’m cumming bitch.  Feel it.  Take it fag.”

Bobbi could feel the warmth as the cum filled him and then as Tony pulled out the cum dribbled down Bobbi’s balls and onto his thighs.

Tony moved in front of Bobbi and straddled his cuffed hands and said, “Clean me up bitch.”  He pushed his cockhead covered in lube, cum, and slime to Bobbi’s lips which he opened.

Bobbi took the cock into his mouth and gently sucked on it to take in the wetness covering it.  He began licking it off.  He could hear Teresa moving behind him.

“Billie,” she commanded, “You’re done.  Don’t let that cum go to waste.”

Bobbi heard a smacking sound and then the wetness of a tongue licking at his thighs and balls.  Then the wetness moved between his cheeks and into his hole.  He continued licking and sucking Tony’s cock clean.

Tony reached down and held up his cock allowing Bobbi’s tongue and mouth to lick and clean his balls.  He moaned, “Do a good job bitch.”

Bobbi licked and sucked while Tony began rubbing his cockhead over Bobbi’s face.  Then he was pulling away and then pressing the head of his cock into Bobbi’s open mouth.  “A good little faggot deserves a taste, so keep sucking bitch.”

Bobbi’s mouth was wide open and wetly took in as much cock as he was able.  Tony gripped his head and began using it.  Fucking Bobbi’s face.  Bobbi couldn’t breathe. but was helpless as the cock was shoved back and forth over his lips.

Bobbi’s little cock strained in its cage and he could feel Billie’s tongue in his ass.  Tony laughed as he pulled on Bobbi’s ears and then he was thrusting over and over.  He pulled Bobbi’s head deep onto his cock.  Bobbi started gagging and Tony continued laughing.

Bobbi thought he would pass out and then a jet of cum shot into the back of his throat. Tony held his head tightly and then cum was dribbling out of his mouth and down his chin.

Tony pulled out his cock, “Think I’m finished for a minute.”

Bobbi’s head hung down, but he managed a weak, “Thank you Sir.”  His tongue ran over his lips to capture the cum.

Then Bobbi was being uncuffed and untied.  Weakly he sank to the floor.  Billie laid down and curled up with him.

Tony, Teresa, and the other man gathered around them.  “Don’t they look sweet,” said the man.

“I only wish we had more time,” said Tony.  “But there is one last thing before we head out.”

He whispered to Teresa who said, “Come on sissies, time for cleanup.”

Bobbi and Billie rose to their knees and then crawled after Teresa as she walked.  Stumbling, they were able to rise to their feet.  She led them to the bathroom where the shower was. 

Teresa commanded them to get in the shower and remain on their knees.

Tony and the man appeared behind her.  They were still naked from the waist down and their cocks hung limply down their thighs. 

Holding his cock, Tony said, “I’ve got one last gift bitch.”

Bobbi crawled toward him and opened his mouth.  Billie crawled to the other man and opened his mouth.  Then Bobbi felt warm piss filling his mouth gagging him.  He tried to swallow but Tony pulled his cock away and kept pissing.  He covered Bobbi’s face and hair. The men held their cocks and hosed the two sissies with their piss.  Finally done each held their cocks out to a sissy and allowed them to lick the few remaining drops from their dicks.

Laughing at the two piss drenched sissies, they turned and walked away.

When the men left, Teresa was there.  “You’ve gone and made a big mess.  I should whip both of you.  Now, get cleaned up.  You have to do your makeup all over again.”
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The next day at the school Bobbi and Billie were introduced to a new part of their routine.  Each sissy lay naked on the floor propped up by pillows to watch videos.  There were two white metal boxes near their heads.  Tubes ran out of the side of each box.

“Now as a sissy,” Jennifer began, “you’re learning that your primary sex organ is your boy-pussy and not that little clit between your legs.  But in becoming more fem, you should also be more aroused through your tits and nipples.”

She knelt beside Bobbi while Katherine knelt next to Billie. Picking up a tube coming out of the machine Jennifer attached suction cups over Bobbi’s nipples.  He sat up on his elbows while Jennifer ran a strap around his back and fastened them into place. 

Bobbi glanced over and watched as Katherine did the same to Billie.  He thought that Billie looked like he was some sort of patient in a hospital with tubes coming out of him and knew he looked the same.

Jennifer stood and walked to the machine and flipped a switch. Bobbi heard a whirring and then felt the suction from the cups as the air pulled his nipples.  It felt strangely pleasurable and sexual. He could feel his cock trying to fill with blood.

Jennifer and Katherine placed the headphones over their ears and turned on a video.  On the screen they watched pretty, white sissies getting fucked by well-endowed black men and the sissies sucking on large black cocks.  Music played in their ears and interspersed in the music were phrases like “you love big black cocks” and “suck the cock” and “you want a real man to fuck you.”

Bobbi could see over next to him where Jennifer had her hand between her legs as she watched the screen.  She glanced down at Bobbi as he started squirming with pleasure from the suction on his nipples and the arousal from watching the video.

After the session as he was getting dressed Bobbi could feel his nipples were extremely sensitive to the touch of his bra as it grazed his chest when he buttoned his blouse.

Katherine said, “If you girls are good, as a special treat, we’ll let you each have a big black dildo to play with and take care of your girly needs at the next session.”

Jennifer laughed, “And if you’re real good, you can have some lube as well.”
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Jennifer and Katherine led the sissies down the sidewalk.  Both sissies had put on their full makeup at the school after Jennifer had told them that they had an important mission to complete that morning.

“This is something that we have to do for Master John,” Jennifer informed them.

A couple of men had accosted them on the walk and Katherine had calmly told them that the sissy school and special room would be open when they got back. 

Jennifer said, “If you’re really in need, I’m sure they are especially horny for cock and would certainly be quite willing to accommodate your needs behind the dumpster in the alley if they could not wait that long.”

Bobbi looked at the alley as they passed it and thought the broken pavement would be hard on his knees, but he also noticed the sizable bulge in the man’s sweatpants. His swollen nipples pushed against his bra. He seemed to be noticing men’s crotches a lot more these days.

They continued walking to the drugstore.  Upon entering they found an assistant who had helped them on their first visit.

“Can I help you, and these ladies,” she said smiling at the sissies.

Katherine said, “We’re looking for the manager.  I believe you said he went by Big D.”

Jennifer smiled and said, “I was going to ask Bobbi and Billie to come in by themselves and ask the first man they met for Big D but you realize how confusing that would be for them.”

Katherine laughed, “And time consuming.”

“I bet,” said the woman.

She led them to the office and knocked on the door.  Big D opened the door and appeared at first to be angry at the interruption but broke into a leering smile when he saw the two white women.

“Hello ladies,” he said, “and fake ladies,” he added after seeing the sissies.

“I was wondering if we could have a moment of your time,” Jennifer said.

“Of course,” Big D said opening the door for her.

He motioned for Jennifer and Katherine to sit in two chairs in front of his desk.  A third chair went unoccupied as the two sissies stood awkwardly.  Both sissies knelt by their Mistresses in response to the women’s hand gestures.

“You were so kind to us before,” Jennifer smiled.  “We were hoping you could do us one more favor.”

Big D smiled and looked Jennifer over.  “Why don’t you tell me how I can be of service to you?”

“It’s simple really,” Jennifer said opening her purse.  “We’d like you to post these fliers in your store.”

Big D accepted the flyer that Jennifer handed to him.

“It’s about getting black people to accept their natural superiority over whites.  And I’m sure that a superior gentleman such as yourself has obviously noted your superiority over men such as these,” Katherine said as she gestured at the two kneeling sissies.

Katherine added, “Sometimes known as Small D one and Small D two.”

Big D laughed.  Glancing from the flyer to Katherine and then to Jennifer he said, “Is this something you ladies believe in as well.”

“Yes Sir,” said Jennifer.  “We both believe in the superiority of black men especially.”  She licked her lips in a slow provocative manner.

“This is a little controversial and I’m not sure I can associate my store with it.”  He frowned.  “But perhaps I can be convinced.”

Jennifer reached out to shake Big D’s large hand.  When he gripped her hand, she brought her other hand over and patted it.  She stood and moved around to his side while Katherine stood and moved to his other side.

Jennifer stroked her hand down his arm.  “I wonder if there is anything, we can do to convince you.” Her eyes ran down the length of his body coming to rest on the expanding bulge in his dress pants.

Katherine gripped his other arm and said, “Now, Jennifer, you know we already have a Master.”

“No harm in just looking,” Jennifer said, “I mean his name is Big D.”

“I know, but damn Jennifer,” she said as Jennifer moved her hand to Big D’s trousers where the outline of his penis was growing bigger snaking down the leg of his pants.

“You’re right,” Jennifer sighed.  She pulled her hand away.

Katherine smiled.  “But you know what.”

“What?” asked Jennifer with a knowing smile.

“I’m sure our Master would approve if Big D wanted to make use of our sissies.”

“And then we could watch,” moaned Jennifer.

“Well, get those bitches over here,” Big D said with a slightly disappointed voice.  “I’ll slap them around with it.”

Jennifer held Big D’s hand and led him to the chair where she had been sitting.  She reached and gripped his zipper and said, “Over here bitches.  The man has a nice treat for you.”

Big D pulled his hardening cock from his pants and then unbuttoned them so he could pull them down along with his shorts.  He sat on the chair with his legs spread.

While not fully hard his large fat cock was rapidly getting ever larger.  Both sissies crawled forward.  Bobbi kissed the head while Billie licked the shaft.  Bobbi opened his mouth and took in the head and began to suck while Billie ducked under to lick Big D’s balls.

“I think we’ve got visual proof of the superiority of the black male,” Jennifer said smiling at Big D.

“We’d make sure you got special attention at the class,” said Katherine as Big D wrapped his large hands around the back of Bobbi’s head. 

Billie opened his mouth wide and attempted to take one of the large balls in his mouth and began sucking.

Big D let go of Bobbi’s head and then the two sissies were licking across the shaft their tongues dancing with one another.

Katherine moaned, “Magnificent.  I love watching a white bitch boy serving big black cock.”

“Extra big,” Jennifer said slowly and lustfully.

Bobbi opened his mouth and took the cockhead in and then released it as he licked down one side of the enormous staff, Billie took the head in his mouth and began sucking.

Bobbi moved down to suck on Big D’s large black balls. 

“I bet he’s got a gallon of cum in those balls,” said Jennifer.

Big D moaned, “A lot of cum.”

“Give us a money shot then,” said Katherine stroking his arm.

Both sissies were sucking along the sides of the shaft when Big D moaned and gripped his cock and shot cum onto Bobbi’s face, He turned slightly to give another shot onto Billie’s forehead where it dribbled into his eyes.  Bobbi opened his mouth and was licking from the head of his dick.  Billie blinking cum from his face leaned down to lick it from Bobbi’s face.  Then both sissies were kissing and licking making sure Big D’s cock was clean and then kissing and licking one another.

Before the sissies finished Jennifer reached down and stopped them.  She looked at both sissies with their smudged makeup wet with the remaining cum.  “Sometimes a little cum drying on the face just completes a sissy’s look.”

Katherine laughed and watched as Big D stood and pulled up his pants.  “I hope you and that big friend will be at the lecture.”

“You can count on it,” said a grinning Big D.

Jennifer and Katherine left closing the door behind them.    They stood and chatted with the young female assistant long enough for the cum to dry on the faces of their sissies.

“Nothing keeps a sissy looking young like a good facial,” Jennifer joked, and the young female assistant laughed.

“Now, come along girls, I think you’ve let those men we met coming here wait long enough,” Katherine said with a smile.
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Miss Teresa was standing over Bobbi while he knelt between Billie’s legs.  He placed his mouth on one of Billie’s nipples causing him to moan and grip Bobbi’s head.  Teresa was leading a class that day on sissy lesbian sex.  She had already instructed Billie in eating Bobbi’s boy-pussy. 

“I’m going to teach you fags to grind it out too.  Some of your superiors like me are quite amused at such sissy doings.”  She laughed, “Now Bobbi, you’ve got her going, get down to her little sissy balls.”

