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Introduction
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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 the blissful rule of black ownership. 

Looking back, it’s all too easy to see when the Black World Order began its rise, but at the time, those burdened with white privilege were blind to it all. Not so, however, 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 tiny increments until, one day, white people just looked up and realized they were the powerless 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and emotional issues, freeing white cuckolds, sissies, and fembois to live and love as nature intended, not as outdated social norms might dictate.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. 

For the white sluts and sissies of the BNWO, high school graduation was both an ending and a beginning, a period of transition from education to experience. Most embraced it, eager to be claimed, caged, and black-owned—to belong to a superior black Master, Mistress, or both. Some, like the young femboi you’re about to meet, crave even more—shared freeuse submission to the entire black race. Of course, for every boi who excels, there’s one who just doesn’t get it, and you’ll meet him as well . . . and see how very different the black-owned journey can be.
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Chapter 1
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The hallway of New Harmony High thrummed with the pulse of the Black New World Order, a modern-day utopia where whitebois like Jake, Ethan, Tyler, and Christy—unlike some of their more reluctant peers—gleefully embraced their roles as caged sissies, their lives orbiting the magnetic power of their black superiors. 

Leaning against their lockers, they bowed their heads and blushed as the black students strode by. Broad-shouldered boys with chiseled confidence. Full-figured girls with big black breasts and asses that swayed like poetry in motion. Their presence equally commanding. The air crackled with anticipation as prom loomed, a night where collars and permanent cages would seal destinies.

“Dude, prom’s gonna be lit,” said Jake, a lanky blond with a chastity cage outlined under his jean shorts. “I gave my key to Marcus. You know, the linebacker?” He grinned, his eyes glinting with lust as he leaned closer to the group. “Marcus, man... fuck, he’s a God. In the change room after practice, his big black cock just swings there, thick as my wrist, veins like a roadmap. I swear it’s gotta be ten inches soft.” His voice dropped, reverent. “I sneak peeks when he’s showering, water running down that chiseled body. And the white girls he’s fucked? They stumble out from under the bleachers, legs wobbling, and eyes glazed like they’ve seen heaven. I heard Jenny couldn’t walk straight for two days after he bred her.” He nodded decisively. “I’m begging for that cock to own me at prom.”

“Like he’d even give you the time of day,” Tyler scoffed.

Jake blew him a kiss. “Already asked him. Said he might swap my cage for a permanent one if I’m good.” His voice dripped with pride, his fingers brushing the locked bump in his shorts.

“Not bad,” chimed in Ethan, his red hair falling into his flushed face, “but I went big.” He bit his lip, eager to one-up Jake. “Three teachers, boys. I’m playing the long game.” He ticked them off on his fingers. “Mr. Jackson first. Our history teacher is built like a tank. His voice alone makes my cage tight, all deep and commanding. I heard he fucked a sissy so hard last year, the kid forgot his own name. I want him to pin me down, make me his bitch, just choke me with that big black dick till I’m crying for more.” He shivered, eyes distant. “Then, Ms. Thompson.”

“That woman makes me wish English was my second language so she’d tutor my ass,” Jake admitted.

Ethan pretended to swoon. “Her curves—fuck, those huge black tits and that ass? I’d worship every inch, let her smother me while she laughs. I dream about her sitting on my face, owning me completely.” His cheeks flushed, imagining the weight of a sleek black collar around his neck, a symbol of his place in this perfect world. “And Coach D? He’s got this sadistic streak, likes to spank his boys till they’re red. I want him to break me, turn me into his whimpering slut.”

“Greedy slut.”

“Hey, figure one of ‘em is likely to collar me, right? I’m dying to be owned proper.” 

“Bold move,” said Tyler, the smallest of the group, his voice high and eager. He practically bounced with excitement. “You guys are cute, but I gave mine to Officer Malik and Officer Simone.” He ran his hands—fingernails long and pink—down his chest. “They’ve been ‘frisking’ me every week, right? Malik’s hands are huge, patting me down slow, squeezing my ass like he’s testing it. Last time, he did a cavity search in the security office—fingers deep, way longer than necessary, and I was leaking through my cage, moaning like a bitch. Simone’s worse. Or better. She’s got those curves that make you wanna crawl, and her big black ass brushes against me when she searches me, whispering shit like, ‘You’re too pretty to be free, sissy.’ I’m praying they both collar me at prom, tag-team me till I can’t think straight.”

The others laughed, nudging each other, their cages brushing faintly under their clothes.

All eyes turned to Christy, the group’s most flamboyant femboi heartthrob, his slender frame draped in a sheer pink crop top, his lips glossy and curved in a coy smile. His effeminate beauty was legendary—long legs, delicate features, and an ass that even the black girls envied. “What about you, Christy?” Jake asked, smirking. “You’re the sluttiest BNWO faggot here. How many keys you giving out? Bet you’ve got a dozen black Daddies lined up, drooling for that tight little hole.”

The group leaned in, expecting a juicy confession. Christy just twirled a lock of his platinum hair, his smile widening, but said nothing. 

Ethan gasped, clutching his chest dramatically. “No fucking way. You haven’t given anyone your key? Not even thinking about a collar? That’s heresy!” In their world, where white sluts and sissies lived for the bliss of black ownership, where chastity freed them from outdated shame, Christy’s silence was unthinkable. 

“Dude, that’s insane,” Tyler said, eyes wide. “You’re the ultimate femboi. You have to be dreaming of some massive black cock claiming you. What’s the deal?” The others nodded, their voices rising in a chorus of disbelief, but Christy just shrugged.

His smile flashed coy and unshaken. The group pressed closer, their cages clinking faintly, their voices a mix of awe and frustration. 

Before Christy could respond, their chatter paused as a white couple sauntered past, drawing every eye. The girl, a quintessential BNWO white slut, exuded brazen confidence. Her miniskirt, a scrap of black fabric, barely covered her ass, riding up with each step to reveal the tops of her thighs. Her high heels clicked sharply on the linoleum. Her blouse, a sheer white number with the top three buttons undone, exposed a push-up bra that thrust her cleavage forward, the creamy swell catching the light. Black spade earrings dangled from her ears, glinting symbols of her devotion to black ownership. Her lips, painted a bold red, curved in a knowing smirk as she tossed her hair, her hips swaying with deliberate provocation.

Her boyfriend, by contrast, radiated sullen defiance. He tried to dress like a “real man”—as if there were such a thing as a white man anymore—wearing loose jeans, white sneakers, and a plain black t-shirt... but the effort was futile. The bulge of his chastity cage was unmistakable beneath the denim, betraying his place in the BNWO hierarchy. His facial stubble, just at the school’s dress code limit for whitebois, gave him a scruffy look, a weak attempt at masculinity that only highlighted his submission. As they passed, he reached out, grabbing the girl’s ass with a possessive grip, as if to prove he was above the four femboi sissies watching. 

Jake’s eyes narrowed, Ethan’s lips parted in a gasp, Tyler smirked, and Christy tilted his head, his glossy lips curving slightly. They were all curious to see whether she’d shrug it off or punish him as he deserved.

The girl spun on her heel, her spade earrings swinging, and slapped his hand away with a sharp crack.

Punishment, it was.

“Don’t you dare,” she snapped, her voice cutting through the hallway. “You’re lucky I let you hold my hand in public, Brian. Push your luck, and a black boy will break that hand for you.” Her eyes flashed with disdain, her cleavage heaving as she leaned closer. “Just because you’re my boyfriend doesn’t mean you can take liberties like a black man. Know your fucking place.” 

Brian’s face flushed, his jaw tightening, but he dropped his hand, his cage bulge twitching as he muttered an apology. She huffed and turned away, her heels clicking as she strutted on, leaving him to trail behind, head bowed.

Jake let out a low whistle, breaking the silence. “Damn, she put him in his place,” he said, grinning, his blond ponytail bouncing. “Trying to act like a black god with that cage? Pathetic.”

Ethan giggled, adjusting his red hair. “She’s living the dream. Spade earrings, that bra? She’s begging for a real owner. Poor Brian’s gonna learn the hard way.”

Tyler smirked, his fishnet-clad frame leaning closer. “Bet he’s got no keys offered. Look at him, thinking jeans make him alpha. Cute.”

Christy, his platinum hair twirling around his finger, just smiled coyly. “Let them play their games,” he said, his voice soft but sharp. “I’ve got bigger plans.” The group erupted in laughter, resuming their talk of prom and collars, their pride in their femboi submission unshaken by the couple’s display, their cages a testament to their true place in the BNWO’s perfect world.

Jake’s eyes narrowed, a grin spreading. “Wait a fucking minute. You’ve already been collared, haven’t you? You little slut! Who’s your Daddy?” The group erupted in excited chatter, tossing out names of the school’s most virile black students—Darius with his chiseled jaw, Jamal with his thick, veiny cock rumored to make fembois faint, or maybe Tasha, the voluptuous senior with a laugh that could melt cages.

The others erupted, tossing out names of the school’s black elite—each a paragon of power, beauty, and virility. 

Christy giggled, his voice light as a bell. “I’m not saying a word, boys. But trust me, you’ll all know by this afternoon. It’s gonna be all over school.” His eyes sparkled with a secret, and he sauntered off, hips swaying, leaving the group buzzing with speculation. They watched him go, their minds racing with images of Christy on his knees, a sleek black collar around his throat, serving a godlike black master whose power and beauty defined their perfect world.
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The late afternoon sun filtered through the blinds of Vice Principal Lamar’s office, casting golden stripes across the polished mahogany desk. The air was thick with the scent of leather and power, a shrine to the Black New World Order’s utopian ideals. Christy sat across from Lamar, his slender frame perched delicately in a cushioned chair, his sheer pink crop top clinging to his lithe torso, chastity cage subtly outlined beneath his tight skirt. His glossy lips curved in a polite smile, but his eyes held a spark of something deeper. 

Lamar, a towering figure with skin like polished obsidian and a presence that filled the room, leaned back in his chair, his tailored suit accentuating his broad shoulders and commanding aura.

“Christy, you’re one of our brightest stars,” Lamar began, his voice a rich baritone that seemed to stroke the air. “An exceptional student, a model femboi. I’ve had more inquiries about you than most of our fertile sorority bitches combined.” He chuckled, a low rumble, as he adjusted the gold pin on his lapel. “You’ve got your pick of owners—black gods and goddesses who’d kill to collar that pretty neck. Darius wants to breed you senseless. Tasha’s been bragging about how she’d make you worship her big black ass. Even Coach D’s been dropping hints, and you know how rare that is for him.”

Christy’s smile didn’t waver, but he crossed his legs, the faint clink of his cage a reminder of his place in this perfect world. “That’s just it, Mr. Lamar,” he said, his voice soft but steady, like a melody laced with steel. “I don’t want an owner. I want to live my life to the fullest, serve the BNWO to the fullest. One collar? One master? That feels... limiting.” His words hung in the air, bold and almost heretical in a society where white sissies craved the bliss of black ownership.

Lamar raised an eyebrow, his dark eyes glinting with intrigue. “Noble, Christy. Very noble.” He leaned forward, elbows on the desk, his massive hands clasped. “You’re a rare one, wanting to spread your devotion so wide. Lucky for you, I’ve got contacts at the state’s most decadent brothels. I could put in a word, get you a spot at the Bukkake Brotherhood—black senators unloading on that pretty face, their cum painting you like a canvas. Or the Dungeon Club, where you’d be chained and fucked raw by black CEOs, their big black cocks stretching you till you scream. Then there’s the Executive Suites’ gloryhole walls—imagine you, on your knees, swallowing black congressman sperm, riding a tech tycoon’s dick, one hand stroking a celebrity, the other a politician. You’d be a living altar to the BNWO.”

Christy shivered. His lips parted slightly, a flush creeping up his neck. The images Lamar painted flooded his mind—his body slick with sweat and cum, serving the most powerful black men and women, their thick cocks and voluptuous curves claiming every inch of him. His cage tightened, a delicious ache, and for a moment, his usual confidence wavered, revealing a rare vulnerability. “That... sounds amazing, Mr. Lamar,” he admitted, his voice barely above a whisper. He bit his lip, hesitating, then looked down at his hands, twisting them in his lap. “I’m afraid this’ll sound greedy, selfish even... but I want more. I want to serve more, satisfy more, be of use to more than even those brothels can offer.”

Lamar’s gaze softened, but a sly smile curved his full lips. He stood, towering over the desk, his presence almost suffocating in its potency. “Greedy? No, Christy. Ambitious. You’re not just a femboi—you’re a vision.” He stepped around the desk, his polished shoes clicking on the floor, and rested a hand on Christy’s shoulder, the weight heavy with promise. “The BNWO needs sluts like you, ones who don’t just kneel but inspire. I’ll make some calls. There’s a network—exclusive, elite—where the most devoted serve the BNWO’s highest echelons. You could be their jewel, Christy.”

Christy’s slender frame trembled, his delicate hands clasped tightly in his lap, the sheer pink crop top clinging to his sweat-dampened skin. 

The vice principal sighed. His voice dropped. “I’ve offered you so much, and you’ve turned me down over and over again. What brings you in, Christy? 

The weight of his confession hung in the air. His glossy lips quivered as he fought to steady his breathing. “Mr. Lamar,” Christy said, his voice soft but resolute, “I came to beg for your endorsement. I want to be a freeuse femboi. No limits, no restrictions, no preferences, no tenure, no out clause.” His words spilled out, each one a vow. “I don’t want to be coddled or protected. I don’t want the false security of being owned or assigned. I want to serve my black superiors as they desire, when and where they desire, with no thought for my needs or wants. I want to be a human sex doll, always available, always ready.” His eyes shimmered with conviction, though his shaking betrayed his nerves.

Lamar’s brow furrowed, his massive hand stroking his chin. “Christy, I’m proud of you. I always knew you’d strive for a commitment to the BNWO that’d put your entire graduating class to shame. But this...” He paused, his voice softening. “You’re a virgin, son. You don’t fully grasp what you’re asking. Continuous use—by real black men and women—will push your limits, stretch you, maybe even damage you. This isn’t a fantasy. It’s raw, unrelenting.”

Christy’s smile was radiant, his long lashes fluttering as he batted them playfully. “I’m probably better prepared than anyone in this school, Mr. Lamar.” His confidence cut through the tension, a spark of defiance in his delicate features.

Lamar sighed, a mix of fondness and concern in his gaze. “I always hoped you’d graduate pure, Christy. A virgin femboi, untouched. Who’ve you been learning your place with?” His tone was gentle but probing, a black god seeking answers from his devoted disciple.

Christy’s cheeks flushed, but his smile didn’t falter. “I’m still a virgin, sir. I haven’t trained with someone, but something.” He leaned forward, his voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. “For three years, since I knew this was my calling, I saved every gift, every allowance, every cent. On my 18th birthday, I bought a Pheremoaner 2.0 and a Pherefucker 3.0.”

Lamar’s eyebrow arched, a faint smirk tugging at his lips. “Toys, huh? I’m not familiar with the brand, but let me tell you, no matter how big they are, they’ll never prepare you for the real thing—black men taking you hard, raw, relentless.”

Christy’s eyes gleamed with mischief. “They’re not just toys, Mr. Lamar. They’re as close to living, breathing sex toys as you can get. Bioprinters in the base stretch and extend the dildos from the inside—up to 12 inches long, 6 inches in girth—then shrink back to semi-flaccid when they’re done. They pulse, they throb, they feel alive.”

Lamar nodded, impressed but unconvinced. “That’s some technology, I’ll give you that. But it only makes me more concerned. Those toys condition you to slow stretching, gradual penetration, all at a pace you control. Real black men won’t be so gentle. They won’t give you that control. They’ll take you hard, fast. No mercy.”

Christy slid to his knees before Lamar, his movements fluid, almost reverent. His skirt rode up to reveal the curve of his thighs. “That’s why I chose these models, sir,” he said, his voice a sultry purr. “They’re triggered by superior pheromones—by black arousal. They only activate when someone nearby considers me sexually, leaving me helpless before their desire. I know it’s inappropriate for class, but I wear the anal plug when I’m shopping, at the gym, on public transit. I wear both the oral and anal on my evening walks. Sometimes, they thrust inside me so hard and so suddenly that I stumble, or gag me till tears stream down my face, and I don’t even see the black man or woman who was watching me, their desire setting it off.”

Lamar’s eyes widened, a low chuckle rumbling from his chest. “You’re full of surprises, Christy.” He stepped closer, his towering frame casting a shadow over the kneeling femboi. “You’ve been training yourself to be used, to surrender completely, haven’t you? But this path... it’s not just about desire. It’s about endurance, sacrifice. You’re offering your body to the BNWO in a way few ever dare.”

Christy looked up, his eyes locking with Lamar’s, a mix of vulnerability and fire. “I want to be the ultimate vessel, sir. A living offering to the BNWO’s glory. Every black cock, every black pussy, every black ass, every black breast, every black foot, armpit, and more—I want to serve them all, no matter how rough, how relentless. I’m ready.”

Lamar’s hand rested on Christy’s head, a gesture both paternal and possessive. “Then I’ll endorse you, Christy. I’ll make the calls, get you into the freeuse program. But know this: once you’re in, there’s no turning back. You’ll be theirs—body, mind, and soul.” His voice softened, a rare tenderness breaking through. “And I’ll be watching, proud as hell, as you become the BNWO’s brightest white star.”

Christy’s smile was radiant, his heart pounding with purpose. As he rose, hips swaying, he knew the school would soon buzz with the news of his choice—a femboi not just collared, but free to be used by all, a living testament to the BNWO’s perfect world.

Vice Principal Lamar’s deep laugh filled the office, a rich, resonant sound that seemed to vibrate through Christy’s trembling frame. “You never cease to amaze, Christy,” he said, his dark eyes glinting with a mix of pride and amusement. “My favorite femboi, bringing joy even to a jaded old man like me.” He leaned back against his desk, his massive frame radiating authority, the pin on his suit gleaming under the office lights. “I’m signing your endorsement right now. I’ll let every faculty and staff member know you’re freeuse. But I’m giving you four days until prom to test it out, make sure you really want this life—no limits, no mercy.”

Christy’s face lit up, his glossy lips parting in a beaming smile. His slender body, clad in a sheer pink crop top and tight skirt, practically glowed with pride. “I won’t need the practice, Mr. Lamar,” he said, his voice a sultry melody. “But I’m thrilled to start my true purpose early. Thank you.” His chastity cage pressed against his skirt, a reminder of his devotion to the BNWO’s perfect world, where white fembois like him existed to serve.

Lamar’s fingers danced across the digital display on his desk, scrawling his signature across the endorsement form with a flourish. Instead of submitting it, he saved it, the glowing document hovering like a promise. He fixed Christy with a predatory grin. “Turn around, boy. Face the open door.” His voice was a low growl, thick with desire. 

Christy obeyed, his heart racing as he heard the rustle of Lamar’s tailored pants hitting the floor. A moment later, the vice principal’s massive black cock—thick, veined, and pulsing with power—pressed against Christy’s entrance. No lube. No warning. Lamar shoved in dry, a groan tearing from his throat. “Fuck, you’re perfect—tight as a virgin, flexible as a whore, warm as the sweetest pussy.”

Christy gasped, his body arching, but the pain melted into pleasure as his trained ass adjusted, the Pherefucker’s conditioning kicking in. Lamar cursed in surprise as Christy’s ass clenched around his shaft, squeezing with a skill that intensified every thrust. “Goddamn, boy,” Lamar growled, fucking him hard, fast, and deep, his hips slamming against Christy’s pert ass with no mercy. Christy moaned, high and needy, his head thrown back, eyes rolling as waves of ecstasy crashed through him. He pushed back, impaling himself deeper, craving every inch of that superior black cock.

