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Part I
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My phone chirped and I picked it up off the table.

“No phones at the table,” my wife, Kathy, said with irritation.

I took a quick look and put it back down.  “Sorry, not used to the new rules yet,” I said.

“New?” She said with even more irritation.  “It’s been a month and you agreed.  Seems like it’s only a rule for me.”  Kathy looked past me to the living room where her phone sat on top of her purse.

“You’re right.”  I couldn’t argue with her.  The message I had seen had been a shock.  “You can suck my dick.”

Who had sent it?  I’d put the phone down without looking at the number.  No reason I couldn’t have told her that some rando was sending me messages.  Well, there was a reason.  I did think about sucking cock.  I had never told anyone.  I was a normal heterosexual guy.  You could share a lot of fantasies but not that one.  It being something to keep secret made it hotter.  More and more, it was what I thought of when I masturbated.

“Hard day at work?  You seem distracted.”

“Well, I am a little tired,” I half-lied.  It had been a long day but that was not why I was distracted.

I cut off a piece of roast.  “Maybe I’ll try to go to bed a little earlier tonight.”

“You can leave the dishes in the sink and let them soak.  But I warn you, it’ll be a mess tomorrow.”

“I’ll decide after we finish, you’ve probably had a hard day too.”

“They’re all tough these days,” she said as she polished off the salad in front of her. 

I put a second helping of mashed potatoes on my plate while she cut a small piece of roast beef and trimmed away a small amount of fat.

Kathy frowned as I took a big spoonful of the mashed potatoes.  “You really should watch your diet.  A few extra calories here and there can build up.”

“You used to say you enjoyed watching a man with a healthy appetite.”

“I did enjoy watching.  Guess I just got tired of the reruns.  Seriously, if you’d exercise more and were more careful about what you put in your mouth, you’d look better and…”

I interrupted her with an unexpected laugh.  Watch what I put in my mouth.  Maybe I should text back, hope your dick is small, my wife won’t let me suck on a big, juicy one.

Kathy stared daggers at me, and I just let it be.  I couldn’t tell her what had struck my funny bone.  She dropped her fork onto her plate with a clatter and pushed her chair back.  I watched her retreat toward the living room.  I cut off a big piece of meat and sat there chewing intently.

I turned my phone over.  No phones at the table didn’t seem to apply since I was the only one around to enforce the rule.

I replied to the ‘suck my dick’ text.  “Who is this?”

“You gonna suck my big black cock, faggot.”

“Wrong number.”  I sent that and continued eating.

The phone chirped.  Text from the same guy again with ‘suck my big black dick.’

“Still a wrong number.”

“Bet you were yanking your little wienie when you put your name on the list.  Now, pussy faggot like you does not follow through.  I’ll find you rape your mouth, sissy bitch.” 

“Seriously, not me dude.”

I put down my phone and finished my dinner while it chirped away.  Then I had a thought and turned it over to check what he had said earlier.  He had taken to texting pics of his cock.  I was irritated, but I scrolled back up.  I would probably take the phone into the bathroom later and masturbate to the pictures later.  I found what I wanted.

I texted him.  “What list?”

He ignored me as he continued to send pics.  A video of him jerking off and then cumming that I’d have to rewatch when I was behind the locked door of the bathroom.  Now, I had to keep an eye out for Kathy in case she walked back in. 

“What list?” I wrote trying again thinking that he might be able to focus now that he’d cum.

“The list in men’s room at the park.”

I’d been to the park.  It wasn’t that far from the house.  I texted back, “never been there.”

“Someone wrote on the inner door of each stall. Big letters with a line under it.  White faggot sissy cocksucker sign-up sheet.  Leave your number.  This number was first on the list.”

“Thanks, but this is a mistake.”

“Right.”  He followed with another shot of his dick.  It was still pretty big even though he was soft. He finished with “when you get brave or horny enough, you’ve got my number, sissy faggot.”

I didn’t reply.  Someone must have made a mistake. Maybe a badly written digit.  A three looking like an eight or something like that.

I got up from the table and took my plate to the kitchen.  I put it in the sink and ran the water to let them soak.  Thinking about what would have happened if I had agreed to meet that guy on the down low as they call it.  Looking up at him while I kissed and licked on his cock.  The sink filled and I needed to get to the bathroom.
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The next morning, I had just walked out of the bathroom after my shower when Kathy handed me my phone.

“It buzzed several times while you were in the shower.  Maybe it’s work or something.  I’ve got to go.”  Kathy kissed me on the cheek and through her purse over her shoulder.

I opened my phone as I watched her leave.  It wasn’t work.  Several messages.  One that must have been sent while I was asleep.  Every message was a variation of ‘suck my cock’ and ‘where are you?’ 

I sent a silent prayer to whoever came up with idea of having all phones set up where only the user could unlock with their face or a fingerprint.  I got dressed and thought about what to do.  I’d have to get to the men’s room in the park and blot out my number.  Do something.  I couldn’t have these messages going off all the time. 

Maybe not, I thought rubbing my crotch.  My fantasy after all.  I could follow through.  I’d have cover to up my number from the stalls.  But I could always text one of them back.  Fantasy.  That’s all it was.  I could never follow through. 

I got dressed and thought about how I might get to the park after work or maybe at lunch.  I’d scratch out my number.  I knew I wouldn’t follow through with texting anyone back.  Or maybe I would text back and maybe jack off while they showed me their cocks. 
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I worked through lunch so I could take off early.  Driving through the park I saw the usual joggers and walkers.  It was warming up and there were a lot of people around.  Pretty coeds from the college out running.  One of the first and best signs of spring.  Dog walkers out getting exercise for themselves and their pets.

I parked along one road and got out where it was a quick walk to the men’s room.  It was a small concrete building.  Typical setup.  Women on one side and men on the other.  Not sure why I felt nervous.  Maybe I was feeling like a pervert.  Stopping my car and getting out and making a beeline straight for the men’s side.

I walked in as one guy was walking out.  Good.  I’d be alone and I could look at the stall doors.

There it was.  On the side of each door.  The sign up like he had said.  Phone numbers under a heading, “White sissy faggot cocksuckers.”  Other graffiti with “we like big black cocks” with arrows pointing at a list of a dozen phone numbers.”  My phone number was at the top right under the cocksucker label.  Not only that.  The outline of a cock was right there with the tip pointed right at my number.

I took my keys out of my pocket to scratch it out.  Hesitating for a moment when an idea hit me.  I took my phone out of my pocket and took a picture of the door.  Hearing footsteps, I closed the door and sat on the toilet. 

I heard the guy using the urinal.  Studying the numbers, I saw there were a dozen of them.  All were written by different people.  None of the printing looked the same.  Who had written my number up there?  Why had they written it?  They had to know the calls and messages I’d get.  Why would they want to do that to me?  They must have wanted to embarrass me.  I heard the sink running and knew I could get up and go home.

Sitting there, I imagined what it would be like.  Someone throwing open the door.  Maybe their dick already out.  Moving their hand up and down it and then holding it out for me to lean forward and take it into my mouth.  I’d open my mouth and take it in and start sucking.  It’d be in my mouth when I’d hear someone else come in.  Someone waiting for the chance to use my mouth once the first guy had finished.

I stood up.  My erection was stiff in my pants.  Using my keys, I scratched at my number on the door.  It seemed to defy me.  I scratched at it more and was finally able to make it difficult to read but not impossible.  I had to do the other stalls as well.  Finally, I felt I’d done sufficient damage.  If someone really wanted to read it and call, they might be able to, but I thought it would be unlikely.  Easier to just go for the next number on the list.

As I walked out of the men’s room around the curved passage, a man passed me going in.  There were other men walking around and I wondered if any of them went in there looking for blowjobs or maybe they gave them.  It was probably a middle of the night activity.  When I got home, if I got the chance, I’d text numbers in the picture.  I wanted to know what it was like.  See if they had gotten calls.  Maybe they were all prank calls.  I hoped there’d be one who had done it.  He could tell me what it was like. and I could beat off by fantasizing that I was him.
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I was in luck.  When I got home there was a note telling me Kathy had a late meeting along with instructions about what I might find to make my own dinner.  I pulled the containers out of the refrigerator and thought about what I might say in a text.  After all, everyone on the list could be someone who had no idea their number was on a bathroom stall.  They might also be desperate, horny men willing to meet in a public bathroom on the chance that a random stranger would put his dick in their mouths.

I pulled out a plate and started piling on food.  Smiling at “desperate, horny” men because I felt my dick tenting in my pants.

“Found your number,” was what I thought of after discarding the “suck my dick” that I had gotten.  It sounded like the start of a sales pitch.  I wanted it to start innocently but get right into it. 

“Found your number at the park,” was perfect.  If they were like me, I could just tell them that someone else had written my number there and I was getting texts from perverts.  In that case, we could talk about who might have done it and commiserate over how awful those people who had done it were.

If they turned out to be men who hoped to get calls for blowjobs, then it would go from there. 

I put my plate in the microwave, entered a time, and hit start.  I looked at the picture I had taken at the park.  Putting in the phone number below mine, I sent my text.

The microwave and my phone went off at the same time.  Picking up the phone I saw the return text, “you there.”

“Not there now,” I texted.

“You close?” he asked.

I pulled my dinner from the microwave and thought how I should answer.  I didn’t want to say anything about how far away I was, so I texted him back with “you suck cock?”

“Yes, love having a big cock in my mouth.  How big are you?”

Should I lie or tell the truth.  Deciding on the truth, I sent “5 in. erect.”

“Ok” was the reply, but then another followed, “I’d still like to suck it.”

I rubbed my crotch and put my plate to the side.  “You suck a lot of dicks there.”

“I want to suck your dick, let’s meet.”

“You’ve done this before?”

“A few times.  Let’s meet.  I’ll suck you.”

“Men really call you and you meet them?”

“Yes, a few, but some blow me off, lol.”

I unzipped and pulled my erect dick out and gave a couple of strokes and then sent, “They cum in your mouth?”

“Mostly, some on my face, let’s meet.  Love a man’s load in my mouth.”

I imagined what that was like.  I had eaten my own cum before and thought about what it would be like for a man to shoot his hot, salty load in my mouth.

“This is a waste of time.  I need a real dick in my mouth.  Not just talk.  Bye.”

“No.  Let’s meet.”  I wasn’t sure why I sent that.  I had no intention of meeting.  But the park wasn’t that far away either.  This was stupid, even dangerous.

“Ok.  Be there in an hour.  Please, fill me with your cum.”

“Ok,” I sent back.  Thinking to myself that all of this was a bad idea, I picked up my plate and emptied it into the trash.  Kathy working late meant that I should have several hours at least. 

Such a bad idea I thought even as I picked up my keys and headed out the door.
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The park was in twilight as I pulled the car to a stop at the same place as earlier.  I saw another car parked a little further away on a connecting road. Was that dark sedan his?  There was man walking his dog deeper into the park.  Maybe he walked?

It was so quiet and felt creepy as I could hear my own footsteps crunching along the underbrush.  I cut through the grass and went straight for the men’s room ignoring the footpath.  The well-lit men’s room seemed especially bright against the deepening darkness of the rest of the park.

A short dark- haired man in a t-shirt and faded jeans stood as the sink looking in the mirror.  He made no attempt to wash his hands and I knew this must be him, but I didn’t know how to approach him. 

He smiled at me and then turned back to the stalls.  I could see in the mirror that he left the stall door open and took a seat on the toilet without pulling down his jeans.  He took one finger stuck it in his mouth.  I watched him do this and I saw he was also looking back at me.

I walked to him and rubbed my crotch.  Unzipping quickly, I pulled my dick from my jeans.  His hands reached forward and gripped the back of my thighs as he took my whole dick into his mouth and began sucking.

I closed my eyes and moaned.  This was the best blow job I had ever had.  Kathy would give me head on rare occasions, but she hurried through it.  Later, she would be angry if I didn’t tell her she was the best wife in the world because of it.  This guy was sucking my cock because he wanted it in his mouth. 

Opening my eyes when he stopped sucking long enough to lick and kiss it as he looked up at me.  He smiled.  “I know what you really want.”  Then his mouth opened, and my dick disappeared.

I moaned and reached down to touch his head as it moved back and forth.  “So, good.  This is what I want,” I managed to say as my breathing sped up.

His mouth came off my dick again.  Lifting my dick, he kissed and sucked my balls.  “I mean, what you really want.”  He swallowed my dick again. 

I was trembling.  He had control.  He would control when I came.  Stroking his hair, I felt my orgasm close, and I felt the need to pump all my cum into his mouth.

His mouth came off my dick and he held it firmly in one hand while he kissed the head.  He raised his eyes and met mine.  I watched his tongue come out and he licked the tip of my cock with his tongue.  “You want to be me,” he said swallowing my dick again.

This time he was going to make me cum.  “Yes, I want to suck a dick,” I grunted out as his mouth flew back and forth on my cock.  He sucked hard and I let go and felt my release into his warm, wet mouth.  His hands tightened on the back of my thighs and his mouth milked the cum from my cock.  He fed, sucked, drank it all.  I looked down as he licked and cleaned my cock.

Even after coming down from my high of my orgasm, I still felt a deep need to have a cock in my mouth.  After fantasizing about it most of my life, this time I needed it for real.

“Can I…, I mean, will you let me…”  I don’t know why I couldn’t say it.

“Yeah, baby, you can suck my dick.”  Smiling he stood up and then his arms were around me and he pressed his cum covered lips to mine. He slipped his tongue in my mouth and I tasted my cum.  He pressed into me, and I felt his erect cock in his jeans as he ground against me.

“You just sit down, right here.”

I lowered myself to the toilet.  “First time?” he asked.

Pulling down his zipper, and then his hard cock so like my own was right before me. 

“Go slow.  Lick and kiss it.”

I looked up and followed his directions.  “Enjoy it.  Make it all wet and then just open your mouth.  Just go slow.”

Now his hands were on my head, and I tasted another man’s cock in my mouth.”

“First time I got the courage to suck another man’s cock, he told me I sucked it like I was starving.  Like I wanted to suck it off his body and down my throat.”

He laughed.  “That’s it, baby.  Slide it in and out.  Slow.  We got time.”

I let his dick out of my mouth and licked the head.  “How…how did you know?”

I took his cock in my mouth and returned to sucking him.

“Your questions, your manner when you walked in.  Plus, guys with little dicks like us.  We generally turn out to be cocksuckers and want to be sucking on real men with big cocks.”

“Little dicks like us,” I thought.  I knew I was a little below average but didn’t think I was little.  But it was true we were alike.  His white dick was almost exactly like mine.  I could have been sucking my own.

I wanted to do everything he had done for me.  I took his hard cock from my mouth and lifted it so I could kiss and suck his balls.  The humiliation made me hot to think of kissing another man’s big hairy balls.  But there was no hair.  He was smooth with no pubic hair.  I licked and sucked on his balls before taking his cock into my mouth again.

My mouth slid smoothly back and forth as I sucked.  His hands moved to the back on my head, and he began pulling my head onto him.  I loved how the skin of his cock was firm yet soft.  It seemed to fit so perfectly in my mouth.  Tasting a little bit of cum in my mouth, I knew he was close.  His urgency became mine.  He needed to cum, and I needed to have his cum flooding my mouth.  I moved faster.  Sucked harder.  Pressing my head into him, he came and his cum was in my mouth

Tasting like my own, but still different somehow.  I swallowed and knew it as another man’s cum.  My eyes were locked on his as he fed me.  I drank and swallowed but some escaped from the side of my mouth.  I sucked to try to get it all, but when he pulled his cock out, there was still cum on it.  I kissed and licked him clean.

“Thank you,” I said as his fingers played with my hair.

Suddenly, reality hit me.  I was so lost in this fulfillment of my need and fantasy, time had ceased to exist.  But now, it came rushing back.

“I have to go, but can I have your number?”

He laughed, “You already have it, my cum drunk sissy sister.”
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Spent, Michael fell back onto his bed.  Kathy ran into the bathroom returning in a few moments with a warm wet rag, she used to clean his big cock that had deflated and lay over his thigh.  When his cock was clean, she kissed and licked it before lying down next to him.

She was almost purring, he thought.  White women could be wild when they got their first big black cock.  Like she was a virgin and had never had cock at all.  Being with white guys before this, that must be what it was like for a white girl.

“That was amazing,” Kathy said as she snuggled into him.  “Never had sex like that.  I don’t know how many times I came.”

“I thought you were married.  You get fucked all the time.”

“Not like that,” she sighed.

Michael smiled.  He knew all about her husband. Well, maybe not all.  But he felt like he would be finding out more about him.  He had been content to cuck another white wife and just enjoy what a woman had to offer once she discovered what a real cock felt like.  Kathy had been different.  She had become devoted and would do whatever he wanted to please him.  He told himself that her being rich or rather, potentially rich, had not been his motivating factor, but it did make everything sweeter.  Even if it was greed that motivated him, he thought that being a rich bastard was much better than being a poor one.

“You worried about your husband getting suspicious?”  Michael asked.  “Second late night this week and all.”

Kathy ran her hand down his stomach and through his pubic hair until it closed around his cock.  “I’ll just tell him something came up.”

Michael laughed.  “But seriously, he asking any questions.”

“No, he seems a little secretive himself lately.  Preoccupied.  Not sure what’s going on with him.”

“Maybe he’s having an affair,” Michael suggested.

“Poor girl,” Kathy giggled.  “I’m bad.  I shouldn’t have said that.”

Michael brought his arm over her and reached for her breast.  “Bad girl.  Disrespecting your husband like that.  I should give you a good spanking.”

Feeling his cock returning to life, Kathy said, “That’s why bad girls have all the fun.”
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I knocked on the door of Chris’s apartment. Everyone was looking at me and knew what I was doing there.  Of course, this wasn’t true, but it was the way I was feeling.  A young woman peeked through the blinds of the apartment next door to see who was knocking.  I tried not to look in her direction, but I saw her out of the corner of my eye.

Chris opened the door and smiled.  I rushed in before he could say hello.  I felt a little better once I was in the shelter of his apartment even though it was the first time I had been there.  The last time I saw him was in the men’s room when he had taken his dick covered in my spit from my mouth.

“Want a beer?” he asked pleasantly.

I said yes, and he stepped into the kitchen where he opened the refrigerator.  He kept talking.  “Not sure about you, but having a beer first helps.  Doesn’t seem as awkward, but just so you know, I’m pretty horny already.”

“Me too,” I laughed nervously.

Chris appeared from around a corner holding two cans of beer. He put the beer on the coffee table and said, “Have a seat.”

I started to sit in the plush rocker next to the couch, but he took my hand and guided me to sit next to him on the sofa.

Chris said, “If this makes you too nervous, we can always go out and find a public bathroom somewhere.”

I laughed out loud as his joke broke the tension I was feeling. He reached over and put his hand between my legs.  I took a drink and put my hand between his. 

“Did you enjoy the other night?” Chris asked.

“Yes, more than I’d imagined.  I just wanted to keep on sucking.”

I felt his cock growing as he rubbed my own hardening cock. 

“You don’t even know what it’s like a suck off a real man,” Chris said.  He saw the questioning look in my eyes and added, “Not trying to insult you or anything.  I don’t really know you or anything.  Well, I do know you like sucking cock.”

“And I like having my own dick sucked.”

“Okay, which would you choose, if you had to choose?  Sucking cock or being sucked?”

I took a drink of my beer.  “I’m happy that I don’t have to choose.”

“That tells me a lot.  Most guys wouldn’t hesitate to choose getting the blow job.”

“Maybe I’m gay then.” I took another drink.  What would that mean in my life?  Would I have to come out to Kathy and my friends and tell them I was attracted to guys.

“But I thought if I was gay, I’d already know.  And shouldn’t I be attracted to men?  I’ve always been attracted to women.”

Chris took a drink and continued rubbing between my legs.  I was getting more relaxed which made it feel even better.

“You don’t have to label things.  But I do think you’re like me.  My label is sissy.  A little dicked white guy who loves being used by real men with real, big cocks.  Some white, but mostly black guys.  It’s true what they say.  Some of them, most of them, have huge cocks.”

I remembered the times I had seen black guys naked.  Times in high school, in the shower after a game and I knew he was right.

Chris unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock.  I put my hand on it, but then removed my hand so I could unzip and take out my own cock.

I took a drink and then put my hand on his stiff dick as he handled mine. 

“It’s just ten times better when they’ve got a big dick.  And knowing that they wouldn’t even think about giving me a return blow job.  Knowing that I’m the cocksucker.”

I moaned. 

“Slip you’re clothes off.”  He pulled his t-shirt over his head.  “It’ll be easier if we lie down.  We can suck each other off.”

Pulling off my jeans my cock was rigid, and I didn’t think I would last long.  I looked at his cock and noticed the lack of pubic hair.

“You shave?”

Chris smiled.  “Yeah, most men like it.  Less body hair makes you more feminine.  Especially when you get lucky enough for them to fuck you?”

He felt how hard my dick was and said, “Don’t lie to me.  I know you’ve thought about what it might be like to have a man fuck you and make you, his bitch.

Chris took me by the hand and led me to the center of the room where he knelt and kissed my cockhead.  I knelt down, and then we lay on the floor with our dicks near each other’s head.

I kissed his cock as he began sucking mine.  Holding his cock in my hand I admired how it looked.  I let the feeling of desire come up in me.  I licked the head so I could taste it.  When we had been in the men’s room, I had been so overcome that I had to have it in my mouth immediately.  This time, I was going to savor my chance to suck another dick.  Even if it did belong to another sissy.
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“Hey, Dad, what did you think?”  Michael sat at his laptop after Kathy had left.

“Very nice.  Very enthusiastic white girl.  Are you sure she didn’t know the camera was on?  Seems like she might be showing off.”

Michael laughed.  “You were the one who showed me what a white girl could do when she got real cock.”

“One of the greatest pleasures of a black man’s life,” his father, Louis, replied.

“I just wanted to check in and see how things were going on your end.”

Louis smiled.  “You could call just to see how I’m doing you know.”

“Your plan too.  I never would have thought about it myself.”

“No, you just made it more complicated.  I know my friends and I can pull off what we had planned.  But making her husband a part of it, did present some difficulties.”

Michael sighed.  “Difficulties as in you won’t be able to do it.”

“Difficulties as in, everything is in motion, but how will he act.  I’m sure he’ll move down the path, but it takes different amounts of time for some white boys to go through the process.”

“Do what you can.  The money would be sweet if we do this right.”

“I’ll make money either way, and I’ll enjoy the process.”  Louis looked through the computer at his son and smiled.

“You recorded her, didn’t you?” Michael asked.

“Why, son, where would get an idea like that?” his father said, and his grin told Michael that he had been right.

“I’m going to talk to the white boy you sent.  Make sure we keep to the schedule.”

“Tell that sissy to do what you say, or I’ll include her in the deal and sell her.”

“I tell her she can’t suck my dick anymore,” Michael said with a grin.  “That should be more than enough incentive.”

“You know it will,” his father said.
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I got in the car not long after Kathy left.  She had been called back to the office and told me not to wait up.  I sent Chris a text and he sent back, “come over and we’ll do something special.”  My dick had gotten hard and was still hard.  I kept my hands in front of me when I walked to the curb to get in the car.

Thinking about all of this was getting confusing.  Chris calls and I think about having his dick in my mouth and my dick gets hard and stays hard.  Saturday night, I had to remind Kathy that it was our regular once a week lovemaking.  She only gave in when I became persistent.  It was like I had to make love to her.  Prove myself maybe.  And then, after all that, I kept going soft.  Kathy was no help.  I resorted to thinking about what it would be like to kneel before a real man like Chris said and take a real cock into my mouth.  But I kept going soft.  Kathy had pushed me away with a laugh that seemed tinged with cruelty.  She rolled over and I’m sure she was pretend snoring so I wouldn’t bother her.  I had gone into the bathroom and jerked off putting my finger in my mouth and imagining it was cock.