Jennifer closed the door to the office and approached Teresa, “Good news, Mistress.  The first class is full.  John is trying to squeeze a few more in and then he’s already scheduling a class for next week.”

“Excellent, girls.  Maybe we can make it a weekly thing.”

Katherine who was acting as Teresa’s personal servant that day while Jennifer answered the phone said, “We may get to more than one a week.”

Teresa smiled and pointed to a punishment rod which Katherine handed to her.  “Maybe we should be segregating the classes for women on one night and men on the other.”

Katherine reached down and raised Bobbi’s skirt showing his ass cheeks separated by his pink thong.

Teresa struck twice, “More licking Sissy Bobbi, more licking.”

When she felt that Billie had been sufficiently pleasured, Teresa ordered Bobbi and Billie to kiss “using lots of tongue.” Bobbi then reclined so that Billie could suck on his nipples, but the chime sounded that there were black superiors needing service in the gloryhole room.  Bobbi had to be satisfied with manipulating his own nipples by hand while he sucked a large cock sticking through one of the holes.
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A repurposed school served as the setting for Master John’s class.  The school now served as a community center.  A large room which had been the cafeteria was now a scene of folding chairs with a raised platform at one end. The chairs were not packed tightly together so that the sissies could more easily circulate and serve the guests as was needed.  There was a large flat screen television on the wall behind the lectern and a row of wooden tables across the front.

Jennifer and Katherine were dressed in white.  Sheer white blouses covered their breasts with their nipples protruding as they wore no bras.  The skirts were short with a slit that ran from the bottom to the hip.  They wore no underwear and tended to freely flash those who were lucky enough to be in front of them whenever they crossed their legs.

Bobbi and Billie were dressed all in pink with sheer blouses and short pink skirts.  The sissies wore pink lace thongs and bras that were tight and pulled their breasts together.  Holes in the bras revealed the sissies’ nipples.  While the women wore high stiletto pumps, the sissies were wearing heels of a medium height. John had felt they needed to be able to move more freely to serve the guests and they had proved awkward in the higher heels.  Each sissy was fully made up with pink nails and lipstick.  One addition to the sissies’ costumes was not readily visible.  In addition to the ever-present chastity cage, a black strap was wrapped around their scrotums. It ended in a clip to allow for an attached leash.

Each sissy’s outfit was completed by a pink collar with the word ‘sissy’ written across the front.  Jennifer and Katherine sat in folding chairs behind a small table with the sissies flanking them.  A clipboard with sheets of paper listing the attendees sat on the table.

There was another table with three ice chests full of cold beer that was being provided to the participants.  There were paper plates and various snacks including chips and cookies.

The television played a video that repeated over and over.  It was Bobbi and Billie putting on makeup and painting each other’s toenails.  Using his computer John had a scroll at the bottom of the screen announcing this was the future of white males.

Big D was first at the door.  Bobbi greeted him with a smile and a practiced curtsey.  He was accompanied by the young female clerk who had helped them at the store.  Big D introduced her as Tawanda.  Bobbi smiled when she told him what a good job he had done with his makeup.

“No one would even suspect you were male.”

“Thank you, Miss Tawanda,” Bobbi said as he watched Billie curtsey for the next guest, the receptionist at Teresa’s salon.

Jennifer checked the names off the registration list.  “Bobbi will escort you to your seats and then bring you any refreshments you wish.”

Big D and Tawanda were seated at the front as promised.  He took their order and returned with a tray carrying the beer and chips they had ordered.   When serving, Bobbi bent from the waist as they had been taught so that his skirt rode up in back revealing his ass cheeks framed by the pink thong.  Then he returned to the registration desk to greet the next attendee.

Teresa and John stood near the podium talking.  She wore a trademark purple pantsuit with a white blouse underneath that contrasted with her dark skin.  John wore black trousers, a white shirt, and red tie.  A dark jacket lay over a folding chair where he had been sitting. 

After the last guest was seated, Katherine rose from her chair behind the registration desk and walked to the door and locked it.  Teresa walked around the seated participants to the back of the hall.  Jennifer and Katherine attached the leashes to the sissies and then followed Teresa as she walked down the aisle to the front.  She strode to the podium and turned to the crowd. Jennifer and Katherine curtsied as did the sissies.  Then the women remained standing while the sissies knelt beside them.

“Welcome,” Teresa announced.  “Many of you know me as the owner of the salon.  But you don’t know that I am a firm believer in what this man teaches,” she said raising a hand toward John.  “It is something that I have acted on from time to time and believe deeply in my heart.  The restoration of the superior black race,” and here she spread both hands in front of her to include the members of the audience.  “And this means the subjugation of the white race to its natural subservient state. Now we have fine examples of whites who have accepted their true state.  Jennifer and Katherine and their two sissies, Bobbi and Billie.”

Jennifer and Katherine curtsied once again and held the leashes high as the sissies stood and then curtsied as well.  Then the two women led their sissies to the back of the room by their leashes.  They undid the leashes as Teresa continued.

“Jennifer and Katherine are owned by John and they have received permission from him for their sissies, Bobbi and Billie to serve during this class.  So, if you run out of beer…”

Big D immediately raised his can in the air to indicate he needed another and Bobbi walked quickly over to take the empty can and return with another.

“Now, if you will join me in welcoming our gracious host and teacher, John.”  She finished and started clapping in which the crowd enthusiastically partook.

John walked confidently to the podium.  As the applause died down, John began to speak.  “Thank you all so much. What I teach is not new.  I’m only putting into words what many of you already feel in your hearts.  Some of you may have bought into media lies and believed that nonsense about equality and some even about your inferiority.  But you are here to learn the truth.”

“We will start with a simple physical contrast between the average black male and the average white male.” He smiled and said, “Ladies…”

Jennifer led Bobbi by the hand to a table to the left of John.  He mounted the table while John clicked his remote.  On the screen came a side by side comparison between a black man and a white man.

“Notice how the black man’s penis is large and full.  A normal dick.  Designed by nature to bring pleasure to a female and here,” he said with a punishment rod telescoped out to full length “is a white man’s penis.  Notice its smallness.  How could he ever hope to please a woman?”

“He can’t,” yelled a voice from the crowd.  Bobbi could see Tawanda raise her beer in a toast.

“He certainly can’t,” John echoed.

With a gesture John directed Jennifer and Katherine who reached up and detached the skirts the sissies were wearing.  The sissies pulled down their panties and stepping out them revealing their caged dicks.  Jennifer took her leash and attached it to the ball collar while Katherine did the same to Billie.  Then taking a key from between her breasts she unlocked and removed Bobbi’s cage.

Bobbi had known that this was coming and hoped he was prepared.  He had thought that as soon as the cage was removed, he would cum.  He knew that he would be punished if he did.  But even as he fought for control his dick immediately rose to an erection.  Jennifer tugged on his balls and hit him across the ass a couple of times which left him with the erection but helped him to control his urge to cum.

There was general laughter with some hoots from the black women in the audience as the sissies stood before them with their tiny erections.

“Typical white males,” continued John.  “No control of themselves whatsoever.  Consumed by their desires and their sexual inadequacies.  A dangerous combination.”

“White women benefit from strong leadership of a masterful black man,”  John smiled at Jennifer before turning to smile at Katherine,” or a strong black woman,” and here he smiled at Teresa who looked at John and then the two women with a glint in her eye.

“However, the white male is more recalcitrant and benefits most from feminization so that he may learn his new role in our society.”

He held the rod in his hands and struck Bobbi twice in the ass.  He swatted Bobbi’s erection and brought the rod underneath to tap on his balls.

Turning to Billie and back to Bobbi he said, “Take off the blouses and bras, girls.”

As the sissies took off their tops it could be seen that they had a very slight growth in their breasts and their nipples were protruding. 

John took his rod and flicked Bobbi’s nipples.  “Some masters prefer to go the full surgical route and go for breast enhancement surgery.”  He swatted Bobbi’s erection again causing Bobbi to moan slightly.  Tapping his balls, he continued, “Some even go for such things as castration.  I do not but each Master or Mistress is free to choose their own path here.  As long as the sissified male is willing to learn that is.”

He smiled at his audience and saw a woman making a scissors motion with her raised hand.  “I prefer natural hormone treatments.  You see the results of exercise and the daily intake of ejaculate from real men, in other words black men.”

“And they’ve learned to love the taste,” he added causing general laughter in the audience.

“You see how obedient they can be, but it is still a good idea to keep their little cocks constrained.  We sometimes refer to as their cocks as clits to reinforce the feminine aspect.  They do seem to prosper with proper training, discipline, and humiliation.”

Teresa spoke up, “I prefer little white boy dicks.  Nothing more humiliating than that.”  The women in the audience laughed and applauded.

“We teach them that their true sexual organs are their mouths,” John said, and Teresa interjected with a quick ‘and tongues’, and their boy pussies.”  John raised the rod to Bobbi’s ass and lifted it slightly.

“Jennifer and Katherine will take care of any refreshments. After they finish this little demonstration, the sissies will be a little indisposed.”  He smiled.

Jennifer and Katherine each put on latex gloves and then raised cups full of ice.  Bobbi looked down at his erection and knew what was about to happen.  Jennifer gripped it tightly and then brought the cup to his dick and then plunged it into the icy cup.  She took a bit of ice from the cup and the used her hand to apply it to his balls.  In less than a minute he had lost his erection.  She removed the cup and waved his now even smaller soft penis about before she slipped the cage over it locking it into place.

Jennifer looked over and saw that Katherine had completed the maneuver with Billie.  Both women then lifted chairs from behind the desk that had the wooden platforms with the black dildos on them.  Bobbi and Billie helped lift the chairs onto the table.  A general murmur and then laughter ran through the audience.  Jennifer opened a drawer and pulled out a tub of Vaseline.  She opened it and dipped her gloved fingers into it. She pulled out a large dollop of lube and began applying it to the dildo.  Katherine took the Vaseline and applied it to the dildo on the other chair.

Both sissies, naked except for the chastity cages straddled a dildo and then slowly lowered himself onto a dildo.  Bobbi could feel the contact of the head of the dildo with his hole and then it was in and sliding into him.  He felt sexually aroused and humiliated to be seen like this, but he moaned anyway.

The audience applauded and then several men including Big D realizing that now was there chance to be served by the two white women began raising their hands aloft with their beer cans. 

Jennifer and Katherine moved through the crowd taking and filling orders.  A smiling Teresa moved in front of the sissies as John continued talking.  She took a rod in each hand and then looking from one sissy to the other she raised both rods high into the air and held them.  Each sissy rose on their dildo and when she brought the rods down, they lowered back onto the dildo.  Then Teresa began playing with the rhythm and speed of her conducting as the sissies began fucking themselves on the black dildos in time with the movement of the rods as she conducted a sissy ‘orchestra.’

There was laughter at first, but it died down as people kept watching the sissies. They were a little drunk on the beer but also the words which rang true in their ears. They were superior and the feminized sissies fucking themselves represented the old power system being swept away.

“You can see how white boys are.  Call them gurls with a ‘u’. I certainly cannot call them male in any form,” John spoke with confidence.  “Remember them as the future of any white male you meet.”

Bobbi and Billie both let out low moans and a man in the audience said loudly, “Those gurls need dick.”

“As a white gurl should,” John smiled.  “Black dick.”

“Trouble is that we just have these two sissies now and we need more for our school. I’m opening a school for Black Masters and another for Black Mistresses. I hope it helps to guide you in assuming your dominance and superiority. Teresa has agreed to lead the Mistress school.  Unfortunately, we’re going to wear out these two sissies unless we recruit more.”

“I’ve got a white boy now who sucks my dick in the bathroom at school,” called out a man from the audience.

“An excellent candidate,” said John.  “I’d like to talk about bringing him in.  You and I should talk.  There are many ways to convert white men to their new roles and we have several in the pipeline right now.  Remember, it doesn’t matter if they are willing or unwilling, it is up to us to bring them to truth.”

People in the audience began talking among themselves and one woman called out, “I’d sure like to see it, but I know some white boys that I know would never do what those gurls up there are doing.”

