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Sure, I had a few tickets.  But I never thought they would actually arrest me for it.  It was a bad time too.  Not that there’s ever a good time for being arrested.  But the middle of the night on a Saturday has to be the worst. 

The station was old and the paint on the walls was that depressing institutional yellow color.  The two large black cops brought me into station and had me sit on a hard bench and handcuffed me to it.

“Don’t leave,” one laughed as they went to their desks and started filling out paperwork. 

I waited and watched the clock and time just seemed to drag.  I thought they’d book me, and I’d call a lawyer. Then I’d be back on the street in an hour at most.  Then one cop got up went over and got a cup of coffee.  He went over to the other cop’s desk and they had a conversation that I couldn’t hear.  Then they both left, and it was just me and this big tough looking black cop who sat behind a podium overlooking the station.  He was talking on his phone and appeared to be doing some sort of paperwork.

About a half an hour later and nothing was happening.  Then I started thinking about the beer I’d had before I got pulled over.

“Hey,” I yelled. 

I’m the only one in there except for the one cop but he ignores me. He just continues with his phone call.  I yell again and he holds up a finger.

Finally, he puts down the phone and says, “You need something.”

“I gotta pee.  When am I getting out of here?”

“Hold it.”  Just then, the phone rang, and he started talking again.  He saw I was about to yell again, and he held up his finger.

I cursed but that was all I was able to do.

He finally finished the phone call after I sat there and with nothing else to do but focus on how full my bladder was getting.  He came over and unlocked the handcuffs while he placed one hand on his baton to let me know not to give him any trouble. 

He cuffed my hands together and led me down a hallway with a cell at one end.  He unlocked the cell door and used his club  against my back to prod me into the cell and said, “knock yourself out.”

I was pretty desperate by now, but I had some trouble unzipping my jeans due to my hands being  cuffed together.  I finally got my fly down and pulled out my dick and felt the enormous relief of letting go.

The cop stood at the cell door as he watched.  He laughed and said, “Hey Pee-Wee, maybe you should sit when you do that.”

I was confused and looked over at him and when I looked over at him, I turned red because I realized that he was making fun of the size of my pecker.  That made me turn red and then I wound up peeing on my foot instead of into the toilet.  Making everything even worse, I didn’t shake off the last of it but pulled it into my jeans too fast which left a wet mark.  Then I had a hard time pulling up my zipper.

All the time he was laughing at me.  “You got the typical white boy problem.”

I was furious and embarrassed, but I couldn’t think of an appropriate cutting remark to say back so I just fumed.

Then I heard the door clank shut.

Turning around quickly, I said, “I haven’t even been booked or anything.  I get a phone call or something right?”

“I got you a toilet.  I’m waiting on the officers to finish their paperwork.  This way, I know where you’re at and I don’t have to babysit you.”

He was halfway down the hall while I was only able to get out the words, “you can’t…”

There were two beds hanging from the wall.  Chains supported the bunks and at one time it looked like they could be folded to the wall.  But they looked so old, I’m not sure they would move anymore.  The mattresses were about as thick as a bath towel, but I had a seat anyway.  There was not anything else to do. 

I was going over the pornographic graffiti and artwork for the second time when I heard footsteps.  Same guard was marching three black guys dressed in orange to the cell.  He opened the door and they marched in. 

A big one scowled at me and I jumped up.  He sat down and when I turned around, he just gave me a smile that turned into a smirk.  One sat at the other end of the lower bunk while the third hopped into the upper bunk. 

They just seemed to spread out and occupy the space letting me know that I’d have to keep standing.  I felt uncomfortable but surely, it wouldn’t be long before the guard would come back for me.

One of the men said, “I didn’t think I’d see you here again.”

“Some white boy snitched on me.”

The other man laughed, “I’m sure he’s being taken care of by now.”

“Probably.  But I was hoping they’d keep him around and let me take care of it when I’m out.”

“I’d fuck him up if I was you.”

“Fuck him first and then fuck him up.”

All three were laughing at that one.  I was at the bars hoping to see the guard coming to rescue me.

“Maybe you should get in some practice.” 

More laughter behind me and I was pressing into the bars when I felt relief blow over me as I heard the guard’s footsteps. 

The guard approached the bars and addressed me.  “The arresting officers got called away on an emergency.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?  You can’t just hold me?”

He took out his nightstick and hit the bars and I backed up.  “You don’t have much say about what I can or can’t do.  And don’t be telling me how to do my job.  And one thing I can’t do is let you be back here in your own clothes.  Against the rules.”

I took a step back.  A voice from behind whispered loudly enough for everyone to hear, “need help sweetie.”

I almost jumped into the bars and the guard said nonchalantly, “Everything off and pass them through the bars.”

“Strip or be stripped white boy.  You deaf?”

I pulled my t-shirt over my head and pulled down my jeans after I kicked off my shoes.  I stood there in my briefs and hesitated.

“You need music,” the guard said sarcastically which delighted the black guys behind me who started humming stripper music.

I peeled off my underwear and stood there naked.  I bent down and picked up my clothes to pass them through the bars to the guard.

He said, “I’ll have to see what we got.  Looks like you’ll need a small and I’ll just have to see.  May take a minute.”

He slowly walked off while I prayed that he’d speed up a little.

“Told you he had a girly ass,” came a voice behind me.  My hands went to my ass to try and cover it.

“I swear if you saw that ass pass you on the street what would you think.”

“Well, I know what my big cock would think.”

I turned around quickly so they’d stop talking about my ass, but then they just laughed more.

One of the men said, “boy or girl, can’t tell.”

“Small dick or large clit.  Hard to tell with white boys.”

I heard the guard’s footsteps echoing behind me.  He came to the bars.  “Only small size I could find.”  He passed the clothes through the bars and I shook them out so I could put them on.

Pink.  Pink top and pink bottom.  Two pieces and not orange colored like the others.

“Closest I could find.  Others would have fallen off you.”

I quickly pulled them on so I would have some cover.  They didn’t fall off.  In fact, they were tight.  But I was grateful to be covered at all.  I stayed close to the bars so I could stay as far away from the black guys in the cell hoping that the guard would return but I should not have turned my back.

“What the hell you doing man?”

I turned around to see a black on the upper bunk with his dick out.  It was as thick as a coke can and a little longer with a purplish head.  He was smiling as he stroked himself to an erection.

“White boy bait.  It’s what I use to troll for sissies.”

I said, “I’ve got a girlfriend.”

He continued to stroke and pointed it at me.  “Don’t matter.  I cuck you and do you both.  But then you’d be jealous of one another.”

The black man sitting on the bunk below him said, “Another disappointed white girl, “Oh honey, it’s okay, size doesn’t matter,” he continued in a higher voice imitating a white girl.

My mouth opened to say something back, but I didn’t get a chance.  The other black guy had gotten behind me.  I felt his hands gripping my waist and he pulled me hard into him.  His cock was big and hard and reminded me of the cop’s night stick.  He started making humping movements as he rubbed it up and down against my ass.

I yelled and he was propelling me forward between the man’s legs sitting on the upper bunk.  His cock was right in front of me and the guy humping against my ass.

“Help, guard, help.”  I yelled and turned my head to avoid the cock in front of me which almost hit me in the face.

“When he turns up, he’ll get a turn.”  The man on the bunk had one hand on the back of my head and the other on his cock and he was trying to match up my mouth and the head of his cock.

Then one of the men had my hands and was pushing his cock in my hands.  I was struggling but not too well.  I was off balance and they were bigger.  I didn’t have a chance.

Then they all let me go and I heard the blessed sound of the guard’s footsteps.  He walked slowly up to the bars and he was scowling.

“I thought I told you to be quiet.”

“Please Sir, I need to get out of here.  These men were about to..., about to rape me.”  I whispered the last words.

“Rape you,” he repeated loudly.

“Yes,” I sniveled only then discovering that I had tears running down my cheeks.

“These men aren’t rapist.  You thinking every black man’s out to rape the poor white boy.  Kind of racist, don’t you think?”

“No, but they…”

“We weren’t doing nothing,” I heard a voice behind me.

The guard took his nightstick and ran it down the bars which made me let go of the bars I had been clenching.  I heard a laugh behind me, and the guard turned to look back up the hallway.

Turning toward the laugh to look at the men behind me I saw two of them grinning and grabbing their crotches while the third one blew me a kiss.

I turned around and pressed myself against the bars, “please, oh please, I’m begging you.  Don’t leave me in here.”

The guard turned back to look at me.  He looked disgusted.

“Please sir, please.  I’ll do anything. Please.  Put me in another cell.  Handcuff me to the bench again.  I don’t care.  Just please get me out of here.”

He was frowning and said, “You’re not going to like it if I have to come back down here.”

“Please, I’ll do anything.  Just let me out, please.”

“Anything white boy?”

“Yes Sir.  Anything you say.  Just please let me out of here.”

The guard patted his pockets and found a card he pulled from a trouser pocket.  He handed me the card.

It read: White Boy Academy  Eliminating Racism Through Proper Education and Training.

“I could see.  They’ll probably take you if I sponsor you.  It’s not through the courts but if you’re willing to sign papers committing yourself there, I could just slip you out of here and blame some paperwork error or something on why you got released.”

“Commitment?  I just got picked up.  I’m sure when they set bail, I’ll be back out on the street.”

The guard laughed and then he spat.  The spit hit me around knee level.  “Anything. Right.”

A voice behind me whispered, “We know exactly how to educate a racist white boy.”  A hand was touching the small of my back.

“I’ll do it Sir.  I’ll sign whatever you need.  I’ll do it right now.”

The guard took a key and put it in the cell door.  “No backing out.  I’m going to take you and sign papers and then I’ll make a call and they’ll come and get you and take you there.”

He ordered me to turn my back to the bars and he cuffed my hands behind me.  I was facing the three black men as I heard the cell door opening.  They were all smiles and one said, “after you’ve been educated and trained, you should come back and apologize for your racist behavior.”

I nodded and discovered as the guard was walking me back up the hallway that I was trembling.

2

I started to regret my decision almost immediately.  The further we got from the cell with the three black men the less motivation I had to carry through with my promises. 

I think the guard sensed this when he saw me stop trembling and begin to walk more confidently.  He pointed toward a door which he said was his office.  But as I passed him to get to the door, he took hold of the chain connecting the handcuffs behind my back.

“Remember, I can always put you back in the cell, you understand?”

I nodded and said, “Yes Sir.”

“I don’t think you’d be bothering me for long if I took you back.  They didn’t look too pleased when I let you out.”

I turned even paler than I normally am.  If they were going to rape me just for fun, how brutal would they make that rape if they were angry.

“Yes Sir, I’m not thinking of backing out,” I said with my voice registering a little higher than normal.

He got a big smile on his face.  “That’s good.  Yeah, there might have been a little noise at first.”  He laughed, “ then I suspect they would have found something big to stuff down your throat to shut you up.”

I didn’t say anything as the graphic nature of the image of the black guys taking turns shoving their big cocks down my throat made me feel a little sick. 

He thought my reaction was extremely funny and he was still laughing when he had me sit in a cold metal chair facing his desk.  He put his nightstick on his desk in front of me.  It made a hard sound showing its heaviness and solidity.  He had me turn in the chair so he could unlock my handcuffs.  Turning back around I saw the nightstick in front of me on the desk.  A sign that he was in total control and if I gave him any trouble, I would feel that nightstick as it made contact.

He went to the lone metal file cabinet in the office.  He pulled open a drawer which made a screeching noise as it did not open easily.  Throwing a manila folder on the desk he set himself down in his black office chair.

“Standard paperwork before they’ll take you in the academy.  Releases and such.”  He pulled open a drawer in the center of the desk.  Handing me a pen which he drew out of the drawer, he said, “Signature and date on all the places where I got x’s.  Print your name underneath your signature.”

I picked up the pen and began to read and saw there was something about power of attorney whatever that was supposed to mean and another about health and several beyond that of all sorts of legalese that I didn’t understand.  I looked back up at him.