What did Chris have planned anyway?  What was going to be special?  Maybe he had a man or maybe a couple of real men over.  Men who wanted a couple of sissies to kneel in front of them and suck their big cocks.

I really needed to stop thinking about it or I’d have to pull over and jerk off.  Wait.  I’ve been stupid.  When I get home, I’ll look up sissies on the computer.  I don’t know why I hadn’t thought about it.  I’m sure Chris had a lot to teach me, but I could be learning on my own.  Even better, I could be masturbating while doing it.  I had watched porn before and I’m sure I paid much more attention to those big cocks than other men would have.  Of course, I was a sissy.  I resisted the label, but my hard dick didn’t lie.  My best and hardest erections came from thinking about sucking cock. 

I would have to keep it hidden.  That shouldn’t be a problem.  Kathy never went through my stuff or anything.  Just hide the browser history and she’d be none the wiser. 

I pulled up to a stop sign and a young black guy crossed in front of me.  His crotch looked full.  Like a big, delicious package I wanted in my mouth.  I tried to smile, but what was this coming over me.  I had never noticed men’s crotches before.  If anything, I avoided that area entirely when I looked at another man.  And here I was, practically drooling.

Soon, I would be at his apartment.  If I didn’t get things under control, I’d find myself on my knees when he opened the door.  Something special.  I thought about it and then increased my speed to get there faster.  Something special. 
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“I’m naked already,” Chris whispered from behind the door. I had knocked and the force of the knock opened the door.  I entered and Chris pushed the door closed.  His dick was hard, and he stood there holding a big black dildo in each hand.

I was pulling off my clothes as soon as I saw him standing there.  I wanted to kneel first and taste his cock but held out long enough to get naked.  Chris took a finger and wiped it over his cockhead and presented it to me.  I kissed and licked his finger tasting his cock.

He took one dildo and put it into his mouth while handing me the other.  “I know it’s not real dick, but I wanted you to know what to expect.”

“Expect?”  I said and put the tip of this realistic looking dildo into my mouth. 

“I got these to play with, but I’m thinking about us going together and sucking real cocks.” 

He laughed when he looked down and saw how hard I was.  “But first, why don’t you kneel down here and suck me off.  It’ll help take the edge off.”

I was on my knees before he finished talking.  Taking his dick into my mouth, I was sucking like I hadn’t been fed in a month and drinking his cum was going to satisfy my appetite. 

I felt his fingers playing in my hair as I sucked.  “A real man is going to love your hot, hungry, sissy mouth.”

I tried to moan out the words around his dick that I really hoped so.  Hoping a real man would enjoy my mouth.  There was just no denying that I was a sissy faggot, and I should just start prancing around.  Is that how you let a real man know what you were?  Or maybe they could just tell.

I sucked harder and faster, and Chris came quickly.  He moaned and shoved his dick into my mouth while holding the back of my head.

“I wanted to jerk off all day, but I held off.  Figured you’d be thirsty, and you’d need cum, even sissy cum.”  Chris laughed.  “I know that I won’t do it cause I’ll want to be sucking a big cock at the same time.  But I’d almost want to sit back and watch your reaction to having a real cock in your mouth instead of this little sissy one.”

I licked him clean, and I felt better.  My dick was still hard, but the pressure seemed to ease a bit.  He was still holding the black dildo.  He lowered it to me, and I began sucking on it.

“You ever think about a real man fucking you?”

“Yes,” I answered quickly before putting my mouth back on the dildo.

“Good, cause a real man will love your blow jobs, but they’re also going to be taking your boy pussy.”

“Boy pussy?” I asked.  Not sure why I asked.  It was obvious.  Real men would want to fuck me in the ass.  My boy pussy in other words.

He laughed.  “That thing that I bet started to feel itchy as soon as you thought about being fucked.”

I looked at him and smiled, “So, that’s what that feeling is.”

“That’s what your special treat is.”  I looked and he was still holding the big black dildo. 

He saw the doubtful look in my eyes.  “Don’t worry.  I’ve got plenty of toys.  I’ve got small white sized ones.  You should start off with that.  Just remember that these fake black cocks are the same sizes as some of the real ones.”

“Maybe, you should fuck me, Chris.  You know, make me your bitch.”

He smiled kindly.  “I would Bobbi.  It’s just hard for me to keep it hard for fucking.  I can take it in the ass, but I have a hard time giving it.  Think about it.  Could you fuck me?”

No question I liked Chris.  I was horny.  He was even a little cute and girlish, but the thought of fucking him made my dick soft. 

Chris saw my diminished erection and said, “See?”

“You’re right,” I admitted.

“Don’t worry.  We’re sissies.  On the receiving end of big cocks.  Crawl over to the coffee table and I’ll get a toy and some lubricant.  It helps.”

Chris left the room and I crawled to the coffee table suddenly aware that I had a boy pussy that was about to get used.

He returned holding a smaller fake cock and it was a pink color the shade of our own dicks.  About the size of our dicks as well it seemed.

“Just lay across the table.  And just lay there and try to relax.  I’ll be gentle.”

I closed my eyes as I rested on the coffee table.  I heard him put something down on the table and figured it was the jar of lubricant.  I felt his hand on my ass and then the greased dildo between my cheeks.  No, just his hand.  His fingers were greased with the lubricant.  He ran fingers up and down my crack and then he stopped with his finger at my hole.

“Just relax.  Try to anyway.  Easier the more relaxed.”

I was trying to relax and then his greased up finger slid into my hole.

“See, it’s not that bad, right.”

Running his finger in and out, he said, “Guys.  Real men are going to want to finger fuck you.  You’ve finger fucked a girl before, right.”  He heard my sigh in answer and continued, “Same as real men finger fucking us.”

Chris pulled out his finger and this time I was sure it was the white dildo he was moving between my cheeks.  He held his hand on the cheek of my ass and started rubbing and massaging.  I could feel the dildo as he slipped it down to my balls and then back up to where the tip poked at my hole.

“Now, take a breath,” Chris said.

Before I was ready, he pushed, and I felt the pain as my boy pussy opened to accept the dildo.  Then he was sliding it all the way into me.

Feeling my tension, Chris said, “It gets better.  Just stay with it.”

Moving the dildo in and out, he tossed a big black dildo near my head.  I licked it and made it wet.  Sucking on it made me relax or changed my focus and then being fucked with smaller dildo started to feel pleasurable. 

“That’s it.  I knew you’d like it.”

I moaned in response as I continued sucking the dildo.

“Imagine some guy fucking you.  He thinks you’re a hot bitch.  He’s going to make you his bitch.  Fucking you with his big fat dick.  Teaching you what your boy pussy is for.”

I started to shake as I lay on the table.  He moved the dildo faster. He slapped my ass a couple of times and I started moaning. 

Chris pushed the dildo deep.  “He’s cumming.  Cumming in your boy pussy.  Like you wanted.  Like you begged him to.”

“Oh, god.”  I cried out.  I trembled and lay still across the table.

Chris pulled out the dildo.  I looked back and he sat cross legged on the floor. 

“Did you like it?” He asked.  I didn’t have to answer because he could tell from the look on my face.

I wasn’t quite ready to get up, so I said, “Give me a minute and I’ll do you.”

“That’s okay.  I wanted to talk to you first.”

“What about?” I asked.

“I got a text from a guy.  Wants to meet.  He saw my number from the men’s room.  He wants to bring a friend.  Personally, I’d like to suck both their cocks.  But I thought you might like to find what’s it’s like sucking a real man’s cock.  It’s also safer to have a sissy sister with me.”

“I don’t know.”  I really wanted to, but I was scared.  “I mean, I don’t know about telling you a time or anything.”  These days, just about every night during the week, Kathy was working late.  But there were times when she wasn’t. 

Chris smiled, “But you’re willing.”

I swallowed and answered, “Yes.”

“I’ll text them back.  Tell them that I’m working out the time.  I’m sure they’ll want it right now.  Men are like that.”  Chris looked at me and smiled.  “I’ll tell them I’m trying to bring a virgin with me.  That’ll probably make their cocks hard.  If I tell them that, they’ll let me arrange the time.”

I looked at the big black realistic looking cock lying on the floor and thought ‘virgin.’  What was I about to get myself into?
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Kathy lay on the bed breathing hard.  Michael propped himself up on his elbow.  He reached over and stroked her hair.

“Did that help?” he asked.

“Yes,” she answered and then lay there a moment.  “Help with what?”

“When you walked through the door, you looked worried.  Like the weight of the world was on you.”

Kathy rolled to her side and slid her hand down to his cock.  “This helps whatever the problem is.”

“Glad to be of service,” Michael said with a smile.  “But what’s bothering you.”

“I’m just not sure if it’s something I can really talk to you about.”

“Up to you,” Michael stroked her arm.  “I do consider myself your friend.  Maybe talking about it will help.”

“It’s about my husband.”

Michael waited and when she didn’t continue, he said, “All I know about him is that he has great taste in women.”

Kathy sighed.  “That’s the worry.  Oh, I don’t know.  He hasn’t touched me in a while.  He was never very good at sex, but he was also insistent that we fuck at least once a week.  Sex didn’t feel all that good for me but feeling needed felt great.”

Michael thought about how to craft his answer since he knew exactly what was happening with Bobbi.  “Maybe he’s tired or just worried himself.”

“He’s keeping secrets.”

“Secrets?” Michael asked and wondered how much she knew about the ‘secrets’ that he knew about.

“Well.  I know its dumb since I have my own secrets.  But some of the time when I’m working late, he disappears from the house.  Neighbor told me.  He took off out of the house right after I left.”

“Maybe he’s having an affair of his own.”

Kathy snorted, “Bobbi?  I mean I guess it could happen. I just don’t see how it would happen one time, but a woman wouldn’t go back.”

“Maybe he’s different.  Better maybe with other women.”

She held up her hand and extended her little finger.  “With his little shrimp dick.  I’m sorry.  I shouldn’t be so mean.”

Kathy felt Michael’s cock respond to her touch and put her hand fully around it.  She loved feeling it get hard in her hand.

“Of course, she could have found out about the money?”

Michael asked with great care not to betray what he already knew, “Money?”

“Bobbi’s rich.  Or he will be. His uncle’s favorite.  But no one knows really.  We live simply and it’s his mother’s brother so the last name’s different. “

“You never know what people can find out if they start looking.”  She was too close to figuring out what he was up to.  Michael ran his hand down her stomach and parted her legs.  He should fuck her and distract her.

“And then, I’m looking through his computer.  I wanted to see what kind of porn he was looking at.  Men lie, but their browser history tells the truth.”  Kathy smiled as Michael’s hand slid along her pussy.  “Hot looking girls sucking off these guys with big cocks like yours.”  She stroked his now erect cock.  “But then it turns out those hot chicks have dicks.  Little ones mind you, but dicks.  Maybe he wants to fuck one of them, what do you call them, trannies, no, transexuals.”

Michael pulled her on top of him.  “Me, I prefer hot wet pussy any day.”  He was glad to end the discussion.  Maybe he should accelerate his program.  Do it, before she figured out more.

Part II

1

“Watched dicks never cum,” Chris said putting his arm around Bobbi’s shoulder.

“They should have been here by now,” Bobbi said as he and Chris stood at the entrance to the men’s room in the park. 

“I know your anxious, sweetie.  But they’re real men and they will really be here. A couple of sissy fags are waiting on them.  Waiting to suck them off and beg for their cum.”

There wasn’t anyone close as far as Bobbi could see. He wished Chris hadn’t mentioned cum.  Chris had got him worked up.  Would a real man taste different?  Different from the taste of his own cum or Chris’s.  He felt that was a myth.  Like real men would have a more manly taste whatever that might be.

A car slowed down on the street in front of the park.  No turn signals, but it did make a right turn into the park.

“I bet that’s them.”  Chris said.  “I was about to text to find out if there was a change or something.”

Bobbi gripped his arm.  “I was wrong.  I’m not ready for this.”

Chris took a prescription pill bottle from the pocket of his shorts.  Opening it, he tapped a couple of pills into his hand and then dry swallowed them.

“What’s that?”  Bobbi asked.

“I take them for anxiety.  Loosens me up.  You should take a couple and chill out.”

“I don’t have a problem with…”  The car was slowing down to park near Bobbi’s car.  “Give me a couple.  Or is that enough.”

Chris laughed.  “Such a nervous virgin.  Two should be fine.  Three might be better.  Keep you from jumping out of your own skin.”

Chris tapped three more into the palm of his hand.  Bobbi took them from him and dry swallowed them. 

Bobbi went to the sink and palmed water into his mouth when the pills made him feel like coughing.

“It might make you feel a little drunk, drowsy.  But it will definitely help drop the inhibitions that might keep you from being the sissy slut you want to be.”

Even from this distance Bobbi could see the men were big and strong and black.  He saw this as they exited the car, and the lights came on briefly.  When the light from the car door went out, the men became shadows approaching.

“What should we do, get in the stalls or what?”  Bobbi said as he retreated into the men’s room.

Chris yelled after him.  “I’ve been texting them.  They know we’re here.  We know they’re here.”  He turned to follow Bobbi into the men’s room.

Bobbi was sitting on the toilet in the stall as far from the entrance as he could get.  He looked at him and knew that Bobbi couldn’t think straight.  Chris opened the door to the stall next to him and sat on the toilet.

Bobbi heard footsteps and then voices.

“I wonder where those white faggots are?”

“They should be here.”

“I’ll beat a sissy faggot who makes me wait.”

“Plenty of trees.  I’ll cut a switch.”

Bobbi watched as Chris got up and knelt in the middle of room on the tiled floor.  Out in the open.  What if someone else came in?  But he knew it was better if he followed his friend.  He knelt beside Chris who reached over and held his hand.

“We’re in here Sirs.  Ready to serve Sirs.”

In a small voice, Bobbi added, “Ready to serve Sirs.”

Two black men walked in.  Stood there for a minute and then one laughed and said, “I always loved having a white man on his knees begging for my cock.”

“Which one’s the black cock virgin?”

Bobbi nervously raised a hand looking like he was back in a classroom which made both men laugh.

One man approached Bobbi while the other stood in front of Chris. 

“I won the bet sissy, so I get to be your first cock.  Give me that hand that you raised.  Bobbi slowly offered his right hand to the man.  He took it and pressed it into crotch of his jeans.  Moving it so Bobbi could feel how the bulge gathered in the crotch but extended down the man’s thigh.

He took off the belt he was wearing and unbuttoned the top button of his jeans.  “Now, you get to unwrap your present.” He placed Bobbi’s hand at the top of his zipper.

Once his zipper was down, the man pulled his pants and boxers down to his knees.  Bobbi was focused on the long soft cock as it transformed.  It was gaining fullness as it twitched a bit with the beginning of an erection. 

“Normally, I just pull it out quick so you could start sucking right away.  But, because this is your first, I want you to have the full experience.  Lick my balls and my cock.”

Without looking in his direction, Bobbi knew that Chris was already sucking on the black cock next to him.

“Look up at me,” the man said as he held his cock in front of Bobbi.  “Let me see you kiss it, you faggot cocksucker.”

Bobbi looked up at the man as he moved his head forward until lips met the head of his cock.  He wasn’t sure if he had to wait until he was ordered to suck or should he just start licking and kissing it.  Instead, he just moaned showing his desire to serve the man’s cock. 

The man smiled down at him.  “Enjoy it bitch.  Worship it with your mouth and tongue.  Don’t forget the balls.  Suck it just like you’ve imagined when you’re by yourself jerking your little white wienie.

Bobbi reached up to hold the shaft on the man’s cock as he began licking and kissing the head.  It tasted so much better than Chris’s.  Familiar to the taste of his small cock, but this felt right.  He needed to be here.  This was his right place.  Kneeling in a public bathroom and sucking on a black man’s rigid penis.

He opened his mouth.  He needed it in his mouth.  His mouth took in as much as he could and much less than he imagined.  But he started sucking and rubbing his hands up and down the shaft.  Bobbi moaned as he sucked.  He reached down with one hand and placed it under the large balls.  He lifted them.  The size of the man’s cock and balls amazed him.  He knew that by comparison he would never think of himself as a man again.

Bobbi took as much of the big cock into his mouth as he could and looked up at the man to see him beaming with delight.  When he had fantasized about sucking a cock, he had never thought about how good it felt to be giving a man pleasure.  He let his lips slide off the cock, and then kissed the head.

“Thank you, Sir,” Bobbi said before opening his mouth to take the cock back into his mouth. 

“Lick my balls too, bitch.”  The man lifted his cock so that Bobbi could duck his head between the man’s legs and begin sucking and licking the balls.  The weight of the big cock resting on his head as he kissed and sucked on the man’s balls.

Bobbi liked licking the hairy balls. He had imagined that the hair would be gross and spoil the experience.  Instead, it was a reminder that he was licking the balls of a real man.  He thought of how smooth Chris was and knew that sooner or later, he would be shaving his man hairs away.  What would he tell Kathy?  Surely, she would notice.  That is, if they ever had sex again.

Bobbi tried lifting the balls with his tongue so he would feel their weight.  He needed the cock back in his mouth, so he kissed the balls and moved up.  Licking the head and the shaft and making it all wet and slippery, he slid his mouth over the head.  The man put his hands on Bobbi’s head.

Looking up into the man’s eyes, Bobbi took as much of the cock as he could.  The shaft of the cock was long, and he had no hope of being able to swallow it like he had seen in the movies.  The man’s hands gripped the back of his head.

“Don’t be scared, sissy. Just a little more.”  He pressed the back of Bobbi’s head and a little more of the big cock entered his mouth.

“I’ll be nice this time, but to serve black men, you’ll need to deep throat a cock.  For now, suck as much as you can and bring your hands up.  Jack me in your mouth.  I’ll feed you that cum that all you white sissy’s can’t get enough of.”

Bobbi looked up with gratitude.  He sucked on the man’s cock and then used both hands to stroke the shaft.  Starting with slow strokes and then speeding up as the taste of the pre-cum overwhelmed him with a need for more.  The man’s hands gripped the back of Bobbi’s head and pushed his cock further into Bobbi’s mouth.  The warm gush of the man’s cum filled his mouth. He tried swallowing but it escaped from his mouth and flowed down his chin and the sides of his mouth.

The man took his cock covered with cum and spit from Bobbi’s mouth.  Taking the head of his cock, he painted Bobbi’s face with his cum in a cross shape.  Once across his eyes and then down the forehead and nose and down to Bobbi’s mouth.

“I christen thee a white sissy faggot bitch,” he laughed.  “Well, your mouth’s not a virgin anymore.  Don’t worry, bitch.  Your boy pussy will happen another time.”

Bobbi licked the man’s cock clean savoring the cum.  The man put his cock back into his jeans and zipped up.  His friend was leaning against the wall.  He saw that Chris was kneeling and covered with the other man’s cum.  He had been watching Bobbi suck his first real cock.

Both men walked over, and Bobbi and Chris looked up at them.

“No, just bow your heads, faggots.  We just wanted to make sure we recognize you in the future.  It’s just easier for a black man to recognize a white boy from the top of his head.  That’s what we usually see.”

The other man laughed.  “We got the phone number.  Just call us the next time you need a feeding.”

They turned and left.  Bobbi and Chris looked at one another’s cum covered faces.  A second later, they were kissing and licking each other clean. 

Bobbi asked, “Maybe we should stay in case any other men show up.”

Chris laughed.  “So much for the nervous virgin.  Sounds like you found out what sucking a real man’s cock is like.  Think I should send you home before you start walking the street looking for more cock.”
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Chris knelt on the floor of the apartment looking up at Michael.  His face was smeared with Michael’s cum.  He licked the last of the cum from the cock and gently kissed the head.

“I always love seeing how needy you white boys are.  I do have to say that you’ve earned your reward.  Now, you say that Bobbi was enthusiastic.”  He laughed.

“Yes Sir.  A white sissy getting his first taste of black cock and cum.  He was nervous, but I gave him the pills you gave me.  Helped him overcome his inhibitions and turned him into a real slut.”

“Like he’s found his true calling,” Michael said with a smile.  “I want you to make sure that he’s kept fed.  More cum, the better.  I’ll supply the men.  Just keep taking him with you.  Get him used to it.”

“Yes Sir, that should not be a problem.  I imagine he will be quite thirsty and needing his fix of cock and cum.”

“I want to remind you that turning Bobbi into the sissy he is meant to be is only part of the plan.  We do have to get the timing right.  You must discourage him from revealing himself to his wife before the auction.”

Chris felt badly at being deceptive with his sissy sister, but he knew that his Black superiors were far wiser than he was.  “I will do what I can Sir.  But a sissy like this can be unpredictable.  He may be so in love with finding his true nature that he might want to do anything to serve.  Love for black cock and cum is very strong for white sissies like us.”

Michael looked down at the cum covered sissy.  “I know that.  Just do what you can.  Bobbi will become a very special sissy.  He will be much happier if we do this right for him.”  And I will be a lot richer, Michael thought.

“Sir?”  Chris asked carefully.

“Yes, Chris.”

“Will this be over soon?  I miss my Master so much.”

“It will take as long as it takes, but it should be soon.  The plan is at a critical time.  I will return you to your Master soon.  I am sure he’s missing your service.  Now, go wash your face.”

Chris stood up.

“Grab the lubricant when you come back.  I should be ready to fuck you when you get back.”

“Yes Sir, thank you Sir.”  Chris walked quickly toward the bathroom.

“No problem, sissy.  You certainly deserve it.”
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Bobbi sat in front of his computer.  He knew he had been changed by what had happened in the public bathroom. His new need seemed to overwhelm him until he had come home.  It wasn’t long before Kathy had shown up.  There was an immediate feeling of love for her.  She had put up with him and foregone a relationship with a real man who could sexually satisfy her.  Bobbi no longer felt some of the animosity that had built up between them.  How could she not be tense and angry all the time?  Every time she walked into the house, she was reminded that she had not married a real man.

He was a mess, and he knew it.  Instead of sitting down and figuring out how to solve the problem, he had turned on his computer and searched for ‘big black cock.’  Bobbi had spent most of the afternoon masturbating.  He did learn some things about being a white sissy and something called the BNWO.  At least that’s what he told himself.  He was mostly just jerking off.  Fantasizing about serving a black man. 

The question was how could he do that and stay married.  He moved between the two thoughts.  His love for his wife and the life they had together and sinking to his knees and sucking a big black cock.  There were all those pictures on the internet.  In the apartment, there were pictures of him and Kathy.  Photos from the times when they had been happier.  The wedding photo displayed on the mantle showed him in his tux smiling broadly standing beside his new bride. Kathy was standing by his side radiating a beautiful glow that the picture could not contain.

Bobbi came in his hand, and he licked it clean.  He thought that his cum no longer tasted like cum.  It tasted diluted and weak.  It had the slightly salty taste of cum, but the taste of a real man’s cum made him feel weak and powerful at the same time.  The weakness was inherent to him.  The power came from the black man who gave him his cum.  The pleasure he felt in being of service to a superior black man who had chosen to use his mouth for his pleasure was almost indescribable.  His power overcoming Bobbi’s weakness and leaving him with the taste of it on his face.

He knew he would have to talk to Kathy.  He was not sure how and he was not sure what to say.  She had invested in their life together.  He couldn’t just say, “I’ve found out something about me, so I’m leaving you.  Have a nice life.  He couldn’t do that to her.