“I doubt if they thought they’d be doing it either,” answered John.  “Think of it as a path that they are on.  A step on the path brings them a little closer into being a sissy on that stage.”

John walked over to a whiteboard and began to write.  “There are many strategies to move white boys further on the path.”  John began to write.  “Seduction.  You sisters out there.  Seducing that white boy might be his first step.  And brothers, seducing that white woman can not only bring her to her true nature but also can be a means of recruiting her boyfriend or husband.”

“There is also exposure.  It is like their lust for black dominance is deep and hidden for some but starts to come out through exposure to black mastery.  That white boy at school might have gotten a glimpse of your cock when you were in the bathroom.  Never hurts to flash some white boys in a public bathroom so they can see what a normal cock looks like.”

“Interracial porn.  Expose a white woman to what a real cock looks like and she’ll think about her husband’s tiny pecker in a new light. Hard to believe but some white women don’t know what they are missing.  They don’t know what it feels like to be fucked by a real man.”

“Each case is an individual. It might require a combination of elements.  And once on the path enticements and even blackmail can be used.”

“Blackmail equals black male,” said an audience member.

“That’s right,” said John.  “Anything that helps them to see their true nature.”

“I’m hoping that those who wish to attend the school will learn techniques that will help them.  But also, so you share with one another and even collaborate in our path.”

“Sign me up,” said a woman in the audience.  This was repeated by several people scattered across the audience and then a general murmur of approval swept the audience.

“Jennifer and Katherine will be at the registration desk and can take your names and contact info so we can get the ball rolling.” 

Turning to Teresa who smiled broadly at him, John said, “Now let’s get to the special christening I promised when I signed you up.  This is strictly voluntary, and I fully understand those of you who wish not to participate.”

People in the audience got up and walked around as a line formed at the registration desk. Not a single person asked that the doors be unlocked so they could leave.  They gathered in small groups and talked about what was coming next.  John had talked to each one about the special christening and they were eager to see it and participate in it.  Laughing, they looked at the sissies still sitting impaled on their chairs on the table.

Teresa and John walked up to the table where the sissies were sitting, and she set a role of paper towels on the table.

“Time to say good-bye to your love seats.  Get cleaned up.  There’s a small bathroom around that corner there,” she said pointing it out to them. When you get back, I want that plastic tarp over there unrolled and placed in the middle of the hall. Move the chairs around to face the center of the tarp.”

Teresa smiled up at them.  “And leave a path so people can walk into the center of the circle.”

John joined her as they walked around talking to small groups of people and chatting about the ideas John had presented.  The sissies raised up off the dildo’s and cleaned themselves and took down the chairs and cleaned off the dildos.  They went to the bathroom and helped one another freshen up.  Bobbi and Billie came out and began arranging the tarp and chairs as they had been instructed.

As Bobbi and Billie were starting to build the circle of chairs around the tarp on the floor, Bobbi noticed women grabbing seats as soon as he placed a chair down.  He overheard one talking about getting a good seat for the show. The friend who sat next to her laughed and reached into her bag of chips.

As he finished the first ring of chairs, he saw that women were sitting in every seat. One smiled at him when he places the last chair for her to sit in.  Billie was already working on a second ring while Bobbi moved more chairs, he saw that the women all had their phones out. They were looking through them at the tarp as they chatted and laughed with their friends.  The crowd had segregated with women sitting around the tarp while the men were mostly gathered in a group in one corner although a few men continued to wander around.

John brought Jennifer and Katherine over to the table where the sissies had sat. They removed the dildos from the chairs and wiped them down.  John lifted a third chair onto the table which he and his two servants easily mounted.  From this vantage point he looked over the center of the circle formed by the chairs.  John looked like an emperor overseeing a gladiator match with his two beautiful consorts at his side.

John commanded and Jennifer and Katherine hopped down from the table. They grabbed each sissy directly by the collar and led them to the center of the ring.  They turned them to face John up on the table.  The women together gave the command to kneel and the sissies sank to their knees.

Jennifer and Katherine walked quickly out of the ring and re- joined John on the table.  John rose and holding a glass of wine high in his hand began speaking.

“Welcome to the christening.  Every man will get a chance to bless the sissies.  I have asked you to assemble for this blessing.  Now men, it is not a time to show off your stamina.  We will start with the lucky ones who drew the lucky numbers.  And of course, Big D who did us the favor of advertising our event.  When you finish your blessing please leave the ring and make room for the next man.”

Looking at the sissies and around the room he announced, “let the christening begin.”

Bobbi saw a group of six men enter the ring one by one.  The men quickly surrounded the two kneeling sissies. Big D was directly in front of him. 

And as if on cue, all the men were pulling down zippers and pulling out their cocks.  They began stroking and giving themselves erections.  Bobbi saw that all were grinning and while stroking they would pivot to show off their cocks to the women in the crowd.  Big D was posing as he stroked his cock making sure that the women sitting around the ring could see it.  Phones were out and some flashed as the women took pictures.

Big D turned and was stroking his cock hard and fast in front of Bobbi’s face.  “Open up bitch.”

Bobbi felt a splash of hot wet stickiness hit the side of his face as he opened his mouth.  Big D shot his load almost perfectly in Bobbi’s mouth.  He tasted and swallowed the hot salty cum and he felt wetness on the back of his head.  He glanced over and saw Billie’s face was dripping and he was using his fingers to gather it into his mouth.

Big D walked up to Bobbi and smeared the cum remaining on his cock onto Bobbi’s lips.  He felt another cock being rubbed on the side of his face and then a cock was being wiped with the hair on the back of his head.  Another cock was in front of him and another jet of cum hit the side of his face dripping down onto his shoulder.  The cock in front of him spat its white sticky load onto his forehead where it began sliding slowly down into his eyes.  He stuck out his tongue to catch the drips and clumps.

Blinded now Bobbi felt the cocks being wiped on him.  He felt another spurt between his eyes.  He swallowed and opened his mouth to be hit by another stream.  He felt the sticky wetness dripping and drying down the back of his head.  Bobbi’s tongue traced along his lips as he tasted more cum.  He could hear voices and laughter. Sounds became muffled as a stream of cum filled his ear and dripped down his earlobe.  Several men seemed to cum at once all hitting him in his hair. The cum shower soaked his hair and drops ran down to drip onto his naked body. Cum stained his face and dried and then more cum hit him again and laid its clumpy wetness over the drying cum. 

Load after hot load landed on Bobbi.  His mouth opened and closed as he swallowed what he could and opened to accept more of the precious black cum.  His vision was blurred. All he could see were shadowy images he knew were big hard cocks shooting out their jets of cum.  He was overcome with desire and his little dick made his cage swing as it kept trying to get hard.  He was holding Billie’s hand as they had been receiving the cum christening. It had seemed endless and then the last man finished and wiped his cock sloppily across Bobbi’s face.  His tongue darted to catch the last taste of cock.

Applause and laughter broke out when a man’s voice yelled, “Ready for round two.”

John laughed, “I think they’ve had enough.”  He continued, “This was a special christening.  We don’t want them to start expecting they can shower in black cum every day.”

“Bobbi and Billie,” John said addressing the two cum covered sissies who knelt in the center of the tarp still holding hands.  “I thought I had taught you better than to waste a black man’s cum.  Now, be good sissies and lick each other clean and start with a kiss.”

Bobbi and Billie reached out with their hands to find each other’s faces.  They found each other’s lips and opened their mouths to each other.  Tongues circled and licked as they consumed the cum from each other’s face.  Then they took turns licking each other’s bodies.  Bobbi felt Billie’s tongue on a nipple and felt it become erect in Billie’s mouth.  He licked Billie’s stomach and wanted Billie’s hands on his ass.  He was so horny at a time when he should have been sated with the sex that was dripping off him, but he still wanted more.

Then Bobbi heard John give the order to stop just as the Bobbi knelt to lick around Billie’s chastity cage. He was feeling like he would never be not horny again.  Bobbi felt weak but energetic at the same time. He wanted a nice warm shower and the chance to be clean once again.  Maybe put his face back on and dress in his pretty clothes.

Jennifer came up to Bobbi and whispered in his ear.  “Not quite done sweetheart.”  She snapped the leash to his collar and told him to get up.

Bobbi rose to his feet and he saw Billie rising next to Katherine as she held his leash in her hand.

Jennifer and Katherine led the two sissies out of the room and down a hallway.  They could hear John’s voice.

“It’s not exactly round two, but rather a second half.  Just follow my servants, Jennifer and Katherine.  And I hope the sissies served you plenty of beer.”

Jennifer and Katherine led the sissies down the hall to a locker room.  Bobbi could feel the presence of the black men following them.  Beyond the lockers was a communal shower. There was a central drain and shower heads lined the walls at regular intervals.

Jennifer commanded Bobbi to kneel.  He was on his knees on one side of the drain and Billie was on the other.  Jennifer unsnapped the leash and said, “Everything that comes out of a real man’s cock is sacred to you including this.  So, open your mouth in gratitude bitches.”

Jennifer and Katherine stepped back.  Several men stepped forward.  One woman managed to peek in from the side and held her phone out to record the scene. 

Bobbi focused on the man in front of him as he lowered his zipper eagerly.  He pulled out his cock and began pissing.  The stream hit low at Bobbi’s knees and then the man was pointed his cock up aiming at Bobbi’s mouth.  He tasted the hot acrid stream of piss as another stream shot into the side of his face and then moved up drenching his hair.

Bobbi swallowed and the piss dribbled down his chin. Several men stood near the entrance to the shower and pissed all over the kneeling sissies.  Men replaced those men and the shower of piss continued.   Piss was running down the sissies’ bodies and into the drain.  Bobbi felt fresh stream hit him while another dwindled to drops and then he was hit by another fresh stream.  The air stank with piss.  Again, he was blinded but this time with piss.  Laughter and voices and more piss.  Swallowing and more piss.  Hair drenched in piss.  At last the last stream ran across his face as he tried to take it into his mouth. 

Everyone was gone and Bobbi looked at Billie and saw the piss dripping from his hair down to his chest and knew he looked the same.  Katherine stood at the entrance holding her nose.  She pushed plastic bottles with her foot into the shower while keeping that foot from touching the floor that was wet with urine.  Jennifer leaned in while Katherine grabbed one of her arms to steady her. 

Jennifer turned a handle and water began to stream onto the sissies. “You stinky bitches.  Get cleaned up. You gurls are a mess.”

Bobbi crawled and held up one bottle of what he found was a floral body wash and shampoo.  Billie held up a bottle of mouthwash and unscrewed the top and took a swig and spat it on the floor before handing it to Bobbi.

“What? No toothbrush,” he said.

Bobbi laughed and took a swig from the bottle of mouthwash and spat it on the floor.
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Teresa had decided to hold the first meeting of her school for Black Mistresses at her salon which she had closed for the day.  She arrived at the sissy school just as Bobbi and Billie had removed the suction cups from their breasts after a video session.

“Looks like you girls are ready for some fun,” she said as she tweaked one of Bobbi’s swollen erect nipples.

“Yes Miss Teresa,” Bobbi said after yelping.

The sissies got dressed in their school uniforms and then Teresa attached leashes to their collars and led them to the salon.  A sign on the door said, “Closed for Training.” 

Bobbi was surprised to see that all the salon staff were there.

Seeing Bobbi’s eyes widen, Teresa said, “I thought it was most important that all of my girls participate.  I hope that we will be getting lots of opportunities to work on white boys who see the light.”

The pretty receptionist stepped forward, “Miss Teresa is offering a discount to any of her customers who bring in a white boy for a makeover. And I will be telling anyone who wants to know when one is scheduled in case anyone wants to watch.”

There were ten other black women there casually sitting in the chairs for waiting customers.  A couple of stylists were leaning back in the chairs at their stations.  All were smiling.

“You’re here to be of service to your betters,” Teresa announced appearing from the back. “So, remove those clothes and show us what we’re working with here.”

