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		Introduction

		

		20 years from today . The Black World Order has arrived, and a new generation of white sluts and sissies is learning to take their place under 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many psychological and emotional issues, freeing white cuckolds and sissies to live and love as nature intended, not as outdated social norms might dictate. Interracial marriage and black breeding of white sluts has become the norm, salvaging so many broken white marriages, with open cuckolding simply a way of life.

		But that was then and this is now, and every movement must start somewhere. Our story takes place not too far from today—perhaps this Christmas, maybe next—but it shows how the seeds have already been planted, and how the lucky among us can indeed hope to be claimed to serve a better, blacker future.

		

		

		​Sissy Gets His Stocking Stuffed by the Black World Order
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		Chapter 1

		

		This was officially the worst vacation ever, and that’s really saying something since my parents had dragged us into more than a few disasters over the years.

		I was supposed to be spending Christmas with my girlfriend at her grandfather’s mansion-like cottage on the lake, snowshoeing and skiing, drinking boozy hot chocolate, and making out before a roaring fire. We’d been planning it since summer—our first adult getaway together—and my parents knew it, but then Mom got all midlife crisis on us and decided she needed one last tropical family vacation before my twin sister and I headed off to college next year.

		About the only thing I had liked about the idea was the tropical part, and we were about as far away from that as we could get.

		First, our plane was delayed due to icy conditions. Then we’d had to switch planes because one of the ice-clearing machines had damaged a wing. Idiots! Then, on top of that, our connecting flight—Dad was too cheap to pay for a direct flight—was canceled. Not just delayed, but fucking canceled because of the ‘historic’ blizzard. Oh, boo-fucking-hoo. So it was cold and snowing. Didn’t planes fly above all that shit? I’m sure if Dad had paid for a proper airline, they’d have done their fucking job and we’d all be sweating comfortably on a beach by now.

		Instead, here we were, stuck in the middle of buttfuck nowhere, USA, and we didn’t even have our luggage because it hadn’t switched planes with us! It was snowmobiling weather, and we were all dressed for a beach it seemed we’d never see.

		The only good idea Mom had was to hit the nearest mall and buy some appropriate clothing, but cheapskate Dad had gone and fucked that up too. He’d bought travelers' cheques for our vacation—like who fucking used travelers' cheques anymore?—so he had to cash them in before we could buy anything. I could have bought my own shit, but I’d left my bank card and credit cards at home, because I wasn’t supposed to need them on the fucking beach.

		Know where else I wouldn’t have needed them? At the cabin with my girlfriend.

		As for Mom and her midlife crisis, she had decided it’d be fun to get our pictures taken with Santa, as if we weren’t both 19-year-old adults. And so here we were.

		“Seriously?” I asked. “A black Santa? Oh, so woke! I bet he’s gay too.”

		“Cut it out, Jim.” My sister slapped my arm. “In case you haven’t noticed, half the people here are black. Last thing we need is you starting a race riot because they’ve got their own Santa.”

		“Fine.” I made a show of zipping my lips shut, pretended to flick the key at her, and then undid it all when I laughed at the way she flinched. Classic Jane.

		It’s not like I was racist or homophobic or anti-woke or anything like that. Seriously. I was an open-minded millennial, all for diversity and equal rights. It’s just that Santa was . . . well, supposed to be white. You know what I mean—fat white guy, with a white beard, and rosy cheeks. Everybody knew what Santa looked like, and he didn’t look like this. I was fine with his helper elves all being black, but a black Santa just seemed wrong.

		The weirdest thing was, Mom seemed super okay with it. At first, it had been all about Jane and me getting photos on Santa’s knee, but as soon as she saw that he was black, Mom shoved her way between us and insisted she go first.

		“Ho ho ho! What do we have here?” Santa called from his big red throne.