That was something he could put off.  It was a big decision and needed a lot of thought.  What did not need thought was that he needed more black cock to serve.

Bobbi took out his phone and texted Chris.  “Please help, I need more.  Please.”

Chris was right there with a reply text.  “LOL.  So do I and a lot of other white sissies.  I’ll see what I can do.  We can always cruise some xxx video places, other bathrooms, etc., etc.”

“I’ll be there.  I need it.”

“I know, sis.  We’ll find some for us both.”
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“It’s like we’re leading separate lives,” Kathy confessed into the phone.

“Is that really a bad thing, Kathy.  You seem much more relaxed these days.”

“You’re right, of course.  But I need to see you.  For the obvious reasons, of course,” then she added, “I also want to curl up inside those big arms.  Guess I’m feeling sorry for myself.  This place seems so empty sometimes.” 

“I know.  You need a lot more out of life than you’re getting now.  You are too beautiful a woman to sit alone wondering where your husband is.” 

“He used to come up with excuses before he went missing.  Now he just disappears.”  Michael could hear her sigh on his end of the conversation. “Maybe I’ll check his computer again.  Find out what he’s up to.”

“No,” Michael said instinctively.  He thought fast.  He wasn’t sure of what Bobbi had been doing since he had experienced his first black cock, but it was obvious what he had probably been up to.  At least, it posed a danger. It was all about timing.  She should know what her husband was.  She should not know what her husband was, at this moment.

“Michael?”

“Yes, Kathy, love.”

“Nothing.  You just blurted out no and then stopped talking.”

“I’m sorry.  Something seems to have come up that needs your urgent attention.  You were talking about cyber stalking your husband.  I don’t know what use that would be.  Wouldn’t solve any problems and in fact might feed your suspicions.  Time wasted on something that will get you upset.  Time that I could be spending with you.”

Kathy laughed.  “You are the wise one.  I’ll be right over to help you with your little problem.”

“Little?”  Michael said indignantly.

Kathy giggled happily and grabbed her keys.
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After hanging up the phone, Michael dialed his father.  “I need to move this up.  Is it possible?”

“No hellos or how’s your health.”

“Sorry.  Hello and how are you and can we move his up?”

His father laughed.  “Move it up?  Give me some idea when you want to do it?”

“This weekend?”

“This weekend,” his father said incredulously.  “The plan for the auction was for next month.”

“I know.  I just don’t know if I can hold this thing together for that long.  The sissy looks like he’s almost going wild since he had his first black cock.  His wife senses changes in him and in their marriage.”

His father took a moment to reply.  “Maybe that’s not a bad thing.  Might work out for you.”

“Too unpredictable,” Michael said.  “My way we make the auction happen.  I wind up in the driver’s seat.  Kathy and her husband both being under me and me in control of the money he’ll come into.”

“Best, I can do is make some calls.  On second thought, not some calls.  A lot of calls.  The buyers, prep teams, facility, etc., etc.”

“So, it’s at least possible.”

“I’ll do what I can on my end.  What about you?  The other white sissy slaves for the auction.”

“We’ve been grooming them.  Regular meetings, regular feedings.  All set for them to be there once the arrangements are made.”

“I’ll do what I can.  Charlie would really like to have his slave back.  You know how tense he gets when he doesn’t have a white boy to beat.”

“Maybe I should throw an extra slave into the auction for Charlie.  He’ll have two white boys to use and abuse.  Alternate them.  Maybe give Chris a break now and then.”

“Charlie would just use them both.  Beat the new one while Chris sucks him off.  Besides, Chris would be jealous if he had another slave to use.”

“So, Dad, can I plan for the weekend.”

“Sure, I’ll see you then.  Any glitches I can’t take care of, I’ll give you a call.”

“Thanks Dad.”

“Remember you owe me.  You wind up with a couple of good slaves from this, I know exactly how you can thank me.”

Michael hung up the phone and looked out the window.  He stroked his cock while he waited for Kathy and thought about how much fun the weekend was going to be.
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Bobbi noticed he was licking his lips more these days.  It was like having that first black cock had loosened his tongue and he couldn’t hide it in his mouth anymore.  He smiled when he thought of his tongue having a mind of its own and that it was out of his mouth and looking for more black cock.

There was no hesitation when he approached Chris’s door.  He tapped and had to wait only a moment before Chris opened for him.  Bobbi noticed that he had a certain lightness of foot when he walked into the apartment.  He wondered if the black cum had the effect of making a white boy become more gay or more sissy or whatever the correct term might be.  If that was the case, he just wanted to drink more cum from black cocks.  Make him into an easily recognized sissy by black men.  He’d be a prancing, limp wristed faggot if it meant that more black men would recognize what he was and feed him their cocks.

Bobbi hugged and kissed the surprised Chris.

“How are you, sis?  Bobbi asked.

“Horny, but maybe not as horny as you,” Chris laughed.

“Who me?”  Bobbi laughed.  “Just please tell me, you’ve got something set up.”

“I’ve sent a few texts, but…”  His phone chirped a notice of an incoming text.

He sent a reply.  “You interested in being a backup.”

“A back up?” 

“Guy’s meeting a new sissy he’s been talking to online.  A lot of sissies like that will chicken out.  He wants a white boy in case the other one doesn’t show.”

“And if he does show, then I’d be out of luck.”

“Maybe.  Not sure.  It’s at a xxx video store. I’m sure you’d find a dick to suck.  Trouble is, you might have to suck a white guy.”

Bobbi thought about it.  “If that happens, we might as well come back here and fool around, sissy on sissy.”

“I know.  But there are some white men that’ll do.  White guys with bigger cocks, almost like real men.  Just not as big as black men.”

“But there might be black men at the video store.”

“Always a possibility.”

“Let’s give it a try then.”

“Don’t worry, Bobbi.  I’ve got other calls out.  Spreading the word that there’s a new white sissy around and he needs more black cock and cum. Word will get around.  You’ll have black guys wanting to feed you.  Don’t worry.”

7

When Bobbi arrived at his apartment, Chris had an outfit ready for him. A white half t-shirt that exposed Bobbi’s stomach and pink shorts that were too small. They fit so tight and high that the bottom half of his ass was exposed.  His dick and balls were snuggled tightly into a small package that looked like he was showing it off.

“We’re trying to attract black men.  This is our advertisement,” Chris laughed.

He could see how he looked because Chris was dressed exactly the same.

“Twin sissy sisters,” Chris said with a smile.  “Any black man who’s looking for a white boy will get a big hard-on thinking about sissy twins like us.

“Did that man say he was going to be there?”

“He’ll be looking for that sissy he’s been talking to online.  We’ll be there in case he doesn’t show.  I’m hoping seeing us like this will make him decide to not wait and go for the twins.”

“No kidding,” Bobbi said.

Next thing he knew, Chris was rounding the car after parking in the nearly barren lot while Bobbi stood and looked.  It was as promised a xxx video store off the highway.  Garishly bright letters advertised triple x, videos, magazines, toys.  How did a place like this stay in business with all the porn available on the internet?

Chris slipped his arm around him so they could make an entrance that would attract   the black cock they craved.  He whispered, “men hang out, buy some porn, some toys, etc., but the action is the booths.  Men pay to watch a movie in a booth, but they’re really paying for the booth.  Using it to suck or get sucked.”

Bobbi thought, “Well, that explains the business model.”  But of course, it could have been a nonprofit charity providing black cock to white sissies for all he cared.  He could picture the commercial with some beautiful actress leading a white boy on a leash while imploring an audience of black men to please adopt, Bobbi.  Without your help, he only feeds once a week.  Chris looked at him when he giggled.

“Are you, ok?” he asked.

“Just horny,” Bobbi answered and wondered if he had giggled like that before.  Now it seemed natural.  Was that the effect of black cum on him or was that all his imagination?”

“Walk slow,” Chris whispered when we got close to the door.  “May be him.”  He nudged me as we passed by a truck parked near the entrance. 

The bright lights hit the pickup’s windows at an angle making it difficult to make out who was in the cab of the truck.  Bobbi saw two figures and felt a wave of disappointment.  The newly recruited sissy might be sitting in the truck giving a blow job to his new Master.

Chris opened the door and Bobbi entered with him.  Bobbi heard the truck door open as the door closed behind them. 

Bobbi was about to say something to Chris when he felt a strong hand grip his right shoulder from the back.  He glanced down at the black fingers running down from his shoulder to his right nipple.  An arm encircled his stomach, and he was pulled into an embrace from behind.  The man had expertly pulled him into his erection that was hard against his ass.

“Next time, maybe you white whores can forget the shorts and just walk in with your pussies lubed.”  He laughed at his own joke and pushed Bobbi ahead of him. 

A clerk sat by a cash register in front of a dark hall.  “Sorry, we’re all full,” he began before the man said, “Just buzz me through to the back suite.”

The clerk laughed. 

The man kept pushing Bobbi from behind toward the door at the end of the hall with a red lit exit sign over it.  His hand lifted off Bobbi’s shoulder and hit the release handle.  The door opened with an alarm that was immediately silenced and Bobbi was pushed outside into a small paved area. 

A large green dumpster sat next to the building and a single car was parked near the door.  The lights of cars passing on the highway swept through the back lot.

“Get busy, bitch.”  The man spun Bobbi around.  He could hear the door open and close and glimpsed a black form pushing Chris as the man put his hands on his shoulders and pushed him to his knees.

The pavement felt cold and rough on his knees as he reached for the man’s zipper.  The man reached down to help take the cock from his pants.  Bobbi held the man’s cock and kissed the head.  The car lights gave an eerie strobe effect as he opened his mouth over the cockhead and began sucking.

The man slapped the side of Bobbi’s head as he sucked the cock.  “Hard to believe what a white faggot will do for black cock.”

Bobbi felt the cock harden and push against his cheeks as it expanded.  The cock moved wetly in and out of his mouth.  Bobbi felt his own dick throbbing in his shorts and his nipples grew taut in the cool night air.

Licking and feeding on the black cock in his mouth, Bobbi felt the truth of his situation.  Kneeling on pavement behind a xxx video store with a black cock in his mouth, feelings of shame and humiliation washed over him along with a sexual thrill that made him think he would cum in his shorts.  In fact, he felt a bit of wetness.  How could he be cumming?  The man put his hands behind Bobbi’s head and began pushing his cock deeper into Bobbi’s mouth. 

Without warning, Bobbi was tasting the man’s cum.  He swallowed but it was running out of his mouth onto his half-tee.  The man pulled out his cock and slid it wetly across his face.  His mouth felty empty as he tasted the man’s load.  His eyes were closed as he felt used for his true purpose.

Then, he felt a cock pressing against his lips and into his partly open mouth.  Hands gripped Bobbi’s head again and another man began fucking his face with his cock.  His eyes opened with surprise but all he could see was another man’s pubic hair.

The man made use of Bobbi’s mouth controlling his head with his hands.  Lights streaming over his closed eyelids as he let the new man pump his cock in and out of his mouth.  Bobbi’s mouth closed over the cock sliding in and out and began reflexively sucking. 

Bobbi’s mouth was there for the man to use.  He drove his cock in and out as Bobbi tasted and tried to lick.  His mouth was a wet hole for the man to use. 

The man came in his mouth with a salty spurt and then he pulled out his cock and continued to splatter Bobbi’s face.  The cum streamed down his face in wet jets of warm cum.  He heard the men’s laughter and opened his eyes when he heard the door open.

Chris helped him up. Bobbi’s knees hurt from the rough pavement.  His focus had been on the pleasure he had in sucking cock and being fed black cum.  The afterglow of the pleasure dulled the pain, but it was starting to come back. He almost felt drunk. 

Bobbi walked to the back door and saw Chris going around the corner of the building.  He tried the door, but it wouldn’t open.  Knocking at the door, he saw Chris disappearing around the corner.  The door opened and he saw Chris coming back.

Chris shouted, “Bobbi, no…”

Hands grabbed Bobbi and pulled him inside.  The door closed cutting off Chris’s voice.

Bobbi felt his arms pulled painfully behind him.  Hands, arms, bodies.  He was pinned and put on his knees.  The clerk was in front of him.

The clerk was a fat white man dressed in a t-shirt and gray sweatpants.  He smiled at Bobbi.  “You still owe for the rental in our special outdoor booth.  The men told me I could collect from you.”  He spit in Bobbi’s face as he tugged his sweatpants down.

He had a big fat cock for a white man.  Nothing to compare to what he had already sucked, but there seemed something obscene about the white cock before him that twitched as it swelled.

The clerk held his cock up to Bobbi who opened his mouth.  He began sucking as he looked up to see the man smiling.  His upward gaze caught another gob of spit.  The man laughed as the other men began spitting.

“Sissy” and “Faggot” and “Cocksucker,” and “Bitch” rained down on his as well.  He knew that some who were tossing those words at him had had cocks in their own mouths moments before.  He sucked on the man’s cock, and he enjoyed the taste and the feel of it in his mouth.  Bobbi could not say what it was that made him feel better about kneeling before a black man and sucking his cock.

The clerk reached down and put his hand underneath Bobbi’s jaw.  “Next time, you pay first, bitch.”

Then he was cumming in Bobbi’s mouth.  The clerk drained his cock in Bobbi’s mouth and was started to smear it on his face when the alarm sounded.  A hand grabbed his arm and pulled. 

Bobbi staggered in the direction he was pulled.  He crawled and finally he was on his feet.  Chris was there.  He had pulled Bobbi free, and they were both running through the back door. 

They rounded the corner as two men chased them.  Bobbi was at the car and Chris had it running and pushed open the door as the men grabbed at Bobbi.  They were rolling away down the parking lot when the motion of the car helped Bobbi slam the door shut. 

Chris accelerated and hit a speed bump.  Then they were out of the lot and onto an access road.  The car merged onto the highway.
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Michael held the condom full of cum and let it swing back and forth as Chris watched.  He was on his knees as Michael let it swing like a pendulum.  Smiling at the white sissy kneeling before him, Michael said, “An honest mistake but a mistake still the same.”

“I am sorry, Sir.  My only thought was to provide Bobbi with more training.”

“Chris, Chris, Chris.  As I said, intentions good.  But, taking him to a place that’s frequented by rednecks.  Jesus.  He could have been hurt.  Bobbi could have fed in the truck and avoided all this.”

He handed the condom to Chris.  “No more mistakes. Okay, Chris.”

“No Sir.  No Mistakes.”  Chris put the open end of the condom in his mouth and upended it letting the precious cum slide into his mouth.  He licked what he had missed from the opening.

“Thank you, Sir.”

“You are welcome, sissy.”  Michael took his phone and then gestured at Chris.  “I’ve sent you an approved list of names.  They will be pleased to feed Bobbi.  And I’ve sent each a note on meeting only in places where Bobbi will feel protected.”

“Thank you, Sir.  This will be much easier.”

“This could have gone very badly for Bobbi.  As well as for you, Chris, if something were to happen to him.”

Bobbi had gone a day without sucking a black cock.  He had been afraid something bad might happen to him if he put himself in a dangerous situation.  Chris apologized for making a mistake.  The trouble in meeting where there were white men was there was a mix and more of a fight for dominance which led to a mixed hierarchy and fights for dominance. 

This was a recipe for mixed messages and violence.  If Bobbi and Chris as naturally inferior submissive whites in a roomful of superior dominant black men, everyone would know where they fit.  No mixed messages.  Blacks superior over whites.  The natural way as Chris described it.

It made sense to Bobbi.  Or maybe it was the excuse he needed that second day when he was becoming desperate to kneel in front of a black man. 

The first place Chris had taken him to after the video store was a small bar.  The barkeeper and the patrons were all black men.  Neither sissy bought a drink the entire night, but both were drunk when they left.  Bobbi sucked off half the men and Chris the other half.  “It’s good to see a couple of white boys make themselves useful.”

Feeling a bit bolder, Chris had taken Bobbi to a local, mostly black college.  He wasn’t sure where Chris had found out about it, but a small fraternity on campus had a special meeting where they streamed a movie from an internet porn portal, “The Truth about White Boys.”  Bobbi and Chris had been naked most of the evening.  They serviced the virile young men who marveled at how small and delicate their little penises were.

Bobbi began to rely on Chris more and more as he successfully fed on the cock and cum he needed.  He felt changes and began to think of himself as more feminine around black men.  Kathy and Bobbi still slept in the same bed, but neither tried to initiate sex anymore.  They were both satisfied with the arrangement although there was still the obligatory kiss in greeting and leaving.  Kathy had no interest in providing sex that would be completely unsatisfying to her.  If Bobbi were going to have sex at home, it was in front of his computer watching porn of feminine white sissies being used by powerful black men with large cocks.  If he were feeling brave, he would bring out the dildo’s he kept locked in his desk.

Part III
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At first Bobbi had been reluctant to go.  Although he had begun to trust that Chris would not put him in dangerous situations, the idea of attending a gathering in a public place made him wary.  Then, he saw the email or rather emails. 

He opened the attachment on the emails Chris had sent.  Each email was sent by a black man, or a white sissy Chris had met personally.  There was going to be a special party at the men’s room where Bobbi’s phone number had been listed. All the white sissies were guests of honor or rather the real guests of honor would be the attending black men whom the sissies would serve.

There was an attached picture.  Someone had gone to the trouble of taking yellow tape and signs saying ‘out of order’ and ‘closed for renovation.’ It showed how the public restroom would look on the night of the party. No one who did not get an invitation would be there. 

Bobbi still thought about not going but he always knew he would show up.  It was not just the thought of giving blowjobs to the men.  He knew he was drawn to humiliation.  Even after the trouble at the video store, he still remembered the sexual thrill he felt from being taken out in back of the building and being forced to his knees.  He wanted to be there at the party where he could be on display as he showed his submission.  Bobbi smiled to himself when he thought of how he had brought out his favorite toy and practiced what it would be like.

Bobbi made plans to meet Chris beforehand and they would go together.  Around noon of the day, he received text from Chris that he would be late.  But he would meet him there.

“Busy?” Bobbi texted Chris.

He received a text full of emojis back.  Smiley faces with eggplants and some that looked like the old Pacman icons that made it look like they wanted to gobble the eggplants.

“I see how it is.  Times like these you find out how important you really are to your friends, LOL.”

“Sorry,” Chris sent back.

“Not really,” quickly followed.

Bobbi laughed when he saw it but felt a little anxious at going alone.  It was all going to be worth it, he thought as he drove.  He did park a little further away this time.  The walk would take a little longer, but he would be able to observe if anything looked wrong.

Bobbi’s excitement grew as he walked.  It was still an hour until the party was supposed to start, but he saw three white men walking around the building and he saw two other white men approaching from other directions.  He couldn’t be a hundred percent certain, but he felt the odds were good that these were not men, but boys like himself. 

He walked up to one man standing on a walkway leading to the men’s room and said hello.  The man said hello back and they turned away from each other as they scanned the park for arriving black men.  Bobbi thought this was their worst nightmare.  A party where it would be all white boys and no real men.

He watched as more white boys showed up.  Several white boys entered, and he walked in behind them. One stood and pulled down his jeans as another one kneeled in front. Two others paired off.  Bobbi walked back out.  He told himself that he would consider going back inside and participating in the little sissy party if he had to.  But he and the other white boys hanging out at the entrance were hoping to do better. 

Finally, he and the other boys spotted two black men approaching.  Bobbi was surprised that he and the other boys respectfully restrained their lust and did not crawl toward them begging.

“I thought we were early,” one man said.

The other looked around at all the eager white faces and laughed.  “White boys.”

“Who are really white girls.”

“Special white girls,” said the other.

“Come on in. You boys need to make yourselves useful.”

Bobbi and the other sissies followed the men into the bathroom.  Two pairs of white boys were in the center of the bathroom.  Two kneeling white sissies let the white dicks fall from their mouths.

“It’s like they can’t help themselves,” one black man said to the other.

The other laughed.  I’m just glad I didn’t walk it to find them trying to fuck one another.  Now, that would have been funny.”

“How do we choose which needy sissy faggot gets to go first?”

“The others should be here any minute?”

“I’d prefer to use a clean fresh sissy. That’s why I came a little early.” He laughed to himself.  Bobbi watched as both men began rubbing their crotches to hardness.

The man finished laughing and looked around at the white boys. “Smallest white wienie can suck me first.”

The other black man looked on with amusement as the first man continued, “Take everything off and put your backs to the wall and spread your legs.”

Finally, it was starting Bobbi thought and he joined in as all of the white boys pulled their clothes off quickly and leaving them in small piles.  Everyone was standing with their backs against the walls with their legs spread.  They were all looking at one another’s small dicks.  Most were hard although Bobbi was a little surprised that none of them were wearing the cock cages he had seen online. 

He realized that his penis size was quite average in this group of white boys.  Not as big as some, but not as small as others.  It was no time to be focused on little white clits anyway.

Bobbi was watching to see the two men unzip and pick out the luckiest of the small dicked white boys to favor when he saw another black man appear around the corner of the curved privacy entrance.

Thank God, he thought, the odds were getting better that he would be on his knees rewarded by a big black cock in his mouth. He licked his lips, but there was something wrong.  The black man who had just entered was dressed in a uniform.  A blue uniform.  A cop.  Not a fantasy cop.

“Fuck me,” he shouted, and Bobbi heard footsteps of more cops entering as their footstep echoed against the concrete.  “Nasty faggots. Shit.”

Another cop entered and ordered, “Against the wall.  Hands behind your back.”

Bobbi was trembling as he turned and leaned against the concrete wall.  He felt a rough hand on his hip and a baton running up one leg and down the other.  “Hands behind your back faggot, unless you want to ride my billy club.  The baton was brought up sharply to strike his exposed balls. The cop laughed as he brought the baton up between Bobbi’s ass cheeks.

He put his hands behind his back and his arms were pulled tight as the cuffs slipped over his wrists and clicked shut.

Bobbi looked on either side to see the other sissies being treated the same.  A hand on each arm and he was being marched outside.  Not just him.  He recognized the naked white ass in front of him as being one of the guys giving head to another sissy. 

He was being arrested for some sort of indecency charge.  He started to ask about his clothes, but he saw the liberal use of the batons.  There were so many cops.  He was naked and the evening air made him shiver. 

A large white van sat pulled up on the curb of the road going past the public bathroom.  He followed the sissy in front of him to the van.  Bobbi approached the van and hesitated to step up into the open door.  He was about to step up when he turned his head to ask about his clothes.  He noticed something.  All the cops were black.  Something was wrong about that.  Something wrong about the uniforms as well.  A nightstick hit him in the ass and strong arms were pushing him into the van.
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Bobbi could not see anything on the ride.  He was lying on his side against another sissy.  It was just a pile of white bodies in back of that van.  After a long and bumpy ride, the van stopped.  It started and stopped a few times and after one last stop, the engine was cut off and van door thrown open.

A man was laughing, “Welcome to the white sissy diversion program.”

The sissies nearest the van door were yanked from the van by strong black men still dressed in the blue uniforms that were not official uniforms.  There were no names or insignias.  Bobbi got out feeling wobbly.  He joined the other sissies sitting on the dirt floor.  They were in some barn or perhaps warehouse.  The ceiling was high over their heads. Ladders and landings at different levels were over on one side of the building.

Black men in the blue uniforms were walking around the huddle of naked, white sissies.  They carried long metal poles with handles at one end.  “Cattle prods” whispered sissies to one another.  A smiling black man who was not carrying one of the cattle prods was walking around the group of men huddled together on the floor.

“Welcome to our white sissy diversion program.  You have been chosen to participate.  Your willingness to co-operate will make it easier on yourselves but is not necessary.  We have the restraints, manpower, and tools to make it happen.  To quote Star Trek, “Resistance is futile.”  He laughed, “But we’ll enjoy it if you choose to provide us with some entertainment.” 