Bobbi and Billie slipped off their blouses and short skirts.  Bobbi caught the receptionist eyeing him as he removed his bra.  She laughed when she saw his ruby red erect nipples.  He felt blood flooding his breasts as he felt them exposed to her eyes.  Reaching down he pulled off his panties and stood naked except for the chastity cage which now felt more restricting as his cock tried and failed to achieve erection. The receptionist winked at Bobbi and then whispered to the woman beside her, and then the women began laughing loudly.

Teresa looked around the room, “I’m ready to start.”

“Good, you’re mine to start,” the receptionist said.

“Remember, Carla,” smiled Teresa, “everyone is going to get there turn.”

As Teresa began talking, Carla took Bobbi’s leash and pulled him with her as she took a seat in the stylist chair.  She took an apron and threw it over her.  “Miss Teresa has already taught me a few things,” she whispered to Bobbi, and then it a louder voice she commanded him.  “Get down on your knees, Bobbi.  Crawl under here.  Time to service your Mistress.”

Bobbi slipped under the apron to find that Carla had pushed up her skirt and was wearing no panties.  She spread her legs and Bobbi kissed up a thigh until he reached her pussy. He took a long slow lick and then inserted his tongue and began pushing it in and out.  Resuming his licking he brought up both hands and gripped her ass as she ground her pussy into his mouth.

Teresa started, “We wanted to start our class by learning how to use our white sissy boys.  We will have another lesson about our submissive white girls. Now, the girls are submissive to the superior black race, but we do sometimes limit their use in front of the white boys, so they don’t get confused.”

Carla reached under the apron and pulled Bobbi’s head into her as he licked and kissed her pussy.  She smeared her wetness into his face.  Her thighs gripped and squeezed his face.

“There are many pleasures from having a white boy.  Sexual pleasure is one.  And none of that where the man think’s he done after two minutes.  And its whenever you desire.  They also resemble real men in miniature with their little dicks.  Striking a sissy on the ass is great but punishing their little dicks and balls can be incredibly gratifying.  Not to mention a great way to get their attention.” 

Teresa took a discipline rod and walked over to where Bobbi’s ass was exposed as he ate Carla’s pussy.  She gave Bobbi a swat on his ass and then she struck again bringing the rod up between his legs.  Carla seeing the movement of the rod, muffled Bobbi’s cry with her pussy.  Teresa handed the rod to Carla who tapped Bobbi hard on the ass twice.

“A definite advantage to this position,” said Teresa.

“A great stress reliever,” moaned Carla.

Teresa continued, “As I was saying the services can be endless.  Imagine a life where you no longer must cook or clean.  You have a white sissy maid. Have a stressful day and need a massage.  You have a sissy to serve you. Need your car washed.  Have your sissy do it.”

Teresa smiled.  “And when they’re done, have them kiss your feet in gratitude for the privilege of serving you.  And punish them when you feel that their service does not meet your standards.”

Carla was moaning.  A light convulsing of her thighs as she reached orgasm and her thighs squeezed Bobbi’s head more tightly. Another woman was tapping Carla’s shoulder.

“Sorry, but my turn.”

Carla let out a long breath.  “Bobbi, I’m going to need for you to come over and clean my house.”  She laughed and pushed down her skirt and lifted the apron which she handed to the other woman.

Bobbi sat back on his knees.  His mouth ached and his face was wet from Carla.  Another woman replaced Carla in front of him.  Again, the apron was thrown over his head and this new woman was spread before him.  He tasted her and knew she had been fucked earlier that day.  Using her hand Carla gave him a last sharp swat on his ass.

“Living a higher- class life,” Teresa continued.  “How does having a servant sound.  And no matter your taste or surroundings.  Have the sissy wait on you.  Bring your wine or a beer on a tray. And won’t your guests be impressed that you have a servant. Maybe a little envious when you say, “You mean you don’t have your own white servant.”

Teresa laughed, “That’s why we need recruitment.  More white boys like Bobbi and Billie.  And once your friends find how convenient it is, they are going to want their own.  And you’d be surprised.  Once they think about it, they probably know some white boys who are candidates for being turned.”

The woman in front of Bobbi was replaced by another set of thighs gripping his head and another wet pussy was pushing against his mouth.  More hands held his head in place while the pussy slid up and down his face engulfing him in its fragrance. 

“And never be afraid to punish.”  Teresa smiled, “Only way they learn.”  She swatted Billie and then Bobbi.

“Even in more public setting. Doesn’t have to be much.  Just to show your dominance.”  Teresa gave an example.  “Eating burgers.  Make sure he’s the one carrying yours to the table. Tell him he’s a stupid sissy for forgetting the ketchup. Spank his ass for forgetting.  Let others see a white sissy being used by a superior black.  Black people might see it and think maybe they should have a white slave.  You might have white boys pretending to be disgusted by it, but they’ll be home that night jerking off those little dicks thinking about it.”

Carla laughed.  “And white boys be doing that a lot.”

Teresa pointed at a box in the corner.  Carla went to it. She opened the box and pulled a large black strap-on.  She pulled the harness around her.  Teresa continued, “But sometimes you want to reward them too.”  Carla reached further into the box and pulled out a large tub of lubricant which she opened and placed on the floor next to the box.

“Depending.  It can be reward or punishment.  Just remember.  It’s all about you,” Carla said as she scooped lubricant over the large dildo sticking out in front of her.  She took a couple of swipes as she pretending to be masturbating with it.

She gripped Bobbi’s hips and put the head against him rubbing up and down between his cheeks before positioning it at his hole.

“My bitch.  I know you’ve been wanting my hard cock.”  She thrust forward and entered him.  Bobbi felt himself penetrated. He squirmed as her big “cock” filled him. Carla’s hands reached around his waist hugging him as she fucked him deep. She reached up and began rubbing his nipples. As Carla rode him, she became rougher with her hands pinching and twisting his nipples. 

Bobbi moaned and Carla laughed.  “She really needs it.”

Teresa pointed to the box and the other women were discovering that it held a number of strap-ons for their use.  “Gangbang,” yelled one happily.

A woman approached Bobbi with her large black strap-on jutting before her.  “Suck my big fat cock, bitch.”  His mouth opened and she thrust if forward into his mouth.  He began sucking and she put her hands on his head and moaned.

Carla continued to ride Bobbi and was slapping his ass as she fucked him. She ground against him, shuddered and moaned.  She pulled out and Bobbi moaned as he felt another woman prying at his ass with her “cock.”

The woman who had been fucking his face pulled out a moment before to be replaced by Carla. She is demanding that he clean her off.  She laughed as she saw him licking the mess from the dildo.  She smiled as she wiped her messy dildo cock over his face. 

After every woman got a chance to get the feel for fucking a sissy, Bobbi and Billie knelt in a circle of the women and gave foot massages by hand and mouth. 

Carla complained of the quality of Bobbi’s efforts and had him lie on the floor in front of her with his legs spread.  She placed her foot between his legs and then balancing from foot to foot she placed her toes on his balls and increased the pressure until he begged and promised to do better in the future.
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Dressed in cheap French maid Halloween costumes, Bobbi and Billie served a meeting of the young black Masters.  They each wore thong panties over their chastity cages.  They were learning to serve properly and how to curtsy, bow, and bend while they made sure that their superiors were supplied with beer and snacks. 

Master John had explained, “In the future, we’ll make sure that each sissy will have different costumes to serve the needs of her betters but for now, these outfits can help with the proper visuals of how to view an inferior white male.  Visualization takes some effort at first, but in no time you’ll have an encounter with a white boss you don’t like and you’ll just close your eyes and smile as you imagine him in ruffled panties serving you a drink.”

A young black man sitting at a table accepted a beer from Bobbi and smiled.  He reached out and pinched Bobbi on the ass as he was walking away.  He smiled and laughed, “I’m doing it now.”

John walked over and stood facing the man.  “It’s Tom. right?”

“Tom’s fine.  I sometimes go by TJ.”

“Okay, TJ, then, tell me about who you’re picturing or better yet, have you had any interactions with whites being submissive.  Aside from here and the sissy school of course.”

“Sure.  Who hasn’t?” said TJ looking around. “It was middle school.  We all had a shower after P.E. There was this little dicked white fag.  He kept staring at our dicks.  His dick was so little, I’m surprised he didn’t wet himself every time he peed.  A couple of the guys snuck up behind him and grabbed him by the arms and kicked his feet out from under him.  They held him down on his knees and I told him he should take a closer look at what he was trying to see.”

TJ continued, “I told him to open his mouth and suck my dick.  It was like he couldn’t help himself. He didn’t try to fight or nothing.  Just opened his mouth. I stuck it in.  My first blowjob. And then after me, we kind of took turns.”

Master John smiled.  “I can’t totally approve of course.  What with the violence and all, but boys will be boys.  But looks like everyone got a lesson.  But sometimes, not a complete lesson.   Tell me TJ, were any of the other boys getting that first blow job.  Were any of them white?”

“Yeah, quite a few as a matter of fact.  It was a mix of us black and white,” TJ answered.  “We just figured him for a fag although later he tried to make it that he was forced but we all knew.  We got tired of him denying it so another time we gangbanged his ass until he admitted he was a fag.”

“But with him submitting to black and white boys everyone just knew him has a homosexual, right?”

“Yeah, that’s right.  In the end he stopped denying it, but it was never specifically about submitting to black guys.  In fact, the white guys were rougher with him than we were.”

“Probably trying to prove their manhood by taking out their fears on the guy.  Rougher they were the more manly they were.  But all the time acting out of fear.”

A young man a few steps from John raised his hand and said, “I got a guy in class, this white guy.  I swear I can feel him staring at my crotch but when I look, he’s looking somewhere else.  And maybe it’s just the thing to do between classes, but he always seems to be right behind me when I go take a leak.”

“I’d say, trust your instincts.  He probably is looking.  But even if he’s not, you’ve sensed the submissiveness in him.  Anything else you’ve noticed?” John asked.

“He’s got a cute-ass girlfriend.”

John’s already big grin turned bright.  “Maybe a two-fer.  Might be able to recruit them both.”

“How do I do that?” the man asked.

“Depends,” John said.  “Decide on the best target to begin with. Him or her.  We can discuss it privately when it comes to a specific case.”

“But, in general if you feel he’s looking, give him more opportunities to look. Walk up to him in class while he’s sitting.  Maybe work up a little bit of an erection and then engage in some topic all the while his face is close to your crotch.”

“Use language dominance.  Make him call you “Sir.” And don’t return the favor.  “You’re already establishing dominance that way.”

John continued, “Share something on your phone.  A funny joke or cartoon that’s just a little suggestive of black dominance and see how he reacts.”

“What about the cute-ass girlfriend,” another man asked.

John laughed.  “Focus on getting the white boy to do what he wants to do.  Watch one when they see BBC. Their mouth opens naturally almost like “feed me,” and then it’s simple.  More than likely they get hooked.  You’ve got your phone with you.  Take a pic, threaten to send it to the girl and let her see she’s dating a sissy and it goes from there.  Soon enough, he’ll be offering her to you.”

John added, “But, you asked about the white girlfriend, in general, the white female will be drawn to you by your natural male superiority.  So, smile, be your best self.  Don’t be shy and even encourage her to look at what she’s missing by being with a white boy.”

“Bobbi, come here.” Master John ordered Bobbi to kneel before the young student.  “Feel free to use her,” John told the student who unzipped his jeans.  Bobbi watched as the man pulled his limp cock out and offered it to Bobbi who took it in his mouth and began sucking.

“I know it’s hard to believe but another option is having Bobbi go with you somewhere with him dressed as a male.”  He looked down to see Bobbi sucking up and down on the student’s hardening cock.  “But remember until recently he was passing for male.”

He continued, “In a conversation that is meant to be overheard, you might make arrangements to give Bobbi the privilege of giving you a blowjob.  Makes the guy you’re trying to lead down the path of subservience thinking about what it might be like.”

“There are also situations where Bobbi, whom I’m using as an example, might be marked, permanently or not.”  Bobbi continued sucking but was now paying closer attention to the words when he heard about being ‘marked.’

“A Jack of Spades, the words black-owned, and there are others.  Somewhere it can be seen can elicit the questions, “what’s that and what does it mean?”