Lamar’s hand cracked against Christy’s ass, the sharp slap echoing. “I should collar you right now, keep this perfect bussy for myself,” he panted, his voice thick with lust. “But no—I’m gonna breed the most perfect faggot femboi the world will ever know.” His thrusts grew erratic, his massive cock swelling as he roared, unloading a torrent of cum deep inside Christy. The femboi squealed in delight, his body shuddering, his cage straining as he reveled in the hot flood filling him.

The office door creaked, and Ms. Thompson, the English teacher, poked her head in, her full-figured frame filling the doorway. Her big black breasts strained against her blouse. “Lamar, you greedy bastard!” she snapped, her voice sharp but playful. “Claiming the whiteboi slut we all wanted?” 

Lamar, still winded, pointed to the hovering endorsement form on his desk display, his chest heaving. Ms. Thompson’s eyes scanned it, then widened. “Freeuse? This little slut’s freeuse?”

She grabbed a handful of Christy’s platinum hair, yanking his head back gently. “Come with me, femboi,” she purred, her voice dripping with command. “I need that tongue in my ass, fucking it deep. Do a good job, and I might break my own rule—let a whiteboi taste my black cunt for the first time.” Her big black ass swayed as she turned, tugging Christy along.

Christy glanced back at Lamar, his smile radiant despite the cum dripping down his thighs. “Thank you, Mr. Lamar,” he chirped, his voice bright with gratitude. He skipped behind Ms. Thompson, a voluptuous black woman whose curves strained her tight pencil skirt and silk blouse, her big black ass swaying with each commanding step. Her words echoed in his mind, and his heart raced, his smooth mound tingling with anticipation, the prospect of serving his first black woman a divine honor.

Inside the classroom, the air was warm, scented with chalk dust and Ms. Thompson’s perfume, the blackboard scrawled with BNWO slogans like “Surrender is Freedom” and “Black Pleasure is Purpose.” She locked the door, her dark eyes glinting under the fluorescent lights, and turned to Christy, her full lips curling into a predatory smile. “On your knees, femboi,” she commanded, hiking up her skirt to reveal her thick, ebony thighs and a lacy black thong barely containing her curves. She turned, bending slightly, her big black ass a glorious sight, round and firm, the thong disappearing into her crack. “Start with my asshole,” she ordered, her voice a low growl. “Fuck it with that tongue, deep and eager, or you’ll get nothing else.”

Christy dropped to his knees, his heart pounding, his smooth mound pulsing with the thrill of his first black asshole. He leaned in, his nose brushing her warm, musky skin, the scent earthy and intoxicating, a mix of sweat and her natural musk that made his head spin. His cherry-glossed lips parted, his tongue darting out, tentative at first, then bolder, licking the tight, puckered ring, the taste sharp and primal, unlike anything he’d experienced. “This is her,” he thought, “my first black Queen, and I’m hers.” He pressed deeper, his tongue probing, swirling, fucking her asshole as she moaned softly, her hips swaying, pushing back against his face. The texture was soft yet firm; her warmth enveloping him.

Her moans grew louder, a rich, “Mmm, that’s it, femboi,” spurring him on, his tongue working faster, deeper, the musky taste a sacred gift, his heart soaring with the joy of pleasing her.

“Good enough,” Ms. Thompson growled, turning abruptly and yanking him up by his pigtails, the sting delicious. She shoved him onto a desk, the cold wood pressing against his back through his torn dress, and climbed over him, straddling his face. “Time for some rough queening,” she said, her voice thick with desire, her eyes blazing. 

She ripped off her thong, revealing her glistening black pussy, swollen and dripping, the scent of her arousal—sweet, tangy, and musky—flooding his senses. She lowered herself, grinding her pussy onto his face, her thick thighs clamping around his head, trapping him in a vice of heat and flesh. 

“I’m hers, no choice, just her slut,” he thought, his mind a haze of submission, his caged white penis tingling as she rode him, her pussy smearing across his lips, nose, and chin, coating him in her juices. His tongue plunged into her, lapping at her swollen folds, the taste divine, like honey and salt, her clit hard against his lips as he sucked, her moans escalating into sharp gasps. 

“Fuck, femboi, you’re good,” she snarled, grinding harder, her hips bucking, her big black breasts heaving in her blouse, the desk creaking under her weight.

Christy’s world narrowed to her pussy, his face slick with her juices, his breath stolen by her relentless grinding. His tongue worked frantically, swirling, sucking, worshipping every inch, the musky heat overwhelming, his heart pounding with the ecstasy of being used so roughly. “This is my place,” he thought, “serving her, drowning in her pleasure.” 

Her thighs tightened, her moans peaking into a primal cry as she orgasmed, her pussy pulsing against his mouth, flooding him with a hot rush of cum that he lapped up eagerly, the taste a perfect blend of her sweetness and raw power. She shuddered, grinding slower, her breath ragged, her hands loosening in his pigtails as she lifted off, leaving his face glistening, his lips swollen, his cheeks flushed.

Ms. Thompson stood, adjusting her skirt, her dark eyes softening slightly as she looked down at him, sprawled on the desk, panting, his face a mess of her juices. “Not bad for your first black pussy, femboi,” she purred, tossing him his glasses. “You’re a natural.” 

Christy giggled, his voice airy, his body trembling with the aftershocks of her pleasure. He slid off the desk, his legs wobbly, cum dripping from his thighs from earlier, his heart glowing with certainty. “I made the right choice,” he thought, “not owned by one, but belonging to them all.” He skipped out of the classroom, his face glistening, his pigtails bouncing, the hallway whispers following him, a radiant femboi star in the BNWO’s supreme world.

The whole school would soon know the depths of his devotion.
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Chapter 3
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The gymnasium of New Harmony High pulsed with the electric heartbeat of prom night, transformed into a dazzling cathedral of the Black New World Order’s utopian vision. The vast space shimmered under cascading neon lights—pinks, purples, and blues that bathed the room in a surreal glow, reflecting off mirrored walls adorned with BNWO banners proclaiming, “Submission is Freedom.” A raised stage at one end held a DJ booth where a statuesque black woman spun tracks, her full-figured silhouette framed by holographic projections of powerful black bodies in motion. The dance floor thrummed with bass-heavy beats, vibrating through the bodies of students lost in the night’s hedonistic revelry. A massive partition wall loomed at the far end, its opaque surface hinting at secrets beyond, accessible only to the black elite. The air was thick with the scent of sweat, musk, and anticipation, a heady cocktail that set every chastity cage tingling.

White students, dressed in their skimpiest, sexiest, most flamboyant outfits, moved with desperate abandon, their bodies a canvas for the BNWO’s ideals.

Jake’s heart hammered in his chest as he wove through the crowd, his sheer lavender thong bodysuit clinging to his slender frame like a second skin. The fabric was so thin it was nearly translucent, his chastity cage glittering like a jewel beneath, but as he caught sight of Marcus, the linebacker god, Jake’s stomach twisted with a pang of regret. “I should’ve worn something sluttier,” he thought, his cheeks flushing. A skimpier outfit—maybe a lace G-string or a backless micro-dress—would have bared more of his smooth skin, screaming his desperation to be claimed. Every step made his cage sway, a teasing reminder of his submission, but he wished it was even more exposed, more inviting to the black god whose attention he craved.

Marcus stood near the edge of the dance floor, his chiseled frame towering in a tailored black suit that hugged his broad shoulders and thick thighs. The suit did little to conceal the massive bulge at his crotch, a promise of the ten-inch black cock Jake had glimpsed in the change room, swinging like a sledgehammer. Jake’s mouth went dry, his palms sweaty as he approached, his blond ponytail bouncing with each nervous step. His heart raced with a cocktail of hope and fear—hope that Marcus would see his devotion, fear that he’d be overlooked for a sluttier sissy. He stopped a few feet away, his breath hitching as Marcus’s dark eyes flicked over him, taking in the sheer bodysuit, the way it outlined every curve, and the glittering cage beneath.

Jake swallowed hard, his voice barely a whisper as he sank to his knees, the well-waxed floor hard beneath him. “Marcus, please,” he said, his words trembling with raw need. “Own me. My key, my cage, my life—it’s all yours. I’ve dreamed of serving you, of being yours.” His eyes flicked to Marcus’s bulge, unable to resist, and he nearly whimpered at its size, straining against the tight fabric of the suit. Marcus didn’t answer immediately, but his lips curled into a slow, predatory grin. He shifted his weight, one hand casually adjusting his bulge, the outline growing thicker, more pronounced, as if mocking Jake’s desperation. Jake’s gaze locked onto it, and his cage tightened painfully, his body screaming to be claimed.

Marcus let the moment stretch, knowing full well that his silence was agonizing for the whiteboi. He adjusted his bulge again, this time more deliberately, his fingers lingering as the fabric stretched tighter, revealing the full, throbbing contour of his massive black cock. Jake’s breath caught, his eyes wide, unable to look away. His mind raced with memories of the change room—Marcus’s cock swinging under the shower, water cascading over his chiseled body, and the stories of white girls stumbling away from his dorm, legs wobbly, eyes glazed from being fucked senseless. Jake’s bodysuit felt too modest now, too concealing; he wanted to rip it off, bare his ass, and beg louder. Marcus adjusted himself a third time, the bulge now obscene, a clear promise of power, and Jake’s voice broke as he whispered, “Please, Marcus, I’ll do anything.”

Finally, Marcus’s grin widened, his dark eyes gleaming with amusement and hunger. “You’re mine, slut,” he said, his voice a low growl that sent shivers down Jake’s spine. He reached down, grabbing Jake’s chin, forcing him to meet his gaze. “You’ll follow me tonight, hold my drinks, kneel when I sit. And when we’re done here, I’m fucking you hard in my bed. You’ll know the smell, the feel of where you’ll spend your whiteboi life.” His hand cracked against Jake’s ass, the sting sharp through the thin bodysuit, and Jake moaned, his cage aching as he nodded eagerly.

For the rest of the night, Jake trailed Marcus like a devoted shadow, holding his drinks with trembling hands, kneeling as a stool when Marcus sat, his ass slapped raw by those powerful hands. Each spank sent a jolt through his cage, his mind consumed with the promise of Marcus’s bed, of being split open by that massive black cock. The dance floor swirled around them, white sluts grinding against black gods, some openly stroked or fingered, but Jake’s world narrowed to Marcus—the scent of his cologne, the heat of his presence, the bulge that promised to reshape his future in the BNWO’s perfect world.

Across the gym, Brian lingered near the punch table, his rumpled jeans and t-shirt a stark contrast to the sea of sheer dresses and glittering cages. His face was flushed with desperation, his eyes locked on Amanda, who swayed on the dance floor in a tight silver dress, her curves catching the neon lights. Her black spade necklace glinted, a bold declaration of her allegiance to the BNWO, and Brian’s heart twisted with a mix of longing and denial. “She’s mine,” he thought, clinging to the delusion of their past, before her black Master had claimed her. He pushed through the crowd, his steps unsteady, and reached for her arm as she spun near the edge of the floor. “Amanda, dance with me,” he pleaded, his voice cracking, his fingers grazing her wrist.

Amanda pulled back sharply, her eyes narrowing with disgust. “No, Brian,” she said, her voice firm and cold, cutting through the pulsing music. “You don’t get to touch me.” 

Her words were a blade, slicing through his fragile ego, and Brian’s face reddened, his hands clenching into fists. Before he could protest, a faculty chaperone, Ms. Carter, a statuesque black woman in a crimson dress, stepped forward, her presence commanding. 

“Back off, whiteboi,” she snapped, her voice dripping with authority. “You don’t make demands here. Amanda’s about to be owned, and you’re out of line.” 

Her dark eyes bored into him, and Brian shrank under her gaze, his shoulders slumping, his defiance crumbling. 

“Go sit in the corner and think about your place,” she added, pointing to a shadowed bench. Brian shuffled away, his head bowed, the sting of rejection burning in his chest, his mind raging against the BNWO’s truth but unable to escape its grip.

Meanwhile, Ethan’s metallic pink micro-dress shimmered under the pulsing lights, the hem barely grazing his thighs, his chastity cage a tantalizing outline beneath. His red hair, adorned with rhinestone clips, caught every flicker of light as he moved, his heart pounding with nervous anticipation. Each step made his cage sway, a constant reminder of his place as his eyes darted through the crowd, seeking the three teachers to whom he’d offered his key—each one a pillar of the BNWO’s supremacy. His outfit, slutty as it was, felt like a canvas he could mold to suit each one’s desires.

First, he sought Mr. Jackson, the history teacher whose deep baritone haunted Ethan’s wet dreams. Spotting him near the punch table, his broad frame filling out a charcoal suit, Ethan paused to adjust his appearance. He smoothed his red hair, tucking a few strands behind his ear to look more boyish, knowing Jackson preferred his sissies soft but masculine. He tugged his micro-dress higher, exposing more thigh, hoping to catch the man’s eye. Approaching, Ethan lowered his gaze, his voice soft and deferential. “Mr. Jackson, sir,” he said, his words trembling with reverence, “please take my key. I want to serve you, be your good boy, molded by your strength.” He bit his lip, glancing at the bulge in Jackson’s pants, imagining that thick black cock choking him. But Jackson shook his head, his voice kind but firm. “Not tonight, boy. You’re sweet, but I’ve got my eye on another.” Ethan’s heart sank, nodding as he stepped back into the crowd, crushed but determined.

Finding Coach D. took longer, the gym’s chaos swallowing Ethan’s hope as he searched. He finally spotted the coach near the stage, his muscular frame in a black tank top and slacks, his sadistic grin cutting through the neon haze. Ethan adjusted his outfit again, pulling the dress lower to bare his shoulders, fluffing his hair to look wilder, knowing Coach liked his boys disheveled, ready to be broken. He approached with a bolder tone, his voice pitching higher, laced with desperation. “Coach, please, I’m begging—take my key, make me your bitch, break me till I’m nothing but yours.” He swayed his hips, hoping to entice, but Coach laughed, a cruel edge to it. “Femboi faggots like you? Only good for bathroom duty, licking stalls clean,” he sneered, his eyes raking over Ethan with disdain. “Get lost, slut.” Tears pricked Ethan’s eyes as he retreated, the rejection stinging deeper than the first, his hope fraying.

Ms. Thompson was nowhere to be found, and panic gripped Ethan as he scanned the thinning crowd. The black students were slipping behind the partition wall, and he feared she’d already claimed her property and left, leaving him unowned, a failure in the BNWO’s perfect world. He adjusted his hair one last time, smoothing it into a sleek, feminine style, pulling his dress up to accentuate his ass, praying he could still catch her eye. His heart raced, tears threatening to spill as he lingered near the dance floor’s edge, feeling small and unworthy. Then, like a vision, Ms. Thompson emerged from the crowd, her voluptuous curves a masterpiece in a tight red dress, her big black breasts spilling over, her ass swaying with every step. Before Ethan could speak, she closed the distance, her voice sharp. “I’m disappointed, Ethan. You didn’t even ask me.”

Tears spilled down his cheeks as he stammered, “I was going to, Ms. Thompson, I swear! I’ve dreamed of serving you, worshipping your body, being yours!” His voice cracked, raw with need. 

She let the moment drag, her dark eyes piercing, then laughed, her hand cupping his chin, forcing him to meet her gaze. “I heard Jake and Tyler talking. I’m flattered you chose me. I’ve always wanted a faggot to feminize.” Her voice turned sultry, promising transformation. “I’ll start with cosmetics—permanent lip fillers for that perfect pout, eyelash extensions, and a full palette to make you a doll.”

Ethan swooned, his heart beating faster and faster with each word that flowed from her lips like silk sliding across skin.

“Surgeries next,” she continued. “A tighter waist, rounder hips, maybe small implants to give you tits worthy of my touch. Physical conditioning—yoga and pole dancing to keep you flexible, your ass always ready.”

He nodded mindlessly, willing and anxious to undergo anything she desired. To be owned was one thing, but to be transformed for her desires? That was perfection.

“Psychological training to break that boyish ego, make you crave only women, only me. And sexual training...” She leaned closer, her breath hot. “I’ll teach you to please a superior black lesbian. You’ll learn to worship my pussy with your tongue, take my strap-on deep, and beg for my fingers in your bussy. By the time I’m done, you’ll be more woman than any white bitch in your class—a lesbo bottom for life.”

Ethan sobbed in relief, his cage straining to the edge of breaking as her words painted his future. He nodded, whispering, “Thank you, Ms. Thompson.” His heart soared at being claimed. She smirked, tugging his hair. “Come, slut. Your training starts tonight.” As she led him away, Ethan’s tears dried, replaced by a burning pride. He was hers, molded for her pleasure, a perfect slut in the BNWO’s radiant world.

Brian sat on the shadowed bench, his heart pounding with humiliation and rage from Ms. Carter’s admonishment, his eyes fixed on Amanda as she danced in the center of the gym. The music thumped, a slow, sensual beat, and Amanda swayed in the arms of a tall black boy, his muscular frame dwarfing her, his hands roaming freely over her silver dress. His fingers grazed her hips, her ass, even brushing the sides of her breasts, claiming every intimate touch Brian had been denied. 

Amanda laughed, her head thrown back, her blond curls catching the neon lights, her body pressed close to her partner, their movements fluid and provocative. Brian’s stomach churned, his hands clenching the bench, his mind screaming, “That should be me,” but the truth of his rejection burned hotter with every second.

The black boy spun Amanda, his hand sliding low to cup her ass, pulling her tighter, and she giggled, her eyes sparkling with delight, her black spade necklace glinting as if mocking Brian’s failure. 

Brian’s face burned, his chest tight with shame, his tiny cock twitching uselessly in his jeans, a pathetic echo of the black god’s power. He wanted to look away, but his eyes were glued to the scene, each touch a dagger to his ego. 

The faculty chaperone, Ms. Carter, stood nearby, her crimson dress hugging her curves, her arms crossed, watching Brian with a stern gaze that kept him pinned to the bench. “Stay put, whiteboi,” she’d warned, and he obeyed, trapped by her authority, his defiance crumbling under the weight of the BNWO’s order.

As the song ended, another black boy approached Brian, his lean frame clad in a fitted black shirt and pants, his dark eyes glinting with amusement. “You’re dancing with me,” he said, his voice low but commanding, grabbing Brian’s arm and pulling him to his feet. 

Brian’s heart sank, his face flushing with shame as he stammered, “No, I—I don’t—” 

The boy’s grip tightened, his smile sharp. “You don’t get a choice, whiteboi,” he said, dragging Brian to the dance floor. The crowd parted, whispers and giggles following them, and Brian’s legs moved mechanically, his body stiff as the black boy pulled him close, one hand on his waist, the other guiding his hand to his shoulder. The music pulsed, and Brian’s eyes darted to Amanda, still laughing with her partner, oblivious to his humiliation. 

The black boy’s hand slid lower, squeezing Brian’s ass through his jeans, and he leaned in, his breath hot against Brian’s ear. “Relax, slut. You’re mine for this dance.” Brian’s stomach twisted, his mind screaming in protest, but his body obeyed, trapped in the BNWO’s grip, his shame a heavy weight as he moved awkwardly, feeling the eyes of the crowd on him, his heart sinking deeper into the reality he couldn’t escape.