“Now, any questions.”

After a few moments, a couple of white hands were raised.  Two black men walked to where the sissies sat and raised their cattle prods menacingly.  The hands fell.

“Good to see everyone plans on complying.  All your stuff was gathered, and we have it.  Nothing for you to worry about.  Just be good little sissies.”

“Phase one will begin momentarily.  So, suck one another’s little dicks or whatever you little faggots want to do for now.”
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They took them away and they did not return. That’s what the sissies began talking about amongst themselves as their group got smaller.  What was happening?  Should they make a break for it?  Whispered words between them. None were brave enough to try to make a break.  There was little chance of escape.  The big black men who guarded them looked a little bored and probably wished nothing more than chasing down an escaping sissy and beating him down as an example to the others.  Or maybe they would play a game as they tormented a sissy with their cattle prods.

It was Bobbi’s turn.  Two black men grabbed him by the arms and pulled him up.  “Walk, crawl, or get dragged.  Your choice.”

He was trembling but he walked shakily between the two black men.  Each had a hand holding one of his arms.  They walked him to the side of the warehouse where a wooden walkway led to an office.

Bobbi was pushed through the door where two young black women sat at a table. In a corner there were two metal poles with another pole running between them.  It looked like a piece of exercise equipment.  Someone could do pull-ups, but the floor was concrete with a drain set in the middle. 

He started to babble with fear, but he stopped.  Was there anything he could say.  “Walk, crawl, or get dragged.”  Everything was happening to him, and he did not have a say.  Bobbi was marched to the poles in the corner.  The handcuffs were removed briefly, and he was about to reflexively rub his wrists, but his hands were pulled up to the cross bar and tied to straps there.  While this was happening, the other man was pulling his legs apart and attaching each ankle to an upright pole.

One of the young women laughed and the other joined her.

“Bet he had a fantasy about getting tied up by a couple of chicks.”

“Maybe he’s just wanting to show off for us.”

Bobbi did not know how he could be having an erection now.  He was scared of what was going to happen, but his dick had a mind of its own.

The women were pulling on latex gloves as the men stood to the side in case their help was needed. 

“Please don’t give us any trouble,” she smiled and slapped Bobbi’s erection before continuing, “Mr. Big.”

The woman looked at the other one as she took a water hose and turned the faucet on and began to drench Bobbi from head to foot.  “Why do I always get stuck down here with their little baby wienies.”

“You did take microbiology in college, didn’t you?”

The woman pulled a chair up in front of Bobbi.  “Old joke,” she said.

One woman took a few strokes with a razor to clear the sparse hair from his armpits.  He was more concerned with the woman who sat in the chair in front of him.  She shaved his pubic hair and grabbed his balls as she did so. 

Bobbi moaned as she tightened her grip.  She looked up with a grin and he started to shake.

“Please don’t… please,” he began.

She let go and patted his balls.  “Don’t worry, sissy.  I’m not going to touch your little cherries here.”

The woman who had shaved his armpits was making shaving a few stray hairs on his chest.  “That’s all up to your new owners anyway.”

“Owners?” he asked.

The woman shaving his groin looked up.  “Sure.  Some will leave you be. Some will, you know, chop, chop.”  She looked up.  “Not like you’re a man who’d need them anyway.”

“Owners?”  Bobbi asked again.

One woman said to the other, “We should dye her hair blonde cause she is truly a dumb blonde on the inside.”

The woman shaving between his legs concentrated on her work.  The other woman stood next to her with a can of shaving cream and a razor.  She looked at him.

“Stupid white faggot.  We’re getting paid good money to make you pretty.  Pretty so you sell at a good price.  It’s an auction.  Better you look, the more money you’ll bring.  Your new owner will decide if you keep your balls.  Whatever.  He’ll decide all that.  Not up to us.  We just make you all pretty and girly for the sale.”

Bobbi watched as the woman bent down and sprayed shaving cream on his legs.  The other woman completed shaving his pubic hair and stood up.  She moved behind him and spread his ass cheeks.  He felt the shaving cream covering his ass and his crack.  She began shaving his ass cheeks before beginning to shave between them.

Bobbi thought about what they had said.  Sold.  A new owner who might castrate him.  Maybe he could find a way to escape.  Could he somehow entice an owner who might let him keep his balls?  Thoughts swirled in his mind.

He opened his eyes with a start when the women began spraying away the remaining shaving cream from his body with the hose.  Looking down at his shaved body his dick looked especially small. 

The men who had been standing by all this time unshackled him and cuffed his hands behind his back.  He was marched through another door where other naked newly shaved sissies sat on the floor.

Rumors were spreading as the sissies whispered to one another.  The sissy next to Bobbi whispered that they would be sold as a group to a rich sheik in the Middle East who had a secret harem.  On the other side another sissy whispered that they were destined to work in brothels.  Another rumor washed through the group that they would be sacrificed in a satanic ritual.  Each rumor seemed to be supplanted by something wilder.  The door opened again, and they were joined by another scared, naked and newly hairless sissy.

Bobbi’s body began to ache from sitting on the floor as newly shaved sissies joined the group.  His aches caused him to pay more attention to his body and despite being scared out of his mind, he began noticing a deeper ache in his chest and stomach.  He drifted into a half sleep and started thinking about cock.  He needed a big black cock to suck.  That would make him feel better.  He needed a real man to cum in his mouth.  He would feel better after swallowing cum.

The two black men brought in the last newly shaved sissy. Each one had a long cattle prod in one hand.

“Up against the wall,” one of the men ordered.  “Face the wall.  You’re being uncuffed.  We’ve got robes for you.”

“Once we take off the cuffs, put your robe on and sit back down.  You’ve each got a beauty appointment.”  He laughed.  “Please try to pull something.”

The other man laughed.  “Yeah, maybe try to escape.  This is getting boring.  We’d really like to make an example out of one you, sissy faggots.”

“Been a while since we got to take a boy down, and fry his nuts with one of these things,” the other man added as he tapped the handle of his cattle prod on the floor.

Bobbi felt a measure of relief as his wrists were uncuffed.  He took the robe he was given and held it in front of him.  The pink satin garment was not really a robe.  It was the size of a large man’s shirt.  If he held it closed and pulled down on it his ass and balls were covered.  Otherwise, he was constantly flashing everyone around him.  Of course, having been kept naked for so long, he luxuriated in the small robe that seemed to say that they were people and not animals, even if they were sissies.

“Feeding time girls.” One man announced with a grin.  “Now, don’t be greedy.”

Bobbi got into line behind two other sissies.  They walked out the door and down some stairs.  There were chairs set in front of a wall.

“Everyone have a seat and turn to face the wall.”

Bobbi saw the men stepping through the door but he could the creak of a board and a hammer slamming into wood.  A opening appeared at eye level as a board was removed.  The men placed the board down and he could hear footsteps.  A blur of men passed although he could not see very much. 

The sound of zippers and then an erect black cock was pushed through the place where the board had been.  Bobbi swallowed as he felt his need and ache.  He saw other sissies leaning forward to suck the big cocks presented to them.

Bobbi would have heard the sounds of sucking sissies feeding on the black cocks except he had one already in his mouth.

The black guards stepped back into the room, and one said, “Please take your nourishment from the feeding tube as it presents itself.”

The other man said, “Forget it.  Joke doesn’t work when there’s a situation like this.   White boys just do what’s natural.”

The guard laughed.  “Ain’t that the truth.  Well, guess I’ll get busy.”  He rubbed his crotch.  “I’ve got their desert.”

Bobbi was torn.  He wanted it to last, but he needed the black cum in his mouth so he could taste it before swallowing. He sucked hard and fast and then slowed to savoring the taste. 

The man behind the wall did not care.  So big and so hard.  He didn’t hesitate.  He came in a torrent in Bobbi’s warm, wet mouth.  Bobbi swallowed and fed. 

He licked the cock clean and then tried to hold it in his mouth, but the man withdrew.  Bobbi pressed his open mouth to the wall hoping that some man would feed him.  Maybe the guard would give him dessert.  He stayed with his open mouth pressed against the wall

Turning his head, he saw the other sissies sliding down in their chairs.  Eyes closed and smiling.  Bobbi licked his lips and closed his eyes so he could rest.

4

Bobbi must have dozed off.  A professional looking black woman in a long white coat was tapping him on the shoulder.  He got up and saw another black woman wearing a blue vest.  She held a short version of the cattle prod.  He got up and followed the first woman and could feel the presence of the second following close behind him.

The woman led him into a room with several flat tables.  They looked like regular kitchen tables.  Her assistant took his robe while he saw other sissies being led in. 

He stepped onto a scale and the assistant noted his height and weight.  She threw a cloth measuring tape like ones a tailor would use.  The assistant called out numbers while the other woman who must be a doctor wrote them down. 

The assistant patted the table and Bobbi pushed himself up on it and sat with his hands in his lap while the woman and her assistant talked.

“Make a note.  Obese white sissy.  Restrictive diet.  Limit to liquid protein until she’s at a proper weight.”  She patted Bobbi on the knee.  “Don’t worry, hon.  A sissy has different weight requirements.  If you were a man, you’d be fine.  She displayed a dazzling smile. “But these next measures will show that’s not in the cards for you.”

The woman in the white coat held out a tongue suppressor.  “Open your mouth and say ahh.” 

She turned to her assistant.  “No problems there.  She smiled, “If there had been, we wouldn’t be seeing her in the first place.”

The assistant took a towel from the table and spread it on the floor.  The doctor instructed Bobbi, “Get down on your knees without using your hands.  Then put your hands out and place your forehead on the floor.  Push yourself back to the kneeling position, and then get to your feet without using your hands.”

Bobbi completed the motions with only a slight loss of balance at the end where he had to take a step but never appeared to be in danger of falling.

The assistant smiled.  “Must be married.  Married sissies always seem the best at kneeling.”

The doctor patted the table and indicated that Bobbi should sit.  He stood with his back to the table and used his hands to lift himself up to seat on the edge.

“Bobbi, this will be over quickly.  Lie flat on your back.  Now, she’s going to tie up your ankles so you can be lifted up.  We’re having to make do.  Normally, we’d put you up in stirrups for this part of your sissy physical.  You need to cooperate and help her with the lift.”

Bobbi cooperated although he was scared and always worried about possible castration.  He thought that the people around him were looking for a quick sale and would not want to delay the sale while he recovered.  The woman who shaved him said the new owner would choose what happened to him.

The assistant tied each ankle and threw the ends of the ropes over wire that stretched from wall to wall.

Bobbi’s legs were pulled up and apart.  And, right on cue, there it was again.  His dick was erect.  Briefly, he wondered at his ability to get an erection in this type of situation but felt lucky to get hard when he was with Kathy.

The doctor tapped his lower belly and measured his erection.  “Small, even by white boy standards.  She held his balls in her gloved hand.  “Small. Probably not pumping out a lot of testosterone.  Female hormone replacement therapy recommended.”

“Take the lid off and bring it here,” she instructed her assistant.  The doctor reached forward and tweaked one nipple and then his other one. 

Bobbi moaned and the assistant laughed.

“Very sensitive nipples. Like a bitch.”  She laughed, “Maybe we should recheck what’s between her legs.”

The doctor laughed and then she plunged two lubricated glove fingers into Bobbi’s ass.  She moved them in and out.

“Bear down, like you do when you’re getting fucked.  She continued shoving her fingers in and out of him.”

“Nice tight pussy.  You’ll make some man very happy.  As his sissy.”

“Or maybe you’ll get really lucky and make a whole lot of men happy,” the doctor’s assistant snickered.

“Don’t be like that, I’m sure was a right proper lady when they found her kneeling in that men’s room,” the doctor said with a smile.  “Now, take her next door and tell them she passed so they can get started on the makeup.”  She looked down at Bobbi’s erection that despite all continued to be fully erect.

“Remind her that if she makes a mess, she’s going to have to lick it all up.”

Bobbi was still trying to gather his robe together when the assistant led him from the room.
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The room was large with small plastic chairs lining the walls.  Along the back wall, two women worked next to each other on the sissies sitting in reclining chairs that were now locked in an upright position.  The women hit releases on the chairs at the same time and the chairs tilted back let the sissies’ heads rest on the sinks behind them.  The sissies’ hair was being washed.  Bobbi smelt a strong chemical odor.

Bobbi looked around.  He pulled his pink satin robe around him.  It was easier to pull the robe up and sit in the chair bare-assed and let it drape over him.  This moment was one of the few times he was not in distress. 

He was kidnapped and had disappeared from his normal life.  Someone must me looking for him.  His wife must have called the police by now.  Same for everyone here.  The initial shock had worn off and now he had time to think.  People didn’t just disappear.  Sometimes they do, but usually there’s a lot of news made about it.  And this was not one person, but all of them.

Bobbi was interrupted by the sight of the two sissies who were sitting down in the chairs vacated by two other sissies.  Each sissy had platinum blonde hair.  The two new sissies were escorted to the chairs, and he watched as their hair was washed.  It was like an assembly line.  He did wonder if everyone including himself would get the same color.  It became obvious that they would when those two returned and two new ones were taken to the shampoo chairs.

Bobbi’s time came and went.  He had a brief look in a mirror and his new look surprised him.  Even though he knew he would look like the other sissies, he felt a shock seeing his eyes looking back at him framed by bright blonde hair.  He looked up and down the row of seated sissies and he was reminded of a sci-fi horror movie where alien children had all had the same color as the sissies did now. 

Finally, the last sissies had their hair dyed and Bobbi expected the assembly line to pick up again with some other cosmetic procedure.  Maybe it would be lipstick or nails or something else. But one of the women sat in one of the chairs and lit a cigarette while the other stepped out the door. She brought one of the black guards back with her.  He was carrying a small box about the size of a large book.

“Feeding time girls.” The guard announced.  He lifted it over the first sissy’s head.  “Reach in and grab your lunch.” The sissy reached up tentatively and felt in the box over his head.  Everyone watched as he pulled out a condom half-full of cum. 

The guard continued down the line with each sissy pulling out a condom full of sperm.  Bobbi pulled his ‘lunch’ from the box.  He licked his lips involuntarily.  It was disgusting but he still wanted it. There was sucking a guy off until he came in your mouth, but this was worse.  He kept sinking lower and lower.  What was next?  Picking up used condoms from the street and using them for gum.

Bobbi took the condom and upended it in his mouth as he watched others doing the same.  Two sissies looked at the condoms and one raised his hand from his waist in a sign of submissiveness.

“Sir, why can’t we just suck cock at the glory hole.”

“Because this is what I give you.”  He smiled and explained, “new donors.  Don’t ask questions.  It’s all the same anyway.”

The reluctant sissies drank their ‘lunches.”  The guards escorted them back to what Bobbi thought of as their room.  Some called it the sissy dorm and others the sissy pen.  There had been a big improvement.  The floor was almost covered in mattresses.  Thin ones, but much better than the bare floor.

The guard told them they were allowed to nap and then they would be taken for a private counseling session.  The mentally and physically exhausted sissies laid down immediately.  Bobbi felt hunger and weakness.  He craved black cum, but it was not enough to sustain him. 

Given the opportunity away from their kidnappers, they began discussing what the private counseling session would be.  Most said that it was just an opportunity for them to fuck us.  Some sort of hypnosis to make us forget we had other lives and make them more servile said one sissy. 

Another rumor was that the cum in the condoms must have been drugged to make them weaker and more compliant.  If they were being sold, maybe they were being fed the cum of their new owner to make them form a Master/sissy bond through the taste.  That was shot down by a sissy who noted that they grabbed from the box randomly.  Another sissy said that maybe the donors all contributed, and it was mixed so that every sissy got a little taste of all of the men who would do the bidding. 

Bobbi began to drift into sleep as the rumors flew.  He did so fitfully.  Just as he fell asleep, he would think of a question or a possible answer to what someone else had said.  Eventually the talk quieted as everyone had the same questions and no answers.  Their lives and fates were not under their control.  He felt a sissy snuggle in behind him and throw an arm over him.  He reached out and put his own arm over the chest of another sissy. 

It seemed like he had just drifted off when he felt the guard bending over him and tapping his shoulder.  “Time for your session.”
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Michael sat on the couch as Kathy snuggled into him.  He had his arm around her.  He had planned for this part.  She had cried for much longer than he expected.  She was in shock, and she would have a lot to work through in the coming days.  He did think that her upset was a bit much.  All of this over her sissy cockscucking husband.  Didn’t she realize he had been lying and then cheating on her.  Not with another woman but with another man.  Or other men would be more like it, he thought, and smiled.  Her head was pressed against his chest, and she could not see his smile.  Comforting her was making him horny.  He felt his coming erection moving under her.

“I’m sorry,” Kathy said as she felt the movement of his cock.  “I just can’t believe he would do this.  Where will he go?  To just get up and move.  Start a new life.  Announce it on Facebook of all places.”

“It must have been something he’s been struggling with for a long time.  Finally, he just had to do it.” Michael thought that Bobbi would be quite shocked when he discovered the announcement he had made.  The other sissies would be shocked as well.  All their social media accounts had been hacked. 

Michael and his team had worked out announcements for each.  They differed in their particulars, but each had announced that they had been on a process of discovery.  The process continued but they each had found themselves to be transgendered and could not face transitioning in front of their partners and friends.  They apologized for the hurt and shock they had caused.  They would be in touch and re-establish contact as they went through the changes they needed to make.

Each buyer would take possession of a sissy and be given all of the information and encouraged to continue the deception.  Some would send out emails and some would post pictures of themselves as their owners transitioned them.  There would be posts with their new pictures.  The sissies would send out announcements about how they had found happiness in submissiveness and service.  Perhaps there would be posts on how thrilled they were to have found a black owner. 

Kathy looked up at him.  “I need to grab some tissues.”  She got up and ran to the bathroom.

Michael hoped that she would take her time.  He wanted to do it today, but in the end, he had plenty of time.  He had the keys and the passwords.  He had all of Bobbi’s personal information to do what he wanted. 

He would plant all sorts of clues for Kathy to discover.  Secret files of email correspondence with Black Masters.  A search history on transgender transitioning.  Feminine undergarments in Bobbi’s size along with his purchase history.  Some toys.  A trail of clues he would help her discover.  It would make Bobbi’s announcement and disappearance seem all but inevitable. 

Michael had Bobbi’s keys.  He could get in anytime he pleased.  He just needed to make sure that Kathy was out of the house long enough for him to begin planting the clues.  Everything was set so that Kathy would discover what a secret pervert Bobbi had been and that she should be happy that she was free of him.  She could wish him well but seek relief in Michael’s arms.

Once all of this was done, it would be time for the next steps in his plan.
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Bobbi stumbled back into the sissy pen after his counseling session.  He had been the lucky sissy that got to go first.  He lay down on the mattress.  Tears were streaming down his face, but he felt a blankness and void.  The other sissies had gathered around him after the guard had left with another sissy.

Some sissies saw his face and it scared them.  They could not take any more and so some laid down and cried without knowing the particulars of Bobbi’s ordeal. 

“No one is looking for me.  No one is looking for any of us.  They have it all.  All control.  They can do what they like.”

“Bobbi,” one sissy said, “You’re not making sense.  They already have control.  They can already do what they want.  What happened?  What did they do?”

“I’m not sure myself.  I’m just… I don’t know.”  Bobbi slowly found the words to describe his counseling session.  An older black man sitting in chair with a high back, almost like a throne.  The guard had forced him to his knees.  He found himself salivating over the cock he knew he was going to suck.  He looked forward to having another feeding.

Instead, the man had reached out and patted him on the head.  “I know this is a struggle for you.  But your destiny is to be a black owned sissy.  There’s no escaping your destiny.  You should know this is not our first time doing this.  We’re professionals.  We take care of things.  We make money from selling you to our buyers.  The reason they buy from us is that they not only purchase a quality sissy, but they also buy control, almost total control of that white boy.”

He laughed.  “I know that each and every one of you has been looking for a chance to escape.  No worries on that front.  The few who’ve tried have turned out to be good examples of what happens if they try.  What we do to them is a good deterrent for the rest.  I know you horny white boys very well.  I’ve told the guards that if they see a sissy escaping, they should simply pull out their cock and the little fags will come crawling back, literally.”

“We’re selective in the sissies we pick.  This wasn’t random.  We’re not just picking up white boys off the street.  For example, talk to your sisters.  How many of you have children? That number would be zero.  We’re careful.  Minimum friends and minimum attachments.”

“I…I’m married,” Bobbi said.

“A woman who’s cheating on you.  Sorry if this is news.  We know of one time but doubtless women like her marrying sissies like you, she’s probably been cucking you for quite a while.”

“Besides you announced quite publicly that your marriage was over.”

Bobbi tried to protest but the man had shown him his hacked phone and his Facebook account. 

“Whatever you have, we have it and can manipulate it to explain the break you are taking.”

Bobbi read his announcement that his marriage was a sham and that he was transgender.  He had discovered so much about his true nature and the nature of his sexuality.  Bobbi had written out an apology for all the harm he had done by not being his true self.  This last had been very well crafted and even heartfelt and tearful email to his wife explaining his choices.

“When you learn to accept all of this as the way it had to be, you can accept your role and your fate.  Maybe this will help your acceptance.”

“Your new owner will not only take possession of you, but also of your information and your possessions.  For example, your new owner will take the car you left in the park.”

“We have a script written for the purchaser.  We do always try to add to the package.  More money for us.  We’ll do it all for them if they wish to pay the fee or they can do it all themselves.”

“Script?”  Bobbi had so many questions but was unsure of what to ask.  He wasn’t sure if he did not know what to ask or if he simply did not want to hear the answer.

The man had smiled.  “A month from now where you reveal your new look.  Dressed as a woman of course.  Later, you complain about giving a man your number and he never called.  An announcement of a new black boyfriend.  Later a sad announcement that you broke up because you weren’t feminine enough and you don’t want to go that far.  Then you’re building your courage and trying to decide if you want to have sex reassignment, or a boob job.  Maybe it’s just about you finding a man who wants you as you are.  Telling everyone you’re submissive and desire to be black owned.”

The man saw the shocked look on Bobbi’s face.

“Your mileage may vary of course.  Meaning that it’s crafted to what the client wants and desires.  I’m just laying a typical case. You just need to know, there will be a trail, a story if you will that explains where you started and where you end up.”

“This will be your backstory.  The rest of the story is your true nature.  You really are a sissy after all.  I know that when you knelt in front of me, you imagine that I’d pull out my cock and let you suck it.  You feel an ache that’s only satisfied by black cum.”

“In a way, you should be thanking us for helping you.  How long would you have kept showing up in men’s rooms, following black men in there, and then begging to suck their cocks?  How long did you expect to keep doing that and keep up your happy marriage?  Another month, and you would have been trying on your wife’s clothes.  Wearing her panties when you went out to meet men.”

“The key to your happiness is acceptance.  This is all for the best.  You can be a happy sissy, or you can be quite unhappy.  Either way, you’ll be a sissy with a deep and abiding desire for black cock.”

The man had raised his hands and then clapped.  The sign for the guard that the counseling session was over.  Bobbi had to have help standing.  He started to cry when he realized that he was so very shaken and what he wanted and needed was security.  A feeling he longed to get by sucking on a big black cock.
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All the sissies had been shaken by what they had heard at their counseling sessions.  They had some preparation from hearing what Bobbi had gone through, but it was still a shock when they heard the fake messages that were sent on their behalf.

A general depression filled the sissy den as they came to understand the hopelessness of their situation.  A guard had appeared with another box of what he called their special white sissy nourishment.  This was another box of condoms full of black cum. 