		Mom squealed—she fucking squealed, like a kid at . . . well, Christmas—and raced across the little North Pole display to leap onto Santa’s lap. She was all smiles and giggles, wiggling around on his lap, and I swear she was flirting with him. It was so embarrassing. I hadn’t realized it until now, but he was a big guy. I mean, sure, he looked big compared to the kids before us, but he still looked big compared to Mom. I bet he had at least a foot on Dad, and probably fifty pounds of muscle too.

		The two of them were doing a lot of whispering back and forth, and she pointed our way more than once.

		“Come on, already,” I hissed.

		“Yeah, this is getting weird.” For once, my sister and I agreed.

		“Yeah, she crossed the line of uncomfortable about three wiggles and a breast thrust ago.” I mimed vomiting. “She’s a married woman, for fuck’s sake.”

		What happened next was so quick that I’m sure most people didn’t even notice, but the way Jane gasped told me we’d seen the same thing.

		“Did Mom just spread her legs for Santa?” she asked me.

		“Yeah, and he fucking slipped his big black hand right in for a squeeze.”

		Jane was silent for a moment, but then she shook her head. “No, no way. We just saw it wrong, is all. I bet she slipped, and he grabbed her to make sure she didn’t fall. Nothing weird or creepy about it.”

		I knew she was trying to convince herself, but she sure didn’t sound convinced.

		Finally, Mom got up from Santa’s lap and smoothed her too-short skirt back down as she jiggled the bikini top beneath her white mesh beach shirt. She was a pretty woman, and she dressed to show it off—as much as that grossed us out. Her outfit would have been provocative for a tropical beach, but for a buttfuck mall, it was scandalous.

		Santa, though, seemed to like it. His pants were looking rather jolly.

		“Ho ho ho! Why, it’s Jane!” Santa bellowed, his hands waving. “Come sit on Santa’s lap.”

		Jane looked about as reluctant as I felt, walking over to Santa, and I could see she really didn’t want to sit on his lap. She paused—froze almost—and I swear she would have just stood there if he hadn’t reached down and lifted her onto his lap. Fuck, the dude was strong!

		If anything, Jane looked even more freaked out sitting on his lap, but then he started whispering to her, pointing one way to Mom and then the other to me, and she seemed to relax. I couldn’t hear what they were saying, but soon she was wiggling and giggling too, and the way she looked back at me didn’t make the situation any less weird. She didn’t spread her legs or anything like that, but it sure as hell looked like Santa copped a feel of her ass as he ‘helped’ her back down.

		And then it was my turn. I was tempted to just walk away, but I knew I’d never hear the end of it from Mom.

		“Ho ho ho!” Santa called out. “Don’t be shy, young lady. Come on over.”

		I grit my teeth at that and wondered if Mom or Jane had said something. We weren’t identical twins, but close enough that we used to get confused for sisters when we were younger. It was a tired old joke among the family, but something I was uncomfortable about them sharing with strangers.

		“Come on up,” he invited me with a smile.
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		“NO, THANKS. I THINK I’m good here.”

		Without a word, he snatched me up and pulled me into his lap, as if I weighed nothing more than one of the stuffed animals surrounding his throne. I immediately shifted myself to get his knee out of the crack of my ass, but no matter which way I squirmed, it felt like he had three knees.

		Oh, fuck, the dirty bastard really did have a ho-ho-hard-on!

		“So, what would you like Santa to bring you? A new doll? A pretty new dress, perhaps? How about some cute shoes?”

		“I’m not a girl,” I snarled back.

		Santa leaned in close and whispered, “Look at you. Look at me. Tell me who’s the man here.”

		Okay, so he was bigger and stronger than me, but so what? “Just because you’re built like a middle linebacker,” I sneered, “and I’m a wide receiver doesn’t mean we’re not both men on the field.”

		Santa gave me what I can only describe as a lecherous grin. “Mmm. You like to receive, do you?”

		It took a full minute for the innuendo to hit me, but before I could say anything in response, he twisted me to face the photographer, wrapped his arm around my waist, and told me to smile.