Elsewhere, Tyler, in his fishnet crop top and tiny black skirt, darted through the crowd, his chastity cage swinging freely beneath the scandalously short hem, a deliberate tease for the black gods and goddesses who ruled the night. His glossy crimson lips parted in quick breaths, his heart racing as he tried to keep up with Officer Malik and Officer Simone, their teasing a delicious torment that pushed him to his limits. 

Officer Malik, a hulking figure with a wicked smirk, loomed near the stage, his black uniform accentuating his broad shoulders and the thick bulge straining against his pants. He caught Tyler’s eye during a slow dance, his massive hand groping Tyler’s ass through the fishnet, squeezing hard enough to make him gasp. “Cute little slut,” Malik whispered, his breath hot against Tyler’s ear, “but I’m not sure you’re ready for me.” Before Tyler could respond, Malik sent him off with a snap of his fingers. “Get me a whiskey, sissy. Quick.” 

Tyler scurried to the bar, his cage bouncing, only to be intercepted by Officer Simone, her voluptuous curves a vision in a tight leather dress, her big black ass swaying as she tugged his hair. “Where you running off to, sissy?” she purred, her voice dripping with mockery. “I need a water, and I want it cold. Go.” Tyler’s head spun, but he nodded, rushing to fetch her drink, his heels clicking on the marble floor.

The teasing escalated, Malik and Simone leading him in opposite directions, their demands relentless. Malik sent him to fetch a napkin from across the gym, smirking as Tyler hurried back, only to find him dancing with a white girl, his hand adjusting his growing bulge. “Good boy,” Malik said, dismissing him to grab another drink. Simone, lounging near the partition wall, beckoned him over, her big black breasts heaving as she laughed. “Fluff my hair, slut,” she ordered, making Tyler stand on tiptoes to arrange her curls, her hand grazing his cage, teasing it until he whimpered. Then she sent him to fetch her shawl from the coat check, her eyes glinting as he sprinted off, his skirt flapping. Tyler ran himself ragged, sweat beading on his brow, his cage aching with every step, but he didn’t falter. Each errand was a chance to prove his devotion, his small frame darting through the crowd, dodging grinding bodies and spilled drinks, determined to impress them both.

By the time the prom neared its climax, Tyler was breathless, his fishnet top clinging to his sweat-slicked skin, his legs trembling from exhaustion. He’d served drinks, adjusted Simone’s dress, even knelt to polish Malik’s boots with a napkin, all while their teasing kept him on edge. Just before the King and Queen announcement, Malik and Simone cornered him near the stage, their hands interlocking, their presence overwhelming. 

Malik’s dark eyes bored into him, his hand adjusting his now-massive bulge one last time. “You didn’t give up, did you, slut?” he said, his voice a low growl. 

Simone’s fingers traced Tyler’s jaw, her lips brushing his ear. “We’re a couple,” she purred, slipping a sleek black collar around his neck. “And you’re ours. Two keys, one slut.”

Tyler’s heart soared, tears pricking his eyes as he sank to his knees, overwhelmed by their acceptance. Malik’s hand rested on his head, heavy and possessive. “You’ll be our pet,” he said, his tone firm. “Our clean-up bitch—licking our boots, our bodies, our cum from wherever it lands. You’ll share our bed, sleeping between us so you’re always accessible.” 

Tyler’s chest warmed at the thought, picturing himself curled between their powerful bodies, but Simone’s laugh cut through his reverie. “Don’t get soft, sissy,” she said, her voice sharp. “You’ll be bound most nights—tied to the bed, maybe locked in a latex sleepsack, gagged so you can’t whine. No freedom for you, just service.” 

Malik nodded, smirking. “You’ll be our sex toy, fucked raw by my cock, stretched by her strap-on, always ready, always open.”

Tyler’s cage strained, his body trembling with joy at the thought of such complete surrender. “Thank you,” he whispered, his voice thick with gratitude. “I’m yours.” As they led him away, hands still interlocked, Tyler’s exhaustion melted into pride. He’d run himself ragged to prove his worth, and now he belonged to them both, a perfect slut in the BNWO’s radiant world.

As prom night neared its end, the dance floor grew sparse. One, two, sometimes three or four at a time, black students slipped behind the massive partition wall, their laughter and commanding presence vanishing, leaving their claimed white sluts and sissies milling about. An hour or less of black ownership making them feel more alone than they’d ever felt before, their faces flushed with confusion and unspent desire. 

“Whitebois and bitches! Sluts and sissies! Femboi faggots and lipstick lesbos! I will have your attention one last time before you leave here to serve your destiny.” Vice Principal Lamar’s voice boomed over the speakers, a deep, resonant command that silenced the crowd. “I know what you’re all expecting, but there are better men and women—black men and women—waiting, so I’ll be direct.” He paused, drawing the crowd closer. “This year’s Prom Queen is someone you all know very well, and someone your superiors will come to know even better before the night is over.”

Jake, Ethan, and Tyler clasped each other’s hands, their fingers trembling as they bounced on their tiptoes, squealing with anticipation. They hadn’t seen Christy all night, but they hadn’t been worried. They’d know something big was up.

“Give it up for your femboi Prom Queen, a perfect virgin sissy slut, who I am proud to certify as,” He paused deliberately, teasing out the moment, “a freeuse femboi for the BNWO!” 

On cue, the partition wall began to rise, groaning as it did, revealing a scene that stole the breath of every white student on the dance floor.

There was Christy, the radiant heart of the night, suspended in a tableau of raw, sensual devotion. His slender, sweat-slicked body glistened under the neon glow, his sheer pink crop top torn and clinging to his lithe frame, his chastity cage glinting like a sacred relic. Cum streaked his porcelain skin, dripping from his chin, pooling on his thighs, a shimmering testament to his service. Three black students, their muscular bodies sculpted like gods, held him aloft with effortless strength. 

One, with a thick, veined cock that pulsed with power, pounded Christy’s ass with relentless rhythm, each thrust eliciting a wet, slapping sound that echoed in the humid air. The scent of sex—raw, earthy, and intoxicating—mingled with Christy’s soft whimpers and moans, a symphony of surrender. 

Another, his cock stretching Christy’s glossy lips wide, fucked his mouth with slow, deliberate thrusts, the slick suction of his throat punctuated by muffled gags that were more pleasure than protest. 

Christy’s hand gripped a third cock, stroking it with fervent devotion, his delicate fingers slick with precum, while his other hand plunged deep into the pussy of a black goddess, her big black breasts bouncing with each thrust of his fingers. Her moans, low and guttural, blended with the wet squelch of her arousal. 

Above, another black woman straddled Christy’s face, her full-figured curves swaying as she ground her cunt against his eager tongue, her scent musky and sweet, filling his senses as he lapped at her with unrestrained zeal, her gasps sharp in the air.

Christy’s body was a vessel of pure ecstasy, every movement radiating joy. His eyes, half-lidded with bliss, rolled back as he pushed back against the cock in his ass, his hips rocking to meet each brutal thrust, his moans vibrating around the cock in his mouth. His fingers curled deeper into the goddess’s pussy, desperate to please, while his tongue danced with practiced skill, worshipping the woman above him. Christy’s every whimper, every shudder, screamed his happiness, his utter fulfillment in serving the BNWO so completely. He was no longer just a femboi but a living altar, eagerly participating in every act, his body pliant and open, his heart soaring with purpose.

Jake, Ethan, and Tyler stood frozen, their jaws hanging open, their cages straining painfully against their skimpy outfits. Jake’s sheer lavender bodysuit clung to his sweat-damp skin, his blond ponytail swaying as he clutched his friends’ hands tighter. Ethan’s metallic pink micro-dress shimmered, his red hair sparkling with rhinestone clips, his eyes wide with awe. Tyler’s fishnet crop top and tiny skirt left his cage exposed, his crimson lips parted in a gasp. A flicker of jealousy passed through them—how could they not envy Christy’s ultimate surrender, his body claimed by so many at once? But pride overwhelmed it, swelling in their chests as they watched their friend transcend.

Tyler laughed, tears streaming down his face, his voice thick with emotion. “That bitch did it. Topped us all. Look at him—fucked, filled, serving like a goddamn legend.” His words were laced with admiration, his cage twitching as he imagined himself in Christy’s place, though he knew no one could match this.

Jake nodded, his eyes glistening. “Fuck, I’m jealous, but... shit, I’m so proud. He’s the BNWO’s fucking star, giving everything to them. I’d kill to be that used, but he’s... he’s perfect.” His voice cracked, his hand squeezing Ethan’s, his heart swelling at Christy’s devotion.

Ethan wiped a tear, his voice soft but fervent. “He’s living it—every hole, every touch, every drop of cum. I want that so bad, but God, Christy... he’s our queen. I’ve never been prouder to know someone.” His cage ached, his body trembling with awe at the sight of Christy’s radiant submission.

They shared one last tearful hug, their arms tight around each other, hearts full of pride for their friend who’d become the BNWO’s ultimate offering. As they pulled apart, they turned to follow their new owners—Jake to Marcus’s bed, where he’d be fucked into his new life; Ethan to Ms. Thompson’s feminizing whims, ready to be molded; and Tyler to the shared dominion of Malik and Simone, his body their toy. The BNWO’s perfect world glowed brighter, and Christy’s freeuse devotion was its blazing, cum-slicked star.
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Chapter 4
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Three weeks after graduation, the late summer sun bathed the outdoor patio of Le Jardin Noir, a chic restaurant in the heart of the BNWO’s utopian capital. The air carried the faint scent of jasmine and grilled spices, mingling with the musky undertone of devotion that defined this perfect world. It was there that Christy knelt beneath a wrought-iron table, his slender frame tucked neatly out of sight, his sheer lavender skirt bunched around his thighs. His glossy lips, still slick with the sweet, tangy taste of a superior black woman’s creampie, parted in a contented sigh as he licked them clean, savoring every drop. His chastity cage, a gleaming symbol of his freeuse status, pressed against his skin, a constant reminder of his purpose. The black goddess above, her voluptuous curves draped in a silk sundress, patted his head absentmindedly, her big black breasts swaying as she sipped her wine, her pleasure radiating like a divine aura.

As Christy emerged from under the table, wiping his chin with delicate fingers, a tall black transwoman approached, her presence commanding the patio’s attention. Her hourglass figure was a masterpiece, her full hips and ample breasts accentuated by a form-fitting emerald dress that clung to every curve. The unmistakable bulge of her black cock pressed against the fabric, a bold declaration of her power. Her dark eyes sparkled with amusement as she stopped before Christy, her heels clicking on the stone floor. “I’ve been watching you, femboi,” she said, her voice a sultry melody with a steel edge. “Heard good things, too. You’re the perfect submissive whiteboi the BNWO needs to send a message to the world.”

Christy’s heart fluttered, his cheeks flushing as he stood, smoothing his skirt. “Thank you, ma’am,” he said, his voice soft but brimming with pride. She gestured for him to follow, and they walked together through the bustling streets, the city alive with the BNWO’s harmony—white sissies trailing black owners, their collars gleaming. “We’re working on promotional videos,” she explained, her hips swaying with each step. “To show black foreigners a better way is possible, to entice white foreigners to push for BNWO reforms in their countries. You, Christy, are going to be our star.” 

His eyes widened, his cage tightening at the thought of serving on such a grand stage. “It’s my purpose,” he said, beaming. “I’m flattered to be chosen.”

They arrived at a cold, sterile warehouse on the edge of the downtown core, its concrete floors and steel walls stark under fluorescent lights. The air was crisp, smelling faintly of metal and disinfectant, a sharp contrast to the warmth of the patio. “For this video,” the transwoman said, her hand resting on Christy’s shoulder, “we want a freeuse facial scene. You’ll sit, read a book, and let black men and transwomen cum on your face. No reaction—just calm, casual focus. I know it’s a challenge for a hungry little slut like you.” Her lips curled into a teasing smile, and Christy nodded eagerly, his heart racing with the thrill of serving so publicly.

She ushered in three black men for a test scene, their muscular frames towering, their cocks already hard and glistening with precum. Christy sat on a simple metal chair, a book—Black New World Order Principles of Submission—open in his lap, his platinum hair falling softly around his face. The first man stepped forward, stroking his thick cock until it erupted, a hot, sticky jet of cum splattering across Christy’s cheek. Christy flinched, his eyes fluttering, the musky scent filling his nose, his lips twitching with the urge to lick it off. The second man followed, his cum landing on Christy’s forehead, dripping into his lashes, and Christy flinched again, a soft gasp escaping his glossy lips. By the third, a thick rope hitting his lips, he couldn’t help but giggle, the warmth and scent overwhelming his senses, his cage aching with unreleased desire.

The transwoman laughed, her voice rich with warmth. “Oh, I like your energy, femboi,” she said, clapping her hands. “But you need desensitizing.” She called in four other black transwomen, each a vision of power with curves and bulges that made Christy’s breath catch. They held plastic squirt bottles filled with warm water, its temperature mimicking the heat of cum. “Keep reading,” she instructed, and Christy focused on his book, his fingers gripping the pages. The women circled him, their heels echoing in the warehouse, and began spraying his face at random—sharp bursts hitting his cheeks, his nose, his lips, the water trickling down his chin, soaking his crop top. The first few sprays made him twitch, his shoulders hunching, but he forced himself to stay still, eyes locked on the text. The scent of the warehouse—sterile and cold—mixed with the faint warmth of the water, a poor substitute for the cum he craved, but enough to train his body. A spray hit his eyelid, another his mouth, and he didn’t flinch, his breathing steady, his face serene.

After an hour, Christy sat unflinching, water dripping from his face, his book still open, his expression calm as if the sprays were nothing. The transwoman clapped again, her smile wide. “Perfect, femboi. You’re ready to show the world what the BNWO can be.” Christy beamed, his heart swelling with pride, his body alive with purpose. He was a vessel for the BNWO’s message, his submission a beacon to spread its glory, and he couldn’t wait to be coated in cum for all the world to see.

The sterile warehouse hummed with anticipation, its cold concrete and steel walls softened by the warm glow of Christy’s radiant submission. The fluorescent lights buzzed faintly, casting stark shadows as the four black transwomen closed in around him, their hourglass figures a symphony of power and grace. Their form-fitting dresses hugged their ample curves, big black breasts spilling over necklines, and the unmistakable bulges of their cocks pressed against the fabric, a testament to their dominance in the BNWO’s utopian world. Christy, still seated on the metal chair, his platinum hair damp from the squirt bottle training, resisted the urge to look up, resisted the natural tendency to lower his eyes in respect, and instead stared straight ahead, his chastity cage straining beneath his lavender skirt. The air was thick with the lingering musk of the earlier test scene, but now it crackled with a new energy as the women enveloped him.

They pressed in close, their laughter a melodic chorus as they pulled Christy into a group hug, squishing him between their lush, heaving breasts. The softness of their curves enveloped him, their skin warm and scented with jasmine and cocoa butter, a heady mix that made his head spin. One transwoman’s breasts pressed against his cheek, her nipple teasingly close through the thin fabric, while another rubbed her thick cock bulge against his hip, the hard outline grinding through her dress and his skirt, sending jolts through his cage.

“Look at this sweet little femboi,” one cooed, her voice dripping with affection, her hands stroking his hair. 

Another giggled, her bulge nudging his thigh as she purred, “He’s so responsive, practically begging for it.” 

Christy’s heart soared, his body trembling with delight as he leaned into their touches, his skin tingling where their bulges pressed, his lips parting in a soft moan. Their laughter washed over him, warm and approving, and he felt utterly cherished, a perfect slut basking in their praise.

The lead transwoman, her emerald dress shimmering, stepped back, clapping her hands with a satisfied grin. “You’re ready, femboi,” she declared, her dark eyes gleaming. “But we need you looking the part—clichéd, slutty, and undeniably BNWO.” 

She gestured to a rack of clothing, and Christy’s eyes sparkled as she began dressing him. First, she slipped a black pleated micro-skirt over his hips, so short it barely covered his chastity cage, the hem teasing the tops of his smooth thighs. The fabric swished lightly, cool against his skin, making him feel deliciously exposed. Next came thigh-high white socks, their soft cotton hugging his legs, the tops adorned with pink bows that tickled his skin. An oversized pastel pink crop top followed, slipping over his slender frame, the loose fit slipping off one shoulder to bare his collarbone, the hem stopping just above his navel to showcase his cage. Arm warmers, striped in pink and white, slid over his forearms, their fuzzy texture a playful contrast to the sleekness of his outfit. A black velvet choker, studded with a small silver heart, clasped snugly around his neck, its gentle pressure a constant reminder of his submission. Finally, she perched a pair of fluffy cat ears atop his platinum hair, their pink tips swaying as he tilted his head, giggling at the whimsy.

Christy stood, twirling to admire himself in a nearby mirror, his heart racing with joy. The outfit was a perfect blend of slutty and adorable, every piece accentuating his femboi allure—his long legs elongated by the socks, his slim waist highlighted by the crop top, his neck begging for a collar with the choker’s delicate grip. He felt weightless, radiant, like a living doll crafted for the BNWO’s pleasure. The transwoman nodded approvingly, then beckoned a team of professionals—two black women and a white sissy, all carrying makeup kits and manicure tools. “Make him flawless,” she instructed, and they set to work.

The makeup team moved with precision, their touches gentle but deliberate. First, they applied a light foundation, smoothing it over Christy’s porcelain skin with soft brushes, blending it seamlessly to give him a dewy, doll-like glow. The cool cream tingled as it settled, erasing any blemish, leaving his face a perfect canvas. Blush came next, a soft pink dusted across his cheeks with a fluffy brush, the faint scent of rose powder filling his nose as they sculpted his cheekbones, giving him a perpetually flushed, innocent look. 

For his lips, they chose a vibrant cherry lip stain, painting it on with a fine brush, the slick texture gliding over his mouth, leaving a glossy, kissable sheen that tasted faintly of berries. His eyes were the focus—eyeshadow in shimmering lavender swept across his lids, blended with a touch of silver at the corners to make his eyes pop, the brush’s soft bristles tickling his skin. Black eyeliner followed, a liquid pen tracing sharp wings that framed his lashes, the cool tip grazing his eyelids as they worked, making him shiver with delight. They curled his lashes, coating them with mascara to complete the look, each stroke amplifying his femboi charm.

The sissy manicurist took his hands, filing his nails into gentle ovals with a rhythmic rasp, the sound soothing as it filled the warehouse. They filled in any ridges with a clear base, then painted each nail with bright pink polish, the glossy lacquer gleaming under the lights, its sharp chemical scent mingling with the makeup’s floral notes. Each brushstroke was precise, coating his nails in a vibrant hue that screamed femininity, and Christy wiggled his fingers, marveling at how they sparkled, feeling like an extension of his slutty persona.

The lead transwoman returned, holding a pair of feminine eyeglasses with delicate pink frames, their lenses non-prescription but designed to protect his eyes during the shoot. She slid them onto his face, the lightweight frames settling perfectly on his nose, framing his made-up eyes with a nerdy-chic allure. “Perfect,” she murmured, then handed him the oversized holo-reader, its sleek surface displaying a lurid interracial domination scene on the backside—a black god fucking a white sissy, the holographic image shifting with every angle, vivid and explicit. Christy clutched it, the cool plastic warming in his hands, his cage aching as he imagined himself in that scene.