“They’ll be taking care of you, housing you, feeding you, etc., etc.  I’m not a lawyer, just what they tell me they need.”  He pulled his cell phone out of his pocket.  While he put in a number, he saw that I was still hesitating.  “Yeah, I don’t know.  I’m not a lawyer, but I think one of those men you met back in your cell was a lawyer.  I’m almost sure.  I can just you back there and let him read over it.  Give you his advice.”

I hastily signed the papers as my only concern became finding every x that required it.  He smiled as he began talking on the phone.

The call started out nicely but then turned hard.  I could only hear the guard’s part, but I heard him say, “What do you mean you don’t have an opening?”

“Well, I guess I could put him back in his cell but I’m not sure he’d have the same level of interest.”

“No openings in tier 1 but an opening in tier 2.  Yeah, I know he needs tier 1 before tier 2, but he’s highly motivated.”

He looked at the ceiling for a minute and then closed his eyes.  Then he opened them and gave me a hard look.  “Anything, right?”

“Yes Sir, anything,” I hated to hear my voice as it now seemed more like a squeak.

“A picture?  Why do you need…?  Oh, okay.  I get it.”

He put the phone to his chest to mute it.  “Take off your clothes.”

I looked back at him confused at what he had said.

“They do need to know your size, but I suspect they want some sort of proof that you’ll do what it takes to make it in a higher tier.”

I hesitated to take off the pink pants and shirt that was all I had covering me. 

“Up to you,” he said, “Strip here or …”

I completed his sentence in my head.  “Or be stripped back in the cell by the three black men who were angry with me.”

I pulled off the top and then the pants.  I folded them and draped them over the back of the chair when I saw the way he looked at me.  He would not tolerate my making a mess in his office. 

The guard held his phone in one hand and used the other to direct me to stand next to the wall.  I placed my hands before me to hide my privates.

“Hands at your sides,” he grumbled.

He took the picture and then looked amused.  The cold of the office had made my little dick to shrivel to not much more than a nub.  He had me turn and put my hands on the wall and then I heard him talking on the phone again.

I picked up the pink pants and pulled them on while his conversation continued.

His smile broadened as he said into the phone, “Yeah.  I know.  Small even for a white boy.” 

I pulled on the top and sat there with my head slumped and my elbows resting on my thighs.

Putting the phone on the desk, he said, “Don’t be so down.  Big day for you.  I got you in.”

I looked at him, but I didn’t smile so he said, “First lesson.  Smile and be grateful when someone does you a favor.”

I tried and managed a fake smile.

“In fact, you should be grateful and be ready to show your gratitude.  Favors can be withdrawn.”

“Thank you, Sir.”  I forced the words from my mouth.

“You should call me, Master Don. I’m a part-time instructor there.”

“Master?”

“You’ll call all the men who work there, Master. It’s a sign of respect.  And that’s one thing you’ll learn one way or another.  Respect for black men.”

“Yes Sir, Master Don.”

He told me that a van would be there soon to pick me up and take me to the academy.  We did not have to wait long.
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I sat in an exam room.  I was still wearing the pink pants and top from the jail.  The room had an exam bed with metal poles at one end and it looked like what I imagined a gynecologist’s exam room would be like.  I had never been in one, but it looked like the poles had curved pieces where it looked like a woman would put her feet.  Everything else looked pretty standard.

I was alone and the room was exceptionally bright.  Or maybe it just looked that way because I had been in the dark literally.  A hood had been placed over my head before I had left Master Don’s office.

I got up and pulled off my top and pants and sat in a chair as I had been instructed by the two men who had brought me here.

At Master Don’s office the two men had come through the door and the first thing they had done was put the hood on me. 

I had tried to protest and yelled “What is this? Some sort of cu...”

That’s when the fist hit me in the small of my back.  Then they picked me up.  Did I mention that they were tall and muscular.  Like a couple of football players. 

I heard a voice, “First lesson.  Never disrespect or talk back to a black man, ever.  There were another couple of punches.  I stopped struggling and would have doubled over if they had not had such a strong hold on me.  The last punch had caught me square in the balls.  Probably because of the way I was struggling.

They picked me up like I didn’t weigh anything and carried me.  I’m assuming they threw me in a van, but I was hooded and couldn’t be for sure.

But to me, it felt like I was being kidnapped.

The discussion as they drove was centered on how they had “really fucked up that last white boy they had picked up.”  I was very cooperative by the time we got to the academy.

I was sitting in the chair feeling embarrassed and humiliated by my own nudity and kept my hands on my lap.  There was no knock and the door just opened.

A black man in glasses wearing a stethoscope around his neck and a very stunning black woman wearing a nurse’s uniform entered.

The doctor pushed his glasses down toward his nose and looked at the clipboard he was carrying.  The nurse who wore a tight white top with several buttons undone which revealed her generous cleavage patted the table.

“Hop up here so we can get started.”

I got up still covering my privates and she looked amused.

“Jerking off already.”  She laughed.  “You white boys can’t keep your hands off those little things, can you?”

I turned red because I had started to get a little bit of an erection despite the coldness of the room.

“Lie on your back and put your feet up into the stirrups.”

“Stirrups?”

She patted the extensions on the metal poles.  “Full medical.  Means full access.  Poked and prodded.  Too late for shyness.”  She spotted my growing erection.  “But don’t look like you’re all that shy.”

I laid back and she took one ankle and raised it up and over into the stirrup.  Then she flipped another piece of metal over and my ankle was held in place.  She did the same to the other.  I was surprised when she made an adjustment to each pole which raised them and me up another foot to where I was held up by my ankles and I was also spread wide so that I was fully exposed.

I looked over and the doctor had put down his clipboard and was snapping on a pair of rubber gloves.  He opened a cabinet and pulled out a jar.  He unscrewed the top and stuck a gloved finger in bringing a big glob of what looked like Vaseline. 

I heard a sound of the nurse snapping on a pair of gloves.  She moved to the foot of the table between my legs and held my balls in one hand.  She patted them and then surprised me by grabbing my erection between her thumb and forefinger.

She began stroking me and made my erection even harder.  I started to protest but I thought about how this was the best part of my day so far.  Then she stopped and pulled out a tape measure.  She measured my penis.  She gave the measurement of my length and girth to the doctor.

They both laughed.  She patted my balls again and then she was holding them.

“Cough,” she ordered, and I complied.

Then she gripped them hard.  I yelped and she said, “Now, give me all your credit card information.”  She let go and gave another laugh.

The doctor approached and held up his lubed finger and I knew what was coming next. He painted my asshole with the lube from his finger.  Then he stuck his big finger deep in my ass and then pulled it out.

“He’s ready.”

The nurse replaced the doctor at the foot of the table between my legs.  She held up her gloved hands.  One of her fingers was covered in lube and the other held a handful of tissues.

“Lie back and enjoy it.”  Then she plunged the lubed finger in my ass and put her other hand on my dick and she squeezed out the last of my dwindling erection.  She patted my balls a couple of times and then she was holding my dick with the tissues.  Her finger in my ass was moving in and out and she kept probing and then my dick was dribbling cum.

“Good boy,” she said. 

She took more tissues and cleaned me up.  The doctor continued with my exam and poked and prodded my middle.  Then his hands moved up to my chest where he squeezed and the tweaked each nipple.  I had never had that happen before but I’d never cum without having an orgasm before either.

“Nurse, he does seem to have problems with underdevelopment” which was followed by a lot of medical jargon.

“Schedule one injections then, Doctor?”

“Double it to start and then we’ll run checks until we can get him on track.”

The nurse started pulling small bottles from the cabinet and then a row of syringes packed into a small plastic box.  I watched as she drew medication into a syringe and laid it on the table. 

“It’s okay.  I’m up to date on all my shots.  Really, I am.  Call my doctor.  (I didn’t have a regular doctor but in a time of crisis, an imaginary doctor would do just fine.)

“Lie still white boy.  Or next time I’ll use the Ben Gay for the next anal probe.”

The doctor reached between my legs and grabbed my balls.  “Testicle removal would cut down the testosterone problem and I don’t think the shots would be necessary.”  He laughed, “Nurse, scalpel, please.”

I wasn’t laughing.  No jokes about cutting off my balls would ever be funny to me or any other guy.

But it did have the effect of my docilely accepting the shots.  One in each cheek of my ass.  Then there were one each in the tissue surrounding my nipples.  The nurse cupped the tissue forming a small breast and pushing the syringe into the mound and injecting what felt like cold water running up under my nipples.  This was followed by a warmth and it made my nipples perk up and become erect. 

Finally, the doctor left, and I was alone with the nurse.  She told me I could get dressed and someone would come for me to show me around.

She held up pink clothes before me.  I shook my head when she held them out and I could see they were women’s clothes.  A pink tube top, short skirt, and pink lacy panties.

She frowned as she saw me say, “but I need boy clothes.”

“White male supremacy is what we have to wipe out of your system or you’re not going to make progress at all.”

“Please,” I whined.

“Put these on right now white boy or the first place you’ll see here is the punishment room.  Now, I’ll be right back with one of the nutritional shakes to help with your vitamin and hormone imbalances.”

I sat up on the table and grabbed the panties and was putting one foot through the opening when she left slamming the door behind her.

4

I was feeling quite humiliated when she burst back through the door several minutes later with a big tumbler full of a white liquid.  I was surprised to find that it was warm.  I was thinking that a shake would be cold.  Tasted like milk but also a little salty.  And it had an aftertaste that was hard to describe.  I was encouraged to drink up, so I did. 

She smiled as she saw me down a big gulp.  “Now, you may feel a little woozy and uncomfortable as your body begins adjusting to a more healthy and appropriate diet.  White boys are notorious for their poor eating habits leading to all sorts of imbalances.”

As I said, she was extremely attractive, and her breasts seemed like they would pop a button on her top and come into full view  I felt uncomfortable and embarrassed to be wearing the girl’s clothes that I had on.  I was also embarrassed at how good the panties felt as they caressed my balls and dick.  

I took another drink and this time I had to lick my upper lip to clean it.  As I adjusted to the saltiness of it, I soon began to like it.

I could see a young thin black man approach through the open door.  The nurse greeted him as Jamal.

“He’s brand new.  I know it’s unusual but it’s at the recommendation of Don.  So, he hasn’t been oriented or marked or anything.  The doctor and I did the exam.  Might be sore from the injections.”

“I’ll take care of it, Jackie.”  Jamal said.

“Good,” she said.

As we turned to leave, she slapped my ass and said, “don’t be a stranger.”

I turned and grinned at her.  “I don’t intend to be,” I said slyly.

Jamal reached out and grabbed my forearm and spun me around.  He looked like he was about to slap me.

“That’s Mistress Jackie.  Treat her and all blacks with respect.  She’s Mistress Jackie to you.  And I’m Master Jamal.  Got it?”

“Yes, Master Jamal.  I apologize Mistress Jackie.”

Jackie grinned at Jamal. “ Think he’ll make it through his first day without going to the spanking bench.”

“I’d say is fifty-fifty.”

“’Spanking bench?’  I really was back in high school.”

I followed Master Jamal to a room full of girls dressed just like me.  They were seated at small tables where they were looking into mirrors mounted on the tables.  The table were covered with bottles and jars.  The girls were putting on make-up and using tissues to remove and adjust the make-up.  I thought it must be some sort of cosmetology class and they were practicing on themselves before they were allowed near customers.

“We have a new student, girls.”  The girls looked over toward me.

Jamal asked me, “What’s your name?”

“Bob,” I answered.

“Bobbi is new.  It’s his first day.  He didn’t go through Tier one.”

“Bob,” I said again.

Jamal looked at me and smiled.  “So, be sure to help Bobbi adjust to her new home.”

“Wait, did he say ‘her’ new home,” I thought.

He motioned me to a small unoccupied table next to the far wall.  “Have a seat.  Patricia, can you come over here and help Bobbi out.  She needs her nails done.”

A young blonde girl popped up from her table and started walking toward me as I took a seat.  I looked at Jamal.  “I don’t really need…”  I stopped when I saw the scowl developing on his face.  “Master Jamal, this isn’t …”

The blonde girl grabbed my wrist as she sat down.  “Don’t worry.  It’ll be fun, you’ll see.”

Jamal stood with his arms crossed.  “You will have your fingernails and toenails painted pink.  It’s the mark that shows you’ve made it to this Tier.”