		I must have looked quite the sight, all disheveled, flush with a mixture of rage and embarrassment, and I’m pretty sure they snapped the shot while my mouth was still open in surprise, so I probably looked . . . well, just like Mom and my sister had.

		I slid off his lap as quickly as I could., cringing at the way his hard-on dragged a line down the inside of my thigh. As much as I told myself to just walk away, curiosity got the better of me, and I looked back to see what kind of package Santa was packing.

		It was huge, and it wasn’t even fully erect.

		With a shudder, I turned away and nearly walked right into one of Santa’s elves. She was a tall, full-figured black woman with amazing breasts and hips that hinted at an equally amazing ass. Her long hair fell over her shoulders in a mixture of brown braids and blonde curls, and her lips were full and plump. It felt weird to be thinking it about one of Santa’s elves, but they were 100% cocksucker lips.

		Instead of the little candy canes I saw Mom and Jane walk away with, she handed me one of those giant 2-pound candy sticks. The thing had to be a good 2-3 inches thick and almost 15 inches long.

		“Mmmm, I'd love to come down your chimney and stuff your stocking,” she cooed into my ear as she tugged the stick in and out of my hand suggestively.

		She thrust her hips against me, and I swear to God she had a hard-on too!

		“Get lots of practice. You never know when Santa and his elves might visit.”

		Fuck, I had to get out of there. That shit was just too weird. I mumbled my thanks, tightened my grip on the candy stick, and marched off to join my family.

		And if I walked a little strangely, it was just because I was stiff after all the sitting we’d done, certainly not because there was anything stiff in my shorts.

		I didn’t swing that way.

		I mean it.

		Really.
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		Chapter 2

		

		It turned out, of course , that Dad had no luck exchanging the travelers' cheques, so we still had no proper clothes to wear. Done with the buttfuck nowhere mall and its creepy-ass Santa—Mom teased Dad about getting his photo on Santa’s knee, and I swear he looked like he was excited about it—we headed for our hotel.

		Only to find they had no rooms for us.

		“What the fuck?” My parents were taking it all in stride, but I was pissed. This was the last straw. I was done with this shitty vacation, and I wasn’t taking any more of it. “The fucking airline was supposed to have booked us rooms,” I shouted back at the two women behind the check-in desk. “They already fucked up our flights. Don’t tell us they fucked this up too.”

		“Jim,” my dad said quietly, but sternly. “Be quiet and let the ladies speak.”

		“I’m so sorry, but with all the flights canceled, we’re overbooked and just gave away our last room.” The woman shrugged. “First come, first served, I’m afraid.”

		“I fucking knew we should have stopped here before the mall.”

		“Is there nothing you can do?” Mom asked. “I’m sure you must have some kind of standard practice for this. Agreements with another hotel, perhaps?”

		“They’re all equally overbooked,” the other woman said apologetically.

		Instead of getting upset, Mom looked confused. “Are you sure there’s nothing on our booking about alternate arrangements?”

		The first woman made a show of checking again. “Washington, correct? Mr. David Washington? Nothing at all, I’m afraid.”

		I’d had it up to here with her ‘being afraid!’

		Mom just smiled. “Do me a favor and check under Mrs. Kimberly Washington?”

		I heard the briefest of exasperated sighs from the woman before something clearly caught her eye. She suddenly stood up straighter, relaxed her shoulders, and transformed her polite customer service grin into a genuine smile. “Yes! Yes, indeed. So very sorry about that.”

		The other woman looked over her shoulder and smiled as well. “Just give us five minutes, please. We’ll call for a car and get you to the E Suites in a jiffy. So very sorry for the confusion.”

		I scoffed. “E Suites? So glad you splurged on the economy joint. I’m sure it’ll be fabulous.”

		The woman behind the counter looked upset—not in an exasperated way, but as if she was worried she’d offended me. “Oh, no! It’s actually the Executive Embassy Suites. Nicest place in a hundred miles, I promise. Regulars call it the Ebony Suites, so to avoid confusion, we just call it the E Suites.”