He stood, fully transformed, feeling like the BNWO’s ultimate femboi—slutty, adorable, and ready to serve. The transwomen cooed again, their hands brushing his shoulders, their bulges teasing his thighs as they hugged him once more, their laughter filling him with pride. “You’re our star,” the lead transwoman said, her voice warm. “Now, let’s film you being the perfect freeuse femboi for the world to see.” Christy’s heart swelled, his body alive with purpose, ready to embody the BNWO’s vision in every cum-soaked moment.

The warehouse’s cold sterility was a distant memory as the filming began, its harsh fluorescent lights softened by the heat radiating from the circle of black men and transwomen surrounding Christy. He sat curled on an oversized fluffy pink pillow, its plush softness cradling his slender frame, the black micro-skirt riding up to expose his chastity cage, the pastel pink crop top slipping off one shoulder. The thigh-high socks with their pink bows hugged his legs, and the cat ears perched atop his platinum hair twitched slightly as he tilted his head, the holo-reader in his hands glowed with its lurid interracial domination display. His pink-framed glasses rested lightly on his nose, his makeup flawless—cherry-stained lips glossy, lavender eyeshadow shimmering, bright pink nails catching the light as he turned a page. The air was thick with the scent of anticipation, but Christy’s focus was razor sharp, his heart pounding with purpose as he read Black New World Order Principles of Submission, determined to embody the freeuse femboi ideal.

In his peripheral vision, he glimpsed the towering figures closing in, their muscular bodies and voluptuous curves a blur of power. Black men, their skin gleaming like polished ebony, stood shoulder to shoulder with black transwomen, their ample breasts and thick cock bulges straining against tight clothing. The heat of their closeness washed over him, a primal warmth that made his cage ache, his skin tingling as if electrified. Their breathing was heavy, a chorus of deep inhales and ragged exhales, mingling with the wet, rhythmic slick of their hands stroking their cocks. The sounds were intoxicating—fleshy, urgent, a symphony of desire that made Christy’s mouth water. His mind screamed to turn his head, to wrap his lips around the nearest big black cock, to suck it deep until he choked on its girth, but he resisted. 

“This isn’t about my pleasure,” he thought, his heart swelling with devotion. “It’s about serving the BNWO, showing the world what submission means.”

The first cumshot hit his cheek, heavy and hot, a thick rope of superior black sperm that splattered across his foundation-smooth skin, the warmth sinking into him like a lover’s touch. The musky, salty scent filled his nose, raw and potent, making his cage strain painfully. Another followed, landing on his forehead, dripping down to coat his glasses in a sticky haze, the wet heat sliding toward his lips. Christy’s breath hitched, but he kept his eyes on the holo-reader, his fingers steady as he turned a page, his expression calm, almost bored, as if the cum were mere raindrops. 

The shots came faster, closer together, each one a scalding burst—across his nose, his chin, his lips, pooling in the hollow of his throat where the choker sat. The scent overwhelmed him, a heady mix of musk and power, each load a testament to his service. He lost count after a dozen, his face heavy with cum, the weight pulling at his skin, dripping onto his crop top, soaking the fabric.

Casually, as if unaware of the glistening mask coating him, Christy lifted a pink-nailed finger to his lips, slipping it between them to scoop a dollop of cum. The taste exploded on his tongue—salty, tangy, divine—and he licked it clean with a subtle flick, using that same finger to turn the page on his holo-reader. The act was effortless, his face serene, but inside, he fought a smile as he heard two black men waiting their turn groan in frustration. 

“Fuck, I just came watching that,” one muttered, his voice thick with wasted lust. 

“Me too,” another grumbled, their disappointment a sweet validation of Christy’s allure.

The cumshots kept coming, relentless, burying his face under layers of superior black cum. His glasses were now opaque, the lenses coated in a thick, creamy film, blurring the holo-reader’s text. Christy pretended to read on, tilting his head as if deciphering the words, his composure unshaken. The cum was so heavy it clogged his nose, each breath a struggle through the warm, sticky layers coating his mouth and lips. He loved it—the suffocating weight, the musky scent that filled his lungs when he managed a shallow inhale, the slick feel of it sliding down his cheeks, pooling at his jaw. 

His tongue darted out instinctively, catching a stray drop, the taste sending shivers through his caged body. Yet he remained calm, his Zen-like state anchoring him. “I’m pleasing them,” he thought, his heart soaring. “Their superior orgasms are mine to earn, their pleasure my purpose.” The knowledge that he’d excited so many, drawn out their cum with his mere presence, wrapped him in a serene ecstasy, his body a vessel for the BNWO’s glory.

The circle of men and transwomen tightened, their collective breathing heavier, the wet sounds of their stroking louder, more frantic. Another load hit his eyelid, sealing it shut; another splattered his choker, the silver heart now glistening with cum. Christy’s face was a canvas, painted with devotion, and though he could barely breathe, though his vision was gone, he sat poised, turning another page, the holo-reader’s lurid display reflecting off his cum-soaked glasses. 

The lead transwoman’s voice cut through, warm with pride. “Perfect, femboi. You’re showing the world what the BNWO can be.” Christy’s heart swelled, his calm facade hiding the joy that consumed him, his body alive with the weight, scent, and taste of his service. He was the BNWO’s star, and this moment—drowning in cum, serene and devoted—was his triumph.

The warehouse’s cold air was now thick with the primal heat of the scene, the fluorescent lights casting a clinical glow over Christy’s cum-soaked form. Curled on the oversized fluffy pink pillow, his slender body was a vision of BNWO devotion—his black micro-skirt hiked up, revealing his chastity cage, his pastel pink crop top slipping off one shoulder, thigh-high socks with pink bows clinging to his legs. The cat ears atop his platinum hair tilted slightly as he turned a page on his holo-reader, its lurid interracial domination display flickering. His pink-framed glasses were nearly opaque with cum, his cherry-stained lips and lavender-shadowed eyes buried under layers of superior black sperm. The air was heavy with the musky, salty scent of cum, mingled with the wet, rhythmic slick of stroking cocks and the ragged breathing of the circle of black men and transwomen around him. Christy’s heart thrummed with serene joy, his Zen-like state anchoring him as he resisted the urge to suck the nearest cock, his purpose to serve the BNWO’s vision outweighing his hunger.

The four black transwomen who’d desensitized him with squirt bottles now stepped forward, their hourglass figures radiant, their dresses clinging to big black breasts and thick cock bulges. Their perfume—a sultry blend of vanilla and amber—cut through the musky air, wrapping Christy in an alluring cloud as they closed in. One by one, they stroked their cocks, their breathing heavy, their eyes locked on his serene face. The first transwoman’s load hit his cheek, somehow hotter and heavier than the others, a thick, sticky jet that clung to his skin like warm honey, its scent a potent mix of musk and her floral perfume. Another followed, splattering his forehead, the cum so viscous it barely dripped, coating his glasses in a fresh, creamy layer. The third and fourth added their loads, one hitting his lips, the other his chin, each shot stickier, clinging to the uneven layers already painting him, the combined scents of their cum and perfume intoxicating. Christy’s cage ached, but he remained still, turning another page, his expression calm, almost bored, though his heart sang with pride at serving so fully.

The lead transwoman, her emerald dress shimmering, clapped her hands, dismissing the crowd with a commanding wave. “Enough,” she said, her voice warm with pride as she knelt beside Christy. “Femboi, you were perfection. One hundred twenty-seven black cumshots, and you didn’t bat an eye. Those little embellishments—like licking your finger to turn the page? Incredibly hot.” She removed his glasses, the sticky cum stretching in thin strands as she pulled them away, and activated the camera feature on his holo-reader, tilting it to show him his reflection. 

Christy’s face was a sloppy, unrecognizable mess—a glistening mask of cum, layered unevenly across his cheeks, forehead, and lips. Thick ropes clung to his skin, some drying in patchy, translucent streaks, others fresh and glossy, dripping slowly down his chin to pool at his choker’s silver heart. His eyelashes were clumped, his lavender eyeshadow smeared beneath the shine, his cherry lip stain buried under a creamy film. The cum ran in rivulets along his cheeks, and stringy strands dangled from his cat ears, his crop top saturated, clinging wetly to his skin.

He'd never seen himself look so beautiful, so used, so purposeful.

She replaced his glasses, the cum smearing slightly as they settled back on his nose, and pointed him toward the exit. “Go, star,” she said, handing him a cherry-flavored sucker, its bright red wrapper crinkling. Christy marked his page, turned off the holo-reader, and climbed to his feet, adjusting his cum-soaked skirt, smoothing his dripping crop top, and tugging his sticky arm warmers into place as if untouched by the mess. He unwrapped the sucker, making a show of licking it, twirling it in the cum coating his lips, the sweet cherry flavor mixing with the salty tang. His heart soared, and like the happiest of girls, he skipped toward the warehouse door, cum dripping from his face onto the concrete floor.

Outside, the city street thrummed with the vibrant pulse of the Black New World Order’s utopian capital, neon signs casting a kaleidoscope of pinks and purples across the bustling sidewalk. Christy skipped along, a radiant beacon of devotion, his cum-soaked form glistening under the lights. His black micro-skirt clung wetly to his thighs, his pastel pink crop top saturated, sticking to his slender frame. His thigh-high socks sagged, their pink bows drooping, while his cat ears tilted atop his platinum hair, sticky strands of cum dangling from the fluffy tips. His pink-framed glasses were opaque with layers of superior black sperm, rendering him blind, yet he waved cheerfully at the unseen crowd, his bright pink nails clutching a cherry sucker.

Superior black cum coated his face in a glistening mask—thick ropes drying in patchy streaks, fresh globs sliding down his chin to pool at the silver heart of his choker. The musky, salty scent of cum mixed with the sweet cherry tang as he licked the sucker, smearing it with the creamy film on his lips, his heart soaring with the joy of serving the BNWO.

Ethan and Ms. Thompson stood nearby, Ethan’s frilly pink dress swishing as he bounced like a giddy schoolgirl, his red pigtails swinging with each clap of his hands. “Oh my God, Christy, you’re a fucking legend! Look at you, serving the BNWO like a queen!” he squealed, his voice brimming with pride, his chastity cage jiggling under his dress. 

Christy, blind behind his cum-coated glasses, blew a kiss in Ethan’s direction, his sticky lips smacking around the sucker. “Love you!” he chirped, his voice light and melodic, before returning to licking the candy, cum streaking across it as he skipped onward.

Ms. Thompson, her voluptuous curves commanding in a tight red dress, her big black breasts spilling over, squeezed Ethan’s shoulder. “Slut didn’t even recognize you through all that cum,” she laughed, “but that didn’t stop him from loving you back. He’s genuine, that one.”

A muttered curse drew their attention to a sullen whiteboi leaning against a nearby lamppost, his plain black shirt and jeans a stark contrast to the flamboyant sissies around him. His leather collar marked him as owned, but his owner was absent. 

Ethan’s eyes narrowed as he recognized Brian, the same stubborn student from New Harmony High who’d been put in his place by his girlfriend in the hallway before prom. He saw Brian’s face twist in disgust as he watched Christy’s cum-drenched skip. His lips curled into a sneer as he spat, “Fucking faggot,” the slur slicing through the street’s hum, loud enough to turn heads. 

Christy, unable to see or hear clearly through the cum clogging his senses, continued his joyful skip, oblivious to the insult. But Ms. Thompson’s dark eyes blazed with a teacher’s righteous fury.

“How dare you?” she growled, her voice low and commanding, her heels clicking sharply as she strode toward him. “Brian, isn’t it? The boy who thought he could act like a black man?” Ethan giggled, bouncing on his toes, eager to see the reluctant whiteboi reprimanded. Ms. Thompson’s gaze pinned Brian, his sneer faltering. “Where’s your owner, boy? Why are you unattended?” she demanded, her tone sharp.

Brian’s face flushed, his eyes dropping. “My girlfriend... she’s back home, getting her pussy destroyed by our Master’s big black cock,” he muttered, his voice bitter. “I haven’t earned the right to watch yet.”

Ms. Thompson scoffed, her lips curling in disdain. “You’ll lose a lot more than you hope to gain with slurs like that, boy.” She seized his arm, her grip unyielding, and yanked him toward a nearby bench. “Over my knee, now,” she ordered, sitting down, her big black ass filling the space as she pulled him down. The crowd parted, sissies giggling, black passersby nodding approvingly. She tugged his jeans down, exposing his pale ass and chastity cage, the bulge as pathetic now as it was in the school hallway. 

Her hand came down hard, a sharp crack echoing through the street, the first spank leaving a red handprint. “You will not disrespect a BNWO star,” she said, her voice a mix of authority and scorn, delivering another stinging slap. Brian yelped, his body jerking, but Ms. Thompson held him firm, her hand raining down blow after blow, each smack louder, his ass reddening under her powerful strikes. The air filled with the rhythmic slaps and his muffled whimpers.

Ethan clapped gleefully, his pigtails bouncing. “Get him, Ms. Thompson! Teach that jealous bitch respect!” His voice was high and excited, his pride for Christy undimmed.

The crowd murmured approval, their eyes gleaming with satisfaction at the discipline. 

Ms. Thompson paused, her hand hovering, and leaned close to Brian’s ear. “Christy’s a queen, serving the BNWO with every breath. You? You’re a sullen slut who forgot his place—again.” She delivered one final, resounding spank, the crack ringing out, then shoved him upright. Brian stumbled, pulling up his jeans, his face flushed with shame as he slunk away, head bowed.

Christy, oblivious to the commotion behind him, continued his skip, his cum-soaked face glistening under the neon lights. The layers of cum clung to his skin—thick, sticky ropes drying in uneven patches, fresh globs sliding down his jaw, pooling at his choker’s silver heart. His cat ears sagged under dangling strands, his crop top and skirt saturated, clinging wetly. The musky scent of superior black sperm mixed with the cherry of his sucker, and he licked it again, twirling it in the creamy film on his lips, the taste sending shivers through his caged body. 

He waved blindly as he skipped, his heart alight with purpose, a cum-drenched star in the BNWO’s radiant world, his skip a joyful dance of devotion as he vanished into the vibrant night.
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Chapter 5
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A week later, the late summer sun bathed the patio of Le Jardin Noir in a golden glow, the air rich with the scent of sizzling dishes from the restaurant’s kitchen. Christy knelt on the warm stone patio, his slender frame adorned in a new femboi ensemble—a sheer white crop top that bared his midriff, a pastel blue micro-skirt barely covering his chastity cage, and thigh-high fishnet stockings with tiny blue bows. His platinum hair was pulled into a high ponytail, a black velvet choker with a silver heart tightly adorning his neck, and his pink-framed glasses perched delicately on his nose. His makeup was subtle but flawless: a light pink blush, glossy peach lips, and shimmering blue eyeshadow. The BNWO’s utopian capital hummed around him, black gods and goddesses strolling with their collared sissies, the city alive with the harmony of submission.

Christy knelt before two black women seated at a wrought-iron table, their powerful presence radiating like a divine aura. Their legs were extended, bare feet resting on a small stool, their toes painted in vibrant shades of red and gold. One woman, her big black breasts spilling over a low-cut sundress, sipped a cocktail, her full lips curving in a satisfied smile. The other, her voluptuous ass filling the chair, picked at a plate of grilled shrimp and mango salad. Christy’s lips worked diligently, sucking gently on the toes of the first woman, his tongue tracing the arch of her foot, the faint saltiness of her skin mingling with the floral scent of her lotion. 

He moved to the second woman’s foot, lapping at her toes with reverent care, his cage aching as he savored the privilege of serving. Every few minutes, one would dangle a shrimp or a piece of mango above his lips, dropping it into his open mouth. “Good boi,” the first cooed, patting his head, her fingers lingering in his ponytail before motioning him back to her feet. The second chuckled, feeding him a sliver of fruit, her touch gentle but commanding as she guided his lips back to her toes.

A third black woman approached from across the patio, her curvaceous figure swaying in a tight yellow dress, her big black breasts bouncing with each step. “Ladies, can I borrow your sissy?” she asked, her voice playful, her eyes glinting as they raked over Christy’s kneeling form. The two women laughed, their voices rich and melodic, waving away the idea. “He’s not ours,” the first said, her cocktail glass clinking. “This is Christy, the freeuse femboi. Available to all, anytime, for anything.” 

The second grinned, popping a mango slice into her own mouth. “Have at him, girl.”

The new woman smirked, hiking up her dress to reveal a sleek black strap-on, its thick, glossy surface gleaming under the sunlight. “My slut at home will love cleaning a whiteboi’s ass off this,” she purred, her voice dripping with anticipation. “And I do love hearing them squeal.” She tugged Christy by his choker and positioned him on all fours, flipping his skirt up to expose his smooth ass. He didn’t pause in his worship, his lips still sucking the first woman’s toes, his tongue swirling as the strap-on pressed against his entrance. The black queen thrust in hard, no warning, the slick silicone stretching him wide, and Christy squealed, the high-pitched sound muffled against the foot in his mouth. 

The pegging was relentless, her hips slamming against his ass, the wet slap of her thrusts blending with the patio’s ambient chatter and clinking glasses. Christy’s cage bounced, his body rocking with each brutal thrust, but he kept sucking, licking, his focus split between the pleasure-pain in his ass and the divine taste of the women’s feet.

The two seated women watched, their laughter soft and approving, feeding him another shrimp as his moans vibrated against their toes. The third woman fucked him harder, her hands gripping his hips, her strap-on plunging deep, the friction sending shivers through his caged body. “Such a good little slut,” she growled, her voice thick with satisfaction. After what felt like an eternity of blissful submission, she pulled out, leaving Christy trembling, his ass throbbing, his face flushed with joy.

The three women leaned forward, their eyes warm with praise. “What a good boi,” the first said, her voice a sultry purr. She parted her lips, letting a long thread of superior saliva drool into Christy’s open mouth, the warm, slick liquid hitting his tongue with a faintly sweet taste. The second followed, her saliva dripping slowly, pooling in his mouth as he swallowed eagerly, his heart swelling. The third, still catching her breath, added her own thread, her spit thick and warm, a final gift that made Christy’s cage ache with devotion. “Keep serving, femboi,” she said, patting his cheek.

Christy beamed, his lips glossy with saliva and sweat, his body alive with purpose. He adjusted his skirt, smoothed his crop top, and rose to his knees, ready for the next call to serve, a radiant star in the BNWO’s perfect world. The happy whiteboi rose from his knees, his slender frame shimmering in his sheer white crop top. His platinum ponytail swayed as he smoothed his outfit, the faint taste of saliva lingering on his lips from the three black women’s gifts. His heart thrummed with purpose, his body still tingling from the strap-on pegging, when he looked up to see the black transwoman from the holo-stream session standing before him, her emerald dress hugging her hourglass figure, her cock bulge prominent, her smile radiant with pride.

“Christy, you’re a vision,” she said, her sultry voice cutting through the patio’s hum. “The holo-stream was a hit—7300 blacked-slavery visa requests from white foreigners, plus official government outreach from three Middle Eastern countries and two European ones. You’re changing the world, femboi.” Her eyes sparkled as she stepped closer, her jasmine-and-amber perfume wrapping around him. “Your next holo-stream is ready. We just need our star.” 

Christy’s heart soared, his glossy peach lips parting in a beaming smile. “I’m ready,” he chirped, his voice light with devotion. She took his hand, leading him from the patio, across the bustling street where collared sissies trailed black gods, and into a lush park, its emerald grass dotted with blooming flowers.

