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Introduction

20 years from today. The Black World Order has arrived, and a new generation of white sluts and sissies is learning to take their place under black ownership.

Looking back, it’s all too easy to see when the Black World Order began its rise but, at the time, those with white privilege were blind to it all. Not so for the long-suffering black community. Faced with a government that wouldn’t listen, a media that preferred to manufacture the news rather than report on it, and a population that lived on sound bites designed more for entertainment than education, the black men and women of America knew the system was rigged against them. They realized that protests and civil action were increasingly becoming more of a liability than a tool, so they changed tactics.

Sacrifices were made as children were prioritized within families, understanding that it was all for the greater good. Young black men and women began entering the worlds of finance, law, medicine, and media in greater numbers than ever before. Once that generation began quietly gaining the power to finance its message and control its distribution, the next generation was groomed to begin entering local politics. Having quickly gained a foothold there, they began moving into state politics. It was all done quietly, without drawing attention to their successes or making a big deal about their progress, because they knew the best thing for their cause was to allow white people to remain blissfully ignorant, so as not to cause a panic.

It’s true, there was violence in some states - change rarely comes easily—but, in many ways, the Black World Order just crept up on most people. The blackening of America infiltrated life in a way that people took for granted, making things better in little increments until, one day, white people just looked up and realized they were suddenly the minority in a country that still treated them better than they had any right to expect.

Whatever price was paid for that black-led interracial paradise, for a culture that has since become the envy of the modern world, was worth it. Chastity solved so many psychological and emotional issues, freeing white cuckolds and sissies to live and love as nature intended, not as outdated social norms might dictate. Interracial marriage and black breeding of white sluts has become the norm, salvaging so many broken white marriages, with open cuckolding simply a way of life.

The Blacked Future Tales are short fiction set in our Blacked Future, one-handed reads for cuckolds, sissies, and whitebois; the hotwives and snowbunnies who love us; and the Black Kings and Queens who give us purpose.


Becoming a Whiteboi Bottom in a Blacked House

Walking home from school, I was completely distracted by the scene between Mitchell and Alex at school. I mean, I never really thought Alex was a bad guy, not like his buddy Mitchell, but when he finally snapped and tore off his clothes to reveal that matching pink camisole and panties, it was epic. I could never be that brave . . . or that angry. Tying off my standard-issue whiteboi blouse and rolling my skirt an inch or two was as daring as I got, and I always made sure to make myself ‘proper’ again in case Father was home early and saw me before I had a chance to change into my dreaded slacks.

Ugh and uck.

I was so distracted that I was already cutting across our driveway by the time I realized something was different. My mother sprawled on the wicker sofa on our front porch. I stopped dead in my tracks at the sight. She had one leg and one arm dangling, with her head resting on the back, as if she’d collapsed outside and fallen asleep. It wasn’t her pose or her posture that was off. It wasn’t even that she was half-naked, her breasts resting above the down-turned cups of her bra, and her swollen sex peeking out from a pair of torn panties. It wasn’t the look of pure bliss on her face as I began moving again, and it wasn’t the suspicious shininess of her face.

It wasn’t even the potent smell of cum that hit me as I climbed the front steps—hurrying a little, chasing that smell—to stand at her side.

No. While all those things provided context, it was her simple mid-afternoon presence outside the house that told me something had changed. Father was a stickler for routine—he was a controlling asshole, to be honest—and if this had been any other day, she’d have been hidden away inside the house. She’d be in a tasteful dress, her hair and makeup immaculate, as  she flitted between the kitchen and the laundry room, watching over dinner in between ironing his shirts, pants, ties, and—yeah, I kid you not—socks.

“Stephanie, you’re home!” She raised her head off the sofa and fixed me with a bright, brilliant smile. It was a smile that spoke volumes. I was so stunned by the happiness I saw there that I almost missed the name she’d called me.

Stephanie.

Father was more than just a stickler for routine. He was obsessive about what was proper for a family of our ‘long heritage and esteemed social standing’. For instance, he was always Father, never Dad or Daddy, not even when we were kids. And she was always Mother, never Mom or Mommy, although she’d quietly let Momma pass when I was young and she was sure we were alone. My sister was always Caroline, never just Carol, and I was always Stephen, never Steve or Stevie, and most certainly never Stephanie.