“It’s a good thing, Bobbi.  It really is.  Marks you as more delicate.  Boys outside on Tier 1, don’t have it.  And they have to do physical labor.  Lots of it.  Lots easier and more fun in here.  Trust me.  I hated it in the camp.”

“Wait.  You were Tier 1?  But I didn’t know they took girls…”

Then it hit me.  Patricia was a ‘he.’  “You’re a boy?”

“Of course, silly.  We all are.”  She waved her hand at the other girls in the room.

“You’re trying to make me into a girl,” I said indignantly looking over at Jamal.  I started to get up.

He took a step toward me with a menacing look and I shrank back into the chair.  I had made a mistake when I had tried to get up.

“After the punishment room, you’ll be begging to be made into a girl.” Jamal reached down and grabbed my wrist.

Patricia came to my rescue by looking at him and saying, “She’s just confused, Master Jamal.  First day and all.”

Jamal glared at me while he appeared to be thinking.  “She’s not worth the extra work, but I can’t just let this go.”

Then Jamal smiled.  “Get up,” he ordered.

I stood and he took a seat in the chair that I had occupied. He grabbed my wrist and then the other.  He pulled me hard.  He was surprisingly strong.  I was surprised as he pulled me across his lap.  Yanking up the short skirt and pulling down my panties, I felt a sting as his open hand smacked my ass hard. I was struggling to get loose.

Jamal said, “Stop.”  His commanding voice scared me so much that I stopped struggling.

He smacked my ass again. 

“I’m sorry, I won’t…” But he slapped my ass twice and I shut up.  I was shocked when he kept spanking me.  My ass burned from the spanking.  I felt humiliated to have my naked ass showing.  Again, and again, he hit me.  Finally, he stopped and let go.  I stood feeling wobbly. I pulled up my panties and smoothed my skirt over them.

Jamal stood up and I understood that I was supposed to sit.  The seat hurt my ass.  Tears were flowing down my cheeks. 

“I’m sorry Master Jamal.”  Where were these tears coming from?  “I never cry,” I thought.

“No more trouble, bitch.  You got me.”

I looked down at the floor instead of looking at him and said, “No Sir.”
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I sat quietly at Patricia’s table while she painted my toenails pink.

“After they dry, we’ll get you a pair of nice starter sandals.”

“Starter sandals.  I think I could probably do with advanced footwear.  I’ve been walking for a while.”

“Silly.  But you’ll need to learn to temper your silliness with submissiveness.  Not so flippant.  Unless you like getting spanked.  Some do.”

“Okay.  What are starter sandals?”

“Open toes so they can check your polish.  Bit of a heel helps your feet for wearing high heels.”

I wasn’t sure if it was anger or sadness, but a tear trickled down my cheek.  Patricia took my hand and held it up.  I knew she was preparing to paint my fingernails, but her grip felt like the most supportive thing in the world.

“It does get easier.  Accept that it’s happening.  That’s the hard part.”

She took a bottle of polish and unscrewed the top.  Dipping the brush into the bottle she continued in a whisper, “You want to avoid the punishment room.  It’s bad.  They use whips and things and not just on your butt.”

Patricia pulled my index finger away from the rest and expertly drew the brush over the nail.  “If you’re not submissive when you go in, you will be when you come out.”

I shuddered and Patricia drew a tissue from the box to take care of a spot of polish on the tabletop from where my shudder had caused her to miss.

“Thank you, Patty.”

“No, never Patty.  Patricia.”

“I’m sorry.”

“Don’t be.  I was Patrick.  Patricia is feminine and they prefer that.”

She finished my fingernails and said, “Toes should be dry.  Let’s find you some sandals.  She got up and I followed her.  She took me to a row of shelves at the back of the room.

“Do you know your size?”

I told her and she grabbed a box from the top row.  Patricia opened the box and pulled out a white sandal with small pink flowers adorning the cross strap.  It looked like the heel was about an inch thick.

“Try this on.”

I put it on the floor and slipped my foot in.  “Seems like it’s okay.”

She put the other sandal on the floor.  “Slip this one on and see how it feels walking.”

It was like I was constantly leaning forward as I walked.  I had not thought such a small heel would make such a difference, but I could feel an extra strain in my calf muscles. 

I bent to pick up the box and noticed that Patricia was wearing a pair of shiny pink heels that were several inches high.  I had not noticed because she seemed to have no trouble walking.  Would that soon be me?

I handed her the box and noticed that Jamal and Nurse Jackie were walking down the aisle looking in my direction.

“Look for me later.  Maybe talk some more in the evening when we get to relax and watch videos.”

I didn’t get a chance to reply as Jamal was there telling me to follow him.
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I lay naked on the exam table again.  Mistress Jackie held out her hands and I raised my foot to place in her hands.  She placed it in the stirrup and did the same with my other foot.  I was trying to make sure that even in my head I only thought of her as Mistress Jackie, just like I was training myself to think of Master Jamal.  From what Patricia had told me, thinking of either of them by the familiar first name alone might be exactly what they would need to take me to the punishment room. I wanted to avoid that at all costs.

“Such a lucky sissy gurl,” she said as she snapped on a pair of exam gloves.

I had a slight smile which I forced onto my face as she continued.  “It’s the day of your first fitting.”

Master Jamal walked in carrying a small white tub and a box. 

“Thank you, Jamal.”

“Do you need any help?” he asked.

“Probably not, but I know how much you enjoy this, so put on a pair of gloves anyway.”

Mistress Jackie opened the box and withdrew a silver object.  She turned back to me and began speaking in a monotone which suggested she had said the words to other before me.

“At the white boy academy, we think of a white erection as abject failure on our part.  This will prevent that from happening and make you a better and happier sissy.  Now, don’t you want that?”

“Yes Ma’am,” I said even as I thought of my erections as being one of the happier parts of my life.

Mistress Jackie reached forward and gripped my balls with one hand and flicked my penis with her index finger.

“Excellent.  I think it’s even smaller than when you came in.  What was it erect, four inches, as I remember?”

“Five,” I said thinking of how cold the exam room was.

“Oh, that’s right.  I’m sure all your girlfriends got quite wet thinking about it.”  She smiled down at me and looked like she was repressing a laugh.

“Yes, bet they were quite impressed with the ‘monster.’”

She held up the shiny object she had removed from the box.  It had an open end that tapered down to the other side.  It was composed of all wires or rods.

“This will fit over your penis and locking it into place will prevent those nasty white boy erections.  We can keep it tight and even adjust as hopefully your medications are successful in making it even a little smaller.  The open sides make cleaning easier and is all around better for hygiene.”

Mistress Jackie looked at Master Jamal.  “I’d like to see if we can make it even smaller to get a good fit.”  She pointed at the small white tub.

Master Jamal put one hand at the top button on his jeans.  “I could always show him what a real dick looks like.  Sometimes that makes them shrink up good.”

“Now Jamal, you know that a white sissy seeing a large, black penis might make them shrivel up, but it can also make the poor gurl sexually excited.”

She grinned down at me.  “Then we might see the full throbbing four inches.”  This time she didn’t suppress the laugh and I didn’t even try to correct her by saying that it was five inches.

Jamal said, “Okay, she’ll see it soon enough anyway.  Maybe even beg to see it.”  He plunged both hands into the tub and pulled out a double handful of ice.

Mistress Jackie stepped to the side and Master Jamal shoved the ice into my crotch.  I yelped as I felt the sting of the cold.  He just stood there pressing the ice into my dick and balls.  The sharp cold pain made me want to take my feet out of the stirrups and kick but knowing that was dangerous I endured the pain.

He withdrew his hands, and I felt the instant relief from the sharp pain, but entire area of my crotch felt cold.

Mistress Jackie took my even more shriveled dick and said, “Perfect.”  She took my small limp penis between her thumb and forefinger and lifted it.  She brought out her other hand and slipped the silver cage over it.

I heard the click as she locked it into place.  My dick felt confined in too small a place and seemed to bulge a little past the wires.

“Perfect fit,” said Mistress Jackie.  “Don’t worry hon.  We’ll keep an eye on it.  With our help, your little swelling will go down even more.”

Jamal helped me up off the table.  “Come with me.  We don’t want you missing any of your classes.”
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Jamal escorted me to a classroom where about twenty girls were seated at desks while a black man in a white shirt and red tie was just about to start a lecture.  I now knew that the girls in the class were not girls.  And I knew I was now one of them.

“I have a new student for you,” Jamal announced.

“What’s your name, young lady?” the lecturer asked.

“Bob, Sir.”

He frowned while Jamal slapped my ass hard.

“Welcome to class, Bobbi.”

I did what I thought of as a polite bow and said, “Thank you Sir.”

“Stop trying to act like a boy,” Jamal whispered with an annoyed tone to his voice.  “You’re an embarrassment.”

Jamal stepped in front of me and he put his arms to his side and dipped down demonstrating a curtsey.

I imitated him as best as I could by reaching down to hold my skirt while I dipped.

“Another slow learner, Mark,” he said directing his comment to the lecturer.

“It’s a good day to be here, Bobbi,” he said as he waved me to an empty desk near the back. 

I felt embarrassed as I walked past the other girls even though I knew we were all in the same boat.  I was happy to see that my desk  was next to Patricia’s.  I suspected she had saved me the seat.

Mark began his lecture.  “We’re going to talk about history and culture in this lecture.  We all know there are tremendous injustices in our present world.  It is full of inequality, racism, and injustice.  I want you to understand a little of a world where such things did not exist and where people lived much more happily.  Ancient Africa.”

He walked to the blackboard and pulled down a map of Africa and pointed to the center of the large continent.  “Here we find ancient kingdoms such as Nubia and while I doubt that many of you took in very much when you were in school, you’ve probably heard of ancient Egypt and the pyramids in Northern Africa.  Many have thought of it as being the place where civilization was born but it was further south.”

“From what is known, Nubia was a wonderful place.  The people happy and advanced.  They had even begun exploring other parts of the world and as was the practice then, they had taken slaves captured in their explorations.  One of these places is what we now call Europe.”

“You may think of it as slave taking but in reality, it was a rescue mission.  Europe at the time was a miserable place.  People there, lived in desperation.  Basically, starving and fighting over what resources there were.”

“These white slaves were immediately placed into a much more prosperous environment and became much happier in serving their Black Masters.”

Mark pointed at a girl in the front row.  “Wouldn’t you have been grateful to your new Masters, Gloria.”

“Yes Sir, very grateful Sir.”

Mark smiled.  “Very grateful indeed.  The white women were so attracted to the Black men who were much more virile and simply better physical specimens that the women slaves wanted to serve in any way they could.  And due to the increased virility of their Black Masters began to serve sexually as well as in other ways.”

“The white men grew jealous of the increased status of their women and began to imitate them to increase their status.  They became frustrated due to their women no longer wanting to have sex with them.  Due to, shall we say inadequacies.”

Mark looked over the class.  “The Black Masters became concerned that the white males were unhappy and not finding their proper place in the society.  Since these “men” and I use the phrase reluctantly, were already dressing as women, their superior Black Masters began having sex with them.  The white men were grateful to be of use and thought of their increased status as “almost women.”  They were also happier not to have to compete with these superior men for mating opportunities for which they were so inadequate.”

He concluded his lecture by saying, “They found their place in society.  At the bottom just below their women.  Happy to serve all of their superiors.  Black men and Black women and the white women as well.”

“Now, you can take a break and have lunch, and this afternoon, we’ll turn to biology and from what I know about white sissies, yes, there will be plenty of pictures.”  Mark laughed and walked to the door where Jamal was already standing.
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He was wrong about lunch.  I was hungry and ready to eat, but the young woman, Yolanda, told us that we should be focused on our weight goals and getting in shape.  She had dreadlocks and very dark skin which was enhanced by her snow- white leotard.  We were escorted to the gym by Yolanda and Jamal.  With no privacy, we were made to strip in the middle of the gym and don pink leotards.  I was going to become very tired of that particular shade.  But what was I thinking?  There is really no such thing as a manly leotard.

Yolanda was very pretty and looking at her covered by a leotard that accented her curves made my cage uncomfortable.  Jamal stood and stared as she put us through uncomfortable yoga poses. 