In a secluded clearing, a private space was reserved, framed by towering oaks, disturbed by only a soft breeze. A pink blanket spread across the grass, adorned with a wicker picnic basket and a vibrant spread of food: frosted cupcakes with pink swirls, juicy strawberries, and mango slices, delicate sandwiches with cucumber and cream cheese, and a bowl of glistening grapes. Christy’s holo-reader lay beside it, its lurid interracial domination display flickering softly. The transwoman gestured to the setup, her smile teasing. “Same as last time, femboi—read your book, enjoy your food slowly, ignore the men around you. But there’s a twist: they’ll aim for your face and your food. You’ll eat every superior sperm-soaked bite and love it.”

Christy’s eyes sparkled, his cage tightening as he knelt on the blanket, clutching the holo-reader. “That sounds like heaven,” he said, his voice trembling with happiness. He settled in, opening Principles of Submission, his pink-nailed fingers turning the holographic pages, his expression calm and focused. 

As it turned out, there was to be no practice, no desensitizing. They just stepped right into the scene. The first black man approached, his muscular frame towering, his jeans unzipping to reveal a monstrous big black cock, thick and veined, pulsing with power. He stroked it, his breathing heavy, the wet slick of his hand filling the air. A hot, sticky jet of cum erupted, splattering Christy’s cheek, dripping onto a cupcake, the musky scent of superior black sperm mixing with the sweet vanilla frosting. Christy didn’t flinch, his eyes fixed on the holo-reader, but he picked up the cum-coated cupcake with one hand, taking a slow, deliberate bite. The creamy cum blended with the frosting, a salty-sweet explosion on his tongue, and he chewed visibly, savoring the texture, his heart singing with devotion.

Another man stepped forward, his cock even larger, the slap of his strokes echoing as he aimed for a strawberry, coating it in a thick, glistening rope. Christy plucked it from the blanket, the cum oozing onto his fingers, and popped it into his mouth, the tart fruit mingling with the musky warmth. He read on, never making eye contact, his glasses catching stray drops of cum, his face a serene mask despite the growing layers—thick patches on his cheeks, a glossy sheen on his lips, rivulets trickling down his choker. Between men, he nibbled on a sandwich, the cream cheese now streaked with cum, the flavor rich and divine, each bite a testament to his submission. Grapes, slick with sperm, rolled across the blanket, and he ate them slowly, their juicy burst enhanced by the sticky coating, his cage aching with unspent desire.

Shadows of passersby flickered over the blanket, their murmurs and footsteps blending with the park’s birdsong and rustling leaves. Christy could hear their whispers—

“Look at that femboi, so perfect.” 

“BNWO’s finest.”

“The whiter they are, the whiter they like to get.”

“Gawd, I’d love to hear him squeal.”

—and his heart swelled at the casual, public nature of his freeuse submission. It was a flawless expression of his purpose, a living display for the world, but a quiet frustration gnawed at him. He longed to look up, to lock eyes with the men, to show his gratitude by sucking their cocks dry, worshipping their power. Yet he resisted, knowing this was about the BNWO’s vision, not his hunger. His fingers turned another page, cum dripping from his chin onto the holo-reader, and he ate another cum-covered cupcake, the frosting now a creamy mess, his lips smacking softly as he savored it.

The men kept coming, their cocks monstrous, their cum soaking his food—sandwiches soggy, fruit glistening, cupcakes collapsing under the weight. Christy’s face was a canvas of devotion, cum layering unevenly, some drying in crusty patches, others fresh and sliding down his glasses, blurring his vision. He pretended to read, his composure unwavering, but inside, he was in ecstasy, each bite of sperm-soaked food a sacred act, each musky scent and sticky texture a gift. The transwoman watched, her smile proud, as Christy ate and read, the park’s casual beauty framing his perfect submission, a radiant star proving the BNWO’s glory to the world.

Before he knew it, the park clearing glowed with the soft light of dusk, the pink blanket spread across the grass now littered with cum-soaked cupcakes, strawberries, sandwiches, and grapes, their glistening surfaces a testament to Christy’s devotion. He knelt on the blanket, his sheer white crop top and pastel blue micro-skirt drenched, his fishnet thigh-highs sagging, his chastity cage gleaming beneath the hem. His platinum ponytail was sticky with cum, his black velvet choker was slick with it, and his pink-framed glasses were nearly opaque, cum dripping in thick rivulets down his face, pooling at his chin. 

The musky scent of superior black sperm mingled with the park’s honeysuckle and earth, and Christy savored the salty-sweet taste of a cum-covered grape, his glossy peach lips smacking as he chewed. 

The black transwoman from the holo-stream session stood before him, her emerald dress catching the fading light, her hourglass figure radiant, her cock bulge prominent. Her smile was warm, her amber perfume cutting through the musky air. “Christy, you were flawless,” she said, her voice rich with pride. “I’ve no doubt we’ll see even stronger results—7300 visa requests will look small soon. But I know you’re a freeuse femboi, probably tired of not performing.” 

Christy’s eyes widened, his cum-soaked lips parting in mock shock. “No, ma’am, I’d never—” he started, but she raised a hand, her smile teasing. “Good bois don’t lie to their superiors, Christy.”

He blushed, the cum on his cheeks glistening, and nodded. “I’m sorry,” he said softly, his voice trembling with honesty. “I loved serving the BNWO’s purpose, and it was fun, but... it felt selfish. I wanted to bring them pleasure, suck their cocks, show my gratitude, not just watch them cum.” His cage ached as he spoke, his heart bare. “The fact that they had to pleasure themselves just felt so wrong.”

She nodded, her eyes gleaming with approval. “I’ve got something different for tomorrow. A day in the life of a femboi, broadcast live. My crew will be embedded along a set route through the city—natural, honest, raw. The fetish stuff was a tease, shocking scenes to create buzz, but now the world needs to see what it really means to belong to the BNWO. I want you screaming in pleasure, begging for more, getting fucked hard in both holes.”

Christy’s smile was radiant, his cum-coated glasses slipping slightly. “I can do that,” he chirped, his voice bright with conviction. “I won’t let you down.” Her smile widened, and she leaned closer, her perfume enveloping him. “I have a gift for you, femboi. I registered with Vice Principal Lamar and your BNWO advocate. This will take you from almost-perfect to perfect.”

For a brief second, shame flickered in Christy’s chest—she thought him less than perfect? But of course she did—after all, he was white. Acceptable? Pleasing? Satisfactory? That’s what whitebois aspired to. All questions vanished, however, as his excitement surged. She valued his submission enough to improve him! 

“I’m amazed you did both facial scenes with a Pherefucker inside you and still controlled your reactions,” she said, her voice awed. “No whiteboi in the state could match that. You won’t need that toy tomorrow, though. I’ve got something better.” She handed him a sleek black box, its surface shimmering. “You’re one of the first to be fitted with the Pherestrator 1.0.”

Christy squealed, his sticky fingers fumbling with the box as he tore it open, his heart racing. “I heard they were developing it, but I didn’t know it was ready!” he gasped, his eyes wide. “It’s a chastity cage, same material as the Pherefucker, with generative properties, but it shrinks around you, getting tighter the more black arousal you’re exposed to!” His voice trembled with delight as he lifted the device, its sleek, black surface pulsing faintly, almost alive.

She nodded, her smile sly. “It learns, too. Each time it shrinks, it gets a bit smaller; each time it returns to normal, normal is a bit smaller. An owned slave might last a year before crushing castration. A freeuse femboi like you? Maybe a month.” 

Christy squealed again, bouncing on his knees, cum dripping onto the blanket. His fingers traced the stylized ‘S’ that marked the button that sealed it closed. “’S’ for small,” he asked with a smile,  “or sissy?”

“Were you someone else? Perhaps.” She stepped closer, stroking his finger with her own. “In this case, it’s Seraphina.”

“Seraphina?” he asked.

“My name. Seraphina Jackson. Sera to my friends. Mistress Seraphina to you.” She laughed, her husky voice a musical baritone, at the surprise on his face. “I may not be your owner—no worries, you’re still freeuse—but I am the one with the pleasure of caging you.”

“Please, Mistress Seraphina!” he begged, his voice high with need. “Cage me.”

“I swear I’ve never seen a whiteboi so eager to be unmanned,” she chuckled. The black goddess knelt before him, her fingers deft as she unlocked his current cage. It slid free with a soft pop. His tiny white cock twitched, already useless, but she took her time, her touch deliberate as she fitted the Pherestrator 1.0. The material was cool, almost liquid, molding to his skin, its weight both comforting and thrilling. “This is going to make you so small,” she murmured, her voice a sultry promise as she snapped it shut, the lock clicking. “Your pathetic whiteboi cock will shrink, tighter and tighter, until it’s nothing. When the Pherestrator falls away, you’ll be perfect—useless, pure, a true BNWO star.”

Christy shivered, the cage already pulsing faintly, as if sensing her arousal. His heart swelled with joy, his cum-soaked face beaming as he clutched the empty box. “Thank you,” he whispered, tears pricking his eyes. She stood, brushing his sticky cheek. “Tomorrow, femboi. Walk the route, be yourself—screaming, begging, fucked raw. Show the world what the BNWO means.” Christy nodded, his ponytail bouncing, his body alive with purpose, ready to be the perfect, shrinking star of the BNWO’s radiant vision.

Mistress Seraphina, her emerald dress shimmering, stood over him, her hourglass figure a vision of power. Without a word, she straddled his face, lowering herself until her heavy black balls rested against his lips, her hot ass pressing close. The heat was overwhelming, a primal warmth that enveloped Christy’s senses, her skin radiating like a furnace. He inhaled deeply, the musky scent of her balls—earthy, potent, laced with her jasmine-and-amber perfume—flooding his nose, making his new Pherestrator 1.0 cage pulse and tighten. His tongue darted out, licking from the soft, heavy weight of her balls to the tight, warm pucker of her ass, the taste a heady mix of salt and sweetness, her skin smooth and divine. Each lap was fervent, his lips sucking gently, his heart soaring with the joy of serving, of pleasing a superior. His cage ached as he worked, his body trembling with the privilege of being so close, his tongue tracing slow, reverent circles, savoring every texture, every taste.

But anxiety crept in as he felt her cock, pressed against his cheek, remain only semi-hard, its thick warmth not growing as he’d hoped. “Am I not good enough?” he thought, his heart twisting with worry. He redoubled his efforts, licking faster, sucking harder, his tongue plunging deeper into her ass, but her cock stayed stubbornly soft. Self-doubt gnawed at him. He was failing her, failing the BNWO. 

From his place between her thighs, her ass smothering his face, he heard her voice cut through the air, sharp and commanding. “You, whiteboi! Touching your pathetic little cock in public?” she snapped, her tone dripping with disdain. “I should have you flogged for even looking at me, especially when I can see you’re dreaming of fucking me. Ridiculous and gross.”

A mumbled half-apology followed, the voice sullen and familiar—Brian, the problem boy from school, still fighting his place. Christy couldn’t see him, his face buried in the transwoman’s heat, but his heart sank. “Poor Brian,” he thought, “denying himself the BNWO’s embrace, missing this joy.” He longed to pull free, to talk to Brian, to show him the ecstasy of submission, but his duty was here, pleasing the woman who caged him. Her ass pressed harder, her balls heavy on his lips, and he licked with desperate fervor, though his worry deepened as she stayed semi-hard. 

“I’m not enough,” he thought, shame prickling his eyes.

She finally lifted herself, releasing him, and Christy gasped, the cool air a shock against his flushed face. “I’m so sorry,” he stammered, tears spilling down his cheeks, mixing with the drying cum. “I tried to please you, I swear, I—” 

She cut him off with a soft kiss, her lips warm and gentle against his. “Hush, femboi,” she said, her voice tender. “I’m a trans-lesbian. Bois and fembois don’t get me hard. It’s not you, but I am pleased your first thought was of me.” She squeezed his Pherestrator cage, the material pulsing tighter at her touch, a sharp, thrilling pressure that made him whimper. “You’re already more perfect than you know.”

With a final smile, she waltzed away, her hips swaying, leaving Christy kneeling on the cum-soaked blanket. He tidied it with care, folding the edges, licking up stray globs of cum, his heart still racing from her praise. The scent of cum and her perfume clung to him, a divine reminder of his purpose. A small crowd of black men and women had gathered, waiting patiently, their eyes gleaming with anticipation. Christy beamed, his tears drying, and opened his arms, inviting them forward. “I’m yours,” he chirped, his voice bright with devotion, ready to serve the next in line, a radiant, shrinking star in the BNWO’s perfect world.
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A month later, the vibrant streets of the BNWO’s utopian capital shimmered under the midday sun, alive with the pulse of black supremacy and white submission. Christy skipped along the sidewalk, his heart soaring with the joy of his freeuse femboi life, knowing every moment was being recorded and streamed globally, drawing thousands to the BNWO’s radiant vision. What had started as a one-day event had become an ongoing series, white sluts and sissies around the world subscribing to watch—and learn—from his eager, blissful submission.

His outfit was a bold declaration of his role: a sheer lavender micro-dress, barely covering his Pherestrator 1.0 chastity cage, which had been constantly shrinking tighter, its adaptive material squeezing his useless white cock with every pulse of black arousal around him. Thigh-high pink stockings clung to his legs, their glittery bows sparkling, and a black choker with a silver spade pendant hugged his neck. His platinum hair bounced in twin pigtails, his pink-framed glasses perched on his nose, his makeup vibrant—cherry lip gloss, shimmering pink eyeshadow, and rosy blush accentuating his doll-like face. Fresh black cum leaked from his ass, a warm trickle down his thigh from a morning spent serving a group of black gods in a nearby alley, their musky scent lingering on his skin, mixing with the city’s jasmine and street food aromas. He licked his lips, savoring the faint taste of their cum, his heart alight with purpose.

As he turned a corner, Christy’s eyes caught a striking sight: an older black woman, her voluptuous figure commanding in a sleek black dress, her big black breasts and ass a vision of power, walking beside a mature white woman. The white woman was stunning, her naked body a canvas of BNWO devotion. Completely hairless—her head shaved, eyebrows gone, pubic and body hair meticulously removed—her porcelain skin gleamed almost translucent under the sun. BNWO slogans and black spade tattoos adorned her, swirling across her shoulders, hips, and thighs, the inked contrast making her paleness ethereal. 

Her only adornment was an intricate gold chain that circled her neck, descending in a Y-shape to connect to gold hoops piercing her nipples, then threading through a hoop in her belly button. From there, two ends wrapped around her waist, binding her wrists tightly behind her back, before running down through her ass crack, weaving through gold hoops in her labia, and intertwining through a hoop in her clit. The chain continued, binding her ankles closely together, forcing a hobbled gait that made the gold tug and pull with every step, a delicate dance of restraint and allure.

Christy froze, mesmerized by the chain’s craftsmanship, imagining the delicious tugs on her nipples, clit, and labia, the constant reminder of submission with each movement. His cage tightened, the Pherestrator pulsing—from her owner or another superior black stranger, he didn’t know—and he barely noticed the woman’s face until she spoke, her voice soft but familiar. 

“Christy?” His eyes widened, his breath catching as he recognized his mother, transformed into a vision he’d never imagined. Her shaved head and tattooed skin were a far cry from the modest housewife who’d once served his father’s cuckolding fantasies. “Mom?” he whispered, his voice trembling with awe.

She smiled, her eyes warm despite her bound state. “Your first freeuse stream inspired me,” she said, her voice steady. “I realized I needed more than your father’s fantasies. I reached out to the community, and Mistress B,” she pointed to the woman holding her chain, “and Mistress C claimed me.” 

The black woman, Mistress B, her presence radiating authority, nodded. “Your mother was useless but enthusiastic when she came to us,” she said, her voice rich with amusement. “A quick learner, though. Now she’s the best pussy slave we’ve ever had, worshipping our cunts like she was born for it.” She tugged the chain gently, making his mother gasp as the hoops pulled, her nipples and clit straining, her tattoos gleaming.

Mistress B allowed them a moment, stepping back. “Go on, a chaste kiss,” she said, her tone indulgent. Christy leaned forward, his pigtails bouncing, and pressed his glossy lips to his mother’s, a soft, fleeting touch, the cum on his skin brushing against her shaved cheek. “I’m so proud,” he whispered, tears pricking his eyes. 

She smiled, her bound wrists twitching. “You showed me the way, Christy.” They parted, Mistress B taking her arm, guiding her hobbled steps onward, the gold chain glinting with each tug.

Christy watched them go, his heart swelling with pride for his mother’s transformation, his cage tightening further as the Pherestrator sensed the ambient arousal of the street. He resumed his skip, cum still leaking down his thigh, waving at passersby, his body a radiant beacon for the BNWO’s global broadcast, drawing the world closer to its perfect vision.

As Mistress B and his mother hobbled away, their gold chains glinting, a deep voice called, “Christy!” from across the street. 

He spun, his pigtails flying, and hurried across, his heels clicking on the pavement. A young black man, lean and sharp in a crisp white shirt and slacks, stood waiting, his dark eyes glinting with authority. “The senior partners need servicing,” he said, his tone casual but commanding. 

Christy beamed, his cage tightening. “Happy to serve,” he chirped, following the man into a towering glass building, its marble lobby gleaming under chandeliers, the air cool and scented with polished stone and leather.

In the elevator, the young man pushed Christy against the mirrored wall, his body firm and warm, pinning him with a hungry kiss. His lips were demanding, tasting of mint and dominance, as one hand squeezed Christy’s tiny tit through the micro-dress, the other gripping his full asscheek, fingers digging into the soft flesh. Christy melted into it, his heart racing with joy at serving a black superior—likely an intern, low on the office totem pole, yet still a god in the BNWO. “He deserves this,” Christy thought, savoring the chance to let him exert dominance in a world where he might rarely get to. The elevator dinged, and the man pulled back, smirking, ushering Christy across the hall and into a sleek conference room.

Inside, a dozen black men in tailored suits sat around an oval mahogany table, their voices low and intense, discussing high-profile cases—charts and holo-displays flickering with legal data. Christy’s cage pulsed, the Pherestrator tightening as he sensed their arousal, his instincts honed from months of freeuse service. A silver-haired man, his suit immaculate, his presence commanding, beckoned with a subtle nod. Christy read the cue, gliding over, his dress swishing. He unzipped the man’s pants, revealing a big black cock—thick, veined, and rock-hard, its musky scent hitting him like a wave. With a small gasp of surprise at its size, Christy climbed into his lap, straddling him discreetly, and sank down, the cock stretching his ass with a delicious burn. He rode it with slow, subtle gyrations, his hips circling, stroking the shaft with his tight hole, keeping his movements understated to not disrupt the meeting. The man’s breath hitched, but he continued speaking, his voice steady as Christy worked, his cage aching with pride.

When the silver-haired man came, a hot flood filling Christy’s ass, another partner—a bald, broad-shouldered man with a stern gaze—summoned him with a finger. Christy slid under the table, his knees sinking into the plush carpet, and found the man’s cock already free, nice and thick, with the biggest, fullest black balls Christy had ever seen, heavy with promise. He wrapped his lips around it, the musky taste flooding his senses, and sucked eagerly, his tongue swirling, his head bobbing. The man didn’t last long, to Christy’s fleeting disappointment, but the blasts of cum were so hot, so heavy, they hit the back of his throat in thick ropes, overwhelming him as he struggled to swallow, some dribbling down his chin. He licked it clean, savoring the salty tang, his heart swelling with joy.