Hands held Bobbi’s head as the cock squirted hot cum into his mouth.  He politely licked the cock clean and swallowed.  He used a finger to wipe any errant fluid into his mouth.  He thanked his feeder and rose to resume his duties.  He saw Billie a few rows behind him providing service to a young man who had his eyes closed and appeared to be paying more attention to Billie than to the lecture.

Master John called for assistance and a couple of men got out of their chairs.  “Now Bobbi and Billie are quite willing and eager, but I wanted you to get some experience with immobilizing your sissy.”

The men moved two sawhorses to the center of the room.  Each was padded across the top and chains were attached at the legs of each.  Bobbi and Billie were led to them after they had stripped.  Bobbi looked over to see Billie being positioned as he himself was moved into place.

Bobbi’s legs were spread and then cuffed to the legs of the sawhorse.  He was bent over it and then his wrists were also placed in handcuffs.  The chain between the cuffs was itself attached to a ring in the floor by yet another chain.

Master John announced, “Now, in this position, your white sissy can simply be immobilized in an embarrassing position and is fully available for sexual use as well as punishment.  A good position for spanking, humiliation, and punishment to their small dicks and balls.  And of course, anal, and oral penetration.  There is lubricant in that desk drawer,” he said pointing at the desk. There are additional restraint techniques where the attachment is made directly to the sissy balls and dick.  We will be going into all that as the classes proceed.  But today, I am going to set a couple of chairs over in the corner where we can talk one to one on whatever situations you might have.  Feel free to make use of a sissy while you wait.”

Bobbi heard the desk drawer being opened.  He looked up when he heard the zipper coming down.  A long black cock was being offered to his lips.  He opened his mouth as he felt another cockhead sliding between his cheeks.  He moaned on the cock in his mouth as the other one entered and filled him.  He felt stirrings in his cage as he sucked and was being fucked and he felt how wonderful it was to be fully the black-owned sissy he was meant to be.

41

Bobbi looked down at his penis.  He thought of how he had dreamed of being freed from his cage. But he had never dreamed of what he was looking at.  A steel ring pierced the end of his dick.  The man who had done it had been an expert and there had been minimal swelling.  The man had joked about his specialty was working on white sissy “miniatures.”

He had no trouble following the instructions to keep his hands off for a week.  He had been given the week off from school as well after Jennifer had asked him to marry her.  He had cried when she asked.  He attributed his tears to his feelings of happiness although he also thought that the increase in female hormones from his diet might have contributed.  He had also noticed more puffiness around his breasts and nipples which were growing with more time on the suction machines.  He had not told anyone but there were times when he felt he might have an orgasm just from the feelings of the vacuum sucking at his nipples. He felt he would have one if a man “sucked on his tits while fucking him.”

Jennifer had taken him to a private dinner at a small restaurant where they had come on dates when he was her boyfriend.  He knew the night was special since it was just the two of them.  She had even kissed him before and after the proposal.  She had set a small box on the table which he had thought contained a wedding band but had held the steel ring that now pierced his penis.

Bobbi had excitedly said yes when she had asked.  He knew that it would not “be a regular marriage” from the very start.  She had not asked him to be her husband after all but her “sissy husband” or she explained “my sissy wife would be a more accurate description.”

Jennifer had reached over and touched his face. “John will still be my Master of course and you will serve the both of us as our sissy.”

She presented him with the box and told him that it was symbol of their love and ownership.  Bobbi had grabbed the box and opened it. He smiled and pulled out the ring and looked at her in puzzlement when it was obvious it did not fit.

Jennifer had placed her hand near her mouth to hide her smile.  “That’s not where it goes silly.  It’s for a very special piercing that will symbolize your commitment.”

Bobbi had looked at her and she took his hand. She began stroking his hand and then separated his fingers and using his middle finger she showed how the ring would pierce him.  “Of course, it actually goes through your little penis.”

His mouth had gaped open although the realization had been coming over him for the last few minutes.

“It’s almost painless. Or so I’m told.  And the man who does it is quite adept.  He does all the white sissies. The ones in committed relationships anyway. And the man said that working on white boys makes him very careful when working on ‘miniatures.’”

Bobbi knew it was useless, but he had to try.  “Couldn’t I get some other piercing like nipples or something.”

“Of course, you can sweetie.  I’m sure Master John would love to see your nipples pierced.  We can see about getting them done as well.”

He felt a tear in the corner of his eye.  “I was thinking instead of and not as an additional piercing.”

“Oh Bobbi. You don’t want to disappoint your Master.  I’ll keep that bit to myself and I’ll just tell him that you were thrilled. And you suggested how much you would like your nipples done as well.  He will be very, pleased.”  She smiled as she said this.

Master John had picked them up from the restaurant.  They had gone back to his place where he had a home office. Bobbi sat across from Master John with Jennifer seated beside him. Master John handed him a stack of documents which Jennifer explained to him.  There was a marriage contract, power of attorney, a will, and several additional papers. Master John explained how as a sissy slave his signing was only a formality. 

After the papers were signed, Master John had smiled and said, “I’m happy that you’ve agreed to get piercings.  Again, you don’t really have choices but I’m happy that you continue to show your willingness to please.”

Signing the papers made Master John and Mistress Jennifer very happy.  They opened a bottle of champagne and toasted one another.  They even saved a glass for Bobbi although he had been required to stroke Master John until he filled much of the glass with his sperm.  A splash of champagne and Bobbi was permitted to join in a toast where he pledged his continued service and obedience to his new fiancée and the Master who owned them both.
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Bobbi had a funny feeling watching Billie serve him a glass of wine.  They had done so much together that he felt that he should be wearing a matching maid’s outfit.  Instead, he was sitting on the couch by Jennifer, his soon-to-be wife.  Katherine was holding a party in honor of the upcoming wedding and had invited friends of hers and Jennifer’s. 

The friends were somewhat aware that the marriage would not be traditional and there had been rumors. But all of them had expressed a little bit of shock to see Bobbi dressed as he was.  A sheer white blouse with a plunging neckline leaving his bra visible.  His nipples a prominent darkness under the material as Jennifer had insisted that Bobbi’s bra have cutouts that made his nipples more prominent.  They felt overly sensitive and were often erect with his hormones and the vacuum stimulation. His skirt was a pale pink that was short enough so that his lacy white panties came into view when he moved in certain ways.  Sitting on the couch, he tried to keep his legs crossed but when he needed to switch legs, he knew that his crotch was within easy view.

He had full makeup with pink eyeshadow which matched his lips and his skirt.  He was not wearing a wig so that his short hair announced him as a sissy.  Effeminate but not fully feminine. 

Billie greeted guests at the door.  Most had giggled upon seeing Bobbi.  The giggles turned to smirks as they talked.  A lesbian couple who attended had laughed and told him that he was the most feminine one at the party. 

Chairs were pulled around so that everyone was seated in a circle around Jennifer and Bobbi.  Katherine sat beside Bobbi and she lifted her glass and tapped her spoon against the rim to get everyone’s attention.  But before she spoke the door opened and Master John appeared.  He was wearing a tight tee shirt that showed off his muscular arms. His blue jeans fit him well, and the crotch was full hinting at what was underneath.

“I apologize.  I knew you were having your little party, but I needed to grab my gym bag.  Mark and I are going to play a few sets after we work out.”

Jennifer smiled and looked up as John leaned over the back of the couch as their lips met in a probing and lasting kiss. He squeezed Jennifer’s shoulders and said, “Fine woman you’re getting here Bobbi.”

“Yes Sir,” Bobbi said.  Katherine slapped his leg hard and Bobbi rose.  Pulling down on his skirt, he directed a curtsy at John and said, “Yes Sir, and thank you Sir.”

John smiled and then retreated to the bedroom where he retrieved his gear. He nodded and waved at the women as he left.

Bobbi looked around the room and saw how all the women were smiling at him. A couple were whispering and laughing.  Unconsciously he crossed his legs and then tried to sit more demurely.  He was wearing red opened toed shoes that showed off his pink toenails. He had practiced walking in the high heels, but he still had trouble. The shoes had a small but visible lock that showed he could not take them off without a key.

Katherine raised her glass once again and said, “I’d like to propose a toast to the happy couple.”

Everyone raised their glasses and drank.  Bobbi looked over at Jennifer for permission before he took a sip from his drink.  Bobbi’s glass was specially prepared by Master John who had marked it by rubbing the head of his cock over it.  The musky smell added to the intoxicating action of the wine making Bobbi’s little dick almost hard.

“Pardon,” said a woman seated across from Bobbi.  “You said couple but aren’t you a thruple. I believe is the word.  You know.  With the man who just left.”

Bobbi looked over at Jennifer for direction on answering the question but Katherine broke in.

“Well Linda.  Jennifer and Bobbi aren’t a traditional man and wife sort of thing.  More of a woman and her sissy thing.”

“Bobbi, here is a real sweetheart,” Jennifer said.  “He recognized he had certain shortcomings and that as a woman I had certain needs that he couldn’t fulfill.”

Katherine laughed as Billie dressed as a French maid, refilled her glass.  “Bobbi also had certain needs as does my husband, Billie, here.” 

“Gay, you mean,” said another woman.

“Oh, it’s not that exactly.”  Katherine said, “that’s part of it but their sex is more about submission.”

“To a Master or a Mistress,” said Jennifer.  “Born to serve and submit.”

“Just two sissy boys or we sometimes think of them as sissy girls.”  Katherine sighed.  “You can’t really expect much dick from either one.”

“Speaking of dick.”  A small white woman with short dark hair gestured towards Bobbi’s legs.  “I’ve heard that you keep his or hers locked up.”

Jennifer ordered Bobbi to stand.  “Now my sweet fiancée, raise your skirt and pull down those cute panties and show off for the girls.”

Bobbi hesitated and Jennifer slapped his ass.  “No time to be shy.  She’s been dying to show off her jewelry.”

Bobbi showed the women his chastity cage and the steel ring piercing.  Jennifer had him go around and show each woman individually.  A couple of the women tugged on the ring and were delighted to hear Bobbi squeal when they pulled too hard.

One woman commented that she could see how Jennifer had to turn elsewhere for satisfaction while another said that he reminded her of her husband’s dick, but that Bobbi’s was better.

“Better?” said Jennifer.

“Yeah,” said the woman.  “My husband’s would look much better in a cage. And I’d like to personally see to his piercing.”

Katherine laughed and smiled.  “It can have plenty of uses including…” And here she handed Jennifer a small square white box with a ribbon around it.”

Jennifer took the box and after slipping off the ribbon, she opened it to find a black leash curled within.  She took it out and saw that it had a metal clip on the end.  Bobbi had sat down beside her.  She made him pull up his skirt and part his legs.  She pulled down his panties and pulled up on his cage.  She snapped the clip to the ring and smiled.

“Oh, I do think this will be helpful.”  She tugged lightly at the leash. “You know how men are always running off.”

Bobbi tried to smile while the women laughed.  Another woman handed a large rectangular box to Jennifer. 

As it was being unwrapped the woman looked at Katherine and said, “Now I know why you suggested it.”

“I might have thrown out a few hints,” said Katherine.  “Jo, give her your gift.  They go together.”

JoAnne handed her gift to Katherine while Jennifer pulled a large black dildo from the other box. 

“Perfect,” said a delighted Jennifer.  “Look, Bobbi, she got you a pacifier.” 

The women laughed and one said, “Bobbi, why don’t you try your “pacifier,” and see how you like it.”

Jennifer had Bobbi pose with the dildo in his mouth, so the women could take pictures.  The dildo strongly resembled Master John’s cock, .and he felt his dick throb at the thought.

Katherine passed another present and Jennifer grabbed at it, but Katherine said, “This one’s for Bobbi.  I didn’t want her to feel left out so this one is for her to open.”

Bobbi smiled. He figured that it was some gag gift.  Opening the box, he pulled out a large jar and read the label which said, “Special Night.”

Katherine said, “It’s a special personal lubricant.  But this one has a nice floral scent.”

Jennifer said, “How wonderful, I know that Bobbi must get sick of that Vaseline smell.”

Bobbi smiled and stood up and curtsied.  “Thank you very much, Miss Katherine.”