In one position, we bent over and put our hands on the floor and raised our butts toward the ceiling.  I found out it was called downward facing dog.  Yolanda told us to hold our boi-pussies to the sky.  I could hear her and Jamal laughing and talking. 

I saw Jamal walking toward me past several of the other girls.  He patted my ass while I tried to hold the position.  He almost made me fall to my knees and he just said, “Your new Masters will appreciate your new-found flexibility.”

This was followed by an awkward dance routine followed by stationary bikes what would help “firm our asses.”  I was tired and sweaty before it was all done.  When we finished, I was famished and ready to down a couple of Big Macs and two super-sized orders of fries.

But that was to be something I could only dream about.  Lunch was already on the table.  Three long tables sat at one end of the gym.  I sat down at the table in front of a pre-made salad with a white dribbly dressing on it.

I looked over at Patricia who sat across from me.  “This is it.  They’re going to starve me to death.”

“That’s almost the idea.  There’s a weigh-in after lunch.”

I picked up my fork and stabbed a leaf of lettuce and put it in my mouth and chewed.  The dressing was a bit salty, but it was the best part even though it had a bit of an odd taste. A little creamier, but the same taste as the supplement. I took a look at the girls on my left and right and from the way I saw them gobbling their salads, I knew there would be no asking to finish what any of them had left.

Patricia almost blew the bite of salad out of her nose when I asked, “I don’t suppose they let you ask for seconds.”

I took a bite of my salad and chewed hungrily.  Patricia coughed and then dabbed at her mouth with the paper towel that was being used as a napkin.

“You don’t want to ask for seconds.”

Swallowing one bite and stabbing at another, I asked, “Why not?”

“You know what the dressing is right?”

“Cum.  Black men’s cum.”

I felt sick and was about to spit it out when Patricia stopped me.  “You can’t be that stupid.  Now swallow it,” she ordered.

I finished chewing and swallowed while Patricia gave me a pitying look.  “Oh sure, they mix in other stuff, but it’s the prime ingredient in all the stuff they give us.”

I looked down at my plate and saw the cum covered salad and thought to myself, “yes, you really are that stupid.”

“Eat it, swallow it, and tell them how good it tastes.  And make sure you finish your drink.”

I looked at the small glass next to my place which I thought was mostly milk with the addition of supplements.  I had thought the drink was good but now all I wanted to do was push it away. 

She looked at me with affection.  “Be good.  Take what you’re given.  Avoid punishment.”

I took another bite and thought of some black guy standing over my salad and jerking off all over it.

“Whose is it?” I asked and then thought immediately that it did not matter and there was no answer that would in any way be a good answer.

Patricia looked down at her own plate, stabbed a bite of salad and put it in her mouth and chewed.  After swallowing, she answered, “I don’t know.  I  think they collect it, or maybe some more advanced girls do.  Tier 3 girls maybe.  They mix a few things in.  But it’s mostly cum.  All sorts of rumors.  One girl said that she heard they pay some homeless guys down on fourth street downtown to jerk into cups and they pay them for it.  Staff contributes I’m sure.”

She turned to her left and saw Jamal approaching.  “Finish it.  Don’t leave a speck.  I think that sometimes staff can take a special interest in a girl.  I think someone,” and here her eyes moved toward the approaching Jamal, “has a special interest in you and you do not want that.  Trust me.”

Jamal was looking over my shoulder as I finished my salad.  I ran my fork along the bottom of the plastic plate to get the few remaining drops of the special salad dressing.

“Good to see a girl with a good appetite,” Jamal said, and I could picture him holding the salad with one hand while he jerked his cock with the other before decorating my salad directly with his cum.

Yolanda stood next to a scale with a clipboard.  She weighed each of us as we left the gym.  After weighing me, she said, “don’t worry honey.  Special diet and exercise, sweetie, and those pounds will just melt away.”

We had to “freshen up” for the afternoon lecture and were escorted to a locker room where we removed out leotards.  Again, there was no privacy as Yolanda and Jamal watched our every move. 

While we showered, I looked around at the other girls and thought some were rather attractive if you could ignore that they all had dicks.  Everyone was wearing a cage, but Patricia was the only one with real breasts.  I lathered with some body wash with a flowery smell and she caught me staring at them.

Patricia held her shoulders back and threw chest out at me and smiled.  “Get a good look.” 

“There so…”  I stuttered and then felt confused when I looked down and noticed that the cage between her legs looked bigger than my own.

“We’ll be able to talk more after dinner during movie time.  And maybe more.”

She turned away and started rinsing the suds from her body while I noticed how feminine her ass looked.
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Mark had promised us pictures for the afternoon biology lecture, and he did not disappoint.  We took our seats while he stood at the back next to a slide projector.

“I know you girls have had a long day and I thought you might need something to keep you awake.”

The first picture was of a naked black man.  He looked like he did not have an ounce of fat on him and his large cock hung loosely halfway down his thigh.

“Just an average black man.”

The projector clicked and the next image was a naked white man.  He was slender but his stomach revealed his lack of tone.  His dick didn’t really hang at all.  It was all drawn up next to his body and it did not even cover his balls which were also drawn up next to his body.

He laughed when he showed us the next two slides.  One showed a white woman next to the same black man with a look of amazement and joy.  The next slide showed the same woman next to the white man and the look was one of disgust.

Another click and now the same woman was pictured looking out at us.  Her finger was pointed at the students in the room and she had a hard derisive look on her face.  This one had a caption that read, “Just say no to white boys.”

“Now, this is what every woman thinks if she has ever seen the difference between a naked black male and a naked white male.  It is true that once you go black, you never go back.”

“So, what is the poor white male to do.”  He clicked to the next slide which again was of the naked white male.  “No opportunities with females.  What is his place in the new world order?”

The next slide showed the white male naked again but with definite female breasts sprouting from his chest.  His stomach was much firmer, and he now wore a cock cage. 

“He or rather she embraces her new role.”  A click brought up the same man who was now wearing a short dress similar to our own.  He looked happy and smiled.

“Finding a new role in life.  Much more fulfilling.”  Another click, and the same naked black man appeared.  Now his large erection stood out before him.  The white woman from the previous picture now stood with an arm around the black man and a huge smile on her face.  The white man in his pink uniform knelt on the other side of the black man and smiled.  He had a look of bliss on his face as knelt with his face level with the black man’s large protruding cock.

“The life of a sissy.  Service and submission.  He finds happiness once he accepts his true and rightful role.”

“Now there are many routes to happiness but for a sissy it comes down to service and submission to her superiors.  Do what your told.  It’s being neat and fastidious in your duties.  Keeping a good and orderly home for a Master or Mistress.  Your reward is seeing the smile on their faces at the end of a day after you have prepared their meal and cleaned up afterwards.  It is the smile they bestow on you when they are proud of the way you have served them in front of their friends.”  He clicked through several slides of happy black men and black women and some white women dressed in elegant clothing as sissies in maid’s uniforms served them drinks.  Slides of happy maids cleaning toilets or dusting furniture.  All of the white sissies did their tasks with happy smiles and their uniforms were perfectly placed on their bodies with not a button or a bow out of place.

Another click brought up a white sissy kneeling before her black Master.  He was wearing a tuxedo and smiling as the sissy held his cock before her and looked up at him while she kissed the head of his cock.

“And then there’s always sex,” Mark announced.

The announcement brought a mixed reaction.  Almost half of the girls laughed and made affirmative noises like they couldn’t wait to be the maid in the picture.  The other half of the room was silent, and I felt they were more like me. I felt repulsed by the thought but could feel myself wavering a little.  A quick flash in my mind of what it might be like to kneel between Patricia’s legs and take her cock in my mouth.

Jamal pushed me in the back.  I hadn’t even noticed him approach.  He pointed at the slides and I could feel his frown admonishing me for my brief lack of attention.

Mark said, “There are many ways to please your black Master sexually.  But remember, the first rule of pleasing your Master or Mistress is by doing what they command.  Service and submission are key.”

He showed a slide of a white sissy kneeling and kissing the head of an enormous black cock.  Another slide showed her mouth open with the cock about halfway down the long shaft.  In a final slide, she had managed somehow to take the whole cock down her throat and her nose was nestled in the black man’s pubic hair.

There were a few gasps in the audience.  Mark had a tremendous smile on his face as he explained, “deep throat is not a myth but a skill.  You will be having classes where you practice and learn this skill.  Unfortunately, it will only be on black dildos.”  He laughed.  “At least at first.”

“Now, there is also anal sex.”  Another picture of the white sissy naked and with a big smile on her face as from the side you could see the same man with his large cock halfway into her ass. 

A sissy girl in the front row through up her hand.  Mark looked and her and smiled.

“Yes?”

“Is it true what they say about sissygasms?  I mean, I’ve heard you can have multiple ones over and over.”  She stopped and took a breath.  The girl next to her pushed her arm and laughed.

“Now remember your focus. His and sometimes her pleasure and not your own.”

Another slide showing a white woman with a large dildo about to enter the white sissy’s ass while his mouth engulfed the cock on the black man before him.

“It is true that sissies have reported having orgasms when they are penetrated anally, and I have heard of but never directly that some sissies have reported orgasms from just having a black penis in their mouths.  But you should be prepared to clean up your mess should you make one.  During the so-called sissygasm, the sissy will often express seminal fluid from their limp penis.  In a black man this would be called cum, but in a white sissy it is sometimes called sissy juice.”

“Congratulations girls on making it through your long day.  This evening during your movie time, you will see many of the things we’ve talked about.  In future lectures we will get into more details about preparing for sex with your Master or Mistress and other topics like the beneficial nutrients that white sissies receive in black men’s cum.
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After the lecture, I thought we might actually have some free time.  I was right to a degree.  We had housekeeping duties and made sure everything was clean and tidy.  We could talk more freely as we went about our duties.  I was dying to find out more from Patricia, but whenever she was  with me, Jamal was close by and she would frown, and I would know it was not the time.

As the new girl, I got toilet duty.  It was already cleaner than anything I had in my house, but I got the cleaner, paper towels and scrub brush and went over everything again.  I was pleased with myself.  I had thought cleaning toilets was going to be a nasty job, but it had been easy.

I think Jamal saw my smile and didn’t like it.  I was still on my knees when he walked up and used a leg to move me out of the way.  He unzipped his jeans and took out his cock which was large but soft.  He let loose a hard stream of yellow piss into the toilet.  He continued until he finished and then he shook his dick sending drops everywhere. 

He laughed.  “Sorry, looks like I made a mess.”

I reached for the paper towels and he said, “Can’t be wasting those.  It’s not much of a mess so use your tongue.”

“Tongue?”  I said not being able to help myself.

Jamal put his hands to the back of my head and shoved it down toward the toilet.  “Did I stutter bitch?”

I put my tongue out and began licking the seat which he had not picked up before peeing.  Then he directed me by pointing at places he said I had missed.  Before long I had licked much of the toilet.

“You’re so good at licking toilets that maybe that’s the way you should clean it all the time.”

He seemed pleased with himself and I wanted to cry.  I was grateful when it came time for dinner.

This time it was cottage cheese with bits of fruit mixed in.  I’m sure there was much more mixed in as well.

I dutifully cleaned my bowl.  But Jamal came up and decided that I was not grateful enough for what I had been given.  In front of the other sissies, he made me lick the bowl clean.  Then he stood over me and looked like he expected something.

I did not know what he wanted.  Finally, I tried to escape by saying “thank you Master Jamal.”

But that was not enough.  He said, “And?”

“I will try and do better.”

“You’ll be a better what, sissy bitch.”

“I will try to be a better sissy bitch.”

“You better be,” he laughed and headed off with a self-satisfied grin.

A tear trickled down my cheek.  Patricia put her hand on the back of my neck and kissed my ear.

She whispered, “Come on sis, let’s watch the movie together.
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Patricia hugged me.  I really needed that.  Her hand slipped down my arm and she took my hand.  We joined the other girls as they walked down the gym floor toward a door. 

There was a large closet full of blankets and pillows.  Girls were grabbing them and heading back to the gym.  Patricia loaded me up and I followed her.