The afternoon became a whirlwind of black cock service. Christy moved from one partner to the next, sucking under the table, his lips stretched wide, his throat working to please. He rode superior black cocks discreetly in laps, his ass clenching to milk them, and bounced like a giddy bimbo whore when one partner pulled him onto a chair, fucking him openly as the others watched, nodding approvingly. One man leaned him over the table, using his ass as a notepad, drawing case connections with a black marker across his cheeks, the cool ink and firm strokes making Christy shiver. Another, a wiry partner with sharp eyes, sat him on the table’s edge, playing with his nipples—pulling, twisting, pinching until they were thick and puffy. “No hormones needed,” he said, showing the others. “Just authentic service arousal.” The demonstration cracked a case, the room erupting in murmurs of triumph, and Christy beamed, his cage tightening.

On the elevator back down, the young intern finally took his turn, pushing Christy against the wall again, fucking him hard and fast, his cock plunging deep. Christy moaned, his body rocking, overjoyed to serve even the lowest-ranking black superior, knowing he’d made a difference. As they stepped into the lobby, Christy skipped off, his heart alight, a radiant femboi star in the BNWO’s perfect world... but something stopped him.

Outside, the bustling streets of the BNWO’s utopian capital shimmered under the midday sun, a vibrant tapestry of black supremacy and white submission. The musky scent of superior black sperm clung to his skin, mingling with the occasional whiff of the city’s street food aromas, sneaking in through the open door. He looked around himself to see what had flagged his attention.

Curious, he skipped forward and, as he turned a corner, he spotted five whitebois huddled on a bench, their ages ranging from a year to a decade older than him, their faces grim, as if marching to a firing squad. Their plain jeans and t-shirts were a stark contrast to his flamboyant attire, their chastity cages bulging awkwardly beneath, their expressions a mix of dread and resignation. Christy’s heart tugged—none of his business, but he couldn’t ignore their pain. He approached, his heels clicking, ready to offer help, but before he could speak, two whitebois shot to their feet, pointing accusingly.

“You ruined our lives!” the slender blonde spat, his voice sharp with frustration. “I had a sweet deal—domestic servitude, just cooking, cleaning, gardening for my Mistress. Then she saw your freeuse streams, and now she says I need ‘sexual service experience.’ I’m getting fucked daily, and I wasn’t ready!” His cage twitched, his face flushed with anger.

The heavyset brunette nodded, his voice low and bitter. “I was content as my wife’s Mistress’s slave—sucking toes, licking feet, maybe cleaning spray or piss off their thighs on special days. But your streams convinced them a whiteboi’s not complete without black cock inside him. Now I’m sent one day a week for conjugal visits at the penitentiary, taking cocks so big I can barely walk after.” His eyes glistened, his cage straining painfully.

The other three chimed in, their voices a chorus of complaints. “It hurts!” one said, a lanky redhead. “It’s too much!” cried another, his glasses fogging with tears. “I wasn’t made for this!” whined the oldest, his stubble just within dress code limits. 

Christy’s heart sank, guilt prickling his chest. “I’m so sorry,” he said softly, his pigtails swaying. “You’ve never been trained or conditioned. That’s not my place to fix, but I want to help.”

He stepped closer, inspecting their cages with a practiced eye, his BNWO-honed instincts kicking in. Their devices were outdated, bulky, with too much room, allowing their cocks to swell, sparking painful, futile erections. “Your cages are too big for sexual service,” he said, his voice gentle but firm. “They let you try to get hard, which just distracts you with hope and pain.” He couldn’t shrink their cages, but he could ease their burden. Turning to the black man overseeing them—a tall, broad-shouldered figure in a tailored suit, his presence commanding—Christy asked, “How long do they have, sir?”

“Twenty minutes,” the man replied, his deep voice laced with amusement, his eyes raking over Christy’s cum-soaked form. “What’re you thinking, femboi?”

“Let me help them, sir,” Christy said, his cherry lips curving in a pleading smile. “I’ll join them to make up for it, whatever you need.” His cage pulsed, the Pherestrator tightening at the man’s arousal.

The man smirked, adjusting his bulge. “Ride my cock the whole drive, and you’ve got a deal.” Christy nodded enthusiastically, his heart leaping. “Yes, sir!” he chirped, then spun, skipping into the street, turning left to run his errands. His pigtails bounced, cum dripping down his thigh, his mind racing with ways to ease the whitebois’ pain, determined to guide them toward the BNWO’s warm embrace while serving his black superior with every ounce of his radiant devotion.

Hours later, the late afternoon sun filtered through the high, barred windows of the penitentiary, casting stark shadows across the conjugal visit wing. Christy stumbled out of a visit room, his legs wobbly, his breath ragged from the furious pounding of big black cocks that had left his ass stretched and leaking cum. His sheer lavender micro-dress was torn at the hem, barely clinging to his sweat-slicked frame, and his Pherestrator 1.0 cage pulsed so tightly it felt like it might crush his useless white cock entirely.

If he was lucky. 

His thigh-high pink stockings were ripped, glittery bows dangling, and his platinum pigtails were matted with cum and sweat, his black choker with its silver spade pendant sticky with spit. His pink-framed glasses sat crooked on his nose, smeared with cum, and his cherry-glossed lips trembled, the musky taste of black sperm lingering on his tongue. The air was thick with the scent of sex—musky cum, sweat, and the faint metallic tang of the prison’s concrete walls—mixed with the distant echo of moans and slaps from other rooms.

From a nearby room, a deep, guttural voice boomed, laced with degrading authority. “That’s right, you pathetic little slut, choke on this big black cock!” The wet slap of flesh followed, punctuated by a high-pitched whimper. 

“Please, sir, deeper, I need it!” a whiteboi begged, his voice feminine and desperate, the words muffled around a thick shaft. 

Another room echoed with a softer tone, romantic yet commanding. “You’re so beautiful like this, boi, taking me so well,” a black man murmured, his voice warm with affection.

“Oh, thank you, my king,” was the breathy answer. “Please let me worship you forever!” 

The corridor hummed with these sounds—grunts of pleasure, degrading snarls like, “Useless white bitch, you’re only good for my cum!” and tender praises like, “My sweet boi, you make my heart race.” 

Whitebois responded with submissive pleas: “Harder, please, sir, break me!” and “I’m yours, love me, fill me!”—a symphony of devotion that filled Christy’s heart with pride.

The Warden, a towering black man with a shaved head and a crisp uniform that barely contained his muscular frame, stood waiting, his dark eyes wide with amazement. He pulled Christy aside, his hand firm on his shoulder. “Listen, femboi,” he said, his voice a deep rumble. “Tell me what you hear.”

Christy steadied himself, his ears tuning to the sounds drifting through the corridor. “I hear... sexual service,” he said softly, his voice breathy but reverent. “Black men taking the pleasure they’re owed, whitebois finding joy in serving their needs.” The Warden raised an eyebrow, gesturing for more specifics. Christy closed his eyes, focusing. “Moans and groans, gasps of delight from the bois, soft whimpers begging for more, and loud, aggressive, guttural praise—‘Good slut,’ ‘Take it deeper,’ ‘That’s it, boi.’” 

The Warden nodded, his expression shifting to awe. “Exactly. Until today, it was cries, screams, bois begging to stop, and angry black men snapping at them to smarten up, put in effort. In one afternoon, the whole culture’s shifted. You’re the difference, Christy.” He growled, but it was with a smile. “What the fuck did you do?”

Christy knelt, his knees scraping the cold concrete, his cum-soaked dress sticking to his thighs. “I got them a spritz of topical anesthetic,” he admitted, his voice trembling with sincerity. “To numb their useless white penises, stop them from trying to get erect. Their cages were too big, distracting them with pain and false hope. I just wanted them to focus, to enjoy serving, to give back to their black superiors, be partners in the exchange.” He looked up, tears pricking his eyes. “I’m sorry if I went too far.”

The Warden’s jaw tightened, but his eyes softened. “That was too far, femboi. Whitebois don’t interfere with other whitebois’ service. But the results...” He paused, glancing down the hall where moans of pleasure echoed. “I’ll overlook it if you serve my black guards for the rest of the day.” Christy’s heart leaped, his lips curving into a radiant smile. “Yes, sir, I’d love to,” he chirped, his cage pulsing with anticipation.

The Warden led him to a bare room, its concrete walls and single metal table stark under the fluorescent buzz. Seven black guards, their uniforms straining over muscular frames, waited, their eyes hungry. Christy was surrounded by signs of white submission and black pleasure—cum stains on the floor, the scent of musk and sweat heavy in the air. 

Before his knees hit the ground, a guard with a chiseled jaw and broad shoulders pushed him down, his big black cock—thick, veined, glistening—plunging into Christy’s ass. The stretch was immediate, a burning fullness that made him gasp, the heat of the cock radiating through his core. Another guard, his skin dark as ebony, shoved his cock halfway down Christy’s throat, the musky taste overwhelming, salty and primal, his balls heavy against Christy’s chin. The room filled with sounds—wet slaps of flesh, guttural grunts, Christy’s muffled moans vibrating around the cock in his mouth.

The first guard’s thrusts were relentless, his cock pounding deep, each slam sending jolts through Christy’s Pherestrator, tightening it painfully. The scent of cum and sweat mixed with the guard’s spicy cologne, intoxicating. A second guard, lean and sinewy, took his ass next, his cock longer, hitting spots that made Christy’s eyes roll back, his whimpers blending with the slick slap-slap of skin. The taste of cum lingered as the third guard, with a thick beard, fucked his throat, his balls slapping Christy’s face, the salty tang coating his tongue. 

The fourth, a hulking figure, bent him over the table, his cock so wide it stretched Christy to his limits, the burn exquisite, the air filled with his deep groans and Christy’s choked gasps. The fifth, with dreadlocks, used his mouth, his cock pulsing as he came, hot ropes flooding Christy’s throat, some dribbling down his chin, the musky scent overwhelming. The sixth, wiry and intense, fucked his ass with short, sharp thrusts, his hands gripping Christy’s pigtails, pulling hard, the pain mixing with pleasure. 

The seventh, older with silver streaks in his hair, took his time, alternating between ass and mouth, his cock thick and relentless, his grunts of, “Good boi,” echoing as he came, coating Christy’s face in a fresh, sticky layer.

The room was a blur of sights—glistening black cocks, cum dripping from Christy’s lips, his dress torn further, stockings ripped to shreds. The sounds were a cacophony—slaps, groans, Christy’s muffled moans, the guards’ praises. The smells—musk, sweat, cum, and faint traces of cologne—wrapped him in a haze of devotion. Each thrust, each taste, each sensation was a gift, his body a vessel for their pleasure, his heart soaring despite the ache in his jaw and ass. As the guards stepped back, spent, Christy knelt, cum leaking from both holes, his face a glistening mask, his Pherestrator tighter than ever. He beamed, his heart radiant, a perfect femboi star in the BNWO’s glorious world.
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A week later, the humid air of the Lotus Bloom Yoga Studio pulsed with the lingering heat of a BNWO-sanctioned session, the scent of sweat, coconut oil, and aroused musk hanging heavy. Christy knelt in the center of the hardwood floor, his sheer lavender micro-dress soaked through, clinging to his slender frame, his Pherestrator 1.0 cage so tight it felt like a vice, his useless white cock shrinking further with each pulse of black arousal. His thigh-high pink stockings were slick with sweat, glittery bows drooping, and his platinum pigtails were damp, sticking to his neck where his black choker with its silver spade pendant gleamed. His pink-framed glasses sat askew, his cherry-glossed lips and shimmering pink eyeshadow smudged from his fervent service. 

He’d just finished worshipping the pussies of seven black women, all oversexed and sweaty from their yoga session, their bodies glistening as they cooled down. Christy’s tongue had worked tirelessly, lapping at their swollen, musky cunts, savoring the tangy, sweet taste, his face buried in their folds as they moaned and gasped, his Pherestrator tightening with their pleasure.

As the women rose from their mats, their voluptuous curves swaying in tight yoga pants and sports bras, they showered Christy with praise. “You’re a treasure, femboi,” one said, her big black breasts bouncing as she blew him a kiss, her voice sultry. 

“Almost girlish enough to join us.” Another, her ass a perfect curve, winked and blew a kiss. “Keep serving like that, and you’re practically one of us.” 

The others giggled, tossing kisses and compliments—“So sweet, boi,” “Your tongue’s magic”—as they sauntered out, leaving Christy beaming, his heart swelling with pride. 

The instructor, a statuesque black woman with a shaved head and piercing eyes, peeked under his micro-dress, eyeing the Pherestrator. “When that diabolical cage falls off, taking that tiny white penis with it, you’ll be an honorary student,” she said, her voice a mix of tease and promise. Christy blushed, his cage pulsing, and nodded eagerly.

He exited the studio, the city’s vibrant hum enveloping him, cum still leaking from his ass from an earlier alley service, the musky scent blending with the street’s grilled spices. Turning a corner into a narrow alley, he was suddenly accosted by Brian, the sullen whiteboi who seemed to have been dogging his steps, his face twisted with rage. His jeans and t-shirt were rumpled, and his leather collar was gone, replaced by a faint red mark around his neck. “You fucking faggot,” Brian spat, slurs flying as he shoved Christy deeper into the alley, the brick wall rough against his back. “I’m gonna ruin you, gape you like you’ve never been fucked, show you what a real man can do.”

Brian yanked down his pants, revealing a tiny white cock, barely swollen, and Christy couldn’t help but laugh, a bright, mocking giggle that echoed off the alley walls. His heart danced with a mix of pity and amusement as he watched Brian’s futile display. “What did white women see in their boyfriends back in the day?” Christy wondered, his cherry-glossed lips curling into a smirk. “How did they convince themselves to settle for such weak, futile, ridiculous excuses for pretend men?” 

Brian’s pathetic cock, barely two inches, twitched uselessly, a pale shadow compared to the thick, powerful black cocks Christy worshipped daily. He felt a surge of pride in his BNWO submission, his Pherestrator tightening as if mocking Brian’s inadequacy. Brian’s face reddened, his voice rising. “What’s so funny, slut?” 

Christy tilted his head, his pigtails swaying, his eyes glinting with playful scorn. “Is that as big as you get?” 

Brian slapped him, the sting sharp across Christy’s cheek, and protested, “I just got my cage off this morning! It needs time to grow!” He grabbed Christy’s tiny titties, pulling hard at his nipples, twisting until they ached. 

Christy moaned, the sensation delicious, his body thrilling at the touch despite its source. He exaggerated, throwing his head back with over-the-top whimpers. “Oh. Ow. Please no. It hurts. Ow,” he almost laughed, his voice dripping with mockery that sailed over Brian’s head, his heart giggling at the absurdity of Brian’s rage.

Brian growled, “I’m ready, you’re gonna feel a real man’s cock, not some black piece of trash.” 

Christy raised an eyebrow, his cherry lips pursed, his mind racing with disdain. “A real man?” he thought, almost pitying Brian’s delusion. “This sad little thing couldn’t fill a thimble, let alone me.” 

Brian roared, as if trying to aspire to some unattainable depth of primal masculinity.

“Really? That’s, what, two inches? Two and a half if you thrust?” 

Brian’s face turned crimson, rage boiling as he pinned Christy against the brick wall, the rough surface scraping his back through the micro-dress. Brian tried to fuck him, but his tiny cock barely brushed Christy’s ass, too small to penetrate, its feeble touch almost laughable against the memory of the massive black cocks that had stretched him that morning. 

“White women settled for this?” Christy marveled, his heart swelling with gratitude for the BNWO’s clarity, his Pherestrator pulsing as if echoing his scorn. 

“It’s the position!” Brian snarled, as if hearing his thoughts. He flipped Christy onto all fours on the gritty alley floor, forcing his knees to scrape the concrete. Still, Brian’s cock only grazed between Christy’s cheeks, useless, barely tickling the cum-slicked skin. 

Christy laughed again, his voice sharp and bright, his confidence unshaken. “I cleaned a black queen’s creampied cunt yesterday, and her clit was bigger than that,” he taunted, his mind flashing to the tangy, divine taste, his body tingling with the joy of true service.

Brian screamed, grabbing a broken piece of wood. “You fucking faggot! You stupid sissy! It’s your fault that black piece of shit kicked me out, but he hasn’t fucking won. Not by a long shot.”

“You shut up!” Christy wasn’t concerned about being called names—it came with the territory, even if usually with more affection—but he had never heard a whiteboi insult a black superior like that.

“You brainless bitch! Real men are about to make a comeback.” The other whiteboi—pants around his needs, tiny white cock hanging limply, heavy piece of wood trembling over his shoulder—smiled smugly. “Once you all see what the DJT has planned, you’ll regret ever sucking up to these glorified monkeys.”

“I don’t know what’s more lame,” Christy sneered. “Your ignorant disdain for our natural superiors, or your naïve belief that your white pride friends will ever do anything more than bitch and whine.”

Brian took a practice swing with the wood. “Run a faggot train long enough to get your back door backstage at the blacked-visa announcement, and maybe you’ll find out.” He raised his arm to swing when his body suddenly convulsed, trembling as he collapsed, revealing two black cops behind him, their tasers sparking. 

Their uniforms hugged muscular frames, their eyes sharp with authority. “You okay, femboi?” the taller one asked, holstering the taser. “We’d have stepped in sooner, but we needed him to talk.”

Christy stood, brushing his dress, cum dripping down his thigh. “Gross. That sad loser drooled whiteboi tears into my asscrack, and it’s really icky,” he chirped, pouting playfully, his heart still buzzing with amusement at Brian’s failure. “But that’s nothing compared to the dirty things words coming out of his mouth.” 

The cops laughed, the taller one grabbing Brian, forcing him to his knees. “Lick up your mess, slut,” he ordered, and Brian, still twitching from the taser, reluctantly lapped at his own precum, gagging as he struggled.

Coming to, Brian’s eyes widened in shock, his face paling as he scrambled to his knees, his voice cracking with panic. “My Master will have your badges!” he screamed, his hands clutching at the red mark where his collar once sat. “If It weren’t for you flaunting your faggotness, my girlfriend would never let this happen! She loves me. She needs me, even if she doesn’t realize it!” 

“I’m so sorry, Brian,” Christy said, genuinely sorrowful. “But you never had a girlfriend, and you don’t have a Master anymore.”

The whiteboi’s voice trembled, fear and disbelief warring in his eyes as he shook his head, the reality of being uncollared sinking in like a cold blade. “You’re lying! She loved me! If it hadn’t been for that bastard, she would never have cast me out!”

The shorter cop smirked, his voice calm but cutting. “Your girlfriend? She was only happy to be rid of you, whiteboi. When she called to report you, to warn us that you might be up to something, she said you were a whining burden, dragging her down.” 

The taller cop chuckled, folding his arms. “She’s probably taking her Master’s big black cock right now, thanking us for freeing her from your sorry ass.” 

Brian’s jaw dropped, his eyes glistening with tears, his voice rising in a desperate wail. “No! It’s his fault!” He pointed at Christy, his finger trembling. “That fucking femboi gave her ideas with his streams, made her think I wasn’t enough! He’s ruining everything!”

The taller cop’s smile vanished, his hand snapping out to slap Brian across the face, the crack echoing in the alley. “We’ll tolerate a lot, whiteboi,” he growled, “but we won’t suffer you putting down the finest freeuse femboi in the state.” 

The shorter cop nodded, his eyes narrowing. “Christy’s a BNWO star, bringing thousands to our world. You? You’re a pathetic slut who can’t accept his place.” 

Brian whimpered, his cheek red, his body trembling as he cowered, the weight of his rejection and reeducation looming.

The cops turned to Christy, the taller one sighing. “Wish we could stick around—you’ve got the best ass in town—but this whiteboi’s a problem. Needs breaking.” 