The sissies were still squeezing the last drops from the condoms when another guard brought in a second box.  “The powers that be have decided that you’ve been such good little faggots that they have decided you should have a dessert.”

He opened another box full of the cum-filled condoms and each sissy took one.  One guard spoke to another, “I think that the sissies who are especially good should get an extra dessert straight from the source.”

The other guard laughed, “I bet they’d suck a black guy dry.”

Bobbi felt a bit of revival and energy after drinking his sissy supplement.  The dessert was even better.  He gulped the first one down driven by his need.  It made it possible to enjoy and savor the second one.  He felt no longer on edge.  Maybe this would be okay. 

After hearing the guards talk, he did notice how their big dicks fit in their pants.  He was looking at black men’s crotches more.  He laid down on a mattress and noticed how all the sissies were lying down and some had already fallen asleep.

Probably the emotions that the counseling sessions had brought out had been so draining, that the best course of action was sleep.  Dismissing the thought as being paranoid, he also knew that they could have added anything to the cum they were all drinking. If anyone had a right to think paranoid thoughts, a victim of kidnapping should qualify.

They could have put anything in them.  He thought about the guards’ cocks.  Maybe drugs or female hormones.  Make them even hornier for cock.  Anything.  He was so sleepy.  He rolled to his side and slid his arm so that it could support his head and thought of the guards waking him while letting their cocks hang from their pants.  They’d feed him that second and third dessert that he was thinking about.

The next thing he was aware of was being shaken by another sissy.

“C’mon, Bobbi, we’re supposed to line up.”

“Line up?  Line up for what?”

He got up and stumbled over mattresses to join the sissies who were standing against the wall.  He yawned as the guards started moving the line of sissies out the door.  Pulling his shortie robe around him, Bobbi walked at the end of the line.

They returned to the area where their hair had been dyed, but instead of going up to that room, they took the steps down.  At the bottom they entered a long, tiled corridor.  Reaching the end, they found a locker room.  Bobbi thought he could glimpse a shower area, but it was too dark to know for sure.

The guard hit a switch and the locker room lit up.  The guard walked through to the shower area and flipped another switch illuminating that area.

“Everyone needs to get clean.  Scrub yourself down good.  Soap, shampoo, conditioner.  Plenty at each station.”

Bobbi walked in with the others and turned the faucet.  Even though he turned it as far as it could toward the hot water setting, it took a moment and spat out cold water.  All the other sissies were having the same problem.  They all danced around the cold water trying to stay out of the spray. 

He smiled when he noticed how the cold water serve to shrink the small dicks of the sissies.  Looking down, he realized that his own had almost disappeared. 

Gradually, the water warmed, and Bobbi examined the products on the wall above the faucets.  All feminine of course.  From the shampoo and conditioner to the body wash, to an after shower skin lotion.  All scented with perfume and flowers.

Bobbi showered and noticed how the other sissies looked.  He thought that it was a shame that this had happened to all of them, but they would make beautiful sissies. His dick recovered from the cold dowsing, and he discovered that he was sporting an erection.  He was not the only one. All but a few had erections like his. It was too bad their guards were leaning against a wall of the locker room watching them. Otherwise, they could have had fun in the shower.  Sissy fun.  Maybe the guards would have enjoyed watching them.

“Put your robes back on, busy schedule.  You bitches have beauty appointments.  We’ll feed you while you wait.”

Bobbi felt himself get even harder.  He was looking forward to some more of his condom diet.
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Bobbi had only been half-right about being fed more of the condom diet.  He sat in a chair at the salon sucking down a milkshake.  His finger splayed out as he protected his newly painted fingernails.  The milk in his shake did not come from a cow but was milked from a black man’s penis.  He smiled at how much he had learned to enjoy that taste.

The sissies talked to one another as they waited to be taken to the chairs where the black women applied their makeup.  It wasn’t difficult for them to come to the conclusion that they were being sold soon.  The showers, makeup, and the black cum shakes all added up to putting them at their best to command a higher price.

One sissy said, “I’m a girl that really loves a cocktail, but I’m sure there’s something extra in this one.”

“You mean you like a little extra cock in your tail,” giggled another.

Bobbi added with a smile, “I’m sure they added something to help us relax.  Make us more compliant.”

“Of course, compliant might not be what they want.  They might get off from forcing a sissy to do whatever.”

“I’m just hoping my owner is rich.”

“I want mine to have a big fat cock.”

“Rich with a big fat cock.”

Bobbi knew he should be more scared than he was.  Soon, he’d be sold to some stranger who would have total control over him.  He should be more scared.  Maybe there was a drug in the shake.  A drug that kept him from being scared.  He was going to be sold.  Why was he thinking about wanting to look good for his new owner?  And, incredibly, he was feeling horny.  Did he like the idea of being sold?  His mind said no, but his body was almost squirming with desire and his dick just seemed to stay hard.

“You’ll have to learn to do all this for yourself, honey,” the woman had told him as she applied Bobbi’s lipstick.  “Now pucker,” she said as she used a tissue to dab at his face.

“Maybe, he’ll be a sissy bride for some rich guy.  Regular salon trips.”

“Wish I had that,” said the first one.

The other put a hand on his forearm and whispered, “Just don’t be one of the rejects.”

“Rejects?” Bobbi asked in a matching whisper.

“That’s just a rumor.  Don’t be scaring the little girly boy.”

“Don’t tell me about no damned rumor.  I’m sure I saw one of the bitches I worked on last time down on Jefferson working that corner.”

She continued, “If you don’t attract a buyer, they put you on the street and make money off you peddling your ass.”

Bobbi stammered, “Couldn’t they just get free at that point.  Come off the street and go home or go to the police.”

The woman laughed out loud.  “You be sure and try that honey.  Go home with cum leaking out your holes, dressed like a hooker.  They’ve already told everyone all about you and your perversions.  Then, you show up like that.  All I can say is good luck.  Just don’t be a reject.  They’ll beat your ass until your begging them to let you go out on the street and make them some money.”

She gave him a hand mirror so he could see the work she had done.  He was surprised at how feminine he looked.  He might have been able to pass as a girl.  It was hard to know since he still saw his old self looking back at him.  That part was becoming more and more distant.  Now, more than ever, he wanted to look good for the black man who bought him.
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The sissies were lined up by the guards on a walkway over the floor of the warehouse.  A plain piece of paper with a number on it was attached to the back of their robes.  A small tight-fitting chain was placed around their necks with an index card on it with the same number.  The card was arranged to show the number right in front of their throats.

Bright lights from the floor below blinded the sissies if they tried to look at the men gathered below. Instructions were relayed up the steps.  Take off the robe.  Kneel.  Bend over and show off your boy pussy.  There was some creativity when they were asked to show how much they like black cock.  Bobbi did not know how to show that except to kneel, rub his sissy nipples and moan.  One sissy had played with his boy pussy when he had been asked.  If Bobbi had seen that before he was asked, he would have done the same.  He did not want to be a reject.

After the sissy parade, Bobbi finally got to see the men bidding on the sissies.  He thought there might be something special about them.  There wasn’t. Probably a little more affluent than most, but it could have been your doctor or lawyer or some other professional. Nothing in their outward appearance would have made him suspect these men would be the ones who bought white boys and turned them into sissy slaves.

Bobbi told himself that he wanted to get a good owner. He wasn’t sure of how to tell.  They might be all nice when they bought you and turn out to be the devil when they got you home.  But he was highly motivated not to be a rejected sissy having to work on the streets to make money.  Maybe this was just a lie to make him compliant.  He did not want to risk it.  So, he smiled when he was poked and prodded by every man.  One man checked his mouth running a rough finger inside his lips.  Bobbi had sucked on the finger and winked.  He smiled and forced a giggle out of himself when the third man in a row had him bend over so he could inspect his boy pussy.

Bobbi had whispered to the last man looking him over.  “I sure hope you’re the one to buy me Sir.” The man had looked at him quizzically.  “I’d do whatever you wanted.  My goal would be to serve you however you wish.  I wished I could have shown you how good I can be.”

He took a step back and looked at Bobbi.  Then he broke into a loud peal of laughter that got everyone’s attention. 

“I do love a dumb sissy bitch. This is just the end of the whole process.  We’ve got all your records, your stories.  Hell, we’ve had a camera feed, so we watch live or on playback.  Every word you’ve said or whispered.  It’s just amazing that you think we spend all this money on watching some white faggots prance across the stage.”  He laughed again.  “I bet you’ll believe the next dozen guys who stick their dicks in your mouth and promise not to cum”

He snorted a laugh as he finished.  The buyers gathered together and walked down the steps while the sissies were escorted by the guards back to the sissy den.
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Bobbi was as nervous as the others when they were taken to their room.  They talked about the bidders and tried to tell themselves about what they might expect from them.  The truth was that it was impossible to know from such a brief encounter how they might act in private.  They were the ones being examined after all and not the bidders.  The prospective owners knew much more about them, that the sissies knew about them.

Cameras.  Bobbi scanned the walls and ceiling.  There were no red lights indicating cameras anywhere.  Of course, red lights can be taped over or disabled entirely.  The walls and ceiling were made of wood planks.  A tiny hole or a little space between planks would have been sufficient to conceal a camera. 

To think that the buyers not only had access to that but also reports about them.  The medical exam, the…The door opened.

The man who had laughed at Bobbi stood there scanning the room. He held a leash with a silver collar dangling from his hand.  He saw Bobbi and smiled.  Bobbi smiled back but his gaze had moved on.  The man’s eyes settled on one of Bobbi’s sissy sisters and beckoned her forward. 

The sissy stood and walked to him.  He put the collar around her throat and adjusted it.  They turned toward the door and left.  The collared sissy following his new Master.

There was silence in the room.  It was such a complete and sudden change they had no control over.  A man could simply appear, put a collar around your neck, and take you to a different life.  The sissies had no input and no power to affect the outcome.  Money changed hands and your life was different.

Another man appeared and left with another sissy.  Everyone realized that they were being selected.  This was how it would work.  A man at the door with a collar and he just took you away.  You were property.  Bobbi thought that if you were property then you could also be resold.  If they were dissatisfied, could they bring you back or sell you to someone else?  The thought occurred to him that he should ask if he came with a warranty.  That made him smile for a second, but then the seriousness of his situation came back to him.

Two more left in quick succession.  The room had felt crowded all the time the sissies had been there, but now it was emptying out.  What would happen if he wasn’t sold?  Would he be a reject?  Was that even real?  Would they just take him somewhere and drop him off expecting him to earn money for them?

Another man walked off with another sissy.  Half of them had been sold and half remained.  He wasn’t going to be picked.  He was going to be a reject.  It didn’t seem right.  He was as cute as any of the other white boys.  Maybe he had not been submissive enough?  Or maybe he had been too submissive, and they wanted a sissy who would fight back.  A white sissy boy they could force into things.  Whatever it might have been, it was too late to change anything.

Bobbi’s eyes brightened when the next man came in.  He thought the man was looking at him until the sissy behind him got up and approached the man.  The remaining sissies looked worried.  They were probably having the same thoughts as Bobbi.  One started to cry, and Bobbi felt tears welling in his own eyes.  Another sissy held the crying one trying to provide comfort. He walked up and put his arm around another sissy.  They were holding one another as the next man appeared.

The man held the collar loosely dangling from the leash letting it sway.  He looked over the sissy huddle.  Putting out his hand he pulled the crying sissy from them.  Wiping away the tears with one hand, she followed her new owner out the door.

The remaining sissies held one another for a moment and then sat down in a group on the mattress.  Bobbi desperately wanted to suck a black dick.  He needed the cum, he told himself.  But what he really needed was the security of a black cock in his mouth.  A man he could please with his mouth.  It was something he could do to prove his worth.  Look at me down here Master.  See what a good cocksucker I am.  Cum in my mouth and see how eager I am to swallow your seed.

Two men stood on opposite sides of the door frame.  Each smiled at the prospect of making a white boy their property.  Bobbi was in the middle of the three sissies left on the mattress.  They extended hands to the sissies on either side of him and pulled them up.  Bobbi watched as his last two sissy sisters left.  He saw eagerness and relief in their faces when they knew they were chosen. 

Bobbi was alone.  Alone with his terror of being a reject.  Nothing good could come from this. No, he wasn’t going to be rejected.  He’d look up and there would be his new owner holding his new collar and leash.  They saved the best owner for last.  He tried to hold onto that idea even though it did not really make sense.  Bobbi tried to be positive, but his anxiety would not let go.  As a reject, he would be out on the street.  His body screamed his need for black cock and cum.  If he was put on the street, he would find the first black man, kneel, and offer his mouth for their pleasure if they would just let him suck them off.  He smiled and thought how he would ever make money if he needed a hard cock in his mouth so much.

It seemed like he was there by himself forever.  He was even looking at the door when he heard men talking.  Then a man was at the door, but he wasn’t looking at Bobbi.  He stood in the doorway, but he continued the conversation with someone down the hall.

“Hard bargain, but twenty percent off and I can return the bitch, no questions asked?”

Bobbi could hear a voice in reply but could not make out the words.  Evidently, the man was satisfied.  Turning to Bobbi, he held out the collar and leash.

Bobbi’s heart was beating hard.  Relief washed over him.  He got up and walked to the man and bowed his head as the collar was cinched across his throat.  He walked behind the man as they left.  Grateful to be owned.  Grateful to have been chosen.
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Michael lay back on the bed.  Kathy had just run into the bathroom.  He heard her turn on the shower.  She would complain about being late to work, but it was her fault after all.  No one had made her stay in bed so she could get one more deep and satisfying fucking.  He had moved in less than a week ago and he was completely at home here. 

He had talked with his father while Kathy was at work yesterday.  His father’s friend had bought Bobbi.  Or rather his father had bought Bobbi through his friend.  His father could not buy Bobbi outright because it might mess up the plan.  He laughed when he watched the video.  His fate was assured but Bobbi did not know that.  His father’s friend had certainly nailed his performance as the reluctant buyer. 

It took a couple of days before Michael had had enough time alone in the apartment to set up everything.  Incriminating evidence of searches downloaded porn, conversations on twitter, a secret journal, and a constructed browser history were all prepared on a thumb drive.  All Michael had to do was insert it and wait for it to install.  Kathy was many wonderful things, but she was not a computer genius who could ferret out that Bobbi was being set up.  Why would she want to?  He had disappeared and left with his apologies about his discoveries about his true nature.

Michael couldn’t take all the credit.  He had discovered Bobbi’s own search history.  The toys in the locked desk.  He had the key.  Lingerie in Bobbi’s size left with them helped to sell the idea. 

Best of all, Kathy felt comforted as Michael helped her discover it all.  She had blamed herself at first as he knew she would.  That’s what women do.  Take on responsibility that’s not theirs.  The trail that Michael left of Bobbi’s trip down the rabbit hole helped her realize that there was nothing she could have done to save their marriage.  She laughed when he told her that if she had been able to grow a dick to satisfy her sissy husband, it would have been a white one anyway.

On his own computer, he created an encrypted diary of sorts for Bobbi.  There would be more emails he would generate.  The diary was so he could keep track and make sure everything was a seamless narrative.  In fact, he was already jotting down ideas for the next email.  Bobbi expressing his sorrow at ending it the way he did.  The fulfillment he found with a Black Master.  His desire to please and be a good sissy for him.  Bobbi’s new master would encourage him to write emails.  Kathy would not receive them.  Michael would.  Kathy would receive the ones Michael wrote.

There was still much to be done, but it was all coming together.  Michael would be Master of them both and he would be in control of an inherited fortune as well.  

Part IV
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Donald remembered the first white boy, the three of them had used in school.  There had been three white boys who were always sneaking peeks at their cocks in the locker room.  Donald knew that the other white boys were looking but they were all trying to cover up their envy by acting macho.  He’d asked an older cousin about it, and he told them about white sissy boys.  The ones with the littlest dicks.  They might not know it, but their destiny was to serve black men.  The cousin told him stories of white sissy fags he and his friends had used in college.

They all had girlfriends and were having regular sex.  But no woman could keep up with their sexual needs.  They were horny around the clock.  Sometimes you just didn’t want to go to the trouble of taking the girl out to do something and then spend money on her just to get laid.  Sometimes, you just wanted your dick sucked.

Donald had gone into the shower late.  His two friends had been there as well. Their target, Greg, showered late when he was able.  He might like looking at their dicks, but he was ashamed of his own baby dick and preferred showering alone.

He had walked in with his dick swinging.  Taking a position in the shower close to Greg, he soaped up his entire body.  But then, he began slowly stroking his cock and making it hard.  His cousin had been right.  A black cock is like bait for a white sissy.  They might not want to look, but they just couldn’t help themselves. 

“You’re always staring at my dick,” he barked at the sissy.  Greg knew he had been caught but began stuttering excuses.  His friends had stepped in with their long swinging dicks.

One of his friends said, “Little dicked faggots say what?”

A startled Greg cried out, “What?”

So juvenile.  But now they had him.  At least verbally.

“He admitted being a faggot.”

“Let’s give him a better look.”

“That’s what he wants.”

His friends took Greg’s arms and forced him onto the tile of the shower.  He held his cock out to the sissy.

“Suck it faggot.”

He doesn’t remember which one of his friends came up with the idea that made Greg open his mouth to suck him.  He had told him, “Suck our dicks or we’ll all walk out with you.  And we’ll be talking about how you give better head than any girl in school.  Believe me.  We’ll be loud.  Tomorrow morning, every guy in school will know you’re a cock sucker.”

Of course, he may have wanted to all along and just needed the excuse.  He opened his mouth and sucked his cock.  Donald came in his mouth.  His friends came in his mouth.

That had not been the end of course.  Now he was a cocksucker for sure.  The rest of their time in school, he had been their cocksucker and more.

He had jumped at the chance when Louis had called and told him that he had a chance to own a white boy like Charlie owned Chris.  He would not only end up with a white sissy slave of his own, but he could make a good deal of money on it.  Who could turn down a chance like that?
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Donald put Bobbi in his room and locked the door.  A mattress and a single pink sheet for sleeping.  A bedpan in the corner with a roll of toilet paper for his bathroom needs.  He might have had more pity on the poor sissy, but he had his instructions.  This was his temporary slave.  Later, if the plan worked out, he would have his own and the money he would need to be a black owner.

He had sat and watched the video feed as the sissies waiting to be picked.  Seeing Bobbi despair at the possibility of being a reject had made him hot.  He imagined what Bobbi might do to prove himself.  Walking in and pulling out his cock and telling him that he was having a hard time deciding whether to buy Bobbi or not.

But he had a schedule to keep.  The van and crew were already waiting.  He laughed when he’d seen the girls locking his little baby dick in the pink chastity cage.  It was like he was seeing Greg all over again.  Somehow, he just never got over the feeling that almost every white boy he had ever seen naked looked like he’d stepped out of a really cold shower. 

Bobbi was just so grateful to be bought that he would agree to anything.  That’s why the hormone injections had been so easy.  A simple explanation that they had to make sure he was up to date on all his shots as required in the sales contract had been sufficient.  The ankle bracelet with a simple GPS tracker was more than that.  To Bobbi, it was a tracker that connected him to a worldwide group known as the BNWO who could find him if he should ever escape.

Bobbi’s gratitude kept him compliant for the whole trip.  He did not object to wearing the hood when he was picked up and carried to the van.  Just the word spoken by his new master, and he accepted an order.  Donald would remember this in the future when he had his own sissy to train.  He smiled when he thought of himself being trained as well.  Maybe he’d publish something.  A guide on owning and training white boys.  He should keep a journal.  This time, it would be different.  He would be more in control than in the past when he had picked up white boys. 

Charlie had sent Darwin and Jamal for security and transportation.  It was a long trip and they traded places frequently to remain fresh.  And, of course, to feed their cum to the new sissy.  It was part of the instructions.  Bobbi was already becoming more and more addicted to black cock.  That should continue and deepen. 

Their new sissy had been horny and thirsty for cum. He had a cock in his mouth before they were out of the parking lot.  Darwin had pulled over and gotten in back before they made it out of the city. 

Donald had watched his new sissy slurp up the three loads the men had provided.  Bobbi had looked like he was prepared to keep it up for however many rounds they had intended for him.  He was surprised the sissy’s jaw was not cramping.  The white sissy had simply laid down on the carpeted floor of the van with a slight smile on his cum covered lips.  He was wanted and he was owned.  That seemed to be all he needed after the fright he had experienced at the possibility of being a reject.

Once they were truly on the road and rolling down the interstate, Donald had decided to make full use of the sissy’s mouth.  Lying naked on the van floor with pillows to help prop him up, he had Bobbi expand on his talents.  He kept expecting at least a little resistance.  But as soon as he was told, Bobbi was between his legs licking and tonguing his asshole. The white faggot licked his ass and balls like it was the best thing he had ever tasted.  After drinking his cum, Bobbi licked him clean and held his dick gently and thanked him for letting him suck his dick.  And then had asked if there was any more he could do. 

After he had gotten Bobbi home, he had been tired from the long trip, but he’d considered taking him to his bed.  He knew that eventually Bobbi would be there.  But, that first night, he had not wanted to risk cumming and then falling asleep and letting his new sissy have the run of the house.  Better to start fresh in the morning.  The sissy needed to be taught the rules and what happened if he broke them. 

After locking the sissy away, he had gone to his bedroom.  He fingered his belt as he took it off.  Tomorrow, it would get quite a workout.
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Bobbi slept fitfully that first night.  As soon as he heard the door lock, he had pulled the sheet over him and slept deeply.  It was such a relief to be at his new home.  His body rested into a relaxation that he had not felt in days. 

His anxious mind woke him up.  Where was he?  There were quick glimpses of highway signs and he thought he was in California.  A long way from where he’d been living. He did not know where he was in the state.  It was even further psychologically.  He was a slave and was living as property at his owner’s home.  Bobbi sat on the edge of the mattress and thought about what might happen to him.  After a while, he had lain back down and gone back to sleep.

Bobbi was back up the instant he heard the lock change.  Donald stood in the doorway with his long cock hanging loose and obscenely long through the slit of his boxers.  No words were spoken.  Bobbi crawled to him as Donald stood with his hands against the door frame. 

He held Donald’s cock in both hands and kissed the head.

“Good morning, Master.”  He licked his Master’s cock hard and opened his mouth over the head and began to suck.  Donald let out a sigh and knew that owning a sissy slave was a wonderful thing.

Bobbi held his Master’s balls tenderly and thought about the sustaining black cum they produced.  His mouth slid up and down the cock as he was learning how his Master tasted.

Donald moaned with pleasure.  “Breakfast.  Most important meal of a sissy’s day.”

Bobbi felt waves of pleasure as his mouth sucked and slid back and forth on the wet cock.  He also had a sense of security and comfort by having his mouth full of black cock.  He wanted his new Master’s sperm.  Pleasing him with his mouth would prove to his new Master that he was worth owning.  Giving his Master pleasure gave him both sexual pleasure and security.

He drank and swallowed Donald’s cum.  He let his mouth open slightly to tenderly clean his cock.  Holding it, he looked up at Donald and licked him clean. 

“I’ll show you around.  This is a day off for you.  Sort of.  Follow me.  You have a lot to learn today about your duties.”

Bobbi said, “Yes Sir, thank you sir,” very demurely. 

In the kitchen, Donald opened the refrigerator, and pulled out a plastic bottle of diet meal substitute.  He walked with Bobbi to a counter and opened the cabinet above it.  The lowest shelf was full of dark plastic containers. Each container had a simple number label.  Taking the lid off the container labeled simply “1,” he tapped out two dark capsules.