“Billie dear, please top off all the glasses,” Katherine ordered.  “And pour yourself one.  I think your glass is in the kitchen.”

The she announced, “enjoy yourselves ladies.  Drink up.  We’ll finish these and then arrangements have been made for all of us at the La Bare lounge.  And a special room and an extra special show.

“Now, Billie, you’ll need your leash.  ‘No men allowed they said’ but I sent them a picture of you and Bobbi. Said you’d be fine as long as you were leashed.”

“Strippers.  I love strippers.  And I’ve got a purse full of ones,” said one of the women with a big smile on her face.
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Billie was allowed to change out of his work uniform.  He wore a red tube top with a filled bra that made his fake breasts jiggle as he walked.  A tight white skirt encased his legs and black stiletto boots completed his outfit.  And just like Bobbi, he wore full make-up and no wig to show off his sissiness.

Katherine had brought their van for the occasion. Billie who had been limited to one glass of wine was the driver.  The women sat around drinking while Bobbi helped Billie load an ice chest along with several bottles of hard liquor, champagne, and even more wine. 

At the entrance to the club they had to stand in line with women who made comments and laughed at the two sissies.  One said, “No men allowed,” while another snickered that the two sissies “should be fine then.” 

Both sissies were leashed.  Jennifer held Bobbi’s leash high over her head from time to time exposing his cage, pierced penis and lacy panties.  Katherine saw this and proceeded to do the same to Billie although in his case, the leash was attached to his cage. 

“Are her balls pierced too?” asked one woman.

When Bobbi heard Jennifer answer, “No, not yet,” he felt his balls getting small and tight against his body.

As they got to the front of the line, Katherine stepped forward and said, “We made special arrangements, private room and all that.” 

“Bachelorette party for Jennifer and her fiancé, Bobbi.”  Katherine stated as she grabbed Jennifer’s upper arm and pulled her forward.  Bobbi moved along with her to keep the leash from pulling up his skirt. 

He smiled and then when he saw Bobbi he stopped, and his mouth opened in astonishment when he saw him. The man asked Jennifer to stand to the side and that their escort would arrive shortly.

Several minutes later, a short portly black man in a tuxedo came out to greet them.  He kissed Jennifer and Katherine on their cheeks and smiled at the two sissies.  “Welcome to my club. I’m Mr. Taylor. I’ll take you to your private room and take your drink orders.  John is a good friend of mine so you will get the best service my club has to offer.”

There was a stage at the center of the room that the women could sit around.  It was a small room so that each dance was close like a private table dance.  The women sat with Billie beside Katherine and Bobbi beside Jennifer.  Mr. Taylor took drink orders from the women but when he came to the two sissies, he said, “We have very special drinks for the sissy bride and her maid of honor.  I do hope you enjoy our ‘warm’ and ‘fresh’ refreshments.”  He spoke directly to Billie and added, “As the driver, yours is non-alcoholic. But do enjoy.  The staff has worked hard on making them extra-nice for you.”  He winked at them and left. 

A muscular black man took the stage wearing a tight t-shirt and jeans showing off his large bulge.  Mr. Taylor returned with the drinks and after serving them took a seat back near the door.  The dancer sank down in front of Jennifer with his legs spread so she could admire his bulge more closely.  She moved her face closer and licked her lips.  He raised up and gripped himself through his jeans and then settled down before Katherine where he started stroking up and down his leg making his cock hard. It almost seemed to pulse against the fabric. 

One of the lesbians held out the flat of her hand when the dancer approached, and he moved over to the next woman. She giggled when she pulled money out of her purse and folded it into the top of his jeans.  The dancer took her by the hand and smiled at her as he pushed her hand down along the front of his jeans.

The women clapped when he pulled the t-shirt over his head and flexed his chest. He threw the shirt down in front of Jennifer.  He unzipped his jeans and then pulled the zipper up as he gyrated to the music.  He moved in front of Bobbi and turned his back lowering himself.  Jennifer whispered to Bobbi who put his face to the dancer’s jean clad ass and kissed it.

The women laughed and a couple pounded the table.  “I wanna see your cock,” one of the women yelled.  One lesbian said loudly to the other, “Not my cup of tea but wouldn’t be too bad to have a little sissy boy servant.”  “The girls would love our French maid,” answered the other as she winked at Billie.

The dancer approached the woman who had wanted to see his dick.  He unzipped his pants and then undid the top button and then took his hand and made a gesture like he was holding his cock out to her.  She shrieked and laughed.

Then the dancer moved in front of Jennifer and teased her in the same manner. But then in a flash, his jean disappeared.  To her surprise there was no G-string.  Just his big fat cock swinging in front of her in its glorious blackness. Hard and swaying hypnotically in front of her.  He held up his cock so they could see his balls swinging and heavy.  

A woman stood up and took a gulp of her drink and then put it down on the table.  She dug in her purse and threw several bills down at the dancer’s feet.  He moved over to her and she seemed mesmerized by the big black cock bouncing before her.  She smiled up at the dancer and said, “I wanna bring my husband in here so he can finally see what a real cock looks like.”  She licked her lips and yelled up at the dancer, “What’s your number?”

The dancer moved around the stage stroking and shaking his hard cock in front of each woman.  He moved back in front of Jennifer and she stood up and licked her lips as she looked at his cock.  She beckoned with her finger and he bent down to her.  She whispered a few words in his ear.   He stood up and smiled as Jennifer took cash that Katherine pushed into her hand.  She threw it at the dancer’s feet.

He moved over until he was directly in front of Bobbi.  Jennifer whispered in Bobbi’s ear and he got up as the man danced in front of him.  The dancer reached forward and grabbed a handful of hair and then was moving his cock in front of Bobbi’s face.  Then he took his cock and whipped Bobbi across the face several times.  He moved back but continued to hold his cock out in front of Bobbi who now reflexively opened his mouth. Bobbi’s tongue moved over his lips as he stared at the dancer’s cock.

Mr. Taylor appeared. He had a wireless mike in one hand and a drink in the other.  The music stopped and the man said, “A special toast for the sissy bride.”  The dancer and Mr. Taylor acted together and in what seemed one movement, Bobbi was on the stage on his knees.

Katherine sat back and smiled as she watched the scene.  John had told her there would be special surprises that he and his friend, Mr. Taylor, had arranged.

“A black master needs relief and finds a white sissy on his knees,” the man said into the microphone. 

The man handed Bobbi the glass as he continued, “The white sissy begs his black Master to let him serve and do as a white boy should.  He begs to feel the touch of a real man’s cock and the opportunity to drink the man’s seed which he craves.”

The dancer reached out and grabbed Bobbi’s free hand and guided it to his cock.  He began using his hand to make Bobbi start stroking his cock.  The dancer took the glass and held it while Bobbi stroked faster and faster.  The dancer shot his cum into the glass.  Spurt after spurt until he was finally drained. He smiled and in a final gesture, he wiped his cock on Bobbi’s face.

The dancer smiled as he led a crawling Bobbi back to Jennifer who took the glass from him.  She took her glass which Mr. Taylor had filled.  Bobbi held his glass out and she splashed a small amount of champagne from her glass to his.  They raised their glasses and tapped them together. Saluting the dancer with their raised glasses, Jennifer and Bobbi drank from their glasses.  Bobbi had to hold his glass tilted up as the champagne drained into his mouth, but the cum took time as it slid slowly down the side of the glass.  He finished but had to swallow twice to get it all down.  Jennifer gave Bobbi a brief peck on the cheek when he was done.

The dancer climbed down from the stage and was laughing and talking to several of the women.  Katherine whispered something to Jennifer who laughed. 

Katherine got up and asked the women, “Ready to see a couple of more strippers.”

The women around the stage roared in affirmation.

“Well, get ready.  We’ve got a couple of special performers.”  Katherine leaned down and whispered to Billie who got up and crawled over the table and onto the stage where he was joined by Bobbi. 

There were boo’s and one woman yelled, “Take something off.”  And another called, “shake that ass,” while another one came with “shake it bitches.”

Music came over the speakers and the sissies started to move awkwardly to the rhythm.  Katherine put her hand to the top of her blouse and gestured to Billie that he should remove his tube top which he did.  Bobbi followed his lead and then the two were walking around shaking their “tits” for the women who laughed and pointed.  The skirts followed and the sissies where down to their panties and bras. 

A woman stood and took a bill and folded it lengthwise and waved it at Bobbi.  He danced toward her and she pulled down the side of his panties as he bent down to her.  She reached her other hand around to pinch his ass hard and he stumbled back.  The women continued laughing. 

Several women then stood and began waving bills at the sissies.  One woman called out, “I want to see the full Monty.”

Jennifer smiled toward Bobbi and mouthed the command, “all of it.”

Bobbi reached behind him and unhooked his bra.  He saw Billie doing the same as he stepped out of his panties.  Both sissies were naked except for their chastity cages. 

Katherine looked at Jennifer who laughed and said, “do it.”  Katherine took the key from around her neck and commanded Billie to come to her which he did.

Jennifer gestured at Bobbi and she took the key from her neck and unlocked his cage.  Then the two sissies walked back to the center of the stage where they began dancing again.  Women laughed when they saw their little dicks getting hard and bobbing around.

Mr. Taylor came and took more drink orders and while he did so, he whispered to Jennifer first and then to Katherine.  Both women laughed and smiled. 

Two large black men dressed in biker gear entered the room.  They mounted the stage and came over to Jennifer and Katherine.  Each woman handed a collar and leash to one of the men.  They waved their sissies over telling them to crawl.  The two sissies knelt with a black man on each side.  The men placed the collar and leash on each sissy.  The men walked around the stage pulling a crawling sissy behind them. 

They stopped in front of Jennifer and Katherine.  Bobbi felt dizzy but he heard the command of the black man who was holding his leash.  He obediently reached up and unzipped the jeans of the man.  The man unbuckled his belt and undid his top button so Bobbi could reach in and pull out his large black cock.  It fell like a large black python down the man’s leg with the cockhead near the man’s knee. 

But the man pulled back and grabbed Bobbi by the collar around his neck.  He shoved Bobbi’s face down in front of Jennifer while he used the other to whip his black leather belt up and then down.  It made a loud slap as it contacted Bobbi’s ass.  Again and again, he strapped him hard as Bobbi began to cry.  Jennifer held up her hand signaling the man to have mercy.  Bobbi looked at her with love and gratitude. 

She moved her hand again directing Bobbi to turn his attention to the man on stage. The man held the belt in his two large hands. Bobbi kissed the belt and when the man presented his cock, he kissed that as well.  Bobbi began stroking the cock to hardness all the while feeling his own dick pulsing with his erection.  Soon, the man’s cock stood big, fat, and rigid.  Bobbi spotted Billie working on the other man’s cock. 

The man pulled Bobbi up and a large hand wrapped around his waist and pulled him in close. Bobbi looked down and saw how his erection looked like a joke compared to the man next to him. 

Mr. Taylor had returned with drinks and he had the microphone.  “Ladies.  You can now see the difference between black men and white men.  It’s there in black and white.”  He laughed at his own joke and then told the women, “pictures last longer if you so desire.” 

Bobbi looked out as women gathered in front of him and raised their phones.  They laughed and clicked their phones before moving over to Billie and the man beside him. 

Bobbi saw the man beside him go to Jennifer and kneel before her.  She took his cock in her hand and he talked to her.  She looked around and saw the women looking at her holding the big cock.  She smiled back at them and she waved at the waiter with her free hand.  He came over and she talked to him.  He left but returned later with two glasses full of ice.

The man took a glass of ice and handed it to the man beside Billie.  Then with quick movements each shoved a sissy’s little hard dick into an ice bath.

Bobbi winced at the freezing cold on his dick.  Even as cold as it was, he stayed rock hard for almost a minute.  He shivered and the glass was removed showing his dick shriveled, flaccid and small. Jennifer was ready and handed Bobbi’s chastity cage to the man.  Grabbing his collar again, the man whispered in Bobbi’s ear.  He took the cage from the man, inserted his dick and turned the key locking it.  Bobbi took the key in both hands.  He kneeled with the key resting in his upturned hands and presented it to his Mistress.  Jennifer took the key, placed it on a chain slipped it over her head and around her neck.