Christy nodded, his pigtails bouncing, his heart glowing with pride at their praise, his mind lingering on Brian’s pathetic attempt, grateful for the black gods who showed him true power and hopefully learned what they needed to prevent a horrible mistake. 

He skipped out of the alley, cum dripping down his thigh, ready to serve again, a radiant femboi star in the BNWO’s perfect world. He wished the officers had stuck around enough to hose him down, sanitize his flesh and wash away the taint of Brian’s words with their hot black piss, but if that’s what his soul needed, he’d surely find a golden shower before the afternoon was out.



	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]










Chapter 8


[image: ]


Six months later, Christy found himself skipping toward a chic townhouse, his sheer lavender micro-dress clinging to his slender frame, the Pherestrator 1.0 cage so tight it had nearly erased his useless white cock, pulsing painfully—deliciously painfully—with every wave of ambient black arousal. Jake and Marcus had invited him to dinner, and Christy arrived to find Jake transformed into a true sissy. 

The other whiteboi’s blond hair was styled in high pigtails, tied with pink ribbons, his super puffy nipples straining against a sheer pink crop top, and a cute pink bow adorned his open-bar chastity cage, visible beneath a tiny white skirt. Even without heels, Jake walked on his toes, his feet molded by months of high heels, his ass swaying with every step, a perfect boiwife.

Marcus, a muscular black god in a fitted black shirt and slacks, his big black cock bulging, welcomed Christy with a warm smile. Over dinner—grilled shrimp, mango salad, and sparkling wine—the trio settled into easy conversation, the clink of glasses and the scent of citrus and seafood filling the air. 

Christy sipped his wine, his Pherestrator pulsing lightly, and leaned toward Jake, his voice bright. “So, who’ve you seen from school since graduation? Everyone’s thriving under black ownership, right?”

Jake giggled, his pigtails bouncing, his cage twitching under the pink bow. “Oh, totally! Remember Ethan? He’s Mistress Thompson’s prized pet now, always in frilly dresses, serving her and her friends’ pussies like a pro. He was at the park last week, collared and glowing, literally skipping with joy.” 

Christy nodded, his heart warming at the memory of Ethan’s pigtails and eager claps. 

“And Tyler!” Jake continued, his eyes sparkling. “He got sold to that lawyer couple, the ones who run the BNWO legal clinic. They’ve got him in fishnets and a maid outfit, cleaning their office and their cocks. He was all ‘I’m living my truth’ when I saw him.”

Christy laughed, his cherry lips curving. “I ran into Liam and Cody, too—those guys who swore they’d never kneel for black cock, always acting tough, like they could be ‘real men.’” He rolled his eyes, his pigtails swaying. “Liam’s a desperate black cock slut now, collared by a gym owner who fucks him in the locker room daily. I saw him at the market, moaning under his Master’s hand, begging for more. And Cody? He’s with a black construction crew, servicing them on breaks. He was crying ‘too big!’ last month, but now he’s all smiles, cum dripping down his chin.”

Jake squealed, clapping his hands. “Oh my gosh, same with Derek! Total ‘never a boi’ vibe at school, always sneering at us. Now he’s a club sissy, dancing for black gods, taking cocks in the VIP room. I saw him last week, his ass so gaped he waddled, but he was beaming, thanking his owner for ‘showing him his place.’” 

Marcus laughed, his deep voice rumbling, leaning back in his chair, his bulge more pronounced. “They come to submission at different times, different ways, but nature always wins out. Whitebois were meant to be black-owned. The ones who resist hardest? They’re just scared of their own desires. Take away their choice, force them to serve their natural urges, and they blossom like flowers.”

Christy nodded, his heart swelling with agreement, his Pherestrator tightening at Marcus’s words. “It’s so beautiful, seeing them find their truth,” he said, his voice soft with awe. 

Marcus leaned forward, his dark eyes glinting. “I had an ulterior motive for tonight, Christy. I love watching sissies make out—my pure, one-black-cock boiwife with a freeuse femboi who must sweat black cum by now. When we spotted you on the street, I didn’t hesitate.” 

Christy’s cage pulsed, his cherry lips parting in a shy smile. 

Marcus led them to a plush bedroom, its walls draped in velvet, a leather recliner in the corner. He stripped naked, his muscular frame gleaming, his big black cock already half-hard, and settled into the recliner, stroking himself slowly. “On the bed, bois,” he commanded, his voice low and warm.

Christy and Jake knelt face-to-face on the satin sheets, their eyes locking with tender innocence, like first-time lesbian girls. Christy’s heart fluttered, his skin tingling as he leaned in, his cherry-glossed lips brushing Jake’s, soft and sweet, tasting of strawberry lip gloss and wine. Their kisses were slow, sensual, their tongues grazing lightly, a delicate dance of submission. 

Christy’s pink-nailed fingers stroked Jake’s bare shoulders, tracing down to his puffy nipples, pinching gently, eliciting a soft moan. Jake’s hands roamed Christy’s ass, squeezing through the micro-dress, the touch sending shivers through his Pherestrator-tightened body. They glanced at Marcus, his cock now fully erect, thick and veined, his eyes dark with arousal, a low growl of approval rumbling from his chest. The sight made Christy’s heart race, his body warm with the joy of pleasing a black god.

“Closer,” Marcus said, his voice husky. Christy and Jake pressed their bodies together, their kisses deepening, tongues entwining hungrily, wet and sloppy. Christy’s tiny titties rubbed against Jake’s, their puffy nipples brushing, sparking electric jolts of pleasure. Jake’s fingers dug into Christy’s ass, pulling him closer, their cages clinking softly, the sensation thrilling yet frustrating. Christy’s skin flushed, his breath hitching as he glanced at Marcus, his cock throbbing, a bead of precum glistening at the tip, his gaze intense. 

“Lie down, Christy,” Marcus instructed. Christy obeyed, sprawling on his back, and Jake leaned over, his lips trailing kisses down Christy’s chest, sucking his tiny titties, his tongue swirling around the puffy nipples. Christy gasped, the wet heat of Jake’s mouth sending sparks through him, his cage pulsing. Jake’s kisses moved lower, nibbling the exposed flesh around the Pherestrator, the cool metal contrasting with his warm tongue, making Christy whimper softly.

Marcus frowned slightly, noticing the Pherestrator’s inaccessibility, his big black cock throbbing in his hand, a bead of precum glistening at the tip. “Spread your legs, Christy, lift that ass,” he commanded, his voice a low, husky rumble that sent shivers through Christy’s core. 

Christy complied, his thighs parting wide, his ass raised high, the cool air kissing his exposed taint. Jake’s tongue traced it, slow and teasing, the wet heat ticklish yet electrifying, making Christy’s toes curl in his stockings, his Pherestrator tightening with a sharp pulse. The sensation was a warm ripple, Jake’s tongue soft but deliberate, lapping at the sensitive skin, the faint musk of Christy’s earlier service mixing with the sweet tang of his sweat. Christy’s heart fluttered, his body trembling with the joy of being touched, of serving Marcus’s fantasy, his eyes flicking to Marcus, whose strokes quickened, his cock rock-hard, veins pulsing, eyes burning with desire.

Marcus nodded, his voice a growl of approval. “Switch places.” Jake lay back, his pigtails splaying on the sheets like golden halos, his puffy nipples heaving under the crop top, his cage twitching with the pink bow. Christy leaned in, his cherry-glossed lips brushing Jake’s puffy nipples, sucking gently, feeling them harden under his tongue, their texture firm yet yielding, like ripe berries. 

Jake’s soft moans filled the air, high and feminine, a sweet melody that made Christy’s cage pulse. “Oh, Christy, that feels so good,” Jake whimpered, his voice trembling with pleasure. 

Christy’s heart swelled, his lips trailing to the tiny black spade jewelry in Jake’s pierced belly button, the metal cool and smooth against his tongue, a faint metallic tang mixing with Jake’s warm skin. He moved lower, his lips finding Jake’s pink, open-bar chastity cage, sucking the exposed flesh around it, knowing Jake couldn’t feel his tiny white penis directly but sensing the heat of his mouth through the bars. The slight swelling of Jake’s cock pressed against the cage, a futile twitch that made Christy giggle softly, his breath hot against Jake’s skin. He squealed with glee at Jake’s super tiny sissy balls, too tight to suck, their sac taut and smooth. He licked around them, the skin soft and warm, tasting faintly of sweat and submission, Jake’s whimpers a sweet reward: “Please, keep going, it’s so nice!” 

They glanced at Marcus, his cock now a towering, rock-hard monolith, his hand a blur, precum dripping, his eyes burning with a primal hunger that made Christy’s heart race, his body alive with the thrill of pleasing a black god.

The air grew thicker, the scent of musk, sweat, and Marcus’s spicy cologne wrapping around them, the sounds of Jake’s moans and the wet smack of their kisses mingling with the distant city hum. Christy’s skin flushed, his Pherestrator tightening as he and Jake locked eyes, their shared submission a tender bond. They glanced at Marcus again, his massive cock throbbing, his chest heaving, a low growl escaping his lips: “Fuck, you sissies are perfect.” The praise sent a jolt through Christy, his body tingling with purpose, his heart soaring as he and Jake continued their sensual dance, each touch a testament to their BNWO devotion.

Marcus approached the bed, his presence commanding. “Christy, straddle Jake’s head, 69.” Christy positioned himself, his ass above Jake’s face, his own face hovering over Jake’s cage. Marcus knelt behind Christy, his voice tender. “Jake, you’ve always wanted to see my big black cock slide into your ass. This is the next best thing.” 

Jake squealed, “Thank you, my love!” and Marcus gently slapped his cheeks. 

“Don’t think you’re getting off easy, boiwife. Worship my cock—suck my balls, lick my shaft every time it pulls out of Christy’s sissy ass.” Marcus slid his thick cock into Christy’s ass, long, slow strokes, the stretch a familiar burn, the heat radiating through him. Christy realized this was for Jake’s experience, his body a tool for their love, the most impersonal fuck he’d ever had—pure freeuse. He stayed still, not thrusting back, settling onto his forearms, his heart content as he listened to Marcus and Jake’s romantic exchange. 

“You’re my perfect boiwife,” Marcus murmured, and Jake gasped, “I love you, my king.” 

Jake’s voice trembled with awe as he described the sight: “It’s so beautiful, your big black cock stretching his tiny whiteboi ass-pussy, that little brown ring so wide, glistening with cum.” He licked Marcus’s shaft as it withdrew, tasting Christy’s ass, his voice ecstatic. “It’s so hot, so musky, I love tasting his sissy ass on you!”

Marcus’s strokes grew faster, his grunts mingling with Jake’s joyful squeals, the room filled with the wet slap of flesh and the scent of musk and sweat. When Marcus sensed Jake’s desperation peaking, he slowed, pulling out. “Thank you, Christy, for stopping by,” he said, his voice warm but firm. “You can let yourself out.” 

Christy slid off the bed, a touch disappointed at not being filled with cum, but his heart swelled with happiness for Jake, knowing his friend was about to get the fucking of his life. He adjusted his torn dress, smoothed his pigtails, and skipped out, cum leaking down his thigh, a radiant femboi star in the BNWO’s perfect world.
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His first year or freeuse having come—and cum—and gone, Christy knelt in the plush interior of Ebony Elegance Salon, his face buried between the thick, warm thighs of a BBW black woman, her voluptuous curves spilling over the cushioned chair. Her recently creampied pussy glistened, the musky, tangy scent of black cum and her arousal enveloping him as he worshipped with slow, reverent licks. His sheer lavender micro-dress clung to his sweat-slicked frame, his Pherestrator 1.0 cage so tight, it had been months since he’d felt anything from his useless white cock. He savored the taste of her cum—three orgasms already, each a divine blend of her sweet juices and the salty, musky flood of black sperm, coating his tongue like a sacred elixir. Her responsiveness thrilled him, her soft moans and trembling thighs a testament to his skill, his heart soaring with the joy of service.

She chatted idly with the manicurist, a white woman with long auburn hair and a black spade tattoo on her wrist, who painted her nails a deep crimson, their laughter mingling with the salon’s hum of clippers and chatter. Three firm taps on Christy’s head—her signal—told him she was done, and he slowly withdrew, his lips glistening. Looking up, he saw her eyes glazed with pleasure, her cheeks damp with sweat, her big black breasts heaving in her tight dress. 

“You did so well, femboi,” she purred, her voice thick with satisfaction. “You’ve earned a manicure.” She nodded to the manicurist. “Long, white nails, black spades in the center of each.” 

Her black husband, a broad-shouldered god in a tailored suit, unzipped his pants, revealing a thick, veined, big black cock. “Sounds just about right,” he said, his voice a deep rumble. “Hop on, femboi, ride me while they work.” Christy’s heart leaped, his cherry lips parting in a gleeful smile as he straddled the man’s lap, sinking onto his cock, the stretch a familiar, exquisite burn that made him gasp, his Pherestrator pulsing.

As he rode, slow and steady, the man’s hands gripping his hips, the manicurist worked on his nails, her touch precise, painting them white with delicate black spades. “You’re such a cute femboi,” she said, her voice warm and teasing, her eyes sparkling as she leaned close, the scent of her floral perfume mixing with the salon’s jasmine and polish fumes. “You could teach these white sluts how to be feminine, how to surrender to black supremacy, and embrace their roles fully. So, tell me, what’s your take on cock sizes? Best to ride, get fucked by, or suck?” 

Christy moaned softly, the cock filling him, its heat radiating through his core, his Pherestrator tightening. “Mmm, for riding,” he chirped, his voice breathy, “I love a thick one, like this—” he clenched around the man’s cock, eliciting a low growl, “—fills you up, hits every spot. For getting fucked? Long and curved, so it slams deep, makes you see stars. Sucking? I like ’em fat, heavy on the tongue, so you can barely fit it in your mouth, all musky and warm.” He licked his lips, remembering the taste from earlier.

The manicurist giggled, brushing on polish. “You’re a pro! Okay, black pussies—sweaty, clean, cum-filled, or pissy? What’s the best?” 

Christy’s hips rolled, his ass gripping the cock, his mind flashing to the BBW’s pussy. “Cum-filled, hands-down,” he said, his voice dreamy. “The mix of her sweet juices and that hot, musky black cum—it’s like dessert. Sweaty’s good, though, all earthy and raw. Clean’s nice, like fresh fruit, but pissy? It’s intense, tangy, makes you feel owned.” 

She laughed, shaking her head. “You’re too much! Ever nursed milk-filled black tits?” 

Christy sighed, a touch wistful. “Not yet, but I dream about it.” 

Her eyes lit up, her voice gushing. “Oh, honey, it’s heaven! So warm, the milk’s sweet and creamy, like liquid love, and those big, heavy tits feel so soft against your face, you just melt into them. You’ll get there, femboi.”

Christy’s heart raced, his cage pulsing as he rode, the man’s cock throbbing inside him, the musky scent of his sweat blending with the salon’s aromas. 

“Speaking of white sluts,” the manicurist added, nodding toward the door, “looks like this one has something to say.” Christy glanced up, his heart skipping as he recognized Amanda, Brian’s former girlfriend, fearing she’d blame him for Brian’s fall. But Amanda beamed, bouncing on her heels like an eager white bimbo bitch, her tight dress hugging her curves, a black spade necklace glinting at her throat. She stepped aside, revealing a baby stroller, and squealed, “Christy! I’m a mommy now, and I’ve never been happier!”

Christy’s eyes widened, his hips still rolling on the cock. Amanda’s joy was infectious, her blond hair bouncing as she gestured to the stroller. “I’m so sorry for Brian’s nonsense,” she said, her voice bright but edged with scorn. “He struggled to accept his place as a chaste, cuckolded whiteboi, clinging to this ridiculous idea I’d let him fuck me. As if I’d let his filthy white juice sully the home of my black babies!” She laughed, patting her belly, already rounding with another pregnancy. 

Christy smiled, his heart swelling. “Can I hug her, sir?” he asked the black man, whose cock throbbed inside him. 

The man glanced at Amanda, then her baby—a perfect black boy with chubby cheeks—and nodded. “Anybody breeding for the BNWO is welcome in my book.”

Christy slid off, cum leaking down his thigh, and embraced Amanda, their arms wrapping tightly, her perfume sweet against his musky skin. “Your baby’s perfect,” Christy chirped, peering at the sleeping boy. 

Amanda rubbed her belly, grinning. “Master’s got me pregnant again—hoping for a black baby girl this time.” 

The black woman Christy had worshipped whooped, her crimson nails flashing. “Get over here, girl!” she called, patting her lap. “Pedicure’s on me—literally—for being such a good white incubator.” 

Amanda giggled as she hopped onto her lap, her dress riding up as the manicurist began.

Side by side, Christy back on the black man’s cock, his ass clenching with each thrust, and Amanda on the woman’s lap, they caught up, chatting like old friends. 

“My mom’s a tattooed pussy slave now,” Christy said, his nails drying, white with black spades. 

Amanda laughed. “Mine too! But my dad? He went further—post-surgery, still healing, but Master’s counting days till he can fuck his fresh cunt.” Christy gasped, delighted, his Pherestrator tightening. Amanda’s eyes sparkled. “Seen Brian? I’d love to rub his nose in it, show him what a real man can do, what he could never do.” 

Christy smiled, his hips rolling slower. “He’s heading to reeducation. I’m going there next—I can take you, if you like.”

As the manicurist finished, Christy’s nails gleaming, Amanda’s toes painted, they hugged again, their shared BNWO joy a radiant bond. Christy skipped out, cum dripping, ready to guide Amanda to Brian, his heart a glowing star in the BNWO’s perfect world, forever devoted to its divine supremacy.

His white nails with black spades gleaming from his salon manicure, Christy skipped along, leading Amanda, who bounced beside him, her tight dress hugging her pregnant curves, her black spade necklace glinting, her baby stroller rolling smoothly. Her blond hair swayed, her eyes sparkling with joy at her new life as a BNWO mommy.

They approached the Black Lotus Pleasure Salon, a high-end establishment where whitebois lay side by side on the floor, their bodies a living white carpet, collared and moaning softly as clients stepped over them. Two towering black men stood as security, their muscular frames straining their uniforms, their big black cocks bulging. They grinned at Christy, their deep voices warm. 

“Femboi! You’ve got multiple reservations tonight,” the taller one said, his eyes raking over Christy’s cum-slicked form. “Brought this white bitch to help?” 

Christy giggled, his pigtails swaying. “No way, you know I don’t share all that yummy black cum!” he chirped, his cherry lips pursed. “I brought Amanda to degrade her old bimbo a little, help finalize his breaking.” 

The shorter guard laughed, nodding at Amanda. “Good luck, girl.”

Christy turned to her, gesturing to two sissies at the door—frilly-dressed whitebois with puffy nipples and lactation stains on their tops. “Your baby’s safe with them,” he said. “They’re wet nurses for their owners, so good with kids.” 

Amanda watched as they cooed over her black baby boy, their touches gentle and affectionate, and she nodded, relieved.

Christy led her downstairs, their heels clicking on a shiny pink PVC and rubber hallway, the walls and floor soft and glossy, reflecting the neon glow. The air was heavy with latex and musk, the faint echo of moans drifting from behind closed doors. “Don’t expect much reaction from Brian,” Christy warned, his voice soft but teasing. “He’s broken, but there is enough of him left to feel angry, ashamed, sad—all of it.” 

Amanda smirked, her hand on her belly, eager to flaunt her triumph.