Bobbi reached out to accept them into his cupped hands.

“Take these two along with the drink there.  Let’s sit at the table and I’ll lay out some general rules.” He walked to the table and pulled out a chair for Bobbi.  Pulling a phone from his pocket, he set it down in front of her along with a fitness wristband.

Bobbi sat and popped the capsules into his mouth.  He twisted the top off the diet supplement and used it to swallow the pills.

Donald smiled and pointed to the phone and the wrist band.  “You’re fat.  I’m not going to listen to excuses about your weight being fine for a man or any of that shit.  You’re an owned white sissy faggot, not a man.  You will lose weight and get in shape.”

He held up the fitness band.  “Wear this at all times. Wait, sissies can be stupid.  It’s waterproof but show some common sense.  Shower’s fine but don’t wear it in the bathtub.”

Donald pushed the phone over in front of Bobbi.  “This is yours.  It’s restricted and monitored.  Let’s you call two numbers.  Both are mine.  One is for emergencies.  House is on fire, call that number.  There may be other circumstances of that might constitute an emergency.  Other number also contacts me but goes directly to voice mail and I’ll call back when I see fit.  Early on, I’ll expect calls because all this is new.  You’ll learn how and when to use that as well.”

Bobbi listened intently, but his Master detected information overload.  Donald smiled.  He took the phone, opened it, and pushed it back to Bobbi.

In the center of the screen was a document icon labeled “Getting Started.”  “That should explain everything and what it doesn’t explain, it links to something more detailed. Important to get you started on your diet.  Making you a better sissy for me.  Explains your diet, exercises, smart scale for weigh-ins.  Remember, I own you and I own your data.  I’ll be able to tell if you’re sticking to your diet, taking your supplements, etc., etc.”

He handed Bobbi the fitness band.  “Put it on.”  He laughed, “Let’s get some baselines.”  Pushing his chair back, he said, “Come here and lie across my lap.  I’ll warm up that fat ass.”

Bobbi got up from the chair and knelt by his Master and then lifted himself across Donald’s thighs.  His Master’s cock was soft, but Bobbi was fully aware of it underneath him.

Bobbi could not see the smile that lit Donald’s face.  He could do what he wanted to this white boy.  Laying his hand on the white flesh of the sissy’s ass, he wanted to press Bobbi down on his growing cock.

“You know what you did to be punished?”

Bobbi started to answer when he felt the hand lift off his ass followed by the smack as his Master brought it down hard.

“I don’t Sir,” he cried.

Two more hard smacks.  The rising red color in the whiteness of his sissy’s ass pleased Donald.

“I’m sorry, Sir.”

Smack.  “Sorry for what, bitch?”

“I’m sorry.  I don’t know.” Smack.  “I don’t know what I did.”

Smack. Smack.  “So, you’re trying to fool me into thinking you’re sorry when you don’t know what you’re sorry for?”  Smack.

“Sorry.  I mean, I don’t know, Sir, please.” Bobbi was crying.

Donald spanked Bobbi twice more and stopped.  He felt his cock as hard as a rock underneath the crying sissy.  He wondered if he could cum just from giving the sissy a beatdown.  But his hand stung and he needed to stop.  He laid his hand on the hot, red ass and felt Bobbi jump from the contact.

He rubbed Bobbi’s ass this time and spoke soothingly.  “You didn’t do anything yet.  Just letting you have a taste of what punishment might be like for a minor infraction. You’re my property and sometimes I’ll slap your ass hard just because I want to.  Feel how hard you’ve made me.”

“Yes Sir,” Bobbi stammered.  “Yes Sir,” he said as he relaxed into the bulge in his Master’s lap.

“Later today, I’ll take my belt to you.  Doesn’t matter what you do or don’t do.  That’s to let you know that I don’t play.  None of that little slap on the ass stuff like now.  If you disobey me or do something wrong, you’ll feel it and you’ll know it.  And sometimes, if I want and it gives me pleasure, I might beat you anyway.”

“Yes Sir, thank you Sir, I understand, Master.”

“Good, now I really want to fuck that ass, but for now, I want your mouth back on my dick.”

Bobbi slid off Donald’s lap.  He crawled between his legs and kissed the head of his cock.  Looking up at him, he licked around the head and shaft before taking it into his mouth and sucking.”

Donald watched his new sucking machine move up and down his cock.  “All the stuff in the phone.  Read it and know it.”  He moaned.  “I’d fuck you right now, but you need to make sure that boy pussy of yours is clean.”

Bobbi listened as he sucked.  He felt his own much smaller dick as it filled the chastity cage.  The limits of the cage filled him with sexual need.  A need that he tried to fulfill with his mouth on the big cock in it.  He moaned as he sucked back and forth.  Feeling the wet cock slide in and out faster and faster.

Donald reached down and ran his hand through his sissy’s platinum blonde hair.  He began to cum and moved his hands to the back of Bobbi’s head.  His orgasm was not as urgent as the first this morning, but it was deeper.  He was feeding his sissy his sperm.  He smiled as he thought of Bobbi feeding on his cock.

Bobbi drank and felt the cum nourishing his sissy soul.  Wonderful feelings.  His Master finding pleasure in his sucking.  He licked and sucked the cum from the cock.  Grateful that he was being given this warm, wet gift.

“Thank you, Sir,” he said when finished.
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Bobbi sat at the table. Master Donald had gone back to bed and had promised to leave him alone so he could read up on what he needed to know.  He had a few hours before his Master’s lunch.  Donald had told him, he could heat a frozen pizza so that he’d have time to get to know where everything was.  His own lunch would be a salad and another meal substitute drink.  He’d have to read up to find out which supplements he needed to take if any.

He had on the shortie robe he had gotten from his room.  He had wandered the house finding where everything was.  Later in the bathroom, he would clean himself out and make certain his boy pussy was ready for the pounding he hoped his Master would give him. 

For now, he wanted to read up on the rules to see if there were any special ones to pay attention to.  He could figure out some general ones like doing whatever his Master ordered and serving his Master’s needs at all times.

He read this:

Service is no fantasy.  You will serve your Master to the best of your ability.  This will mean use of your body for his sexual fulfillment.  Not yours, His.  He has the right to command your use by others.  You will serve them as he designates.  You are required to the best of your ability to provide sexual service at all times.  It is imperative that you attend to good sissy hygiene, i.e., grooming, bathing, shaving to make yourself attractive to the Master and to have your Master be proud to present you to others as his sissy slave.”

“Sexual service is only a part of service.  You will also provide maid service to make certain that the home is kept spotless.  The grounds around the house will have a good appearance and should bring your Master pride.

“You will prepare all meals in accordance with your Master’s instructions.”

“Physical appearance:  You will exercise, diet, take supplements with the aim of making yourself as attractive as is possible for your Master as well as his friends or others since your appearance does reflect on your owner.  Specific rules covering makeup and clothing will be made by the Master.  If you are worthy, you may be given a small stipend.  Your Master will give you more control over the stipend once you have demonstrated your ability to handle it by appropriately spending it.  (For example, clothing, makeup, gifts for Master, etc.”

“Ownership:  You are owned and should consider yourself as his property.  You will sign all documents that he requires to give him control over your health and finances, as well as any legal documents he deems necessary.”

“Ownership disclosure:  You are owned in a society that does not recognize this.  You may not at any time unless told explicitly by the Master to disclose that you are owned in such a way that anyone might question that the Master is holding you as a slave.  You may refer to yourself as the Master’s slave only in the sense of it being a part of your perverted sexual need to see yourself as a submissive slave to the Master and that he is merely attempting to satisfy a mutual fetish that you both indulge in without having any legal standing.”

Bobbi wondered if there were lawyers that could help a sissy understand all of this.  He was sure his Master would explain.  If there were lawyers for sissies, Bobbi hoped they were black and that they charged a high price and that they would take service as payment.  He laughed when he thought he would have no objections if their legal briefs were tight.

He would go to the bathroom right now, so he could clean his boy pussy.  He wanted to be clean with a nice feminine scent for when his Master fucked him and took more control over his owned sissy.
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Donald appeared with one of his t-shirts and a pair of panties.  Bobbi slipped on the t-shirt which served as a short dress because of the size difference between Master and sissy. Dressing his sissy brought more of a sense of ownership for Donald.  For Bobbi, he found being dressed by his Master fulfilled his need for submission.  He also felt a thrill both from the exposure since he was wearing little.  It was also what a girl might wear after a night with a boyfriend and being treated as a female was making him horny.  He did not yet feel the power of real men finding him sexy and fuckable.

“Once you slim down some, you’ll make a sexy sissy slut.  Get used to that.  Being put on display is something I’ll expect,” Donald said as he tore off another pizza slice. 

The aroma of the pizza made Bobbi’s mouth water and his stomach rumble.  He reminded himself that one of his duties was looking good for his Master.  Right now, his body was more of an affront to this Master and his pride.  After weighing himself this morning, he vowed to lose at least a pound for tomorrow’s weigh-in even if it meant living on his Master’s cum alone.  No, that wouldn’t be right.  He had to be obedient and stick with what he was supposed to eat.  He’d just work harder on his exercise.

“I’m expecting a delivery today.  Packages included in my purchase.” He smiled.  “Clothes for you.  Basics really.  Lingerie.  You’ll open the door and take delivery dressed like you are now.  I’ll have to decide on your day’s outfit.  Find one I like and maybe have a usual uniform.  Change it according to my whims.”  Donald laughed.  “Sometimes your uniform of the day might be naked.”

Bobbi said, “Yes Sir.  I saw there was ice cream in the freezer.  May I get you some for dessert.”

“Excellent.  Get me a big bowl.  Slow churned vanilla, plain.”

Bobbi jumped up.  He had been kneeling after presenting his Master with his lunch. In the kitchen, he pulled out the ice cream, found a bowl in the cabinet, and a spoon in the drawer.  He felt anxious on how well he would do with his maid duties.  While he might be able to do simple cooking and housekeeping, he was not sure he could meet the exacting standards of a Master.  Getting him a big bowl of ice cream gave him the pleasure of service without worrying about his performance.

When he got back, Bobbi knelt and offered the ice cream to his Master.  Donald smiled, “Vanilla ice cream served by a vanilla sissy.”

“Please enjoy your ice cream Sir, served by your vanilla sissy.”

His Master took a big spoonful and held it in his mouth as he savored the taste.  “Could use a little chocolate in it.”

“I’ll get you some, Sir.  Not sure that I saw any…”

Donald held up his hand.  “Ice cream is fine.  My vanilla sissy could use a little chocolate in her. Or big chocolate,” he laughed.

“Yes Sir,” Bobbi said with enthusiasm mixed with a little fear.  That big chocolate would not be an easy fit.

Sensing the anxiety, Donald said, “Go get the lube.  You can make sure there’s plenty.”

Bobbi got up quickly and ran to the bathroom and grabbed the jar from the medicine cabinet.  He had used some of it before when he cleaned himself out for the fucking.  He felt an itch or a tingle like his boy pussy was anxious for his Master’s cock.

Donald was still holding his bowl of ice cream.  He was naked and standing in front of the coffee table.  He had cleared it so that its bare wood surface showed.

“Lay on your back on the table,” he ordered.

Bobbi felt the hard wood table against his back. He had expected to be bent over something and fucked.  Looking up at his Master standing over him, he did not know what was going to happen.

Donald dipped his spoon into the remaining ice cream.  He took a spoonful and bent down and let it slide off the spoon and onto his sissy’s right nipple.  It lay there and began to slide as it melted. Bobbi felt the intense cold as ice cream covered his left nipple.

“Let’s help them titties grow.”  Donald knelt by the sissy and began sucking and licking the ice cream from a nipple.

Bobbi moaned as his Master cleared the ice cream and sucked directly on his nipple.  He raised a leg up in the air, as Donald sucked hard on the nipple and then moved to the other. 

Bobbi flushed with desire as Donald licked and sucked at his other nipple. 

“Just like a bitch.  Drinking my cum will make a white bitch boy like you grow a little pair of girly tits.  That’s what you want, right, sissy?  A nice set of tits on you.”

“Yes Sir,” Bobbi answered with hesitation.

“More enthusiasm.  You want tits don’t you bitch.”

“Yes Sir, Master, I want a nice set of tits for you.”

“Better,” Donald said as he extended both hands and twisted and pulled on Bobbi’s nipples.

“Slide down here, Bobbi.”  Donald took his sissy by the arms and slid him to where Bobbi’s head was off the table and bent backwards.  He knelt down and placed his cock between Bobbi’s lips. 

“Better angle to feed your throat.”  Donald inched forward on his knees as Bobbi opened and felt his Master’s cock sliding and filling his mouth.

Moving his hips, Donald began throat fucking Bobbi.  He knew that his sissy’s face was being slammed by his ball sack. 

Bobbi moaned.  He could feel more of Donald’s cock as it moved down his throat.  His Master’s balls slapped against his eyes.  He hoped his Master would feed him, but his Master pulled his cock away and his mouth felt empty. He licked his lips wanting to suck more.

“I’m still going to fill you with my seed, but this time in your boy pussy,” Donald said sensing his sissy’s need.  “Get off the table and grease up this big black cock and beg for your fucking.”

Bobbi rolled off the table.  He was on his knees before his Master with his big cock jutting out before him.  Taking the jar, he began massaging the cock with lubricant.  He made it wet and shiny.

“Make your pussy wet for me.  Lube up that sissy hole,” commanded his Master as he smiled in anticipation of breaking his white boy in.

Bobbi took a glob of lubricant and made his crack slick with it and rubbed it into his hole.

“Please fuck me Sir.  You make my boy pussy wet for you.  Please, please fuck me.”  He looked up at Donald who pointed at the table.

Bobbi crawled to the table and lay down on his stomach with his ass hanging over the end.

Kneeling down, Donald moved up behind his sissy and pushed his massive cock between Bobbi’s legs so he could feel the size of it sliding under his balls.

“Have to be a real faggot slut to take a big cock like this. You must be a real faggot slut.”

“Yes Sir. I am your real faggot slut, please fuck me Sir.”

Donald slid his cock back under Bobbi’s balls and then up against the crack between his cheeks.  Then back down where he pressed it to Bobbi’s boy pussy.

Bobbi moaned and pushed back feeling the enormous head against his hole.

“Hold on bitch.”  Donald grabbed Bobbi around the waist and pushed.  His sissy’s hole was too tight, and he pressed again.  And then a third time he pressed hard with his hips and pulled Bobbi tight around the waist.  Feeling the hole stretch and Bobbi’s moan, he pushed again and slid into his ass.

“Oh my god,” escaped Bobbi’s lips as he felt his hole stretch and he felt the pain.  Feelings of fullness and some pride in taking it in, Bobbi moaned.

Donald pulled back a few inches and pushed in fully.  He slid in until his groin met Bobbi’s ass.  His hands on Bobbi’s back feeling his sissy all but convulse on the table.  Now, he began rhythmically stroking in and out of his sissy’s boy pussy.”

Bobbi gulped air and tried saying yes but his sounds were guttural in time with the fucking.

“Beg bitch beg,” Donald yelled and struck Bobbi on the back with his palm.

“Fuck me, oh, oh, god, fuck me Sir, fuck your bitch.”

Donald drove deeper with each thrust.  His body met his sissy’s ass now with each deep drive into his owned white boy bitch.  His girl bitch he thought as he drove deep and started to cum.  No boy bitch. Girl.  Sissy girl bitch.”

His Master held him tight and lay on top of him against his back. 

Bobbi felt full.  Full of cock and full of his Master’s sperm that began leaking down over his balls and down his thighs.

A few moments later, Donald pulled out.  He looked down at the mess of his deflating cock. Another time, he’d have his sissy clean it up with his tongue.  But this time, he wanted his sissy to lie on that table and feel what it was to be a woman, a sissy bitch.

“Take it in bitch.  Rest in this fucking.  I want your body to fully feel being a bitch.”  Donald slapped him on the ass.  “Later we’ll see what you’re making for dinner.  Besides, you’ll be moving slow later on. You’ve got a promised belt whipping coming.
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Kathy did not know what to make of the picture. Her husband’s face smiled out from a frame of platinum blonde hair.  He was wearing make-up. Lips cherry red with soft blue eye shadow and his skin betrayed a hint of blush.

The whiteness of his skin with the strong muscled black arm across his naked chest.  The black man pressed against him was too large for his face to show in the picture.  That may have been deliberate.  An artful pose showing his masculinity against the more feminine beauty of the man who used to be, and she admitted to herself, still was her husband legally.

It was still a shock to read the words that he was learning about his submissive true self and finding someone dominant to complete him.  He hoped that he could “satisfy” his needs by becoming a better “gurl” to please him.

Kathy translated this in her mind as “I love big black cock and I like sucking him off.  I like it when he fucks me in the ass with that big cock.  Hello world, I’m a sissy faggot and I love big black cocks.”

How did she feel exactly?  She didn’t know.  Confusion.  Multiple opposing feelings at the same time.  What did it say about her as a woman?  Fucking her was so bad that he decided to try dick.  He must have been in pain to be hiding this.  So, this is why he was such a lousy lover.  Would he be hurt by this man?  So impulsive to give up everything.  Hurt her so much and she had been so worried.  Worried about him while he was on his knees sucking some guys cock and worried about wearing the right shade of lipstick.  He had been her lover and her friend.  Where had all that gone?  Somehow, she loved him and wanted him to be happy.  No, wait.  Eventually happy.  Not right away.  Hoping the black guy would bend him over and whip his sissy ass.

Michael walked into the room and leaned over her shoulder.  He kissed her on the cheek, and he saw that Kathy was looking over the social media update he had faked for Bobbi that afternoon.

“Who’s that?” he asked.

Kathy let out a half-hearted fake laugh.  “My ex.  Bobbi.  My husband.”

“Wow,” Michael said.

“I know, right?”

“Looks like he explored and found himself as a full-on sissy faggot.”

“Michael, that’s just offensive.”

She looked at Michael and then back at the picture of Bobbi.  “Offensive… and very true.”

“I’d like to post a like or something like wish him happiness.  Or maybe fuck you bitch.  Maybe both.  I’ve just got all of these crazy feelings.”

“Maybe just leave it be for now.  Come back to it after you’ve had time to think about it.”  Michael kissed her ear and put his hand on her wrist.  He pushed her arm down to where she laid the phone on the table.  Michael continued to move her hand down to where he found the hard cock in his pants.

Michael whispered in her ear.  “Besides you and your husband have something in common.  You both like big black cock.”

Immediately, Kathy tensed.  Why did he think that would be amusing? She thought of getting up and getting away.  But then she felt the cock pulse against her hand.  Maybe what he said was funny or he was just bad at easing her feelings.  What she did know for sure was that his dick was that good.
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It took a few days for Bobbi to heal from his beating enough that he could sit without excruciating pain.  The marks his Master had left had finally healed.  Donald had taken a picture of his wounded ass and Bobbi had it on his phone.  He had been ordered by his Master to look at it daily as a reminder of the cost of disobedience.

Bobbi had adjusted to his new routine quickly although some parts of it took longer than others.  He always had to be able to adjust to fit his Master’s needs.  After all, if he was in the middle of cooking dinner, and Master wanting to fuck him or be sucked off, then Bobbi had to turn off the burners or stove and bend over or get on his knees.  Bobbi just had to continue the meal where he had left off or start over with it.

His Master had taught him over the first week to serve as his toilet if Donald desired it.  Bobbi was grateful that it was piss that he drank.  He had licked his Master’s ass, but Donald did not require it, but could at any time.  Not that his Master did not order his hole tongued but that was about sex and not clean up after a bowel movement.

Bobbi did have to drink his Master’s piss.  “If it comes out of my dick, you should be grateful I let you drink it.”  There were times when his Master would wake up and instead of walking to the toilet, he preferred pissing in his sissy’s mouth.  Of course, this was usually followed by a blow job.

Bobbi was always under the watchful eye of his Master.  There were cameras everywhere.  He knew this because he cleaned them.  There were likely ones he did not know about, but he assumed he could be seen by Donald at any time.  His Master could also call with a video chat as Bobbi always had his phone with him.  The fitness band and ankle bracelet were connected to GPS.  The Master always knew where his property was at all times. 

The sissy woke early and had his breakfast along with his supplements. Whenever he woke up, his Master would provide an extra bit of protein.  If he chose, Donald would sometimes have Bobbi masturbate him to provide “dressing” for his lunch salad which was usually served without any dressing at all. 

Bobbi had a room where he worked out.  This was mostly cardio but included yoga and Pilates.  In the beginning, he had dropped weight quickly but hit a plateau.  It seemed that no matter how hard he worked and how little he ate, he couldn’t shed anymore pounds.  He was aware of changes in his body.  His chest ached and the constant squeezing and pulling of his nipples was making them larger and puffier.  The firming exercises seem to accentuate what felt like small immature boobs. He assumed changes like this were caused by the amount of cum that he drank.  This was what his Master had told him.

Donald had purchased lingerie and outfits for him and told him what to wear.  He wished he could get to the point where he would receive an allowance that he could spend.  From experience, he now had ideas of what would look cute and what his Master would like.  He wanted his Master to take him shopping, but Donald was reluctant to take him out in public until he knew how he would act. 

At least once a week, Master would have him kneel across his lap.  He would have a list of his deficiencies and deliver each one with a hard slap on his ass.  He kept his belt folded over the back of the couch where it was within easy reach.  On rare occasions, Bobbi received a slap from the belt, but it was not like that first beating where he had been tied down so he could not escape.

Bobbi did all his duties for his Master with a deep sense of fulfillment.  His Master had given him what he deeply needed.  He loved the feeling of his cock in his mouth and the hard fucking drove him crazy with desire.  In fact, he couldn’t help having what Donald referred to as sissy-gasms where he would leak fluid from his caged little dick even without ever having an erection.  He was even a little embarrassed about this lack of control and worried that it might happen where he would start having them from just having his Master’s cock in his mouth.

Bobbi was on his knees in the late afternoon scrubbing the toilet, when he heard the door open.  He got up and ran to the living room to meet his Master.  He was not quick enough to meet him at the door as his Master was already standing before the couch.  Bobbi knelt and crawled to him as his Master pulled down his pants and shorts before sitting.  He crawled between Donald’s knees.  Gazing up at his Master, he saw the nod that gave him the permission he wished for.  He kissed Donald’s cock and began licking and sucking it to erection.

His Master sighed in satisfaction.  “Good sissy.”

Bobbi smiled and opened his mouth to begin sucking Donald’s cock.

“I have news.  First, you have done well, and I’m now prepared to graduate you to female.  You are now she and her.  No more male.  We’ll only be calling you by female pronouns.  I don’t see a shred of masculinity anywhere when I look at you.”

Bobbi took his mouth off Donald’s cock long enough to thank his Master before returning to his oral duty.

“Second.  I’m ready to show you off.  Just a little mind you.  I have an old friend.  The sissy he acquired has achieved a milestone in her transformation.  He wants to show her off.  I think you’ll find her inspirational.  I’m inviting him over to celebrate and the both of you can serve us.”

“Third.  You received an email from your wife.”  Donald chuckled.  “You being with a woman.”  He laughed again.  “Anyway, I’ll let you read it later tonight.  We’ll write her if you’d like.  Who knows, maybe she’d like to see more pictures.  She may never have seen how natural you look with a big fat cock in your mouth.”  His Master started to laugh again but moaned instead as he enjoyed the feeling of his sissy’s mouth on his cock.
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Michael had begun training Kathy as his submissive.  She was already inclined that way and he let her desires guide her with little nudges from him.  He knew that it was a delicate operation since he did not want her totally submissive.  After all, she needed to retain enough dominance to make his plan play out.  But he did like how she was completely submissive to his sexual needs and desires.