“Best part of the day,” she said.

There was a large flat-screen television at one end of the gym and the girls spread blankets and pillows on the floor.  I looked down at the pillows and tried to figure out how to get down on the floor since I’d never had to do that while wearing a skirt.

“Silly,” Patricia said looking at me.  “I told you this was the best part of the day.”

She led me to a long row of cubbies at the back corner.  Each girl had a spot.  Patricia pulled off her top and I just stared when she reached back and unhooked her bra. 

Turning back to me she lowered her bra and shook her breasts in front of me. “Free at last, free at last.”  She giggled.

I started undressing as did the other girls.  Patricia stripped down until she was only wearing her chastity cage. 

I had been staring and once she was almost naked, I realized I did not know where to put the bundle of clothes in my hand.  With her help, I found my cubby, and discovered the nightgown that was there.  Patricia slipped into hers while I pulled mine over my head.

“I would have thought it would have been some really feminine lingerie we’ have to wear.”

“They mostly leave us alone in the evening.  I’m sure they would, but for whatever reason they at least let us have this and a little time to ourselves.”

I followed her to a spot on the floor.  We got down on the floor and lay back on the pillows and pulled a blanket over us.  I saw around me as the other girls partnered up.

She kissed me on the cheek, and we watched as Jamal approached the television.  He carried a remote and turned the television on while he clicked other buttons.  He walked away satisfied as a video started playing.

“I didn’t think you’d mind being my cuddle partner,” she laughed.

“Not at all,” I said feeling how nice it was to lie there, skin to skin.  I had to reach down to adjust my cage as my dick felt aroused and frustrated by the restraint of the cage.

“Now, we’re supposed to be watching the movie, but they don’t watch too closely.  But you never know, so keep your eyes on the tv.”

I was not expecting porn but there it was.  I don’t know what I was expecting but this wasn’t it.  I thought we would be watching a sissy hygiene film or something.

There was a black man on the screen.  He was naked and his erection stood out before him.  A young blond woman kneeled in front of him and opened her mouth to begin sucking him.  I was sure the young woman was really a sissy but there was no way of knowing as it focused on her mouth and his cock.

“It’s part of the indoctrination.  And it works.  First time I was here, I watched this and thought about how good it would feel to have my cock sucked, and now, I think about good that cock would taste.”

Patricia had her hand on my chest and moved it down my stomach.  It felt so good to be touched. 

“Damn cage,” she said as her hand slipped further down until she held my cage and my dick in her hand.

Automatically my hand reached out to cup her breast in my hand. 

“If I could get your cage off, I’d want you to be fucking me right now.”

I rubbed my thumb over her nipple, and she trembled.  “They really don’t care what we do.”

“You’re kidding.  Sometimes they even make us have sex with one another.  Well, I mean, not exactly.  We don’t get to use our dicks, but sissy on sissy to them is even more feminine.  I don’t know.  Like we’re lesbians.  It’s surely not masculine to enjoy this kissing,” she said. 

She stopped me from asking another question by pushing her lips to mine.  I felt her tongue slip between my lips and my mouth opened.  She brought her hand up and rubbed my nipple.  It sent shivers through me.  I put my hand over hers to encourage her touch.

I watched the screen and saw the black cock had pulled back from the woman’s face and cum was spilling from it in long white jets.  She was using her finger to bring it to her mouth.

Patricia reached down between my legs and her hand gently cradled my balls.  She began massaging them.  My mouth found her breast and I began sucking on the nipple. 

Pulling my mouth away, I whispered, “Your tits are so nice.  Why did they do it.”  I was afraid to ask what I had been thinking.  That tits were in my future.

“I asked for them.”

“You asked for them?”

She moved her mouth along my face kissing my cheek.  Her lips moved to my ear and whispered, “I really needed to make sure I didn’t get kicked out again.”

Patricia continued, “They keep you in tents out in the compound.  Work you and beat you.  It’s only when your fully compliant that they let you come inside.”

I looked into her eyes.  She blinked her eyes a couple of times and a tear rolled down her cheek.  “I know.  It doesn’t sound as bad as coming in here and losing your masculinity.”

“No, it’s not that. I still don’t understand about you asking to have surgery.”

“I had to not get kicked out of here a second time.  At that point, they take your balls.”

I felt sick and my balls shrank into my body.  “Castration?”

“I’ve never seen it.  But I know it’s true.  Sometimes girls are just taken away.  A big van.  They don’t tell us, of course, but every girl knows it true.”

I caressed her as I ran my hand down her side.

“I figured that I’d go all in you know.  And now I’ve got tits.  And nice ones too I think.”  A sly smile came to her lips.  “And now with it all, I’m so, so horny all the time and I crave cock.  I guess, I’m one of their success stories or I will be.”

“What else could happen?  Is there some sort of graduation?”

“No going back from here.  Just them waiting to do what they want.  Sell me to someone?”

“Sell you?”

“You didn’t think you’d just be allowed to walk out of here did you?”

I didn’t tell her that I did because now I realized that idea was ridiculous.  But still, the thought of being sold to someone disgusted me.

“Okay, Bobbi.  Here’s the best you can hope for.  Find a good and kind Master or Mistress.  There are awful people who’d like to own a sissy slave.”

“What about escape?”

“Never heard anyone doing that where they weren’t caught and taken away in the van.  If you tried, you’d have to make it and most likely you’d lose your balls.”

We continued to talk and cuddle as we watched the movie.  There were other movies after that and eventually she fell asleep in my arms.  I, on the other hand, couldn’t sleep until I finally dozed which didn’t feel like it was too long before we were being awakened.
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Yolanda stood by the television in the gymnasium.  She was wearing a one-piece that covered her like a second skin.  No underwear lines were visible, and her nipples pressed against the fabric.  She flipped on the television before she started to speak.

“The goal is this.”  She touched the remote.

The video showed a large black cock.  A woman or sissy had her mouth touching the head.  The woman’s mouth opened, and the cock slowly disappeared into her mouth until her lips were pressed to the man’s pubic hair.  She backed off until her lips came together at the tip of the man’s cock.  She swallowed the cock again.  This was repeated several times.  Then she clicked the remote and video stopped.  Clicking again, the television turned off.

“Don’t want you girls to get too horny.” She smiled.  “But that was a thirteen- inch cock.”

A few of my fellow sissies gasped.  I didn’t because it didn’t seem real to me.  It looked like a magic trick.  Didn’t David Copperfield once make the Statue of Liberty disappear?  I don’t remember him swallowing it, but there are sword-swallowers, right?

“How did she do it?” Yolanda asked.  “It’s a technique that can be learned.  It’s about relaxing, breath control, and most of all practice.  And maybe more importantly, your desire to please your Master.”

“Generally, Black Men have rather large cocks.”  Yolanda looked over at Jamal leaning against the wall.  He grinned back at her and she continued.  “The one in the video was a little larger than most but you need to be ready to please your Master.  Being able to take what he has to offer is your duty.  And it should be your desire.”

Yolanda looked at Jamal who then stepped out of the room.  He returned a moment later carrying a large box.  He placed it near Yolanda in front of the television set.  She bent and flipped open the box.  Her hand brought out a large black dildo.

“This is not just a lecture.  We’ve got dildos for you to practice on.  So, come up and grab one.  Now, it’s not a real dick but do your best.  You can move the chairs, so you have some room.”

I got up from my chair and got in the line that formed.  Each sissy pulled a dildo out of the box and returned to her chair.  I bent to pick up mine when a black hand gripped my forearm.

“I’ve got a treat for you Bobbi.”  I looked up and saw Jamal grinning at me. He held out a dildo bigger and longer than the ones in the box.  I took it from him and tried to signal my gratitude with a forced smile.

“Jamal.  Don’t you think…” Yolanda started to say.

“Nonsense.  Bobbi, it’s always good to be prepared.”  He gripped his crotch and looked at me.  “You never know what might come up.”  He laughed.  “Besides, Bobbi’s probably a pro.  Sucked a lot of dicks.”

I knew better but couldn’t help myself.  “I…I’ve… never…”

“Never sucked a cock in my life,” said Jamal finishing my sentence.  “Sure.  Go have a seat and try to not have too much fun,” he said mockingly and dismissing me back to my seat.

“Lick and kiss it,” said Yolanda.  “Make love to it with your mouth.  Get it good and wet so it goes down easier.”

Around me I saw the other sissies looking at the dildo they were holding.  It looked impossibly big to me when I thought about it going into my mouth.  I felt funny about kissing and licking it and waited until I saw all the other sissies doing it.

I looked at Patricia who was already sucking on hers.  She winked at me while she held the dildo in her mouth.  I picked up my dildo and put it in front of my mouth.  I kissed and licked the head.  Strangely, I felt my nipples harden and my balls pull up a little.  I had the thought that this was something that I had to do to avoid the castration. The rumor that Patricia had told me about, but I still didn’t know why my nipples were hard. 

I licked it all over making it wet with my spit.  Kissing the head one last time, I opened my mouth and let it slide in.  Now, my dick tried to get hard in its cage.  Was the brainwashing starting to change me?  I was disturbed by the thought.  I sucked down on the dildo but only got a few inches into my mouth.  I took it back out and tried again.  Once it hit the back of my mouth, I couldn’t imagine how it could go any further.  I already felt like gagging when I tried hard to shove it a little more.

“Come on girls.  I thought maybe one of you might be a natural talent.”  Yolanda was walking between chairs observing our efforts.  She stood up and looked at Jamal.  “Get the harness.  I know that after seeing it, the girls will give it just that little extra effort.”

Jamal walked behind the television and came back around with a loose metal object consisting of chains and curved pieces of metal. 

Yolanda took a plastic chair and put it in front of the television. 

“Patricia, would you be so kind to come forward for a little demonstration.  I know you’ve always had trouble in this area.”

I saw Patricia’s eyes widen as she looked at me.  She got up and I think I detected a tremble as she walked forward.

She sat in the chair.  Jamal stepped behind her and placed the harness over her head.  Patricia looked scared as Jamal moved in front of her.  He placed hooks held from two chains into her nostrils and I watched in horror as he drew them up causing her nose to move up slightly.  He moved a piece around which went into her mouth hold it open.  There was an open ring so that her mouth was forced open.  The ring held her mouth open so that she could not close it, but the open ring meant that a dildo could be shoved into her mouth.

Yolanda smiled and held up a large black dildo with a strap hanging from it.  “We have a special helper for dear Patricia.”  She took the dildo and shoved it through the ring and into Patricia’s mouth.  I could see Patricia’s eyes moving about the room as if she were looking for someone to rescue her.

Putting her hand on the base of the dildo, Yolanda pushed forward forcing more of the dildo into Patricia’s mouth.

“Now, to help Patricia, we can just press a little harder and more goes in.”  She took the straps and then pulled them back behind Patricia’s head.  “We can also tie it into place, so her mouth and throat adapt to it.  Jamal stepped forward quickly.  He shoved the base of the dildo while Yolanda held the back of Patricia’s head.  She quickly tied the straps behind Patricia’s head.

They stepped back and as they did, Patricia convulsed.  She bent over and then came back up.  She was trying to throw up but couldn’t.  Bending over quickly and then back up.  Her eyes were wild.  Patricia shook her head violently.  She shook her head from side to side.  Her wide eyes fixed on me.

I got up and yelled, “she can’t breathe.”

Jamal stood straight and looked at me.  “Sit down, bitch.”

But he did turn back and held Patricia’s head while Yolanda undid the straps.  Jamal pulled the dildo from her mouth and Patricia took a big breath and then threw up on herself.  Taking another deep breath, she finally started breathing more naturally.  Her face was wet with tears and drool from her mouth.

“Now, you’ve made a proper mess of yourself,” Yolanda said.  “Go get yourself cleaned up.”  Patricia got up and Jamal took her forearm and led her out the door.

“Sissy bitches get back to practice.  Just raise your hand if you think the harness might help you.”  She laughed.  “I know that sissies talk about drooling over big black cocks, but in reality, drool is just a big mess.”

I saw the other sissies take their dildos and put them in their mouths so they could suck them.  I did the same.  I worked it in and out of my mouth.  I could still only take a certain amount before I felt my own gag reflex.