At a door near the hallway’s end, Christy knocked, and a towering black man opened it, his face initially stern, his massive frame filling the frame, but his scowl softened into a grin as he recognized Christy. “Femboi!” he boomed, lifting Christy in a bear hug, his strong arms enveloping him, the scent of his spicy cologne mixing with Christy’s cum-soaked musk. “We were gonna look for you later.” He set Christy down, his eyes flicking to Amanda. “Who’s the slut?” 

Christy giggled, explaining, “She was Bimbo’s BFF before her BBF cut him loose. She wants to share her black baby news with him.” 

The man laughed, his voice a deep rumble. “This oughta be good. Come in, both of you.”

Inside, the room was a pink PVC dungeon, lit by flickering blacklights, the air thick with latex and the raw scent of sex. Three broken bimbo dolls knelt in a row, each encased head-to-toe in shiny pink PVC bodysuits, their extreme heels forcing them onto their toes. Only their eyes, mouths, puffy nipples, and well-stretched, cum-dripping rosebuds were exposed, framed by the glossy material. Their waists were cinched impossibly tight by corsets, their heads held rigid by posture collars, their eyelashes long and fluttering, their lips swollen to perfect cocksucking size. 

Amanda giggled, her eyes wide with delight. “Which one’s Brian?” Christy pointed to the bimbo on the right, his eyes dull but flickering with a hint of recognition. The black man fucking him, his cock slick with cum, explained, “This one’s trapped in PVC for life, exists only to please black men. Can’t talk anymore—kept spewing racist white pride nonsense, so we silenced him.” He picked up his pace, fucking Brian hard enough to elicit a low, wordless moan, the wet slap of flesh echoing. “But watch his eyes; he’s still in there.”

Amanda stepped forward, her heels clicking on the rubber floor, and crouched before Brian, her pregnant belly prominent, her black spade necklace catching the light. “Hey, Brian,” she cooed, her voice dripping with glee, but softening with a mock pity that barely hid her triumph. “I’m so sorry I ever let you think you were more than a sissy girlfriend.” 

Brian’s eyes flickered, a spark of denial flaring, his posture collar straining as he tried to move. 

She leaned closer, her voice sharp and humiliating. “You thought you were a man? Compared to real black men, you’re nothing. Their cocks are thick, powerful, filling me in ways you could never dream of. Your pathetic little thing?” She scoffed, her eyes glinting with scorn. “It made me nauseous every time you tried to touch me, all desperate and fumbling, thinking you could measure up.” 

Brian’s eyes widened, a flash of anger mixed with shame, his lips trembling around the gag-like design of his bodysuit.

Amanda’s tone softened, almost mournful, as she pushed him through his grief. “You could’ve been so pretty, Brian, a perfect cockslut right beside me, serving Master together. If you’d just put your ego aside, let yourself enjoy his affections...” She sighed, her hand resting on her belly. “You thought you needed to feel my breasts, but what you really needed was a real man feeling yours, squeezing those puffy nipples, showing you your place.” 

Brian’s eyes shimmered with unshed tears, the rage fading to a hollow sadness, his body slumping slightly in the PVC, the black man’s thrusts slowing as he sensed the shift. 

Amanda’s voice turned gleeful again, delivering the final blow. “I’m a mommy now, Brian—a perfect black baby boy, and another on the way.” She took his gloved hand, placing it on her belly as the baby kicked, her eyes locked on his. “This is what real men do, what you could never do.”

Brian’s eyes flared with rage at the touch, a last spark of defiance, then blanked entirely, the light fading to a vacant stare, his body going limp in the PVC. 

The black man pulled out, cum dripping from Brian’s stretched ass, and laughed deeply, slapping his glossy backside. “That did it,” he said, his voice rich with amusement. “Whiteboi’s gone.” 

Amanda’s breath hitched, her hand twitching toward her dress, arousal evident, but she stopped at the man’s sharp tut-tut, blushing. “Thank you, sir, for letting me say my piece,” she said, her voice thick with satisfaction. “And sorry for this.” She shook out her hand before putting it behind her. “I never imagined it would feel so good to put him in his place.”

“If you weren’t breeding black,” he told her, “I’d put you in yours, but I’ll forgive you so long as you behave yourself from here on in.”

Christy led Amanda through the corridor, his heart glowing with pride at Amanda’s victory and Brian’s final breaking, his Pherestrator 1.0 cage so tight it felt like his useless white cock was dissolving, each pulse of black arousal a delicious vice. He led Amanda out of the room, her baby safe with the sissy wet nurses, and skipped through the glossy pink PVC and rubber hallway of the Black Lotus Pleasure Salon. Amanda bounced beside him, her tight dress hugging her pregnant curves, her black spade necklace glinting. Her blond hair swayed, her eyes sparkling with joy at her new life as a BNWO mommy, fresh from her triumphant encounter with Brian’s broken bimbo form.

Amanda glanced at Christy, her voice curious. “So, what’s your role here, femboi?” 

Christy giggled, his pigtails bouncing, his cherry lips curving. “Same as it is in the rest of the community, Amanda! Freeuse femboi, serving all black superiors. Come watch if you want—you’re welcome to cum and enjoy the view.” 

Amanda’s eyes softened, a warm smile spreading across her face as they walked down the hallway, the rubber floor squeaking faintly under their heels. “Christy, I’m so proud of you,” she said, her voice thick with sincerity. “You’re so special, you know that? The way you shine, the way you give yourself so fully to the BNWO—it’s beautiful. You deserve to be a little proud, even if you’re white.” She reached out, squeezing his hand gently, her touch grounding against the electric buzz of his Pherestrator.

Christy’s heart swelled, his cherry lips parting in a shy giggle, his glasses slipping slightly. “Thank you, Amanda,” he chirped, his voice airy with joy. “It means a lot, coming from you.”

They continued down the hallway, the neon glow casting their shadows on the glossy walls. Amanda tilted her head, her blond curls bouncing. “Where do you sleep at night, Christy? All this freeuse stuff—you’ve got a place to rest, right?”

Christy giggled again, his pigtails swaying. “Oh, someone’s always willing to give me a spot at the foot of their bed,” he said, his voice bright, “if not in it. Sometimes it’s a black King, sometimes a Queen, sometimes both. I curl up, all cozy, their cum still dripping, and it’s like the best lullaby. I wake up ready to serve again.” His eyes sparkled, his heart glowing with the comfort of his purpose.

Amanda nodded, her smile widening, though her brow furrowed slightly. “And meals? You’re eating, right? Not just... you know, cum?” She gestured vaguely, her cheeks flushing. 

Christy laughed, a high, melodic sound that echoed off the rubber walls. “It’s just like the mani/pedi you walked in on,” he teased. “Someone’s always happy to reward me with treats. I’ve shared more fancy meals than you’d believe—shrimp, steak, chocolate mousse—all from beneath a table, licking up crumbs and cum while they dine. It’s perfect.” His Pherestrator pulsed, the memory of a black Queen feeding him bites of truffle risotto while he worshipped her pussy flashing through his mind.

Amanda’s eyes glistened with admiration, but she hesitated, her voice softening further. “Don’t you ever get tired, Christy? Ever want a break? To just... relax with friends, not worrying who might claim you next?” She stopped walking, turning to face him, her pregnant belly prominent, her hand resting on it protectively.

Christy paused, his cherry lips pursing, his glasses catching the neon light. He shook his head, his voice steady despite the exhaustion still lingering from his hours in the sling. “I’m a submissive whiteboi in my heart and soul, Amanda,” he said, his tone fervent, his eyes shining with conviction. “I’ve never felt so happy, so fulfilled. Every encounter—every cock, every pussy, every strap-on—energizes me. Being claimed, being used, it’s what I was born for. I don’t need a break; I need more.” 

With that, he opened a heavy door at the hallway’s end to a chorus of cheers from a packed room of black men, black transwomen, and black women wielding thick black strap-on dildos, their bodies glistening under the flickering lights. The room was a furnace of desire, the air heavy with sweat, cum, and leather, the distant hum of the city barely audible over the slaps of flesh and guttural praises. 

Two black men, their muscular frames towering, lifted Christy into a black leather sex sling, its chains clinking as they secured a padded collar around his neck, anchoring him to the floor to limit swaying. The leather was cool and snug against his skin, pressing his black choker, a delicious restraint that made his heart race. His wrists and ankles were bound with soft cuffs to the chains, spreading him wide open at both ends, his ass and mouth exposed, his Pherestrator pulsing with the room’s arousal. 

“I’m helpless”, he thought, his body trembling with ecstasy, “offered up, no choice but to be used as their freeuse slut, exactly as I was born to be.” The vulnerability was intoxicating, his body surrendered to black supremacy, his mind alight with the joy of having no control, only purpose.

He glanced at Amanda, his voice bright despite the restraints. “You can stay or go, but I’ll be here for hours. If my mouth’s not full, it’s gonna be busy.” 

Amanda smirked, leaning against a wall, her eyes gleaming with curiosity. 

A black transwoman, her emerald dress hugging her voluptuous curves, her cock bulge prominent, approached with her wife, a statuesque black woman with a massive strap-on glistening with lube, its surface catching the black light’s glow. “We’ve got first dibs,” the transwoman purred, her voice sultry, her jasmine-and-amber perfume cutting through the room’s musk. “Fucked three times waiting, so I’ll last long. Her strap-on never tires, so brace for a rude start, femboi.” 

Christy’s heart fluttered, his smile radiant despite the cuffs biting into his wrists. “I always love serving you both,” he chirped, his voice breathy with devotion. “Early happy anniversary! How’s your new white bathroom bitch?” 

They laughed, the wife adjusting her strap-on, its rubbery scent sharp. “He’s a mess, but learning. You’re as sweet as you are slutty, Christy. If freeuse gets too much, you’ve got a home with us.” 

The transwoman slid her thick cock into Christy’s ass, the searing stretch a delicious burn that made him gasp, the heat of her flesh radiating through him, her musky scent intoxicating. Her wife’s strap-on filled his mouth, the rubbery taste sharp with lube, its girth forcing his jaw wide, his tongue pressed flat. They fucked in perfect sync, filling him, then pulling out, then filling again, their rhythm a flawless dance that rocked the sling, the chains clinking softly. 

Christy’s body was a vessel of pleasure, his ass clenching around the cock, the burn melding into bliss, his throat stretched by the strap-on, the taste overwhelming. “I’m theirs,” he thought, his heart soaring, “bound and helpless, my only purpose to take their pleasure, to be their perfect slut.” His Pherestrator pulsed, nearly crushing, as their moans filled the air, the transwoman’s, “Fuck, you’re tight,” and her wife’s, “Good boi, choke on it,” blending with the room’s symphony of slaps and grunts. His skin flushed, sweat mingling with cum, the leather cuffs digging into his wrists and ankles, amplifying his surrender, his helplessness a divine gift.

As they chatted about their anniversary plans—a beach getaway, a new sissy to break—and teased Christy about waking up to them fucking him raw in the pounding waves every morning, and snuggling him between their breasts in bed every night, he felt . . . something . . . something new . . . something wonderfully freeing.

A soft click resonated through his body. 

The Pherestrator 1.0, its job complete, fell away with a series of musical chimes, taking the withered, shriveled remains of his white penis with it, leaving him smooth, hairless, completely unmanned—a perfect femboi, his groin a soft, feminine mound. 

The sensation was electric, a warm rush spreading through him, his body quivering with the finality of his transformation. “I’m free,” he thought, giggling softly, his mind swimming in bliss, no longer even a whiteboi, just a slut, made for them. 

A voice cut through the darkness, sharp and commanding: “About fucking time.” 

Seraphina, the black transwoman who had not only orchestrated Christy’s rise to freeuse stardom, but had been the one to give him the Pherestrator, stepped forward, her emerald dress hugging her voluptuous curves, her cock bulge straining, her jasmine-and-amber perfume slicing through the room’s musk. 

“Ladies, if you please, I’d like this moment.” She looked to the black couple, and something unspoken passed between them. They both stepped back, leaving him feeling empty, but if they resented being cheated of their orgasms, they didn’t show it.

Seraphina’s dark eyes burned with a new hunger, her full lips curling into a predatory smile. “Bois and fembois don’t get me hard,” she reminded him, her voice sultry yet laced with disdain as she circled the sling like a panther. “But you, Christy, finally unmanned, more woman than man? You’re getting me there.” 

She leaned close, her breath hot against his ear, her heavy black breasts brushing his shoulder through her dress. “Feel proud, slut. My big black cock has never fucked a sissy or femboi, and it never will again. But I’m gonna fuck you so hard, so deep, so fully, you’ll know what it means to be fucked like a born white slut.” 

Christy’s heart raced, his smooth mound tingling, his body trembling with anticipation, the cuffs digging into his wrists and ankles amplifying his helplessness. “She’s choosing me,” he thought, a gift I’ll never deserve. He giggled, swooning, his mind a fog of surrender. 

Seraphina stripped off her dress, revealing her muscular yet curvaceous frame, her thick black cock springing free, glistening with precum, veins pulsing under the black lights. She positioned herself behind him, gripping his hips, her nails digging into his flesh. “You were never a man,” she growled, her voice dripping with venom as she slammed her cock into his ass, the stretch a searing, brutal burn that made him cry out, his body jerking in the sling. “Never even a whiteboi—just a white slut, more girl than boy, always meant to be this.” 

Each thrust was aggressive, her cock plunging deep, the heat and fullness overwhelming, his smooth mound pulsing with every slam. “Should’ve had that useless white dick chopped off years ago,” she spat, her hands slapping his ass, the sting sharp and delicious. 

“She’s right,” Christy thought, his mind reeling, “I was always this, always hers, always a slut.” The humiliation was intoxicating, each degrading word a spark that set his body ablaze, his helplessness in the sling his ultimate freedom.

The room filled with the wet slap of flesh, Seraphina’s grunts of, “Pathetic slut,” and, “Fucking take it,” mingling with Christy’s muffled whimpers, his throat raw from earlier service. Her thrusts grew faster, more feral, her cock stretching him impossibly wide, the burn melding into a euphoric haze. As her arousal peaked, she leaned over him, her heavy black breasts pressing against his chest, their warmth and weight enveloping him, the scent of her sweat and perfume intoxicating. 

Her lips brushed his ear, her voice a husky whisper, sharp with warning. “If you ever tell a soul, I’ll hunt you down and kill you,” she murmured, her tone softening, “but I love you, Christy. Start high-dose hormones, and when you retire from freeuse, you’ve got a home with me.” 

The unexpected tenderness, the raw confession, pierced his heart, triggering his first full sissygasm. A warm, trembling wave of pleasure erupted from deep within, spreading through his core, his smooth mound pulsing, his body shaking in the sling as the orgasm stretched on, unlike anything he’d ever felt—pure, radiant, and unending, his mind a blank canvas of bliss.

Seraphina pulled out, her cum flooding from his ass, hot and sticky, pooling beneath the sling. 

Christy hung there, brainless and exhausted, giggling like one of Brian’s bimbo partners, his body limp, his heart glowing with the joy of white surrender—but he wasn’t done. The duties of a freeuse femboi were never finished, and that’s just how he liked it.

There were just so many black superiors in need of his services.

Two black men stepped up, their cocks massive and gleaming, veins pulsing under the black lights. One thrust into his ass, the stretch so intense it made his eyes water behind his fogged glasses, the musky scent of their sweat overwhelming, like earth and salt. The other filled his mouth, the thick cock sliding deep, the taste of precum sharp and primal, coating his tongue. They worked opposite each other, driving him off one cock and onto the other with each thrust, the sling swaying despite the collar, the push-pull dizzying. 

“Good slut,” one growled, his voice rough, while the other murmured, “Take it, femboi.” 

Christy’s heart glowed, “I’m nothing but their toy, no choice, just used,” the thought sending shivers through him. The hot flood of black cum was his sacred reward, dripping from his holes, pooling beneath the sling, its musky scent a testament to his purpose. He felt deeply flattered that black lesbians found him feminine enough to use, but the raw power of black cum was unmatched, a divine elixir that marked him as theirs.

At first, he glanced at Amanda between partners, her eyes wide, her hand twitching near her dress, clearly aroused by his helpless submission. But soon, the room’s intensity consumed him, preventing him from noticing anything but the beautiful black superiors taking their pleasure from his willing white flesh. Two black men jostled for his ass, their cocks so thick they stretched him impossibly wide, fucking as one, the burn exquisite, a searing fullness that made his body quake, his entire body pulsing with their combined arousal. 

“I’m split open, owned, no escape,” he thought, the helplessness a euphoric surrender, his body rocking in the sling, chains rattling. Another jammed his big black cock down Christy’s throat, so deep his heavy balls pressed into his mouth, their musky weight suffocating, the taste of sweat and cum overwhelming, sending him to heaven. He gagged softly, his eyes watering, his glasses slipping, his body trembling with joy, the leather cuffs biting deeper, anchoring him to this perfect moment of no choice, only service. “This is my truth,” he thought, “bound, used, nothing but a vessel for black pleasure.” 

Hours more awaited, a blur of cocks, strap-ons, and moans, the room a symphony of black supremacy—slaps of flesh, guttural praises like “Fucking take it, slut” and “You’re ours, boi,” and his own muffled whimpers. Amanda faded from his awareness, lost in the ecstasy of his restraints, his heart glowing, his body a radiant, helpless femboi star in the BNWO’s supreme world.

Hours later, as the final black superior stepped back, cum dripping in hot, sticky rivulets from Christy’s ass and mouth, pooling beneath the sling, his mind was a brainless fog, his body exhausted yet trembling with the pleasure of white surrender. He felt like one of Brian’s broken bimbo partners, his thoughts reduced to giggles and a swooning bliss, his heart glowing with the joy of being used without choice. The two black security men unfastened his cuffs, their strong hands gentle as they released the collar, the leather leaving faint red marks on his skin. Christy slumped in the sling, giggling softly, his voice high and airy, his body limp as they helped him to his feet. His legs wobbled, cum leaking down his thighs, the musky scent clinging to him like a badge of honor.

“I’m theirs forever,” he thought, swaying, his mind adrift in a sea of submission. To his surprise, Amanda was still there, perched on a rubber bench against the wall, her eyes wide with awe, her lips swollen from biting them, her hands tucked firmly beneath her thighs. Her tight dress hugged her pregnant curves, her black spade necklace glinting, and Christy could see the flush of arousal on her cheeks, her restraint a testament to her BNWO training. 

“You enjoyed that, didn’t you?” he chirped, his voice slurred with exhaustion, his pigtails swaying as he steadied himself. 

Amanda nodded, her smile radiant. “You’re incredible, Christy,” she said, her voice soft but fervent. “I’m taking you home—not for keeps, don’t worry, just a few days. Sissies need love too, and I’d love to see Master treat you with tenderness before you hit the streets again.” 

Christy’s heart swelled, his cherry lips curving into a giddy grin, his brain too foggy to do anything but agree. “Lead on,” he giggled, his glasses slipping further, his body still trembling with the aftershocks of pleasure.

Amanda took his hand, her touch warm and grounding, and led him out of the salon, past the black boys forming the living white carpet, their soft moans a faint backdrop. The sissy wet nurses at the door cooed over Amanda’s black baby boy, handing him back with gentle smiles. Christy skipped beside her, cum dripping down his thighs, his torn dress fluttering, his heart a glowing star in the BNWO’s perfect world. He was ready for tenderness, for service, for anything his black superiors desired, forever devoted to their divine supremacy, a radiant femboi surrendered to his purpose.

♠ END ♠
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