Composing the email from Bobbi to Kathy had been careful work.  He couldn’t lie because eventually the two would talk.  He needed to be selective and share truth but had to mold what was revealed to accomplish his aims.  He started with Bobbi’s apology.  His fault for pretending to be a man when deep down he had kept his sissy desires hidden.  He continued with the happiness he had found with his black master.  It seemed the right time to include that.  Kathy was herself recognizing that real men were black men.  It seemed appropriate that her ex had reached the same conclusion.  Maybe he would start including that in the letters between them.  A mutual agreement between them that as a white man, Bobbi had been meant to be a sissy from the start.

Too soon to send the explicit photos.  He had second thoughts when he saw the pictures of Donald’s discipline demonstration with Bobbi. After all, they would both need to be encouraged to see that Bobbi needed a Black Master, but maybe his current one was not right.  He found his solution.  Bobbi would refer to his new Master providing discipline to make him a better sissy along with a photo of his beaten ass.  A picture that Bobbi accidentally attached to the email along with a picture in one of his new outfits.  He would make it look like the outfit was Bobbi bravely sharing a photo of himself as a female.  The next exchange, Kathy would tell him that he might need discipline, but the savage beating depicted in the photo was not discipline but abuse. 

He thought that it might be a good idea to have his father talk to Donald.  He needed Donald to be rough enough with Bobbi without causing too much damage.  Looking at the photo one more time, he did note that the damage was contained to the sissy’s ass.

He would make certain to have Kathy share the email with him as she should with any contact with males, and here he smiled, even if her ex hardly qualified as male anymore.  He would mention how Bobbi seemed to acknowledge he needed discipline.  She would make the “this is not discipline but abuse argument” thus making it stronger within her.

Satisfied, he composed the email and sent it.  He had time because Kathy was running late from her meeting.  Michael had been thinking about discipline all afternoon and it had given him an erection.  When Kathy got home, he would raise her skirt, pull down her panties and give her a little discipline of his own.
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Chris.  It was Chris.  Bobbi couldn’t believe it when he opened the door to their expected dinner guests. He did not know the black man holding the leash, but the beautiful woman at the end of it was Chris or her twin sister.

Bobbi was so surprised that it took a moment for him to raise his skirt in curtsey.

“I’m Charles.  Here to see your Master, Donald.” He smiled.  “You must be Bobbi.”

“Yes Sir.  Would you care to come in.  Master is expecting you.”

Charles and Chris stepped inside, and he detached the leash from his sissy’s collar.  Donald appeared at the head of the staircase and began walking down. The two Masters greeted one another and began to chat.

“Let’s have a drink beforehand,” Donald said inviting his guest into the living room. 

As they sat down, they each decided to have a glass of wine before dinner. 

“Christy.  Don’t let Bobbi do all the work.  Help her out like a good sissy sister.” 

“It’s good to see you, Charles.”

“Know what’s even better, Donald.”

“What’s that?”

“Seeing a couple of white boys appropriately dressed.”

“Dressed just like all white boys should.”  Donald and Charles laughed as their sissies left to get the wine.

“Bobbi,” Chris opened his arms and the two sissies hugged in the kitchen.  “We need to talk.”

They broke apart and Bobbi reached into the cabinet for glasses. He was aware of the difference in hugging Chris now from what hugging Chris in the past had been like.

Bobbi ran his hand over his chest as he faced Chris, “Are those real?  They felt real.”

“Yes,” Chris said, “I’ve got tits now.  Master wanted me to show them off.”

“I have a million questions.  How are you here?  Why weren’t you there that night?”

“What night, Bobbi?  How are you here?”  Chris picked up the tray of appetizers Bobbi had prepared.

Bobbi took the bottle and two glasses as they returned to the living room. 

Chris whispered, “We need to find a way to talk.”

Bobbi answered with a nod right before they walked into the living room.

Later, after the dinner, had come the big reveal.  Chris, now Christy, had removed her blouse to show her new breasts held up by her lacey bra.  Charles unhooked the bra so that his sissy’s new tits swung freely in front of Donald.

He reached up and stroked her responsive nipples and then held each in of his hands and squeezed.  Christy responded to the squeeze with a moan.

Donald looked at Bobbi as he smiled and lifted up Christy’s tits and saw how they responded when he let go.

“I’m envious, Charles.  Her surgeon did such a good job.  So natural.”

“It was good investment.  She’ll earn the money back and more over time.”

Bobbi glanced at Christy, and she avoided his gaze.

“A sissy has to earn her keep one way or another.”

“Anyway, we will see.  Told her that we could always make other adjustments.  I’ve still got the surgeon’s number.”

Christy suddenly sobbed.  She excused herself and curtsied.  “May I use the bathroom, Master?”

“Of course, Christy.  Bobbi, show her where it’s at,” Donald said.

“Hormones,” Charles laughed.  “Better make sure there’s lots of tissues, Bobbi.”

Bobbi took her to the bathroom that he used which was conveniently the most distant from the living room where they would have more time to talk.

“Are you okay?” he asked.

“Yes, I’m just really emotional.  Hormones.  He was right about that.  Supplements he called them in the beginning.  But now he’s got me on much higher doses.”

“Did you want to get tits?”  Bobbi asked as they neared the bathroom.

“I… I don’t know.  At first, no, but then I wanted to please him.  Did I want them?  Was I pressured?  I’m not sure I know anymore.  I mean I can’t not want them now.  It’s too late.  But he loves them, and I want to please him.  I do like being more female for him.”

Christy raised her skirt to sit on the toilet while they talked.  “They do feel amazing.”  She cupped her new breasts in her hands.

“May I?”  Bobbi asked and he felt her new tits.

Christy moaned.  She reached up and put her hands on Bobbi’s chest.  He felt her hands squeezing on his flat chest playing with his nipples through his blouse.

“As good as this feels, this is a thousand times better,” Christy said as she moved a hand over Bobbi’s and squeezed her own breast through his hand.

“The way I look in clothes now.  The way my Master looks at me, and when he sucks on them.”  Christy mimicked a look of ecstasy and threw her head back.  She remembered her goals even as she felt confused.  She had to obey her Master. A certain amount of ambivalence and confusion so that Bobbi would trust her as a guide.  Selling Bobbi on getting tits was the price her Master had demanded in payment for giving them to her.  She cared for Bobbi as a sissy sister, but the orders from her Master had to be obeyed.  She had to do her part in leading Bobbi down the path.

“You’d look great,” Christy said as Bobbi stood in front of the mirror and tried to imagine having breasts.

“Do I really want them?  I know Master Donald would be pleased.  It’s just… I don’t know.  Surgery.  But I’ve seen some tops that make me think about what it be like to have a pair to hold them up.  But it’s so permanent. I mean, it’s surgery and all.”

“Tell you what?”  Christy said.  “I’ll talk to Master Charles.  I’ll tell him you’re thinking about it.  Maybe he’ll talk to Master Donald.  And maybe they’ll decide that two sissy sisters like us need to be able to talk now and then.”

“We should get back,” Bobbi giggled.  “Thinking about all this has made me so horny, I need some cock.”

“I’m sure that can be arranged,” Christy said as she smiled and stuck a finger in her mouth and pretended to suck a cock.

After the two sissies had cleared the table, the Masters had moved to the living room couch.

“Charles, I don’t want to be a bad host,” Donald looked at Bobbi, “would you care for an after-dinner blowjob from my sissy?’

“Delightful, Donald, but you must accept one from mine as well.”

Christy and I held hands as we knelt before the Masters.  Bobbi helped Master Charles with his zipper.  He was curious about seeing another black cock.  Charles’ cock was not quite as big except the head was bigger.

The head was where Bobbi began.  He licked and sucked on the cock.  He used his tongue and lips to explore that large mushroom head.  Bobbi felt wonderful as he looked up to see someone other than his Master watch him work.  He could see his own Master with his head back as he enjoyed Christy’s mouth. 

Bobbi remembered the rules.  He was to always be sexually available for the Master’s use or for others should the Master desire it.  He took Charles’s cock in his mouth and began to suck.  Bobbi was tasting someone else’s cock but was being of service to his Master.  This was a tame version of what this could become. 

His mouth moved back and forth on the large black cock.  Any time he wanted; Master Donald could order him to his knees to suck someone’s cock.  He felt a thrill of pleasure run from his moving mouth down into his chest.

The pleasure turned to want as he needed more.  He began to suck harder and faster, and he badly wanted to taste this man’s cum.   Master Charles reached down and stroked Bobbi’s hair and then was pulling Bobbi’s head into him. 

Bobbi heard the familiar moan of his Master and knew that for once, the seed was not for him.  A moment later, his mouth began to fill with black cum as Master Charles came in his mouth.  The salty goodness he tasted as he began to swallow.  Warm trickles down his chin as his reward.  He licked the cock in front of him and removed every drip and drop as he cleaned Master Charles.  He sank back on his haunches for a moment while he savored the last traces of it on his lips. 

“Bobbi,” Master Charles called, and he opened his eyes.  “Stand up here for a moment.

He stood and the Master reached out and pulled his nipples.  “Donald, I do believe that you must have been feeding your sissy lots of cum.”

“I do try,” Master Donald said.

“Show him your tits, Christy, dear.” 

Christy took off her bra.  Donald reached forward and cupped her breasts rubbing a thumb over each nipple.

“They do look good on you, Christy.”

“Thank you, Sir,” she answered.

“I just think that Bobbi ought to have a pair of her own.  Up to you of course as her Master.  But, the more I see what a good job he did with her.  Probably just a prejudice on my part.  I’m starting to think a white boy doesn’t look complete without a nice pair of tits.”

Donald answered.  “I’m starting to think you’re right.”  He squeezed Christy’s breasts.

“I just think that Bobbi should beg for them.  Just like I make him beg for my cock.” 

Charles laughed.  “Now, that would be a good look.  A sissy thanking you for her tits and then begging to suck your cock to thank you for giving them to her.”

Donald smiled.  “Come over here Bobbi.  Feel her tits.  Then think about how you could have your own pair and touch them anytime you wanted.”
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Bobbi lay on the hospital bed.  He was getting out today.  Looking back, he realized he never had a chance.  The pressure had been too much and had come from too many sides. 

Master Donald had allowed Christy to come over.  Every time she came over, she wore a new outfit that made Bobbi jealous.  This was a minor detail, but still made him look in the mirror after she had left imagining how the outfit would have looked should he get new tits.

His Master seemed to be finding more fault with him.  He just could not lose any more weight.  He tried to sneak in extra supplements but the fat in his body did not disappear, it just rearranged itself.  His hips and ass got bigger, and his chest ached.  He thought of how much he wanted a man to suck and play with his nipples.

Christy had come over once and told him that she had been wrong to worry.  She had thought that her Master would make her do some sort of rough prostitution to pay for her breasts.  Instead, the dates he set up had been in nice hotels.  She laughed and told him she enjoyed being in a room full of black men where she was the center of attention.  All those men in that room wanting to stick their dicks into her.  Christy could now almost make herself have a sissy-gasm from just squeezing her own tits.  When Master Charles fucked her from behind, he would grab them, and she would almost lose her mind with pleasure.  It had been that way with the men in the room.  She had gotten fucked so much that she thought about them when she used her toys.

Master Donald had not stopped having sex with her, but she started counting how often he fucked her.  She had to beg more often to be fed with his sperm.  Bobbi tried to be more active.  He kept thinking if he were more attractive, he would give her more cock.  Being more active helped distract him for his need to drink cum, but only as long as he stayed active. 

In a moment of weakness when she wanted his Master’s attention, and his cock, he had asked if he could call that doctor so he could find out about the procedure.  The black doctor specialized in the procedure and said that turning white boys back to what should be their natural state gave him great pleasure.  All of his assistants had been white.  He bet Master Donald that he would not be able to tell which were boys and which were natural girls.  The trick had been that all were boys that he had performed surgery on.

Then there was the pressure to please his Master when he felt that he was unfairly attacked.  Kathy had been writing and Donald had allowed him to see them.  It pleased him that she had found a black man who pleased her sexually.  She had become submissive to him and knew that black men were real men.  Dominant men.  They had a need and a right to have whites serve them.  During this, they sometimes had to discipline them.  She had seen a picture and she hinted that Donald was being abusive.  He denied having sent the picture to her.  It was the one where Michael had beaten her with the whip.  Bobbi told her that Donald had not been abusive but had only been showing him the need to do as told.

Christy had seen the picture as well and she spent the whole afternoon tut-tutting about it being abusive.  “Master Charles told me that discipline is one thing, but a black owner should never damage his white property.”

They just didn’t know what her relationship with Master Donald was like.  He did care for her.  That was why he had beat her.  He had not put pressure on her to get tits.  She was the one who asked him to set up the appointment with the doctor.  He wanted what was best for him, and he wanted to please him.

This was why she had broken down in the exam room.  The doctor had stepped out and Bobbi climbed off the table with the paper gown flapping open behind him.  He thought of how cute all the doctor’s assistants had been.  The tile in the exam room had been so cold on his knees.  Looking up at her Master, he begged for him to get him new tits.  “Are you sure?” he had asked.  He told him that he was sure, and he wanted to look good for him.  Bobbi wanted Donald to squeeze her tits when he fucked him.  He had kissed the sneakers he had been wearing.  Bobbi looked up at his Master and said he would do anything, if he would only agree to get him the breasts he wanted.

Christy walked into the hospital room.  She had a big smile on her face.  “Bandages off now, let me see.”

She pulled the sheet down and admired Bobbi’s new set of breasts.  Bobbi took a hand and gently touched her nipple which became erect.  “Doctor said I had really good nipple response.”

Christy put a hand on one breast and squeezed after saying she wanted to see how they felt.

Bobbi cried out.  “Sorry.  Doctor said I need at least another week.  He said we had to be very careful for the next week.  Something about taking another week to really heal.  Rough stuff could not only be painful, but it could also cause damage.  Maybe make it so they wouldn’t look right.  They might not heal right.  One could end up dropping so it’d make me funny looking. So, please.  I’ll break them out after a week and then I’ll be showing them off.”
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Donald wasn’t a violent guy normally.  But he did want the new sissy he had been promised.  He had told Michael that Bobbi had gotten the surgery and now had a nice pair of tits.  Now was the time, Michael had told him.  He could use frustration as an excuse.  Donald knew he had to lay off the sissy for a week, but he had been prepared for that.  Having a white boy with nice tits he could fuck would be worth it.  Michael told him that his sissy would have tits when she came to serve him or would soon after he took possession.

Bobbi walked through the door with Christy and the first thing Donald had done was grab her by her new tits.  She howled with pain, and Bobbi saw something she never thought she’d see.  Christy stood up for him.  She slapped Donald’s arm.

“Doctor’s orders.  No touching for at least a week.”

Donald kicked her leg hard.  Christy hopped in pain.

Through gritted teeth she said, “You spent all that money.  Don’t damage them.  So, lay off.”

“Fuck off.  Get out of my house.”  Donald yelled and Bobbi thought he would hit her.

Christy flew to the door to get away.  At the last second, she stood her ground.  “I’m going to tell Master Charles.  Maybe he could talk fucking sense to you.”

Christy closed the door behind her.  For good measure, Donald walked to the door, opened it, and slammed it closed hard.

Donald turned back and glared at Bobbi. She knew he was going to come at her and do what he wanted with her new breasts.  Trying to protect them or trying to avoid the pain or both, Bobbi covered her new breasts by wrapping her arms around her chest.

“Fuck you bitch.  Faggot cocksucking bitch.” 

He left the room.  Bobbi stood rooted to the spot shaking.  What could she do? She wasn’t allowed to leave.

She heard the sound and began to cry.  The sound of metal handcuffs and chains that dangled from them. Her mouth opened.  “Please God.  Please, no, not that.” But these were thoughts and not words.  The strangled words that came out was a mixture of a sob, a please, and no.

Donald appeared at the door swinging the handcuffs by the chain.  “Nobody tells me what to do with my bitch.” He laughed when he saw how scared she was.  “Don’t worry.  Not going to touch those precious tits.  Doctor’s orders right?”

She meekly put out her wrists as he ordered. He cuffed both and then pulled hard on the chain between them causing Bobbi to fall.  Then he pulled her into the bedroom. Bobbi tried to get up.  Maybe if he cooperated it would be better.  Donald just shoved her onto the bed.  He pulled the chain up over the headboard where he had a bolt, he could attach it to.

Bobbi knew she was in for it when he grabbed her leg.  Until then she had hoped a good hard fucking rape would take the rage out of him.  This was the position he would use to beat her.  This time he was mad.  She remembered how much it had hurt when it had been a demonstration. 

She tried kicking her leg, but he was too strong.  Donald shackled one foot down and grabbed her other leg.  Bobbi began to cry.  She did kick with her other leg, but it was weak and reflexive. 

Bobbi heard him slipping the belt from his pants and he knew that this was going to be bad.  So bad.

She waited to feel the belt but heard his zipper.  He was between her legs.  She felt the roughness of his jeans against her inner thighs.  His big hard cock pressed against her hole. 

A good hard fuck.  She could use that.  Help both of them.  She wanted his hands on her tits.  But later, when it’d feel good for the both of them.  He grabbed her waist.  His cock felt differently at her hole.  It was dry. It should be wet with lube.  He couldn’t.  Really.  No lubricant.  Fucking her dry with his big cock.

“Please Master, please.  You’ll tear me up if you do it dry.  My pussy can’t take it, please, please.  Anything, please…”

He tightened his grip and pushed.  She yelped in pain.  He didn’t stop.  She was being torn.  Her pussy could not keep him out.

Donald shoved his cock in her and Bobbi’s shriek only made him fuck harder.  “I own that pussy and I’ll do whatever I want to it.”

Wetness.  Bobbi knew it was blood.  He knew that he felt it too because he began to laugh. 

“Tell me I can’t touch my fucking sissy any fucking time I want.”

Bobbi’s hole burned and she found she was out of yells and pleading and she just sobbed and cried with tears and snot running down her face. 

The rage rape fuck was short.  Maybe his anger made him cum sooner.  Bobbi did not want to see what was running down his thighs.  Blood, cum, both.

She heard him snap the belt.  He hit the bed by her side.  Donald grabbed her outstretched arm and squeezed hard, and she knew he was leaving a bruise.  She forgot about that when the belt hit.  This time, it just started on her ass.  Up her back and down her legs.  She wished she could faint from the pain and wake up when it was over.  But she felt every blow.  Bobbi could feel where he broke the skin and blood flowed.  She shook, cried, yelled and he just kept going.  Her head hung from her suspended arms.  Bobbi’s body convulsed without her trying to move.  She could see under her on the bed where blood dripped down.

It finally stopped.  Then her Master’s hands were between her legs grabbing her balls.  His hand squeezed and twisted.  Bobbi managed just a squeak as his hand squeezed down on her balls.  He was going to crush them.  Burst his balls. He did not know what was possible.

Donald let go.  “I’ll call that damned doctor.  Tell him to cut your balls off.”

Then Donald started crying.  He had not meant to go this far.  What was wrong with him?  He couldn’t even look at her.  Everything drained from him.  He was only going to beat her like he had that one time.  But it was like he touched the tip of the iceberg of hate in his soul and once it started it all came out.  He was suddenly ashamed.  He couldn’t stay.  He certainly could not apologize.

He found the keys for the cuffs and put them on the bed between her legs.  Donald had another place he could go to.  He had crossed the line and the other Masters would be looking for him.  He had to hide.  Hide where they could never find him.

“I’ll call your faggot friend and she can let you loose,” he said in a hoarse whisper.

Bobbi did not hear him.  She was unconscious.
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Christy had not left.  She had gotten in her car and moved it down the street.  She called her Master and told him that Donald was out of control.  Charles had laughed and told her it was part of the plan.  It would be a beating, but nothing more than a well-whipped sissy ass.  Christy could stay if she wanted but it was all part of the bigger plan.

After Donald left, Christy checked the door expecting it to be locked.  It wasn’t.  She screamed when she saw him. Seeing the keys, she undid the cuffs and lowered her to the bed. 

“This was not part of the plan,” she screamed into the phone at her Master.

“Fuck,” was his response when she described Bobbi.  “I’m calling our doctor.  I’ll be there in ten minutes.  Here’s what you do.”  He began giving her orders to stop the bleeding, check for broken bones, grab towels from the bathroom…

Christy began looking Bobbi over although it made her feel nauseous.  She could tell her Master had been giving orders while he was moving.  Doing what he needed to do before jumping in his car.

The doctor arrived first.  He had been on the highway driving home from his office when he had gotten the call.  Christy had unshackled Bobbi and laid her down on the bed.  The doctor assessed Bobbi and decided that aside from minor cuts and bruises, she would be all right.  Tearing in the rectum would require stitches but there was nothing requiring hospitalization. 

Christy had been hysterical, and Master Charles had to remove her from the bedroom so the doctor could work on patching Bobbi up.  Mostly unconscious until he was lying in the back of Charles’ car with her head in Christy’s lap.  Bobbi was confused.  She had expected to see Master Donald.

“Where am I? What happened?  What are you doing here?”

Christy understood even as the words came out in a ragged jangle.  “You’re fine.  Everything’s okay.  You’re safe.  You’re with me.  I’m taking you home with me.  You’re safe.  Everything is going to be fine.”  She said in response as she caressed Bobbi’s face with her hand.

Master Charles had put Bobbi into his own bed and Christy had gotten under the covers with her.  This had been his plan from the moment he had arrived to find how badly Bobbi had been beaten.  He had seen the fierceness and protectiveness in Christy’s eyes.  Even though he was the Master, he realized that he did not really have a choice.

With everything under control, and Christy in his bed cuddling the broken sissy, Charles called Michael and had a long conversation.  They both blamed Donald but put off any responsibility they bore.  Each had talked with Donald about past episodes of violent behavior.  He had assured both that these had all been exaggerated.  White boys liked having a black man take control.  They liked being spanked.  He might have allowed things to get out of control but that had all been in the past.  They had never considered how much he had wanted to truly own a white sissy boy and would use any excuse to attain his prize. 

Donald would have to be dealt with but that was in the future.  What had to happen now was for the plan to continue.  Adjustments would have to be made.  Michael was too close to his goal.  He could have it all.  Two white servants and a fortune.  Charles agreed to continue when Michael effectively doubled the amount of his future compensation. 

There had never been any doubt.  Auctioning white sissy boys was lucrative.  Aside from the money, it was also their passion.  They believed that all white males should be the property of alpha black males.  The world was out of order.  Until it was turned back to its rightful state, there was no reason they should not profit from the white sissy trade. Especially when the prey was so eager to fall into the trap.  They watched and sometimes participated in sites on the internet where white boys begged for a black man to own them and put them to service.  Who could really blame them for fulfilling a need and making a profit?  It was the American way, after all.
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Christy nursed Bobbi over the next few days.  She was walking around the room after a couple of days with Christy’s help.  Everything seemed to hurt.  She was still confused about Master Donald.  She was both scared of him, and craved his cock and cum. 

Charles allowed Christy to “harvest” his seed into a condom which she fed to her sissy sister while she rested in bed. 

“I know what you want.  But take little sips and let it rest on your tongue.  Make it last until the next one.  You’re getting better and, “ Christy giggled, “and before you know it, you’ll be back up… on your knees.”

Bobbi smiled.  “I hope so.  I dream about drinking it fresh and hot.”  Christy pulled the condom away when Bobbi tried to get more.  “You know, it’s more than cum.  The incredible feeling I got from having his cock in my mouth and looking up to see his pleasure.  Pleasure I was giving him.”