Bobbi was led by his leash to the pole in the center of the stage.  The man tied the leash to the pole and then took a pair of handcuffs that had been hanging from his belt and he slipped them over Bobbi’s wrists as they were pulled around the pole.

Bobbi was now leashed to the pole by his neck and his hands were cuffed around it.  He saw the other man do the same to Billie and now each sissy was restrained on opposite sides of the pole.

Bobbi felt the man’s cock move along the side of his waist and saw the other man approaching Billie from the rear.  Then he felt the hardness of the man’s cock rubbing along the side of his ass cheek.  Then the big cock was sliding between his cheeks.  He felt it part his cheeks and push briefly against his hole and then it moved down and slid between his legs.  He could feel his balls shoved upwards by the man’s powerful cock as it worked back and forth between his legs.  Then it was sliding up and down between his cheeks.  The man pressed into him but did not penetrate his pussy.  The man reached around and began pulling on Bobbi’s nipples.  He moaned and pushed his ass back against the man’s erection.  He could hear the man’s laughter and his breath was hot against Bobbi’s ear.

“White boys never get enough cock do they bitch.”

“No Sir.  Fuck me please Sir.”

The man continued humping against Bobbi’s ass, and Bobbi began to plead, “Please, God, please fuck me.  Please Sir.”  He could see the women laughing at him because he was pleading loudly enough for them to hear.  “I need your big cock.”

The man laughed at him and suddenly uncuffed him. He grabbed Bobbi and spun him around.  The cuffs went back on, but this time Bobbi’s back was to the pole. He pushed Bobbi down to a kneeling position.  The dancer straightened up while letting his cock slide up along Bobbi’s face.

Quickly, the dancers shed their clothes and were dancing naked. Then they were moving around the stage holding their cocks out to the women.  Bobbi watched as they strutted and stroked their cocks hard as the women shouted and took more pictures. Each dancer took a turn posing for the women. 

Jennifer shouted, “I think Bobbi got your cock dirty.  Better make him clean it.”

The other women began chanting, “clean it, clean it.”

Bobbi saw the man approaching with his big hard cock and he felt consumed with a desire to have it in his mouth.

“Beg for it bitch.”

“Please Sir.  I need your cock.  Please let me taste it Sir.”

The man laughed and moved a little closer.  Bobbi was pushing forward trying to get his mouth on the cock, but the man held it just out of reach.  He swung it back and forth and Bobbi watched mesmerized with his mouth open. 

The man moved forward and with difficulty Bobbi managed to kiss and lick the head.  The man held up his cock and Bobbi could see the full swinging black balls underneath.  Moving slowly forward the balls came close enough that Bobbi could begin sucking and licking them.

The dancer moved his cock down along Bobbi’s cheek.  And then he held it out to Bobbi’s as he fed him the cock the sissy needed.  Bobbi licked back and forth ‘cleaning’ it.  He opened his mouth as wide as it would go, and he could feel his mouth stretch even more as he managed to get several throbbing hard inches into his mouth.  Bobbi looked up to see the man smiling as he sucked back and forth on the end of his cock.  He wanted to run his hands over the rest, but his hands only pulled against the cuffs. 

“Prepare to be fed bitch,” the man called out.

Jennifer jumped to her feet and yelled, “No.”

The man stopped and looked at her.  Jennifer continued, “Money shot, money shot.”  Katherine took up the chant this time and then the other women joined in. 

The man reached down and took his cock in his hands and removed it from Bobbi’s mouth.  He stroked it while Bobbi watched with his mouth open.  Then a long jet of cum leaped from the cock onto his face.  Bobbi closed his eyes as the white jism fell over his face.  He felt another hot jet of cum against his upper lip.  He licked and opened his mouth and another jet of cum hit his tongue but dribbled down his chin.  Two more times the man came on his face and then the man was rubbing his cock clean in Bobbi’s hair.

Bobbi could hear the applause and the women yelling and calling him a sissy bitch and cum guzzler.  Jennifer crawled up on the stage.  She got to her feet and took a step and almost fell.  In a voice that showed the effects of her alcohol consumption, she yelled at the women, “that’s my sissy bitch cum guzzler.”  She bent and whispered to her cum covered fiancé.  The room quieted to hear what was being said. 

Bobbi’s voice was strained and in a high pitch he said, “Please Sir.  I’d like to invite you to our wedding.”

Women laughed and then in a few moments both men had given Jennifer a long lingering kiss before leaving the stage. 

Jennifer stood up looking a little wobbly and Katherine had crawled up on stage beside her.  Katherine put her arm around Jennifer and announced, “Before we finish, we’ve got one last little bit of entertainment tonight.”

Katherine said, “We have a treat for each of you.”  She walked to the stage where Linda and her girl friend were seated.  Katherine reached down and helped pull her on stage.  Mr. Taylor appeared carrying white boxes followed by an assistant who brought more boxes which the men sat on the stage.

“You’ll be able to take these home and have your own fun with them.”  Katherine opened a box and displayed the large dildo inside.  She smiled and said, “I was hoping they’d be more lifelike but after the last act, they seem kind of small.”

“Underneath,” and she lifted the dildo so they could see, “is a harness. “Now, I know that many of you don’t think of your white husbands and boyfriends as being sissies, but I swear if they’re white you never know.”

Mr. Taylor smiled and said, “Sometimes they don’t know until they see a big black cock, and then they find themselves on their knees.”

“Linda here has agreed to demonstrate ‘sissy fucking’ and I’m sure that any of you who wish to will find two very willing sissies.”  She added, “and the lube is on the house.”

One woman called out, “I wish I could fuck my husband sometimes, but I know he wouldn’t go for this.”

Another woman said loudly, “Promise him a blowjob and he’ll do what you want.”

Linda and her friend had removed their jeans and were pulling the harnesses on.  They walked around showing the women how the dildo attached.  Bobbi watched as the women walked around with the black ‘cocks’ jutting out before them.

Katherine smiled and said, “Use your imaginations.  Think of your husbands up on the stage, kneeling, and begging to be fucked.”

A chair was pulled on stage and then another.  Katherine and Jennifer hooked the leashes to their sissies’ collars and bent them over the backs of the chairs.

Linda grabbed the jar of lube and walked in front of Bobbi as she stroked the dildo with lube.  She held the glistening ‘cock’ in front of Bobbi as her hand slowly stroked it back and forth.

“Pretend it’s your wedding night bitch.  All day your pussy’s been puckering and twitching thinking about her big cock fucking you.  And now, you can’t stand it and you’re begging for it.”

Bobbi looked up and said, “Please fuck me.”

She moved behind him, and he could feel the lubricated head of the dildo sliding between his cheeks.

“You always that quiet bitch.  I’m hard of hearing.  What it is you want?”

Jennifer smiled and looked down at Bobbi who said a little louder, “Please fuck me.”

“Sounded like you said something but you’re mumbling.”

“Please, oh God, please fuck me.  Fill me. Make me your bitch, Miss Linda.

He moved his ass against the dildo trying to fuck himself on it and then Linda had her hands on his waist and thrust in hard and deep.

Bobbi cried out and then moaned as she began to thrust in and out.  “God, yes, please, and that feels so good.  I need fucking.  I love your big cock in me.”

He started shaking and his tongues slid over his lips where he could taste a little of the dried cum as it moistened and coated his tongue. 

Linda pushed the cock deep inside him and she bent over him.  “Tell the women what you need.”

“I need cock,” Bobbi moaned loudly. 

“Tell them and beg them what you need from them.”

Bobbi was moaning.

Linda pulled out and plunged her ‘cock’ deep in his hole.

“Oh, oh, oh, mmmm,” he moaned. “Please. Oh, God. Please fuck me.  I need you fucking me with your big cocks.”

Linda continued fucking him.  Bobbi felt he was going to pass out.  He saw several women in front of him stripping out of their jeans and pulling on the strap-ons.

Linda was still fucking him when he started begging with the women to let him suck their cocks.

And the women did.  Feeding him their cocks and fucking his pussy.  Bobbi shivered and shook and thanked and begged as cock after cock entered him.  He heard his sister sissy echoing his own delirium of pleasure.

After it was all over Mr. Taylor and his assistant hauled Bobbi and Billie through the club and out to the van where they deposited them on the floor where they cuddled up with one another.  The assistant had to drive them home.  Before dropping each woman off, Katherine wrote a note on the back of one of Master John’s business cards and handed it to her.  She told each woman to think about the night and how wonderful things might be in the future with just a little bit of imagination and a little bit of John’s help.
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The Pastor had to examine Bobbi thoroughly to make sure he was a true believer in black supremacy and that he knew how to properly worship black cock.  Bobbi looked over at the prayer rug where he had to kneel while the Pastor probed him deeply with a well-lubricated latex glove.  The probe continued with his scepter as the Pastor called it.  After which he had ritually cleaned the scepter with his tongue.  The scepter had turned to a fountain and Bobbi had to drink the warm cum of his communion. 

Jennifer was there of course.  She and the Pastor had kissed passionately as he took his communion.  He had endured a ritual spanking as he had to swear his loyalties to his Mistress and to black supremacy and his promise to always know his place as a sissy and to work hard to erase any sense of being a male.

His little dick bulged as much as it could in his cage as he thought about this.  Master John had arrived at the end of the ceremony.  He apologized for being late but said, “the little faggot gets so distracted when I’m around.”  It was remarkable that this is what caused Bobbi to blush when the previous exam had not.

Master John put down the bag he had been carrying. He explained to Bobbi that normally a black owned sissy would be getting marked with a black-owned tattoo. But his wedding had happened so suddenly that another marking would be done with the appropriate tattoo to follow. The Pastor had agreed, and Master John had used a stencil and permanent marker to place a black-owned and Jack of Spades on his hip at the top of his right ass cheek.  His ass still felt a little rough as the rubbing with the marker had not been gentle.  But Jennifer and Master John had appeared quite happy when they had him turn his head and smile so they could get a picture of him and his new marking.

The Pastor and Jennifer left so she could make her preparations.  She had expressed her desire to receive his blessing and take her communion in private.

Bobbi smiled at Jennifer as she left.  The door opened a moment later and they were joined by a beaming, Miss Katherine, and Billie who would serve as Bobbi’s maid of honor.  Bobbi sat quietly and watched as Miss Katherine examined Billie.  She reached over and unclipped her leash from Billie’s pink collar.  He was dressed all in pink in a dress with a ruffled lace skirt.  A pink bow adorned the short auburn wig he wore. “You are a much better as a sissy than you ever were as a husband.”

Master John pulled up a chair across from Bobbi and held out a hand.  Bobbi placed his hand in Master John’s.  Master John smiled and said, “it’s hard to believe that you were ever remotely male.”  He turned Bobbi’s hand over and looked at the long fake nails.

“Thank you Master,” Bobbi relied looking down and feeling a stirring in his cage and his pussy whenever Master John was around.  Whenever he looked down at the Master, he knew there would always be that part where he could not keep himself from that fraction of a second when he lingered on his Master’s full crotch.

“You make a beautiful sissy,” said Katherine.  “It’s hard to think that you were once Jennifer’s boyfriend.”

“Yes Miss Katherine.  I know.”

“Well dear.  Your Master and Mistress have worked hard to make sure that you have a special day.”

Master John said, “Every bride should have a dream wedding.”

Bobbi wasn’t sure what this meant but murmured “Thank you Master and thank you Miss Katherine.”

“I told Master John that I was a little sad that Jennifer had me and her friends to be here for her and you had no one but sweet Billie here for you.”

Master John continued “so Jennifer and I went through your old social media and we found some people to be there for you, so we emailed them an invitation.”

He held out phone to Bobbi where he could see the invitation written over a picture of him dressed and looking at the camera with Master John on one side and Mistress Jennifer on the other.  Mistress Katherine had told him the picture was for the sissy school yearbook.  Jennifer and John are smiling, and Jennifer is holding Bobbi’s leash and giving it to Master John.  “Proud to be Black Owned” is printed at the bottom of the photo and underneath in pink was “You are invited to Bobbi’s Sissy Wedding.” In smaller black and white, the invitation describes Bobbi as being thrilled to be taking his vows as a black-owned sissy.