That was weird.

“Come here and give your Momma a big kiss.”

And there it was, the ‘Momma’ that had been our secret. As I stepped off the last stair, I felt like I was moving through a dream. I drifted towards the sofa and leaned in for the customary—proper—peck on the cheek, but she had other ideas. The open-mouthed kiss she gave me tasted of what I knew could only be cum. That taste, hard to deny or confuse with anything else, convinced me this was no dream. She pulled me in close and pressed our foreheads together, rubbing them gently until I knew that mine had to be glistening as much as hers.

She’d marked me with a man’s cum, and I was willing to bet everything we owned that it wasn’t Father’s.

I desperately wanted to know what had happened, to understand what it meant for our future, but first I had to ask after the elephant in the room. Father.

“Mother—”

“Ugh, no, I never want to hear that again.” She screwed up her face like I’d just thrown up all over her. “I’m your Momma, my sweet Stephanie. Call me that.”

I swallowed all the other questions and tried again. “Okay. Momma. What’s happened with Father? Was there an accident? Did somebody get to him?” It sounds horrible of me, I know, but there had been times I’d fantasized about receiving just such news, and given his rather confrontational nature in light of society’s changes. It just seemed inevitable. “Is he . . . well . . . dead?”

“For all intents and purposes, he may as well be.” She sat up and patted the sofa next to her. I moved to sit, but she pulled me down so that my head was in her lap instead. The torn edges of her panties tickled my cheek while something wet and sticky plastered my hair to my neck. “His company, its staff, and their families were all purchased by Gomes & Kadjo this morning in a formal seizure of reparations.”

Wow. It had finally happened. Father had turned down every good-faith offer of negotiated reparations that had been offered, insisting he’d never give in to . . . well, I won’t tell you what kind of language he used. Suffice to say, he was a racist asshole from a ‘long heritage’ of southern white racist assholes, and the Black New World Order movement had only made him more angry, more bitter, and more stubborn. There had been plenty of fair, considerate, even generous offers that would have provided choices for his staff—less for his equally stubborn, racist shareholders—but he’d violently refused them all.

Purely out of racist spite.

“The asshole didn’t even have the nerve to send me a message,” Momma told me. “He fled the office, picked up your sister at school, and they made a run for the border.” Her laughter sounded of both relief and exasperation. She and Father had been growing more distant for years, but she and my sister had only started to drift apart over the eighteen months, as Caroline increasingly took Father’s side in things.

My sister had always been Father’s favorite, but the distance between her and Momma notwithstanding, I had hoped that her parroting of his racist white pride nonsense was just to ingratiate herself with his wallet. I’d told myself, foolishly perhaps, that it was calculated fawning and flattery. That she didn’t actually believe in it. Either I was wrong and she’d get what she deserved, or I was right and she’d look for an opportunity to redeem herself.

She was almost as good as Father at putting herself first.

“They were apprehended on an old farming sideroad, trying to avoid the border patrol. Your sister surrendered peacefully and was taken to a white slut training facility. Your Father, of course, fought back. The idiot assaulted the agents, deliberately tried to injure black superiors in service to the BNWO. He’s been forcibly confined in a whiteboi reeducation and conditioning center.” She paused. Emotions flickered across her face, the last of them peaceful resignation. “I love your sister, I really do, but I don’t expect we’ll be seeing either of them again.”

Well, that was ominous. I wondered if she just meant they’d never be coming home, or whether she thought they’d fail out and be sent to a white disposal facility. I wanted to believe the best of my sister. I wanted to think she’d see the error of Father’s ways, dedicate herself to her new purpose, and someday find happiness with a black owner. As for Father . . . well, there was some cruel amusement in thinking of him sissified and on his knees, begging for big black cock, but he was too much a monster to deserve such redemption, never mind such happiness.

I felt bad for thinking it, but I kind of hoped he’d suffer through a long and difficult reeducation before being ultimately disposed of.

It would be best for everyone.