I kept practicing and watched as Jamal brought Patricia back to her chair.  I wanted to go to her and hug her and tell her that everything would be all right.  It wasn’t true but I wanted to tell her that.  I watched as Jamal walked away and I hated him.  But he had power over me, and he was my enemy.

13

We lay back on the pillows as the night’s video started.  Another sissy kissed a large black cock.  You could tell he was a sissy when he stood up and his cage became visible.  He held the hard cock in his hand as he moved to a bed.  He grabbed a jar and began smearing the cock with lubricant.  The sissy lay face down on the bed and started begging, “Please fuck me Master.  Please.  I need your hard cock in me.”

I watched as the Black Man proceeded to do exactly that.  The sissy moaned.  I had my arm around Patricia and hugged her to my body.  She placed her head on my chest.

Patricia sighed.  “I need to learn how to deepthroat on my own.  I just know the tits aren’t enough.  They’re going to take my balls.  I just know it.”

I ran my hand down her hair and began stroking it.

“Jamal’s a bastard.”

Her hand gripped my side.  “Yes, he is, but you can’t be saying that.  You can’t even be thinking that.”

I grumbled, “Someone ought to smack him.  Or maybe worse.  Shove something down his throat.”

“Please stop saying that.  Please.  He’ll hurt you bad.  I know he will.”

I started to say something to her, but I didn’t.  I knew it would upset her.  Instead, I asked, “Did the harness help you feel the right muscles or whatever so you could swallow it?”

“I don’t know.  Maybe.  It’s the gag reflex.  I can’t help it.  I can’t suppress it.  God knows, I’ve tried.”

“That’s all you can do.”

Patricia brought her hand up and played with my nipple.  She turned her head and took it into her mouth and began to suck it.  I was struck by how it made my dick try to get hard.  I brought up my hand and pressed her head to my chest.  I was changing.  It felt good having her sucking at my nipple.

Bringing my hand down, I gripped her ass cheek and began kneading it.  She continued and then stopped to whisper, “Wet it first.”

I brought my fingers to my mouth and sucked them making them wet with my spit.  I placed my hand back on her ass cheek but this time I probed between her cheeks seeking her hole.  My fingers found it and as I touched the closed opening she began to moan.  I pressed my finger into her, and it slipped in.  Moving my finger out a little I shoved it back in. 

Patricia squirmed tighter into me and I began to fuck her with my finger.  Her head moved up toward mine and she whispered, “I wish it were your cock.  I wish your cock was fucking me.”

I was enjoying how she squirmed against my finger.  Her mouth brushed my cheek and she whispered into my ear, “Now, let me do you.”

“No, I’m not.  I don’t want…”

She answered me.  “You know it’s going to happen here sometime.  A big dildo or cock.  Let me do it for you.  I, please, I want to make you feel good too.”

I murmured consent and she brought her hand to her mouth and wet her finger.  I moved so my ass was available to her. She gripped my ass cheek and ran her hand down my crack until her finger touched my hole.

I braced against the coming assault.  She pressed and my hole tightened.  She gave firm pressure and my hole relented and opened to her finger.  I felt it slide into me and it didn’t feel as bad as I thought it would.  In fact, I was starting to enjoy it and I reached down and grabbed her other hand and brought it to my nipple.  She smiled and then she was kissing one nipple and rubbing the other one.  Her finger went in and out of my hole as she worked my nipples.  I felt a deep moan coming from inside me.

“Oh God.  I wish you had your cock in me.  Fucking me.”  The words escaped me before I could stop them. 

She continued to fuck me with her finger.  She finished and brought it to my mouth.  I kissed and sucked at it forgetting how nasty tasting it was.

We continued kissing and caressing each other.  We took turns fucking one another, and finally wound-up pressed chest to chest with our fingers fucking each other holes.  I’m not sure if we stopped and then fell asleep or if we fell asleep finger fucking each other.
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I felt lucky the next day when the subject was “keeping our boi-pussies clean.

Yolanda laughed.  “Masters always want you to keep a clean hole, but truth is if they want to fuck you, they will.”  She smiled.  “Me too.  If I want my fat strap-on going up your pussy.  You are fucked.  If you keep a nasty pussy, I’ll just make you lick it clean.”

“We got enema’s in the bathroom  You’re all getting washed out today.  I always thought you bitches were full of shit.  Today, we’re getting rid of it.  Get on in there. More you can hold, the cleaner you’ll be.  You can help each…”

Yolanda stopped mid-sentence and looked toward me but behind me.  I felt his presence without seeing him.  Two black hands descended on my shoulders.

“Bobbi, you’re coming with me,” Jamal said sternly.

I saw Yolanda look at me with a pleased smile.  “Let me help you, Jamal.”

“I don’t need any help,” but as he looked at Yolanda, they passed satisfied smiles between them.

“I’d be most grateful for your help with this little trouble-making faggot.”

I looked at Patricia who gave me a terrified look.

“We have a special room for bitches who give us trouble.”

I fought hard against an urge to rebel.  I let myself be lifted my Jamal.  Dejectedly with my head hung forward, I let Jamal and Yolanda lead me out of the room with their hands heavy on my shoulders.

Yolanda pulled the ring of keys by her side and unlocked the door.  After opening it, she helped  Jamal shove me inside where I fell onto the hard floor.  I got up on my knees and a foot shoved me back down. 

“Please.  I’m sorry.  I’ll be better.  I swear.”

Laughter from the both of them.  “You will be bitch.  I swear.”  I looked up to see Jamal standing in front of me.  He held a wooden handle to a long leather strap which hung down to his feet.

“Get up faggot strip and go stand on the platform over there.”  Jamal commanded.

I was trembling with so much fear that I could barely stand much less walk. Yolanda took my clothes from me as I pulled them off.  She looked at me expectantly, as her look commanded I take off everything leaving only my chastity cage.   She guided me onto a wooden square which was raised a few inches from the floor.  Handcuffs dangled from long chains that reached to the ceiling. 

Jamal walked up to me with a big smile on his face.  He lifted my arms and attached the cuffs to my wrist.  My head hung down and I saw his big erection swelling in his pants.  I was a little surprised when I felt Yolanda at my feet attaching other manacles to my ankles.  I moved one foot and then the other to accommodate her.

Yolanda stood in front of me and held a small key up to my face so that I could see it.  “I hope you enjoy this little bit of freedom, sissy.”  She knelt in front of me and gripped my cock cage.  I heard a click and then she was removing it.

Standing back up, she smiled, “Sometimes, I see the cages all the time and I forget how really small white peckers are.”

I don’t know why, but her eyes on my dick and her mocking tone made my dick start to feel with blood. I was focused on her when I felt and heard the strap striking my ass. It stung and I felt a whimper working i’s way out of my throat.

Then, three more strikes in quick succession.  I cried and tears started to roll down my cheeks.  A mixture of fear and pain swept over me and I began begging and pleading.  Two more strikes against my ass.  Now it was the pain that filled me.

“Do you hear that Yolanda?”

“A sissy begging always means one thing.”  She stood in front of me holding a black dildo with straps coming from the base.  She touched the tip to my lips and my mouth opened obediently.  She stuffed the black, plastic cock into my mouth. She proceeded to tie the straps behind my head to hold it in place.  “A sissy with a mouth open for begging must mean they want a big black cock to suck on.  This will do for now, but I bet Jamal, here, could help you find a real one.”  She laughed and stepped back.

The pain was so much that I could almost not feel it.  Instead, I heard the sound as the strap met my skin three more times.  Now, my teeth were biting into the dildo in my mouth.  Sounds, but not words, were coming from my mouth.

The strap hit my ass again.  Then an unexpected new pain in my balls.  I looked down to see Yolanda kneeling in front of me.  She had put on an examination glove and held my balls in her grip.  She tightened her hand and I pulled on the restraints.

“What should we do with these, Jamal?”

“I don’t care.  What do you think, girl?”

“Well, me personally, I think every white boy ought to have his balls cut off.  Good riddance, I say.”

Jamal stood behind me and I could his cock through his pants as he pressed into me.  He placed his head beside mine and looked down at Yolanda.  She maintained her iron grip and Jamal said, “We got that rusty knife around here?”

Yolanda suddenly jerked her hand downward sending sharp pains through me.  “I’m not sure.  Maybe I could just pull them off.  Or maybe you could.  You’re a lot stronger.”

Tears were rolling freely down my face.  I was trying to beg but my mouth was stuffed with the dildo.  Spit dribbled from the sides of my mouth.

“I’ve got an idea,” Jamal said.  “As long as her balls bring us joy let’s let her keep them.”

“I’m not sure how a white girl’s balls could bring me any joy, Jamal.”  She looked up and saw the fear and pain in my eyes as I blinked away tears.  “I don’t see any use for them.  Hanging there like the mistake that they are.”

Yolanda let my balls go.  She stood up and stepped back.  Jamal moved in front of me.  He held a long rounded wooden stick.  Jamal brought the stick up sharply between my legs striking my balls hard.

I saw stars and for a moment I only saw blackness.  The pain in my balls spread through my body.

“My, that does look like fun, Jamal.  Mind if I try.”

I started to relax thinking I might have a second of relief when the stick was handed from one to the other.  But Jamal hit my balls again before handing it to her.  My teeth bit into the dildo.

“See if you can hit a home run,” Jamal laughed as he handed her the stick.

“You know Jamal.  I went in the store the other day, and this white dude.  Some worker at the store.  I swore he followed me all over.”  She hit my balls hard.  I trembled as the pain shot through me.  “Just because I was black, he thought I was going to steal something.”

My ass suddenly caught fire as Jamal hit me with the leather strap three times in a row.

“Maybe all white faggots look alike, but this one sure does look like my P.O,” Jamal said before striking me again.

“Mother fucker called me the N-word on the train the other day,” Yolanda said striking my balls.

“I can’t drive my car two blocks without getting pulled over.”  Jamal struck my ass with the leather strap twice more.

I couldn’t stand and sagged in the chains.  I felt pain going through me back and forth.  Ass and balls.  They continued telling  how white society had hurt them as they took their revenge on my white body.

My body gave up.  I hung from the chains and I was barely conscious.  I drifted in and out.  I felt the dull pain as they continued their torture.

Then for a moment I had clarity when Jamal put his hand to my head and jerked it around by my  hair.

“Beating your balls has brought Yolanda and me such great and unexpected joy that we’ll let you keep them.”  Jamal paused before adding, “For now.”

Then there was Yolanda’s voice, “In fact, you ever see me looking down, you should come up to me and say ‘Please Mistress Yolanda.  Please, want you to beat my white sissy balls.  I know it makes you so happy.”

I felt my wrists and ankles being freed and I fell.  I’m not sure but Jamal must have caught me.  I was no longer there.

15

I woke up with Patricia cuddling my body into hers under the blanket.  She felt my movement and her arms moved down to my balls.  I moaned in pain.

“Baby, you’ve got to keep your legs spread.”  She gripped my left leg in her hands and gently moved it.

I moaned again.

“You just lay there.”  She kissed my cheek.  “They beat you really bad.”

Her hand reached down to stroke my chest.

“Water,” I croaked from my dry mouth.

She had a hand behind my head.  She lifted me and brought a cup to my lips.  The water tasted better than anything I had ever tasted.

“They dragged you here and dumped you.  You’ve been out all day.”

“Thank… Thank you.”

“It’s going to be okay.  You just got to take care of yourself and not move too much.  Let your body heal.  If they had any decency, they’d get you to a real doctor.  Not that quack they got around here.”

I brought my hand down between my legs and felt like I had a basketball between my legs.  Patricia caught my wrist and brought it back up to my chest.

“Let them heal.”  She pulled my head to her chest. “I just knew Jamal had it in for you.”

“Yolanda,” I started to say but Patricia interrupted.

“That bitch too.”

Patricia kissed my cheek again.  “You’ve got to get out of here, Bobbi.  I’m afraid if they get an excuse, they’ll beat you to death.”

Suddenly it hit me.  The pain.  The threats.  “They… They were going to cut my balls off.”