Bobbi’s mouth hung open.  He seemed to be incapable of thought.

Master John laughed.

Katherine smiled.  “You were probably having one of those blackouts you used to have. Jennifer told me how you had confessed about how you had seen those young black men in the school shower and how big their cocks were. So many reasons you should have stopped with the beer. We figured then that this was the real you.  So, we looked them up on social media and contacted them. They remembered how you used to stare.  One said he was not surprised. He knew you were really a sissy back then. He said several of them had talked about turning you out back then.  Another said he was surprised you’d be getting married and how you’d probably disappoint the bride.  Then we told him you were the bride and he laughed and said that made perfect sense.  Anyway, after we exchanged a few emails and discussed things further on the phone, arrangements were made, and they are sitting out there right now.  They came to support you in your lifestyle.  Isn’t that wonderful of them?”

Bobbi gulped a “yes Miss Katherine.”

“They’re quite excited to see you again.”  Master John patted Bobbi’s hand, “But that will have to wait for the reception.”

“Billie here, will help you with the dress and final preparations.  And then Master John will attach your leashes and lead you down the aisle when the music starts.”

Katherine got up to leave and placed a hand on Billie’s shoulder.  “No fuck ups.  Do as you’re told or there will be serious consequences.

Billie said in a low whispery voice, “Yes Miss Katherine.  No fuck ups.”

After Katherine left to help Jennifer with her final preparations, Billie got up and took the dress from the closet.  He hung it over a chair.  He walked over and took Bobbi by the hand and led him over to the couch. 

Master John looked on and smiled.  Billie helped Bobbi recline on the couch.  Bobbi was surprised but followed Billie’s lead.

Billie reached between Bobbi’s legs and began fondling his balls.  Bobbi moaned as Billie’s mouth kissed his stomach and then his tongue traced a line up to his left nipple.  Billie began to suck the nipple as he moved his hand up and rubbed the other nipple.  The he switched and Bobbi shuddered. He felt so much like a woman and his pussy ached for cock. 

Bobbi’s eyes were closed, and he felt a fumbling at this chastity cage.  There was a click and his little dick was hard and inside the warm slipperiness of Billie’s mouth.  He looked down and saw Billie sucking on his cock. He felt so good that he wanted to make it last, but he knew he would cum.  Then a swift movement as Billie’s mouth was off and a hard rubber ring was moving down over the head of his cock  to the base.  It felt so tight like it was a tiny tourniquet on his cock stopping all blood flow.

Billie moved away and Master John stood over him.  “To make sure that you’re erect for the ceremony.”  Master John laughed, “Although with a horny little sissy like you, I doubt that it’s really necessary.”

Billie held out a hand and helped Bobbi up.  He smiled at Bobbi whose little dick jutted out as he thought about how wonderful it would be to have time alone with Billie.  And maybe they could have fun being sissies together.

Master John watched as Billie picked up a tube of lipstick from the make-up tray on the desk.  Bobbi pursed his lips expecting Billie to give him a touch up, but Billie twisted the tube and then applied it to his now swollen nipples turning them bright red. 

Billie picked up the dress and helped Bobbi into it which took only a few seconds.  Surprisingly, it just slipped over Bobbi’s head and arms.  The bodice was flimsy and see-through and now his nipples showed prominently.  The skirt was long but didn’t appear very well attached but Billie moved behind him and made a few adjustments. 

Bobbi had been wearing his cage for so long that he felt very naked underneath the dress.  And he was not wearing any underwear at all.  No panties and no bra and no cage.

Master John smiled at his confusion.  “It’s your wedding day.  Your Mistress instructed that she have access to your body as soon as possible.  She’s very anxious to make you her bride, Bobbi.  You should be proud.”

Bobbi said, “Yes Sir, Master,” as John attached the leash to Billie’s pink collar and then another leash to Bobbi’s jeweled collar.

Master John led them to the door once the music started.  It was a traditional wedding march.  Master John walked with Bobbi in the lead with the leash firmly in his right hand.  He held Billie’s leash in his left as Billie walked slightly behind them.

Bobbi saw how beautiful Jennifer was from the moment he looked up.  He had been focused on his steps and trying to get a glimpse of his school friends. He did not want this sudden revelation in front of them, but it was unavoidable. His little dick was so hard and free. He felt the air currents under the skirt swirling about his balls and his ass.

Jennifer’s hair was pulled back in a severe almost business-like fashion.  She was wearing a dark pantsuit that resembled a feminine take on a groom’s tuxedo. Katherine, beside her, had imitated her look to a degree that he had not expected.  Their respective dress left no doubt as to who the “male” was to be in the relationship and who was the submissive bride.

They came to a stop before the Pastor.  Master John relinquished the leash into Jennifer’s hand while he moved to the side and let Billie move to Bobbi’s side. 

Bobbi felt Jennifer’s guiding hand pressing on his shoulder and he took his position on his knees beside her.  He bowed his head and took vows to obey and worship her.  She made her declaration that her new sissy was black owned and that they both believed in the hierarchy of black supremacy. She declared them both to be servants of their black superiors. 

Bobbi looked at a smiling Jennifer.  He saw the Pastor smiling and reaching forward with both hands to help him up.  He tried to take the Pastor’s hand but instead the Pastor gripped Bobbi’s forearms and held him.  Bobbi felt strong hands on his waist as the dress was ripped from his body.  It easily came apart and he was left naked.  He saw Master John step to the side with his hands holding what remained of the dress.

The Pastor raised Bobbi up and Jennifer reached over and unclipped the leash from his neck .Then in a quick motion she bent momentarily before him and when she stood back up she was holding the leash high so everyone could see that she had attached it to the ring piercing his penis.

The Pastor told them that they were now a black-owned Mistress and Sissy Wife.

Bobbi had no choice but to follow Jennifer as she took terribly slow steps up the aisle.  She moved slowly so that anyone who wished could take pictures and admire Bobbi’s black-owned stamp. Jennifer smiled and acknowledged the guests with each step.  Bobbi kept trying to move a hand to cover his penis as he was pulled along. Jennifer whispered an admonishment and he stopped trying.

They passed the last pew and Jennifer reached down and squeezed his erect cock and kissed him on the cheek. And then she pulled him toward the reception hall.
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Bobbi was surprised that he was led immediately into the reception.  He thought he might have a moment to put on a robe or something to cover himself.  Instead he stood beside Jennifer as the guests walked by.  Jennifer’s friends went by first and he knew most of them from the party.  There were a few laughs from some of the people she had invited from his old job.  They exchanged pleasantries with her and mostly just laughed at him.

Once she had turned to him and whispered as a couple approached.  “This is Lisa from work. Her boyfriend, Mike, might be a candidate in a few months for the sissy school.  Give him a peck on the cheek, I want to see if he pops a little white sissy boner.”

Bobbi gave Mike a kiss to the cheek that left a little lipstick.  As Lisa passed Jennifer, they both laughed. And then the two women made the same gesture of their thumb and forefinger very close together. 

Then Bobbi’s friends from school started to pass.  He began having flashbacks remembering how big their cocks had been back when they were all boys.  He just knew that his little dick was sticking out harder than ever.  He was humiliated beyond belief and he had never felt as horny.

A man he recognized as Donald approached.  He kissed Jennifer on the lips, and she opened her mouth slightly too him.  He turned to Bobbi and looked down at his erection.  “You look almost the same as you did back then.”

Bobbi smiled, “How are you Donald?”  Jennifer gave a jerk to the leash and Bobbi quickly corrected himself, “I’m sorry I meant Master Donald.”

“Better all the time Sissy Bobbi.”  He smiled at Jennifer.  “We all suspected that he was a sissy back in school with all that time he kept sneaking looks at our dicks.”

“I bet he was licking his lips.”  Jennifer smiled. 

“Oh, he certainly was,” said another man behind him.  “Always made me hard just thinking about putting this white boy on his knees.”

“Thank you for coming, Master James.”

“Not yet but you can thank me for coming later,” the man said, and Jennifer and Donald laughed while Bobbi just smiled a little.

James looked down at Bobbi’s small penis which was still erect and ending in the ring attached to the leash.  “Doesn’t look like you’ve changed that much boy.  Looks about the same as when you were doing all those side peeks at the urinals.”

Bobbi tried to smile while James shifted his attention back to Jennifer.  “Sometimes we’d be on either side of him and he didn’t know which way to peek.”  James concluded with a loud slap on Bobbi’s ass.

The Pastor walked over.  “I hate to interrupt but I do have another white boy to see.  He’s coming to the confessional and he’ll need to take a lot of communion to make up for his sins.”

“Of course,” said Jennifer.  She took a glass of champagne and took a small spoon from the table and tapped the glass to get everyone’s attention.”

Reaching down she unclipped the leash from Bobbi’s penis.  “Not everyone knows but Bobbi started down this past a long time ago because of his chronic masturbation.  So, to start off a good marriage, I’m going to let Bobbi masturbate here in front of me before I lock him back up in his little chastity cage.”

Bobbi hesitated and looked around and then at Jennifer. 

“Don’t be shy Bobbi.  But don’t make a mess.”  She handed Bobbi a wine glass.

Bobbi looked at her and felt caught.  He didn’t want to masturbate in front of everyone, but he didn’t want to disobey either.

Jennifer’s expression became stern.  “Obey me Bobbi. You took a vow. Your little dick is going back in its cage.  You can either make it soft by showing off for everyone by cumming into the glass or I’ll simply fill the glass with ice and soften it that way.”

Reluctantly, Bobbi rolled down the rubber ring from his dick.  It dropped to the floor and he held the glass in one hand.  His free hand touched his dick for the first time in ages.  He thought of how good it felt good to be free even if everyone was watching.  His hand moved back and forth one time and a surprise lit up his face because he was already spurting. He quickly moved the glass to catch the small amount of sperm that shot into the glass.

Jennifer laughed and the others joined in.  “Wow Bobbi. I’m surprised that you lasted that long.  I thought you might cum just from taking off the cock ring.”

Jennifer raised her glass.  “Bobbi, you already have your drink in your hand.  Don’t spill a drop.  Here’s to my little sissy.”  She drank her champagne and Bobbi raised his glass, tipped it, and swallowed his own load of sperm.

She nodded and Master John handed her a glass of ice.  “I lied Bobbi.  I don’t have time to wait for the swelling to go down.  She pushed the glass against him so that his dick went inside. She held the glass against his crotch while John took the chastity cage from his pocket.

Pulling the glass away, his cold, shriveled penis fit easily into the cage.  Jennifer kept the key and chain in her hand.

Master John threw his arm around her and bent Jennifer over in a passionate kiss.

Straightening her up, Master John said, “Now, Jennifer, are you ready for your honeymoon.”

“You’d better believe it.  How soon can we get out of here,” she said.

“I have one last thing to take care of,” Master John said walking over to Bobbi.

“Now Bobbi.  I’m taking Jennifer to Europe for the summer.  We’re flying to Paris tonight.”

Bobbi smiled.  “I’ve never been to Paris, Sir.”

Master John smiled.  “Well maybe someday you will.”

Donald stepped forward and Jennifer handed him the key and chain. 

Master John continued, “You’ll be spending the summer with Donald and your old friends.  They’ve agreed to let you stay and serve them for the summer.  And don’t worry, Katherine and Billie will continue with the school.  I’m sure there will be plenty of new recruits.” He looked over at Mike who blushed.

James took the leash from Jennifer and attached it to Bobbi’s collar.  “There are so many people who weren’t able to make it today.  They will be so happy to see you.  Maybe you can help us introduce the new you and your new lifestyle to some of your old girlfriends.”

“Yes Sir, Master James Sir,” Bobbi said as he was led to Master Donald.   He thought that it was going to be wild summer.  He looked back to see Jennifer and Master John shaking hands with another of his school friends.  He followed Donald and James and licked his lips when he found himself thinking of how they might have developed since the last time he had seen them naked.

The End
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