Momma turned my head so that I was looking up at her. “That means I need you to step up, Stephanie, my dear. We’ve been seized as well, sold for reparations, but we won’t have Father for our new Daddy to cuckold, and we won’t have Caroline to share your new black brothers. Our new owners are completely understanding of the situation—sympathetic even—but they won’t show us any leniency for it. They expect our family to dedicate ourselves to their happiness, and with half our family gone, you and I are going to have to work twice as hard.”

That excited me and terrified me at the same time. I was friends at school with some sissies whose families had been blacked, and talking about their lives had always made me feel funny inside. I knew them to be true but, still, at some level they were all just stories. Too good to be true stories, maybe. I never actually thought it could happen to us. Even if Father were somehow out of the picture, I had always expected the shadow of his hatred to hang over us for the rest of our lives. Even if we’d wanted to surrender ourselves to the Black New World Order, I figured we’d always be tainted by association, social pariahs, never to be trusted. The idea that we might be free of Father’s poison, free to serve and submit as our black superiors desired—as Momma and I had secretly dreamed together—was almost too good to believe.

“The Agency has sent instructions,” she told me. “You’ll need to be collared and caged before Daddy arrives with our new family tomorrow afternoon.”

My little white penis stood erect, a full three inches, at the thought.

“And I’ll have to make an appointment for us to get our hair and nails done in the morning. We’re to make ourselves presentable.”

I humped the air in excitement and felt my ridiculous little thing strain for release.

“Oh, and we’ll have to do something about your room. Maybe Chantal’s sissies can work a makeover while we’re out running our errands.”

Miss Chantal was a blacked bimbo housewife from down the street who had turned all three of her sons into bimbo sissies. We’re talking about hormones and surgery, everything from the removal of their little white balls to the padding of their now-plump white asses and over-ample breasts. She’d had their cheekbones done and lips filled, eyebrow ridges and tracheas shaved, and even had ribs removed to give them a better figure. Those whitebois looked better than most white women in the neighborhood, and black men . . . well, they noticed!

Momma must have seen the look on my face because she reached between my legs and dug her nails into the base of my penis. “Don’t you dare embarrass me with that thing. Not now. Not when everything we’ve dreamed about is within our reach.”

Part of me wanted to scream at her for denying me what was likely to be my last orgasm, but that protest was drowned out by the part of me that wept with relief. This was what I had always wanted, but had been too afraid to wish for. I knew a lifetime of sexual slavery and domestic service to the Black New World Order wouldn’t be all fantasy, and that I’d likely hurt A LOT from satisfying so many superior black men so soon, but I was confident I’d learn, grow, and adapt to their needs.

I was Stephanie, I was a sissy, and I was black-owned.

And I’d never have to change into pants after school again!

The next day, following a whirlwind of pampering, feminization, and erotic torture—I adored the experience of having my nails done, but getting your brows plucked, your face lasered, and your pubes chemically peeled hurt a whole lot—Momma and I arrived at home just as Miss Chantal’s sissies were leaving. I felt pretty with my bleached blonde pigtails, eyelash extensions, eyeshadow, blush, lip gloss, and long, shiny pink nails, but they looked absolutely stunning. There were miles between the Stephen of yesterday and the Stephanie of today, but it felt like there were dozens of miles more between Sissy, Fluffy, Pansy, and me.

Sissy and Pansy blew us kisses, but Fluffy stopped to pull me into her massive breasts for a sissy hug. “Yah! You’re finally one of us! I left you my favorite black dildo for practicing with, and I put a pair of my yummy cummy panties on your pillow for you to sleep in tonight. I’m, like, super excited to have a new sissy in the neighborhood. We’re so gonna talk black boys and black cock and black cum.” She leaned back and looked at my face. “You’re pretty, but I’ll show you some makeup tricks to make you slutty hot!”

Momma coughed politely. “Thank you, Fluffy, but we need to get ready.”

“Oh, totally!” The sissy blew us both kisses before dancing down the steps, her ass swaying and head tossing in perfect erotic coordination.