“I know.  It what they are.  I mean, they will castrate you but not in the punishment room.  The quack doctor and all.  They wouldn’t want you to bleed to death.  You’re valuable property to them.  We all are.”

I tried moving my leg and I knew immediately that was a mistake.

“I saw Jamal when he dragged you in here and dropped you down on the blankets.  Looked like his dick was going to tear a hole through his pants.  He gets off on it.”

“Yolanda told me to beg her to beat my balls if she looked sad cause it made her happy.”

“Bitch and a half.”

Fresh tears flooded my face.  “Patricia, I’ve got to get out of here.  I just can’t take it.”

She brought her hand to my face and caressed my cheek.  “I know, baby.”

Patricia reached down and grabbed my hand.  She brought it up to her lips and kissed it.  “I just don’t think you can escape.  If they catch you trying, they’ll beat you worse.  And...” She started to add something and stopped herself.  “It’ll be bad.”

I stared at the ceiling.  “But I just can’t.”

“Baby.  Soon, they’ll be bringing visitors.”

“Visitors?”

“They call them that.  Buyers.  They sell us off.  Make their money.”

“And we just get sold and disappear.  Patricia, I don’t want to lose you.”

She patted my hand.  “I know.  I don’t want to lose you either.  But sometimes in life, you don’t get a choice.”

I pressed my head to her chest, and she stroked my hair.

“But you might have a choice in your buyer.  I was going to tell you to get a good buyer.  Sometimes you can tell.  You know.  They’re all bad but some not as bad.  You take the not as bad and do what you can to please and impress them.  But with Jamal and Yolanda enjoying hurting you so much, I’d say whoever it is.  Suck their dick.  Beg for them to fuck you.  Tell them how much you like whatever they do.  Do it to get away from this place.”

I listened.  It made sense.  I didn’t want to lose her.  But I would.  I knew it.  I held her and smelled the comfort of her skin until I drifted back to sleep.
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It took a full week for the swelling to go down.  I was surprised they let Patricia tend to me.  Maybe they felt it was easier than me holding things up by hobbling in late to scheduled activities.  I enjoyed having her with me all the time.  Her arm supported me as we attended lectures.  A couple of days in, I was able to sit without a pillow for brief periods of time.

Patricia laid me down on pillows and pampered me and gave me a facial. 

“You know what’s in it, don’t you?”

I picked up the tube that held the facial cream.  It read “BNWO cosmetics.”  I put my finger to my cheek and scraped off a small amount.  I licked my finger.

“I can taste it.  Truth is, I’m starting to crave the taste.”

“You slut,” she said smiling.

I smiled back and thought of how much I had changed and was continuing to change.  Watching the videos at night, I thought of kneeling and taking a big black cock into my own mouth.  During the facial, I half-dreamed about a large black cock near my face shooting its hot creamy load onto me.

Patricia did my make-up and nails and I started to develop a sense of what I wanted to look like.  Studying fashions in one class, I started to discover what I began thinking of as my look.  I thought of what might make me more attractive to a future Master.  The sluttier and nastier I could look the better it would be.  I hadn’t thought of myself as very feminine before but now, I could look very girly and I liked it.

Near the end of the week, I still felt tender, but I even approached Yolanda.

“Mistress Yolanda.”

“Yes, faggot.”

“When I am more fully healed and if it brings you pleasure, I would very much like to offer my balls for your abuse.”

She looked confused at first but then said, “Not very much use right now.  I could just tap your little sissy balls with my little finger, and you’d pass out.”

“I know Mistress, but I wish to please you.”

Yolanda thought for a minute.  “I do have a birthday coming up.  You should be better by  then.  I’ll bring in some girlfriends.  Some of them are so jealous of me and my job.  We’ll have a ball-kicking party.  I’ll have to control some of them, so you don’t get knocked out in the first round.  Some of those white girls can get vicious.  Especially the one that has the misfortune to be married to a white guy.”

“Thank you, Mistress.”

“You can thank us when we’re busting your balls for real.”

Mistress Jackie was especially gentle when she brought me in for a milking.  She made me hold the cup while she probed my boi-pussy until I leaked out sissy juice.  She made me drink it and I agreed with her that it didn’t really taste like a real man’s cum.  Instead, it tasted more feminine.

After I got down off of her milking bench which was just a regular bench but at the right height that made it easy for her to do her job, she showed me the dildo she would start using.  That was the best part of the job for her.  Fucking white sissy ass while they collected sissy milk and drank it. 

When she was thinking of probing me, I tried to probe her.  Maybe she could take me away and use me for her own pleasure. 

“Heaven’s no.  I get plenty of this sort of fun from work.  Besides, I could never afford one of you bitches.  Not on my salary.”

Lying under the covers with Patricia was heaven.  We held each other and kissed and cuddled.  Finger fucking each other quite a bit although she had to be especially gentle with me.  We even found time to take a break during the afternoon.  At least we did until it was over.

I looked up and Jamal was standing over us.

“Patricia.  Get up.  You’ve got a visitor.”

She got up.  Her hand lingering in mine and then her hand slipped past my outstretched fingers and she was gone.  I pulled the covers back over my head.  She was gone.  Patricia did not come back.

I lay there alone that night.  I fingered myself.  Try as I could there was no distracting myself from my loss.  I hoped she was happier wherever it was she had gone.

I wished that they had broken my balls again and again.  Instead, they had broken my heart.
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I was sitting in the lecture hall.  Mark was going through some of the many ways that whites had mistreated and exploited black men and women and their culture.  It was our duty to see ourselves as offering ourselves as reparations for all of these crimes.  This was why it was so important to do our best to please our Masters, and Mistresses.

Jamal came into the lecture room.  He came up behind me and had me follow him.  The lecture continued while we walked to the door.  As he was standing at the door, he looked over the sissies and pointed to one.  He crooked his finger telling the gurl to follow us.

Outside in the hallway, he told me the news.

“You have a visitor, Bobbi.”

My heart took an extra beat.  I could be getting out.  Jamal saw me with the beginnings of hope, and so, had to crush it.

“Not a buyer.  Who’d pay good money for you?  It’s your recruiter.  Master Don.  He likes to check up on the white boys he brings in.  Part of the agreement is he gets to come in every now and then and visit with the new sissy.”

“I need you to help her with hair, makeup, nails, and dress.”  Jamal said addressing the other girl.  “Make her special for him.”

Master Don may not have qualified as a buyer, but his sissy was certainly being treated like he was one.  Jamal led us to a part of the building I had never been in.  Mistress Jackie was sitting in a recliner reading a magazine and Yolanda sat at a desk typing on a keyboard.  This was where staff hung out when they were away from tending their sissy charges.

“How they hanging, Bobbi?” Yolanda said turning her head.

“Fine, Mistress Yolanda,” I replied feeling a bit uncertain as to how to answer such a question from such a ball-busting superior.

Jamal told them I was being prepared for meeting with Master Don.  Mistress Jackie looked up from her magazine and pointed at a door. “Bath, make-up, clothes, the works.”

I was in heaven.  There was a full bath.  I was so used to the showers.  And there was privacy.  Just us two gurls.  I filled the tub with hot water and the other sissy found some scented bath beads.  Laying in the tub I felt relaxed and the scents made me feel pretty.

I would have stayed there until I was cold and wrinkled but Jamal had given the other sissy a time as to when I had to be ready.  In the adjoining room there was a table with makeup and nail polish.  The sissy did my nails first so that they could dry while she applied the makeup.  I decided to use this as a test run for when I had a real buyer.  So, I had her apply makeup that I felt made me look pretty but with a touch of slut.  Probably more than a bit of a slut because like all of the sissies, I was constantly horny.

There was no choice in clothing.  A small white dress was already laid out as were the lacy white underwear.  The dress was short and came with a small gold belt around the middle.  The dress was short and reached almost to mid-thigh.  I knew from practice that bending a certain way would give a good view of my panties.  The top of the dress had straps and the low front of the dress would have looked much better if I had had boobs.  Topping it off with the short blond wig and the slender high-heeled red fuck-me shoes and I thought that this was the prettiest I had ever looked.  I don’t think I looked beautiful, but I do think any Black Master would have been proud to have me on his arm.

When we came back out into the lounge, Mistresses Jackie and Yolanda whistled at me and I blushed.  I thought about Master Don and  about how much I wanted cock.  The thought made me blush more.  Yolanda led me across the hall to another door.

“Have a seat in the couch.” The door opened into what looked like a small apartment.  There was a couch and a coffee table.  A television was hung on the wall in front of the couch.

“He’ll be in shortly, so don’t play with yourself.”  Yolanda laughed, “But I guess you couldn’t anyway, huh.”

I sat down on the couch and thought about Master Don.  Maybe just maybe, I could persuade him to buy me.  Maybe I could talk him into it some way and get away from this place.
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The knob of the door turned, and Don entered quickly.  Too quickly.  I had planned to be down on my knees when I heard the door opening.  I thought this would be most pleasing to  a Master.  Instead, I got up off the couch and bumped my knee against the coffee table.

“Master Don, I’m so pleased to see you.” I was able to pull off a proper curtsey although pulling my dress up while I dipped showed a flash of my white panties.

He smiled and seemed pleased as I did manage to get to my knees.  Don was wearing a white dress shirt and black dress pants.  He smiled and looked down on me.  “You’ve come a long way, Bobbi,” he said offering me his hand.  “Come and sit here on the couch and tell me how you’re doing.”

Don sat down on the couch and crossed one leg over the other.  I tried to act as femininely as possible.  Lowering myself onto the couch beside him, I kept my legs together and pulled the bottom of the skirt as I sat so as not to reveal too much skin.

“I have learned a lot and I am very grateful for you getting me in here.  I certainly had a lot to learn.”

He laid his large arm along the back of the couch behind me.  “It looks like you’ve taken advantage of the opportunity.”

“Oh, yes sir, Master Don.”

He brought his hand to my shoulder.  “I’d swear.  If I didn’t know better, I’d think you were a real girl.”

I smiled at him.  “Not quite. But as close as is proper for a white male in the new world order.”

“Just look at you,” he said taking my chin in his other hand and turning me toward him.

It might have been the supplements or the brainwashing, but I was feeling overcome by the masculinity that seemed to ooze out of his pores.  “I wish I could show my grati…”

I stopped in mid-sentence as he pulled me into him and kissed me on the lips.  His tongue parted my lips and then mine danced with his as our mouths opened to one another.  He raised his hand and moved it over the outside of my dress.  I wanted his hand on my nipple and I put my hand on the back of his.  I guided his hand into the top of the dress where he could feel that my nipples were already erect.

I kissed back against his mouth and I put my hand down between his legs because I wanted, and I needed his cock.  I wanted it in my mouth and my boi-pussy.  I wanted to feel its hardness. 

His cock was there under my hand inside his pants.  It began to harden under my touch.  I rubbed it with my hand stroking it up and down under his pants leg.  I put my hand on top of his and pushed it down on my nipple and I moaned. 

Pulling away from his kiss, I said, “Please sir.  Let me thank you properly.”

I slid down his body between his legs.  I gave a slutty moan as I unfastened his belt.  He undid the top button of his pants.  I unzipped him and spread his pants open and buried my face in his crotch.

I felt his hard cock throbbing against my cheek.  I needed it.  I needed it in my mouth.  It was full but not yet fully erect.  I pulled it free and held it in my hand while I kissed and licked the head.  Feeling his hands reach down and touch the sides of my head, I opened my mouth and took in his cock while I looked up into his eyes.

I sucked and his cock became fully hard.  I reached underneath so I could hold his big balls.  I took his cock out of my mouth so I could lick it all over and then my mouth moved down so I could lick and suck his balls.  His legs parted to give me greater access as he continued to moan. 

I began tasting his pre-cum and it helped make him even more tasty to my tongue.  His big black cock was sliding in and out of my mouth now as we both moaned. 

I sucker harder and faster as I needed his cum to complete me as the sissy I had become.  His hands began to tighten on my head.  I looked up at him so he could see in my eyes how much I needed his cum.

It was hot and delicious as it poured out of his cock.  I swallowed and still it flooded out.  Cum ran from the sides of my mouth.  I drank and swallowed.  When he finished, I found myself licking and sucking and thanking him.  I needed it all.  I cleaned his cock with my mouth savoring each drop.  I gave a final suck to get all I could and lay my head against his leg.