“I was going to bring some of my toys in for you.  But you’re in such a pitiful state that I was thinking you should start small.  Maybe start you on some white ones.”

Bobbi laughed.  A moment later he turned dark. “I dream about his big, beautiful cock in my mouth and then I’m looking up to see his face.  It’s Donald and it’s not pleasure.  It’s anger and he’s raising his fist…”

Christy patted Bobbi’s arm and fed her the rest of the cum.  She got into bed and cuddled with Bobbi until they both fell asleep.
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Christy knelt before her Master with a fresh condom in her hand.

Charles put his hand on hers.  “You’re starving yourself to feed your friend.”

“I’m still getting enough,” Christy protested.

“Not as much as you’re used to.  Besides, it’s not right asking a black man to cum into a condom.  Special occasions maybe and this is an emergency.”

“I think she’ll be able to feed on her own soon.”

“That’ll still be depriving you.  We need to talk about where she goes next.  True recovery from her trauma may take some time.  Some place she trusts.  A place where she’s loved.  It’s time for her to…”

“Go home,” Christy completed his thought.

Charles had thought he would have to talk Christy into it, but she saw what had to happen.  Part of the plan, of course, but it would be best for Bobbi as well.  He waited for his sissy to continue.

“Bobbi has a wife or an ex.  This whole thing has been difficult.  I think they’ve worked through the shock of Bobbi finding out how she truly is and all that.  I’m thinking if I put them in touch or maybe if I could talk to her and tell her what’s up, she’d take him back.  Bobbi could be safe there.  Recover and figure out what comes next.”

“You know how to contact her?” Charles asked.

“I don’t think it would be too difficult to find out.  I thought if I talked to her and explained things, I could see if her going there would be possible.  I don’t know if Bobbi would do it on her own.  She feels ashamed of what she let happen to her.  Sometimes she’s even defensive about Donald. Like it was her fault.”

“Just like a lot of abuse victims.”

“Yes Master.  Like that.”

“I’ll help you find her.  Sounds like you know what’s best.”

Part V

1

Michael could almost taste his victory.  Kathy had come to him and begged to let Bobbi come and stay with them.  He had grumbled about it, but he was careful to gauge her reaction.  He only objected when he knew she felt strongly about it.  He wanted to lose the argument.  To be talked into it kept Kathy and potentially Bobbi owing him for his magnanimous offer to let her sissy ex to stay with them.  Once, she was there and near him, her need would take over and the sissy would be on her knees begging for his cock.  He would reluctantly agree and then he would have them both.  Bobbi and Kathy both addicted to his cock and his control.  Signing papers to turn over all those troublesome legal matters would be a piece of cake.  King and Master of the house waiting for the fortune to drop into his lap.  What as next?  He laughed to himself.  He had been so focused that thinking of what he might achieve after this was a distraction, he did not allow himself.  More auctions of course.  He could have harems.  Women in one and white sissy boys in the other. 

He had sent Kathy in the car so she could bring Bobbi back and her wardrobe which had been taken from Donald’s house.  They should be home this evening.  Was it too soon for a fashion show?  He would enjoy it and it was time for Kathy to see her sissy ex in action.  He really should get out and play a round of golf.  He wouldn’t have much time in the next few weeks.  No, he was too anxious.  Wrong words.  Anticipatory excitation or more simply, he was horny.
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Kathy was horny too.  She had not realized how addicted she was to Michael’s big, beautiful cock.  When she had met Christy’s Master, Charles, she was struck by how handsome he was.  She had felt heat rise through her body and she had gotten wet.  Maybe she would be this way until she was back in Michael’s arms and his cock was pounding her pussy.

Her husband had tits.  Her ex, she meant.  It was one thing to know it intellectually but when she saw how he looked in a simple t-shirt.  The way he filled it was normal for a girl, but not for the man she had been married to.  It was low cut enough that when he had bent down to pick up his purse, she had a peak of cleavage.  Her ex had cleavage.  Maybe soon, she’d be used to it, but not now.

Bobbi’s new sissy friend, Christy, had insisted on having a private chat.  Her Master and Christy had gone to Donald’s and removed all of Bobbi’s things and taken them back to Charles’ house.

“You’ve been a very good friend to Bobbi,” Kathy said as she sat on Christy’s bed.

“Trust me.  It was the least I could do.  I just wish I was allowed to do more,” Christy said walking around the room.  “I just want what’s best for Bobbi.”

“I do too.  Not like it was.  Not as a husband.  Certainly not as a man.  But as a friend.”

Christy laughed.  “That’s good.  I think Bobbi might even find it offensive or at least confusing to be thought of as a man.”

“It’s not easy,” Kathy said.  “Did you ever know him as a man?”

Christy looked in the mirror on her dresser.  “Briefly.  More like right at the start of her transition.”

“Hard to get used to,” Kathy said.  “I mean the whole thing is a big change.  But, those little things too.”

Christy looked at her.

“Pronouns.  Her instead of his and she instead of he.”

“That’s a matter of practice,” Christy said.  “Just keep correcting yourself when you remember.  Bobbi knows that your treating her like a girl will take time.”

“I know she’s in a bit of a delicate state.  Is she certain she wants to be…” Kathy paused, “a girl, a sissy?”  She looked at Christy.  “Help me out here.  Does she want to go all the way.  Become a girl.”

Christy smiled.  “Up to her of course, but from what I see, Bobbi was very happy being a sissy.  I think she’s happy as she is.  I’m not sure what the future holds.  I did want a chance to talk to you about Bobbi as a sissy.”

“Okay, tell me what you need to tell me.”

“Bobbi’s been taking hormones and she’ll need to continue.  Her Master told her they were supplements.  Sissy vitamins, and some were for weight loss.  She was upset that she had been lied to.  Bobbi wanted to stop at first, but I told her they were a big help for her feminization.  She wants to continue.”

“He must have really screwed with her mind.”

Christy sighed.  “Yes, he was bad and did bad things.  But I want you to remember that Bobbi was vulnerable.  Sissies like her and me are vulnerable because of our needs.  Our desires.”

“So, she’ll be horny?”  Kathy smiled.

“It’s beyond that.  Like an addiction.  Not just the sex, Bobbi’s also a submissive.  She’ll be wanting to find a man.  A real man.  A black man that she can be submissive to.”

“The whole idea is hard to get used to. I’m not sure what I can do about it.  Help her find a man.  Arrange dates.  I’m not sure what you’re asking.”

Christy thought for a moment.  “I’m not sure what I’m asking either.  Maybe it’s just something I wanted you to be aware of.”

There was a knock and Bobbi stood at the door.  “I’m ready.”

Kathy laughed.  “I was wondering how long you’d make me wait.  I never thought I’d have to wait on you until you got your makeup right and picked out the right outfit.”

“Is this all right, then?”  Bobbi twirled around in her tight denim shorts and white top with spaghetti straps that showed her decision to go braless.

Kathy turned back to Christy.  “I think I see what you mean.  I hope it’s okay if we can keep in touch.”

“I’d love it,” Christy said.  Then she picked up a bag from the bed.  “Bobbi, don’t forget your purse?”

Bobbi said thanks and picked up the purse.

Kathy took another look at Bobbi.  “I’m not sure how I feel about this.  Any stops along the way, all the guys are going to be looking at you and not me.”

Bobbi giggled.  Then she hugged Christy and kissed her good-bye.
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Bobbi had only partially unpacked.  The first thing she needed after closing the door behind her had been her toys.  She stripped off her clothes and lay down on the bed.  She licked and sucked on one dildo while another lay next to her.  Fumbling the lid off the jar of lube, she ran her hands quickly up and down the other dildo and stuck it in her boy pussy and felt a momentary relief as she closed her eyes.  She wanted them to be real.  Two big black cocks in her holes. 

She thought she had been horny on the trip, but Kathy had been keeping a close eye on her.  Kathy admonished her once.  They had been having dinner and Bobbi had slightly arched her back to show off her tits when a black man sitting at a table with another woman had looked over at her.  She had just been having fun she told herself.

Then they had gotten home, and she met Michael.  She knew he belonged to Kathy.  He saw how he held her and kissed her.  Bobbi noticed that he had gotten an erection from the contact with his ex.  And Bobbi desperately wanted to be her.  To be the one being held by a man and feel his desire and needed pressed to her body.

Bobbi thought about Michael as she moved her hands still wet with lubricants over her breasts and played with her nipples.  She ached with need, and she wanted more hands.  Hands on her breasts.  She wanted a man’s hands on them.  A man’s dick in her mouth and in her ass.

Michael was off limits.  She needed dick.  A big black one like she knew Michael had.  She could hear faint moans and knew that Kathy was enjoying it right now.  That erection in his pants had needs.  He thought that Kathy had not had time to unpack either.  Michael was off limits.  Was he already fucking her?  Was she licking and sucking on it?

Bobbi slid the dildo in and out of his boy pussy.  Michael would be driving in and out of him hard if he was there.  Michael was off limits.

Bobbi pulled the dildo out.  She needed to find someone. Her thoughts about Michael were a nice fantasy to have when masturbating but there was no way that she could be with Michael.  She had cheated on Kathy before.  It might not have been with another woman but cheating it was.  Her sissy sexual needs and desires met by someone not her wife.  She couldn’t be the cause of Michael’s cheating on Kathy.  No, she would find someone. 
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Michael was angry.  Bobbi was in his house.  His plan was so close to working out.  Knowing what white sissies like Bobbi had such an overwhelming need for black cock, she would have been offering herself up the very next day, but she had not.  Instead, she was dating.  He had tried deliberately showing off for her.  When Kathy had been gone, he had “accidentally” left the bathroom door open.  Standing there in the tub, stroking his cock like he was about to turn the shower on.  Bobbi had glanced at him, licked her lips and passed on down the hall.

Instead of succumbing to Michael, Bobbi had begun to date.

Michael had figured everything out only to be blocked at the last second.  He would show the sissy.  Once, he had her, he’d paddle that little white ass good.  When Bobbi and Kathy were out of the house, he looked on Bobbi’s computer and found where she was finding her dates.  He found one of the men she had been seeing.  The man had been astounded at his request.

“You want me to beat her up.”

“Just to teach her a lesson.”

Bobbi’s a sweet piece of ass.  I mean, she’ll do anything for dick.”

“I know.  Listen.  It’s for her own good.  You got any friends.”

“Sure, I know a couple of guys.”

“It’s just not safe for a white boy who’s pretending to be a girl.”

“Her tits sure are real.”

“Okay.  Here’s the deal.  Someone picks her up.  Finds she’s a he.  They find out she’s got a dick and no telling what they’d do.”

“You’re right.  So, can’t you just talk to her.”

“Tried that.  She gets horny and stupid.  Puts herself in dangerous situations.”

“I hear you.  Meeting her online and she’s already telling me she’ll do anything if I give her some dick.  I’ve been thinking about it too.  She needs someone looking after her.”

“That’s what I’m trying to do.  My girl is worried about her.  I’d like to set up something.  You don’t have to be there.  Maybe just a friend. Or two.  I’ll pay.  Not to beat her up so she’s really hurt.  I want her scared hurt.  Bruises, busted lip maybe.  You know, just surface stuff.  A few punches maybe.  I’ll pay them and you.”

“How do I know you’re legit.”

“You don’t.  Tell you what.  Just meet with me.  I’ll pay half up front for you to set it up.  I just want her to be safe.  I have no problem her seeing you.  In fact, I’ll make sure she’ll still be coming around. You’ll be on the safe list.  I just need to make sure she’s safe and under control.”

“Where, when, and if I might ask, how much.”
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Malcolm escorted Bobbi down the steps to the curb.  She had given him head but she wanted more. Not that there was ever enough black cock and cum for her.  Malcolm apologized and she had accepted his offer of a ride home.    She could still taste his cum, but like always, she wanted more.  He had excused himself for having to leave right after the blow job.  Her boy pussy would just have to wait until next time.

A car pulled up behind Malcolm’s and a young black guy leaned out the window.

“Show us your tits, white girl.”

Bobbi smiled.  She liked having tits and how men reacted to them.  She left Malcolm’s side and approached the car.

“I show you mine, you gonna show me yours?” Bobbi asked playfully.

“I’ll let you have a real close look bitch.” He raised himself in the seat and squeezed his crotch.

Bobbi raised her t-shirt showing her firm braless breasts.

“Bobbi,” Malcolm called.

She looked back.  “I’m sorry, guys.  My ride’s leaving.”

“We’ll give you a ride,” the young man in the car yelled.

Malcolm was standing by the door of his car and Bobbi could see he was growing impatient.

“Sorry, guys, some other time.  Like I said, my ride’s…”

The young man jumped out of his car.  “Seriously, we’ll take you wherever you want.  We ain’t going to do anything.”

Bobbi hesitated.  He had a wonderful, friendly look about him.  And who knows.  A couple of young black guys might scratch that itch.

Malcolm cursed and opened the door of his car.

“I’ll call you later,” Bobbi yelled as she slammed the door shut and started his car.

She looked at the young man holding the car door open for her.  “Looks like I’m getting stranded.  Think you could help a girl out.”

He pushed the door wide open and hopped in the back seat.  Bobbi climbed in and pulled the door close as she watched Malcolm’s car speeding off down the street.
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Bobbi took a couple of hits on the blunt before the two men had talked her into stopping at their apartment for “something else she might like.”  They walked up the sidewalk toward the door and both men let their hands trail down her back to her ass. 

One of the young men took her hand and led her to the couch while the other man flipped a cigar box on the end table.  He pulled out another blunt and lit it and offered it to her.  Bobbi laughed when she put it to her lips.  They were offering her something more.  She just hoped that it included hard dick as well.

Bobbi inhaled and the room spun.  She needed something to hold onto and fortunately there was a man sitting next to her.  Her hand slipped between his legs, and she felt an erection waiting for her.  Hands were lifting the t-shirt over her body, and she felt air on her exposed breasts.  Her hips were pulled back and her shorts were being pulled down.  Her head fell toward the man’s crotch.

Bobbi licked and sucked at the man’s jeans as he unzipped and pulled them down.  His hard cock slapped into her face, and she laughed as she tried to capture the head of the cock with her mouth.  The man behind her yanked her shorts down her legs and off her feet.  Her legs spreading as she sucked on the cock in front of her.

“Fuck, bitch has a dick.”

She felt hands on her head as she sucked the thick black cock in her mouth.

“What are you talking about?”

“Bitch has a dick.  She’s a guy.  One of them trans fucks or whatever.”

“She’s a he.  Fucking faggot.”

Bobbi fell to the floor as the man stood up and pulled his hard cock from her mouth.

The man behind her slipped his hands under her armpits and lifted her up.  “Look, she’s a dude.”

Bobbi slipped one hand over her tits while the other hand tried to cover her shrunken white floppy penis.  The hormones haven taken their toll.  She still had her cage but was given the key when she left Charles and Christy.  She didn’t wear it around Malcolm because he liked to see how little and useless her little dick was.

“Faggot must think we’re faggots too.”  A flash of a fist and her head wen back. 

One man held her tightly against him and she felt his hard cock in the small of her back.  Her head came up and the man slapped her hard across the face.

“You think we’re faggots.”  A face slap in the other direction.  “Answer me.”

“I’m a girl,” Bobbi tried to explain.

The man punched her in the stomach. Her mouth opened to speak but another punch knocked the wind out of her. A sudden knee up hard between her legs and a fist meeting her mouth and she tasted blood.

Laughing and “Guess I just busted those balls you don’t have.”

“Don’t worry white boy, we still got what you came for.”

Bobbi was on her knees and one man held her head in his hands.  Spit hit her forehead and dripped down along her nose.  The big black cock slapped her face and her mouth opened.  The man pulled her mouth onto his cock, and he began fucking her face.

She felt the slickness of his cock sliding down between her legs. “Bitch,” she heard him as his cock slid up her boy pussy.  “You were getting it up the ass the minute you walked through that door.”  He bounced against her with his cock going deep.

The man behind her grabbed her tits and squeezed.  “Tits and a dick.  Like a freak.”

The man in front was cumming, and pulled out to shoot and wipe long drips of cum over her face.  “Maybe he went in for the whole thing.  Sex change.  When the doctor saw his teeny weeny, he thought he was already done.”

The man pulled his cock from her ass, and she felt his cum running down her leg. A slap across the face and a hand under her jaw lifting her face and more spit into her eyes. 

“Clean it,” and a messy cock pressed to her lips as another one entered her pussy.”  More cum leaking down from her mouth and pussy.  Punches and kicks. Two cocks shooting onto her face. 

Bobbi was on her knees and fell forward.  A door opened.  She was picked up, thrown, and kicked.  Cold concrete under her in front of the apartment.  Bright street lights over her.  Her clothes and shoes hit her.  She laid there and tried to cover her nakedness by snatching the clothes around her.

The door to the apartment slammed shut.  Bobbi lay there.  Cum and blood drying on her.  Cars passed by her on the street.  She rolled onto her naked ass.  Concrete cold and rough on her ass as she kicked a leg out from under her as she tried to put on her shorts.  She covered her tits with her arm to hide them from passing traffic and used one hand to get the shirt over her head.

Bobbi got up and hobbled forward as she jerked her shorts up.  She bent to pick up her shoes.  Not stopping to put them on, she limped down the sidewalk barefooted.  She had to get away.  She slipped her shoes on at the corner.  Tears in her eyes, she was already in the crosswalk when a horn blared in front of her.

“Bobbi?”  a familiar voice yelled.

“Malcolm.  Malcolm. Is that you?  Thank God.”

His safe arms around her.  She collapsed into him, and he put her into his car.  Her head collapsed into his lap.  He put his hand on her head and stroked her head as she began to cry.

7

“Bobbi, what am I going to do with you?”  Kathy stroked her ex’s hair as her head lay in her lap.  A man had knocked and dropped her off.  Her first instinct had been to call the police and report the assault. Bobbi had been crying and clinging to the man.  Through her tears and his explanation, she understood him to be the rescuer and not the perpetrator.

“You can’t just keep getting beat up by men. At least this time wasn’t that bad.”

Through sobs, Bobbi told her they got angry when they found out he wasn’t a real girl.

“And beating you up was so they could show they were real men.”

Bobbi sobbed his answer.

“I don’t understand why you were with them in the first place.  That nice man who dropped you off.  What was wrong with him?  Or what’s wrong with you.”

“I’m just stupid.”

Bobbi couldn’t see her tender smile when she agreed.  “Yeah, stupid.  Stupid for dick maybe.”

She laid in Kathy’s lap but stopped crying and remained silent.  Her ex was trying to be understanding of her all-consuming need for cock.  What world was she living in?

“There’s just got to be a better way.  You just can’t keep doing this. You could get badly hurt.  Bobbi, you could die.  You were lucky you just got beat up.  People like you, sissies, trans, whatever.  They get killed. I see that kind of stuff happening all the time.  There has to be something better than putting yourself out there because you’re horny for cock.” 

Kathy continued to stroke her hair as she thought about what to do.  She slipped out from under her and rolled Bobbi to the middle of the bed and covered her with a sheet.  “Just rest here for a while, honey.  Go to sleep if you can.”

8

“You want me to what?”  Michael asked with a practiced reluctance.  Inwardly, he thought, beg me to do what I’ve been working for.

“I want you to own my ex.  Bobbi needs someone in charge.  A man in charge of her.  Keep her safe.”

“Kathy, I’m not sure about this. A sissy like Bobbi. You know I want real women.  In fact, you’re the one I want to own.  Be your Master.  Make you my submissive.  This weekend, I was going to ask you.  I picked out a collar.”

“Yes,” Kathy said.

Michael laughed.  “Yes, what?”

“I’m sorry, I mean yes, I accept.  Wait, sorry.  You didn’t ask.  Said you were going to.”  Kathy was flustered.  She knew he might collar her.  Kathy already thought of him as her Master.

“I’m happy it’s a yes.  What do you mean by me owning Bobbi?”

“She needs a real man, a Master.  Someone in charge so her so she doesn’t go off chasing men because she’s horny.  I know it’s a strange ask.  It’s a lot.  I’m not wanting to share you, but I don’t want to have her getting beaten up.”

“If I own Bobbi, she’ll have to serve me completely.  I’ll be fucking her to own her.  I’ll be feeding her my dick.  Fucking the both of you.  And it’s not just sex.  I’ll be making all the decisions.”

“I don’t want to share your dick, but I will.” Kathy felt a heat and she wanted him.  She was horny but grateful that he was willing to own them both.

“Sexual and non-sexual.  We’ll all have an agreement.  With Bobbi, I may vet some reliable men to use him.  And maybe you as well.”

Kathy opened her mouth to say something, but she did not know what to say.

Michael pre-empted her.  “Either I own you or I don’t.  If I own you, it’s my choice.”

“Yes, Master,” Kathy said.

“One other thing, “Michael said.  “I own you both, but you oversee him.  I will expect him to serve you.  It’s only right.  The way it should be after all those years he deprived you by pretending to be a man.”

Kathy smiled and thought for a second.  “You’re right.  As soon as her bruises heal, I think I’ll have to give the little sissy a good spanking.”

“You need an audience when you do that?”

“That would make it even better.”  Kathy smiled.

Michael put his hand on his leg. He moved his hand back and forth and she could see him getting erect.  “Good. I’ll need an audience for this.  We’ll seal the deal.  Go get you sissy.  Explain the deal.  If she accepts, bring her to me.”

A few minutes later, Kathy walked out of the bedroom with her arm around Bobbi. 

“I know you’re still hurting Bobbi.  This is symbolic, so we’re all on the same page about everything.  If you accept all this, I want you to kneel in front of me.  Kathy can help.”

Kathy helped Bobbi to his knees between Michael’s legs. 

“Kathy, you come over here,” Michael said as he motioned Kathy to kneel by the side of the chair.  He unzipped his jeans and let his cock hang suspended in front of them.  A large black erection that Kathy and Bobbi stared at.

“Kathy,” Michael commanded, “Use your hands.  Masturbate me and mark our sissy with my cum.”

Kathy looked up at Michael as she took his cock in her hands.  She loosely gripped it and she ran her hand back and forth. 

Bobbi’s mouth was open. He had a black eye and swollen lip.  Kathy decided she would try to aim her Master’s cock at Bobbi’s forehead.  Cum was salty so did that mean it might hurt if it came in contact with a wound? 

She would do her best.  But Bobbi hurting from a man’s cum might teach her a lesson.  Or not. She felt a wonderful thrill and heat in her body by feeling his cock.  It was her cock in a way and it marked her sissy ex.  Marked her with Master’s cum but she was also her Master, her Mistress was the right title.

Kathy could tell from Michal’s breath and the feel of his cock that he was close.  She put her hand behind Bobbi’s head and drew her close. The first jet of cum hit Bobbi above her unblemished eye and then another to her cheek.  The first dripped into the second as she directed another toward her swollen lips.  Then she pulled Bobbi’s face forward as she rubbed the head of her Master’s cock over her face spreading the cum. She held the cock to her mouth so he could lick from her new owner’s cock.  She gathered cum with her fingers and fed them to her sissy.  The sissy that she loved.  She lowered her face next to Bobbi’s and gently kissed her swollen lips while they both looked up to their Master with gratitude as they tasted his cum.

Michael smiled.  He had what he wanted.  The papers would be signed.  It was done.  He owned the two white girls kneeling before him. He smiled and thought about how they would serve him as their Master.

It would be a busy month.  Another white boy round-up was planned in another city next month.  A training and auction would follow.  He would need to do some preliminary training of his newly owned whites before leaving them on their own.  He would make calls tomorrow.  Perhaps Malcolm would consider looking after them while he was gone.  It was good to be a Black Master.

The End
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