I was sad to see her go, but Momma was right. As collared black property, we were expected to be readily available to any black superior, anywhere, at any time, and they’d be here soon. The two of us were dressed in matching lingerie and heels. We wore pink floral underwire bras with peekaboo cutouts that left our nipples all-but-bare, thong panties with double hip straps to help carry the weight of my chastity cage, embroidered garter belts, and thigh-high stay-up tights. Our heels were platform sandals with peep-toes and ankle straps with a side closure. The heels themselves were six-inch stilettos, but the front platforms gave a newbie like me a sense of stability.

Momma’s collar was tasteful, consisting of black leather with a silver heart ring in the front. It had a black spade pendant dangling from it, and the spade had a stylized Q embossed on it that marked her as a Queen of Spades. Mine was neither tasteful nor discreet. It was hot pink leather, twice as wide as Momma’s, with a plain D-ring hanging from the front. The words I LOVE BLACK COCK were written across the collar in sparkling rhinestones. Daddy had picked them out and placed the order himself.

As authorized white ‘ownership enablers,’ the ladies at the hair-and-nail salon had placed the collars around our throats and sealed them in place before we had a chance to see them.

My cage was a small one, but when it came to whitebois, was there really any other size? It was made of plastic-aluminum, not exactly cheap, and embossed with a spade on the tip. It hung heavy between my legs, and I hated the way it poked out, but when I saw how the black men smiled at me on the way home, I realized there was nothing to be embarrassed about. I hadn’t been branded out of shame, I’d been marked with pride. I was a whiteboi sissy. I was black-owned. I had a purpose and a future and a role to play, and a family to do it for. I knew that was luckier than most, and far luckier than any son of Father’s had a right to be.

Once inside, Momma and I knelt side-by-side on the living room carpet, awaiting the arrival of our new owners. Their property and possessions would be coming over the next few days—the house, like us, belonged to them now—but they would be coming any moment to claim what was theirs.

We heard the click of the door handle opening and instantly adjusted ourselves, heads held high, breasts thrust forward, arms crossed behind our backs, and thighs spread in a ‘V’. The poses would take a little getting used to, but the smiles on our faces were natural and genuine.

“What the fuck is this?” It wasn’t Daddy or my new brothers who’d entered the house, but an older, heavyset, stern-looking black woman. “You think because you bitches lived here you still own the place? Think you can just waltz in like you belong here? I ought to call the authorities right now and have them send a disposal squad down here for a pair of trespassers!”

Momma ducked her head and I followed her lead. “We meant no offense, Mistress,” she told her. “We were only following our black Daddy’s instructions to be posed and ready where we could be seen by anyone entering the front door.”

The other woman made a noise between a grunt and a cough. “Huh. Typical of my boys. Always thinking with their dicks.” For all her size, she moved quietly. One moment she was at the door, and the next she was right before us. I had to fight a twitch of surprise as the shiny black rounded toes of her chunky, low-heel mary jane pumps appeared in the space between our spread knees. “Well, I guess you clean up nice enough for white folk, and I can see you know some proper respect.” To my surprise, her black skirt slipped down to puddle at her feet, followed moments later by her purple cotton high-waist panties. “Let’s see if you know how to make  yourselves useful too.”

The black woman stepped over my leg and moved in close. She gripped a handful of my hair and yanked my head back. I barely had time to see the hairy black pussy before me and my face was shoved into it, mashed tight against the damp, sweaty valley of her sex. “Open up wide,” she told me, “and don’t miss a drop or I’ll whoop your ass.”

It was a good thing I was naturally submissive and obeyed without thinking because I’d no sooner opened my mouth and hot, acrid piss was streaming into it. I was shocked, but I’d known this might be expected of us, so I didn’t flinch from my duty. I swallowed every drop of her golden nectar, telling myself—and believing it—that I was blessed to taste her. She’d chosen me over Momma when she needed service, and that made me feel good. When she was done, she grabbed the back of my head and rubbed my face up and down along her pussy. It was my first taste of a woman’s sex and I loved it! I stuck my tongue out and hungrily licked the remaining drops of pee from her pubic hairs.

“Huh.” She still looked stern as she stepped back, but I swear I saw a glimmer of approval in her eyes. “Faggot whiteboi may not be completely useless after all.”