“Thank you, Sir.  Thank you, Master Don, Sir.”

He reached down and patted the side of my face. 

I took his now soft cock and lay it over my face.  I felt its warmth and then I felt its pulse and then it began to grow and harden.  I looked up and pushed a small amount of cum from my chin into my mouth with my finger and sucked it.

“Please Master Don.  Please fuck me.”

He smiled and reached down to hold his big cock.  “You’ll have to get some lube.”

“I just want you to fuck me.  I’ll get it wet with my mouth.  Lube would make it better.  But I need you in me now.  Fucking me like I’m your bitch.  I don’t care if you hurt me.  I need it.”

I licked and sucked him hard.  I was moaning as I worked on his cock.  My legs were moving from side to side.  I was a bitch in heat.  He looked down at me as I licked and sucked.

“Why are sissies always so horny?” he asked.

“All our sexual energy is on our superiors.  We’re made to be used and used hard.”  Hi big cock was fully aroused.

“Used hard, huh.”  He gripped me with both hands.  I was lifted up.  He threw me down on the couch and then his weight was crushing me.  His hard cock pressed into my ass.  He reached between us and guided his cock between my cheeks until he found my boi-pussy.

Master Don pressed the head against my hole.  I tried to spread more for him, but he needed no help.  He pressed harder and he began to push the cockhead into my hole.  My ass was stretched and on fire and I tried to push against him, but I was pressed down, and his cock went in.  Slowly at first.  Burning and pushing and he was in deep.  He pulled back and I felt it as he was fucking me.

Sliding in and out of my boi-pussy.  He kissed the back of my head.  Fucking me harder I could hear his hot breath whispering, “You’re my bitch now.”  My boi-pussy hurt and spasmed around his big cock. 

Moaning, “Yes, your bitch, your bitch.”  Timing my words with his thrust.  Then hot in me, he held me tight with his cock jammed in me deep, he began cumming.  Another thrust, and another filling me with hot man cum.

He lay against me fully inside me.  He held me.

After he slid out of me, I ran to the little bathroom the apartment contained.  I grabbed some tissue and held against my boi-pussy knowing that I was a blood and cum smeared mess down there.

He rolled onto his back.  His cock was a mess as well.  I knelt and lifted it from his stomach.  I began licking it clean.

I looked up to see his eyes on me.  “You’re a better sissy than I would have believed.”

I said, “Thank you Sir,” and went back to cleaning him.  I did not stop until I was done.  I looked up at him and felt quite pleased.

“Maybe,” I stuttered and tried again.  “Maybe you would think about buying me.”

“I’m sorry, Bobbi.  I really can’t.  You’re a hot bitch, but I’m looking for more.”

“I could be whatever you need, Master Don.  Really.  I love your cock and would serve you how you wanted.  Make myself a perfect sissy bitch for you.  Really.”

“Like I said Bobbi.  You’re a great sissy bitch, really.  But I am looking for more and besides you’re expensive.”

“Tell me.  Tell me how to be better for you.”

“Okay.  One word.  Tits.  I always pictured myself having a white sissy with tits.”

I pressed my lips into his thigh.  I thought about Patricia and how she had had tits.  Nice ones.  There would be no going back.  It would be over for me.  I’d never be anything but a sissy with tits.  But I was already a sissy, wasn’t I?  I craved big black cock and that would not change.  Tits or no tits.

“I’d get tits for you Sir.  If it would please you and you would own me.”

Master Don looked down on me and smiled.  “Really.  You’d be perfect with the right tits.  Not real big ones.  Good size.  Firm.  Just like I’d want them.”

Then he frowned.  “Make you even more expensive than you already are.”

“But please Sir.  I’d do anything.  You would have the perfect sissy servant.  I’d help earn money to pay it off.  Get a job  and take care of you.  Do whatever you say or order me to do.  Please.  If you’d do it, I will pay it off and make you money, so you’d profit.”

He looked down and smiled.  “Tell you what.  Not sure I can swing it.  But I will think about it.”

I think he could sense my mixture of hope and disappointment.  Hope that he would but disappointment that he was not taking me then and there.

“I tell you what Bobbi.  If I can’t do it on my own, I could talk to some friends and if they wanted, we could own you all together. Means you’d be serving all of us.  And you’d have to have the surgery first.  The tits and all.

I looked up at him and smiled.  “Anything Sir.  Anything you desire.  Anything you and your friends desire.”

Master Don patted me on the head.  “I’m sure we’ll be able to come to some sort of arrangement.”
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The surgery went well.  I spent time in a special room with a bed and was waited on by other sissies.  I thought they might take me to a hospital but instead they were prepared to do that particular operation there.  It had been done before.  In fact, the doctor at the facility specialized in that procedure.  Putting tits on sissies was something the place was set up to do.

It wasn’t as bad as I thought it would be.  Master Don came back to the academy and he told me he had talked to his friends and they were willing to buy me if I had the surgery done.  I was taken to meet the doctor and he and Master Don discussed options which meant they designed my tits.  I don’t think they would have listened if I had had an opinion.  I would have opted for as small as possible.  I wound up with nice ones.  They were not overly big but certainly enough for Master Don to grab hold of.

It was strange waking up with them.  They certainly made me feel more feminine.  My nipples became a little larger and remained sensitive.  By the time I was released, I was given the advice to “stop playing with them so much.”  Mistresses Jackie and Yolanda had seemed especially pleased.  Jackie had said that “one more little operation and you’ll be one of the girls.”  Yolanda had protested that “she’d rather kick them off herself.”

I shuddered and declined.  Master Don came to the academy and was formally given the keys to my chastity cage.  I was relieved to find that they did have a backup.  But I also knew it was a key that would never be allowed in my possession.   I had been hoping to go to Master Don’s to recover.

“I decided to wait until you were fully operational before introducing you to your other new owners.”

Master Don’s house was much fancier than I had imagined.  It was a large three-story affair with a wide lawn.  It was not out in the country but located in the suburbs of the city. It did offer privacy with a stone wall that closed off the property.  I was thrilled but also worried.  A large house would mean a lot of housework. 

He stopped the car in the driveway and stopped me from getting out which surprised me.  He came over to my side of the car and opened the door.  He put a collar around my neck which he attached to a leash. 

“All white sissies must be kept on a leash when outdoors.”  He laughed and joked that it was a new ordinance of the new world order.

Master Don led me inside.  The gleaming woodwork amazed me, and I would work hard to keep it up.  I was so grateful that he had taken me away from the academy and that awful Jamal.  I was also horny and craving his big cock.  I wanted to kneel before him as soon as we got inside. All I could think of was getting down on my knees and sucking him off.

Instead, he kept me walking to what looked like a large dining hall.  The table had been pushed to the wall along with the chairs.  There was a couch and a couple of upholstered chairs.  Mats covered the floor in some areas.

“Time to meet your new owners,” Master Don announced.  He took off my leash but left my collar on.  I felt a little nervous.  I figured they’d want to “try out the merchandise” so I was not completely surprised when he ordered me to strip. 

I took off everything but my cage.  I was kneeling as ordered when he surprised me by producing a blindfold and putting it over my eyes.

“Don’t worry, it won’t stay on for more than a minute.”

I heard footsteps and then the men were talking.  I thought I recognized the voices, but it didn’t make sense in my mind.  A hand was placed on my shoulder and the blindfold was pulled off.  Master Don and three smiling black men stood in front of me.  It was the men from the jail.

My mind reeled.  It was unexpected.  I’m not sure it mattered in a larger sense.  But I wasn’t sure how they could be here.  Had they been released?  What was going on?

“I love this part,” said one of the men as he pulled his shirt over his head. 

Another was pulling down his pants and I could see his large cock was beginning to harden.  “The surprise with the recognition.”

Master Don said, “Too bad we’re not all here, but I knew you couldn’t wait to get started.  Good news, sissy bitch, this time we got lube.”  He pointed to a large plastic container on the table.

A man reached for the container and smiled at me.  “She’s going to need it.”

“Don’t do that,” said another.  “Make the sissy slave do it for you.”

The man motioned me forward with his crooked finger and I crawled toward him.  Then I was surrounded.  A cock was presented to me and I began to suck.  Someone took my hand and placed it in the container.  I pulled out some lube and was working it on to another cock and then there were cocks in each hand.  I was bent over, and another cock was pressed into my ass.  It slid in.

And I loved it.  Loved being a slut surrounded by these big black cocks that were all over me.  They talked and laughed and made me full of their cocks.  I licked and sucked.  They would all go at once and then take turns testing this orifice and then that one. 

I’m not sure if I learned it then or later.  I’m not sure that I was thinking of anything other than their cocks and their cum.  It was messy.  I swallowed as much as I could, but they would take their cocks and cum on my face or in my hair.  I had been picked up by two new world officers.  Not by real police.  And the station had been a new world order recruiting station they had set up. 

I was mad that I had been set up, but I was delirious with cock and cum.  I was dizzy from sissygasms that shook me and made me leak.  They took the juice and smeared it on me making me suck their fingers afterward. 

Finally, the last one came in my mouth.  Or rather mostly in my mouth and I lay on the floor exhausted.  The men laid back on the chairs.   Master Don sat on the couch.

“I think she’ll be a good investment.”

Another man said, “I’d start booking her right away.”

The words barely penetrated.  The cum on my skin and in my hair was drying. 

“Bobbi, Bobbi,” Master Don’s voice was saying.  “We’re going to be needing a return on our investment.”

“Yes Sir, Masters,” I said without opening my eyes.

“So, we rent you out, you work hard to earn that money.”

“Yes Sir.”

“If they got the money, they can fuck you.  We say suck his dick, that dick goes in your mouth.  Even a rich white guy.  He wants to fuck you and have you suck his cock, you suck his dick.”

I felt disgusted but said, “Yes Sir.”

I heard the front door opening.  Footsteps.  Master Don said, “You almost missed all the fun.”

A voice answered, “I wouldn’t miss this for the world.”

I knew that voice.  No.  It couldn’t be.  “No,” my mind shouted.

My eyes flew open.  There he was.  Please God, this was not happening. 

“Hello Bobbi.”

“Hello Master Jamal.”

He was smiling down at me.  “Looks like you are quite the mess.  Maybe a good spanking would make you take better care of yourself.  Especially now that you are partly my property.”

Jamal had taken off his clothes and stood over me grinning as he stroked his big dark cock.  Long and thick.  Bigger than the others.  Not by much but definitely bigger than the others.  He was looking at me intensely while he stroked it.

“I see that everyone has marked you and I’m last but will take my turn.  Too bad you have to earn our money back because I’d love to mark you in a different way.”

Jamal took one of my hands and laid it down on the mat.  He placed his knee into my palm.  He leaned his weight into it, and I cried out.  His cock jumped when he heard my cry.  He laid out my other hand and put his other knee into it until he was balanced on my hands.  I felt his crushing weight.

He balanced his full weight on my hands, I felt his weight and tears rolled down my eyes.  “Don’t worry faggot.  I’ve got some electrical equipment in the basement.  I know how to hurt you with no marks.”

My eyes were locked on his as tears rolled over my face.

“If I want to leave marks, I’ll spend a little time with Patricia.”

My eyes widened.

“Oh, that’s right.  You don’t know.  I forgot you knew her.”  His hand was moving faster on his cock.

“Sold to friends.  Right here in the city.  I’m sure they’d let me spend some good, ‘quality,’ time with her.”

His hand slowed just enough to keep himself from cumming at that moment.  “Who knows, if you’re really good and compliant, might set you two up for some entertaining sissy on sissy action.”

Patricia.  I could see Patricia again.

I opened my mouth.  I would show compliance.

He came.  He came in abundance.  He aimed for my mouth and face.  Cum dripping from his cock onto me as he marked ownership of me.  Jamal moved off of my hands to wipe the last of his cum from his cock onto my face.

I closed my eyes.  I swallowed.  But I thought of Patricia.

Patricia.  I would see her again.  And somehow, we would be together.  And somehow, I would get us both away from Jamal.

The End
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