“Mama. We talked about this.” I couldn’t see who else had walked in the door, not with the black woman before me, but I did see the smile on Momma’s face next to me. “I know, the bitch and the sissy are family property, but these cunts don’t even know who family is yet.”

“Gah. I’m too old to care.” Black Mama snatched up her panties and skirt and yanked them up, leaving them sitting awkwardly on her wide, fleshy hips. “This one, though? He’s mine. May turn out to be a black cock lover like all the rest, but I’ll make a fine black pussy lover out of him too.” She cackled loudly. “Gonna feed him twice a day and ride that pretty face to orgasm every night, yes I am.”

As she walked away, deeper into the house, the black man who was now our Daddy stepped into view. He was big, like football linebacker big, with shoulders I wasn’t sure would fit through most of our doorways. His glistening bald head was marked by rings of tribal tattoos that I was eager to learn the meaning of. I wanted to know him, to know everything about him. His smile was rough, uneven, with a chipped front tooth and a missing eyetooth on the right, but it was clean and white. He had no mustache, but a small V-shaped patch of hair on his chin.

“Welcome, Daddy,” I heard Momma say. “We are pleased that this home and its property may be of use to you and your family.”

“Oh, enough of that shit. I ain’t one for ceremony.” He pulled down the waistband of his jogging pants and pulled out a big black cock that was bigger than anything I’d ever seen. And it wasn’t even hard yet. He turned towards Momma. “Kiss it, bitch.”

Momma cooed as she leaned forward and planted a long, wet kiss on the tip.

He turned to me. “Kiss it, sissy.”

I followed Momma’s lead, excited to know that his taste would be my first—yesterday didn’t count, as they were BNWO reparations agents who’d broken in Momma, not our owner, and that taste had only been second-hand—and one I would never forget. Where she kissed it high, spreading her lips over the spongy glans, I kissed low, dragging my tongue along the shaft and up to the glistening slit.

I tasted a black man’s precum for the first time and everything you’ve heard is true. I was instantly addicted. I could have been as straight as Father, and that one taste would have turned me faggot before you could say the word.

“There.” He tucked that beautiful monster back in his pants. “Blah blah blah. Consider yourself owned. Blah blah blah. You’re family property now. Blah blah blah. You saw the paperwork, you know the rest.”

The debauched orgy of excess that I expected that night didn’t happen. Instead, Momma and I were put to work getting our new owners settled. We carried bags and boxes for them, unpacked their stuff, and organized—and reorganized, at their direction—their possessions. In the process, of course, we disposed of anything that carried the taint of Father. Later, we made and served them dinner, then dessert, and then served them all drinks on the patio. Oh, make no mistake, we were groped and pinched and patted, pulled into warm laps to feel big black cocks growing hard beneath us, and even clutched tight for long, passionate kisses.

I’d practiced with a few sissies at school, but nothing had prepared me for the power of having a real man dominate me with his mouth. It was hot. It made my insides squirm with desire. It wasn’t a man kissing another man, it was a real man kissing a sissy girl.

Much to my frustration, though, none of it went anywhere. It was like the agony of extended foreplay, with no release at the end. I figure it was a lesson, a casual means of teaching us our place and showing us that our lives wouldn’t be all sexy fun. There were jobs to do, chores to be taken care of, and a family to be kept up with. The funny thing was, aside from the erotic intimacy, none of it was much different from what Father had always demanded of us. They relaxed, enjoyed themselves, and kept us hopping to ensure their needs were met. Again, slightly different needs from Father, but the same expectations of us.

The biggest difference? Momma and I were happy to serve them in a way we had never been with Father. We smiled and giggled the whole night through, sharing hugs and just touching one another on the arm or shoulder as we passed. The kind of casual intimacy that Father so despised.

True to her word, Daddy’s Mama—Miss Gina, we were to call her—called upon me after dinner to serve as her piss receptacle once again. I was more used to it the second time, and that allowed me to be more appreciative of it. She’d allowed her grumpy old woman mask to slip a bit throughout the evening, revealing a glimpse of the vibrant woman beneath, and I found that I was already feeling rather fond of her. I didn’t get to bring her to orgasm, not that first night, but she gave me a book of limericks to read aloud before bed every night so I could train myself to tongue-tie her clit.

With Fluffy’s cold, cum-crusted panties warming and softening against my caged clitty, I worked through the first five pages of limericks before my blurry eyes and foggy brain forced me to retire for the night. I was so exhausted when I climbed into bed—my pink princess bed, in my pink bedroom, full of unicorns and lace, courtesy of Miss Chantal’s makeover—that I immediately fell into a deep sleep. I’m not sure how long I slept, but the full moon was still peeking through the pink gauze curtains of my window when I felt movement on the bed.

Strong, masculine hands tore my panties and thrust my thighs wide. I heard spitting and felt a hot dampness spread over my asshole. I turned my head to look back over my shoulder, but a black hand shoved my face into the pillow. “If I wanted you to watch,” Mitchell—I recognized his voice from earlier—told me, “I’d flip you over and fuck you on your back.”

I tried to prepare myself for my first-ever penetration, but just as quickly I remembered that was the worst thing to do. Instead, I took a deep breath and pushed it out through my body, relaxing my muscles as it went.

It didn’t really help.

Mitchell was the oldest of the three black brothers and it was clear he was used to taking what he wanted. He pressed his rock-hard erection into my ass-pussy and just kept pushing until the head forced its way inside me. Holy hell, he was huge! I had tears in my eyes. I was panting, close to panic with the pain. The hand that wasn’t holding my head slapped my ass.

“Keep breathing, faggot. Don’t tense up and don’t you fucking fight me.” He slapped me again. “If I wanted a fight, I’d drag a white bitch to my bed and tear her a new one. This is the one thing you useless white sissies are supposed to be good for.”

I wasn’t fighting him, but my body was. I had to work to overcome the natural instinct to protect myself and open myself to him instead. It wasn’t easy. I had to talk it through in my head, think it through, and focus on every single body part that was standing in the way of my owner’s pleasure.

All that time, he kept pushing, forcing his big black cock deeper inside my ass.

It hurt, but I also found that I liked it. I liked being held to the bed by his strong black hands. I liked being pinned in place by his big black cock. I liked his weight atop me, the heat of his body surrounding me. It made me feel small and submissive. It made me feel feminine. It made me want to surrender.

I didn’t even realize I was whimpering with desire until he laughed and told me, “Bitches, faggots, or sissies, they all sound the same with black cock inside them.”

At some point in his relentless thrusting, it began to feel good. As my ass relaxed, my prostate swelled, and every time the head of his cock dragged over it, I felt like I was having a tiny little orgasm. Before long I was humping myself back into his thrusts, grinding against him like a desperate white whore.

“Bet you want to cum, don’t you?” He spat the question through clenched teeth.

“Yes,” I whimpered. “Yes, please, Master.”

“Tough.”

And with that, Mitchell exploded inside me. I felt my first breeding with black sperm and knew it was a high I’d spend the rest of my life chasing. I mean, it just felt so good, so right, so natural. It was like something I’d never known I was missing was suddenly filling me up, like some biological or chemical balance inside me was being instantly set to rights. Even if I didn’t get to cum, it was a pleasure unlike anything I’d ever felt before.

He didn’t say another word as he pulled out, just slapped the back of my head and slipped back out my bedroom door. Exhausted and satiated, I immediately began drifting back off to sleep, but it wasn’t to last. Before I even realized there was a new body atop me, another black cock was sinking into my already-gaped, cum-lubed ass-pussy.

“Fuck, even your gape is tight.” It had been hard to tell the twins apart on sight, but with just a voice in the darkness, I knew it was Daniel.

He laid down flat against me and fucked me with deep half-strokes. He didn’t feel as thick as his brother, but I’d swear that he was longer. He pounded places inside me that Mitchell hadn’t touched. He nuzzled my neck and my ear as he fucked me, licking me and kissing me like I was a girl he was trying to get past first base with—which was silly when he was already staring down home plate! It was tender and romantic and so entirely unexpected, I found myself falling in love with him.

“I’ve been edging to visions of that fine white ass all night. Just something about a whiteboi sissy ass that gets my blood all stirred up. You’re all so fat and tight at the same time, like you been working it just for us.”

He was using longer strokes now, really fucking me. Every once in a while he’d land the right way and grace me with that prostate pleasure, but it was as if he were deliberately fucking me at an angle to deny me that glorious contact.

“One day I’m going to have me a fertile white bitch to breed full of black babies,” he growled as he fucked, “but it’ll be a white sissy faggot like you who will share my bed and take my loads all night long.”

Daniel was really fucking me now, his sweat flying everywhere as he began doing push-ups in and out of my ass. He was grunting and growling like an animal, like the primal, alpha beast of a man he was. Long strokes became full strokes as he pulled all the way out, leaving me empty and desperate, before stabbing deep inside.

“Maybe I’ll have two,” he teased, “so you whitebois can take turns tagging in and out when I’ve ruined your white ass. If my Dad won’t buy me a matching pair, my Grandma will complete the set.”

He didn’t have to say anything as he came. I felt it. His black cum flooded even deeper inside me than his brother’s had, ensuring that I was well and truly bred. His spurts weren’t as hard or as powerful as Mitchell’s, but there had to be twice as many of them. He was still cumming as he slipped free of my ass, and the feeling of hot sperm landing between my ass cheeks for the first time was another sensation I’d never forget.

“He good?”

“She’s great.”

Apparently, there’d be no waiting for round three. I heard the twins high-five each other as they passed, and then Darryl was shoving what felt like all his fingers up my ass. “Sloppy seconds. You’re fucking lucky I drew the short straw.” He pulled out and dragged his cummy hand down over my caged clit. “Roll over, sissy. I like to see a faggot’s eyes when he gets this inside him.”

I was sore and tired. My muscles were cramped from being pounded by two incredible specimens of black superiority, but I was still quick to comply. My panties were torn, my garter twisted, and my bra tugged down way too low, but I knew he didn’t care about any of that.

He did chuckle, though, at the sight.

“Fuck, I knew them little titties were real.” His chuckle turned darker, his voice deeper. “As real as this beast right here.”

I looked down to where he was stroking his big black cock and nearly pissed myself in terror. It was shorter than either of his brothers’, but as thick around as both of them combined. The thickness of it boggled the mind, and the idea that it might fit inside me? Ha! Completely impossible.

“Eyes on me, sissy.” His voice was deep, commanding. Hypnotic almost. “Feel it, faggot. Watch me.”

“Yes, Sir.” I swallowed my fear and took a deep breath. I gazed up into his eyes, which were shining in the moonlight, and allowed myself to become lost. He was handsome—OMG, it was so weird to be thinking that—but there was something about his gaze that made me feel seen. I wasn’t just another whiteboi spread beneath him, wasn’t just another gaped faggot waiting to be filled. It was like he saw me as . . . well, not a human being, but maybe a favorite new pet.

He saw something of that awareness in my eyes and paused. “I’ve made bitches cry and I’ve broken whitebois fucking minds,” he said softly, “but something tells me you’re gonna be begging for this every night.” He looked surprised but, more than that, he looked interested.

When his monster cock pressed into the gaping entrance of my ass-pussy, it felt like Mitchell’s initial penetration all over again. I winced and gasped, but I never broke eye contact with him. He pushed into me just like his older brother—gradually, insistently, mercilessly. It didn’t matter if it fit, he was going to make it fit. I bit my lip. I had tears in my eyes. My tiny white hands were balled into desperate fists at my sides. I kept looking into his eyes, though, and I saw that he was inside me a moment before I felt it. His whole demeanor shifted, not a lot, probably not even enough to notice if I hadn’t been watching for it, but he went from exertion to enjoyment.

“Fuck. Took the head and you’re still breathing. I’ve had better bitches than you pass out on me.” He took his hands from the bed, where they’d been pressed to either side of me, holding him up, and shifted them to my chest instead. “I’ll warn you, my shaft gets thicker before it narrows, but I think maybe you’re going to like it.”

Holy fuck, but he was right. I’d thought the head would be the worst of it, but it was like he had a second head chasing it. Once his head was past the ring of my entrance, though, my ass-pussy embraced it. I literally felt my insides stretching and shifting to accommodate him, and the idea that my inferior white body was being transformed by and for superior black cock was a total mind-trip.

“And just like that, you’re fucking taking it.” Darryl looked impressed. “I may have underestimated you, sissy. I think I’m gonna like having you around.”

Those were the last intelligible words he spoke to me. He began fucking me hard while his hands mashed at my breasts, shoving his cock in and out of me like it had been holding a grudge against my ass. He growled and cursed and muttered things I could only half understand as he kept shifting that black monster inside of me. When he came, I cried out anew. The swelling of his shaft with his impending orgasm stretched me all over again. I was so sore and senseless from the pounding that I didn’t even feel the hot splatter of black sperm inside me. I did feel the wetness of it oozing out, though, and I loved it. It was as if, since my clitty couldn’t cum, my ass was doing it for me.

Darryl collapsed atop me the moment he was done, already snoring. From the other end of the hall, I heard my mother screaming through her own orgasm, a sound of unbridled joy that I’d never once heard in all her years with Father.

Comfortable with the knowledge that all was right with the world, I was asleep seconds later.

“Good morning, sissy.”

I squinted against the early morning light as I awoke, saddened but not surprised to find that Darryl had made his way back to his own bedroom sometime in the night. In the doorway, I saw Daddy, in all his naked glory, with his half-limp black cock glistening. I knew where he was coming from and what he’d be looking for me to do, and I was eager.

So eager, in fact, that I rolled out of bed and knelt before him. “Good morning, Daddy. I hope Mother served you well last night.”

“She did.” He stepped closer, and I could smell the heady scent of sex upon him. “As I hear you did for my boys.”

I blushed. “Thank you, Daddy.”

He scowled. “It don’t feel right to be using you for all the things a cuck should do, but as the whiteboi of the house, you’re gonna have duties.” He stepped close enough for his shiny cockhead to slide across my cheek. “I’ll likely find a whiteboi for your mother to remarry, just so our family’s complete, but it’ll take time to find someone who loves her, who cares for her, whose heart will break just a little every time I fuck her senseless.”

“Yes, Daddy.”

“In the meantime, you know what needs to be done.” He waved his big black cock before me. “Be Daddy’s cock-hungry cuck and clean me like you mean it.”

As I closed my mouth around that gorgeous black cock, tasting cum and pussy and—I was sure of it—ass, I just hoped that, broken heart or not, whoever he found to marry Momma would appreciate our black family the same way I already did. And if that took some time, I’d hardly complain. Not that I’d ever been so foolish as to want to marry, I’d fantasized about being a cuckold cleanup slave.

I slowly sucked the juices from his flesh, enjoying every taste. This wasn’t just black cock, wasn’t just the cock that had blacked my mother, it was the superior black cock that had usurped Father’s place in our home, in our life. It was our Master’s cock, our owner’s cock, and my second taste was just as wonderful as my first had been less than a day ago.

He was just starting to get hard, growing against my tongue, when I heard Miss Gina holler down the hall. “If you’re all going to keep me up all night, the least you can do is send in the sissy because, lordy, I need to pee!”

Daddy chuckled. “He’ll be right there, Mama.”

“That better be cum he’s slurping off your cock, boy. Don’t want him getting a taste for any piss but my own! You may have bought ‘em but I already claimed ‘em.”

“Yes, Mama.” Daddy pulled his cock from my mouth with a sigh. “Best be getting yourself in there. She’s taken a shine to you, sissy, and that just don’t happen.” He turned to leave, but paused. “You keep her happy, sissy, and we’ll all be better off.”

“Yes, Daddy.”

“But let your useless little caged clit get anywhere near her,” he warned, “and I’ll have that Doctor Mossell from the news make you her next nullification success story.”

The very idea of violating Miss Gina with my ugly little thing sickened me, but the thought of cutting it off entirely . . .well, that was kind of exciting. I shook off the thought and forced my mind back to the present. “Of course, Daddy. I’d never do something so icky.”

I knew my place and I knew my role. I’d keep my clit far away from her, and I’d do anything she asked to keep her happy. Not because I feared Daddy, but because I loved him.

And her.

And my brothers.

And, of course, my Momma, with whom I served them all.

♠ END ♠
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