		Mom glared at me as Dad thanked the woman and we headed for the lobby doors.

		Finally, after all we’d been through, something turned out in our favor. The E—Executive, Embassy, Ebony, whatever—Suites was a full-on 5-star affair, and the room they’d given us was about as close to luxury as I’d ever experienced. The kitchenette, living room, and sleeping area were all separated by partial walls; there was a full bathroom with a jacuzzi and a second with a stand-up shower; there were two other bedrooms set off from the main living space, and the balcony was wide enough for furniture.

		Snow-and-sleet-covered furniture, sure, but furniture all the same.

		By that time, though, it was nearly 9 p.m. and we’d been up since 2 a.m. so nobody was too inclined to take advantage of the space. The master bed had two sets of nightclothes on it, one with Mom’s name and one with Dad’s, so they decided to claim that as their own. Jane explored both bedrooms, finding an outfit in one with her name on it, which meant the other was mine by default.

		I wanted to take a shower but was way too tired, so I stripped down and undid the silk bow holding the first-class complimentary package together. As I pulled back the tissue paper, my fingers brushed a shirt of the softest pastel blue. I shook it out and pulled it over my head, only to find the hem fell almost to my knees. Beneath it was a pair of matching underwear that looked way more like panties than briefs, with a note to leave my clothes by the door and they’d be laundered.

		Too tired to care, I stepped into the underwear—which felt really soft and smooth—and settled my junk into place. The material felt tight in all the wrong places, and I was pretty damned sure they didn’t just look like panties, they were panties.

		Ridiculous. I didn’t know if it was a joke or an insult, but it was embarrassing either way.

		Suddenly, I cared.

		I marched back out into the main room to complain, but my parents were already spooning beneath the covers and my sister’s door was shut tight. I peeked down low, but there was no sliver of light beneath it, so I had no idea whether she was still awake.

		This sucked. I wanted to complain to somebody, but there was nobody to listen. Instead, I did the only thing I could and wildly tossed my clothes at the door, taking some small satisfaction in the way they scattered across the neatly folded piles my parents had left.

		There. That’d show them.

		Yeah, petty and stupid, but I wasn’t exactly at the top of my game.
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		Chapter 3

		

		At some point in the night, my subconscious must have relaxed enough to process the day and get over it, because things suddenly turned around. I dreamed there was a woman in my bed, warm curves pressed against me, with the softest lips kissing me. She sucked at my bottom lip and drew it into her mouth, where she ran her tongue across it, making my entire mouth tingle. Hot breath blew over my chin and down my throat, providing a welcome contrast to the hotel air conditioning.

		Hands were caressing me, squeezing my legs and stroking my arms, with long, pointy fingernails dragging lines of sharp, sweet pain across my chest. I leaned into her touch, craving more of that pain, but also craving her touch somewhere else. My hips thrust towards her, desperate for her to run those long, slender fingers over my cock, to dig those talons into my balls, but she denied me.

		What the hell? This was my wet dream, and I wanted to be stroked!

		She was lying on top of my right arm, so I had to fumble around with my left to return the attention. Her body was curvy but firm, with just the right amount of heavy softness in her breasts. I cupped them, weighed them in my hands, and thumbed the erect nipples with my fingers. It was hard to tell in the confusing darkness of a dream, but they had to be D-cup, maybe even E-cup, and they felt all-natural. I longed to kiss them, lick them, bite them, suckle at them, but she wouldn’t shift her weight enough for me to make a move.

		Without a word, she directed my hand downward, and I smiled, thinking we were finally getting to the good stuff. I felt the firmness of a full belly beneath my hand and the curve of a hip beneath it. My hand rode that curve and caressed one cheek of an ass that was so perfect, all I could think about was burying my face in it. She allowed me a few minutes of exploration, then tugged my hand to her front. I fumbled blindly to find the valley of her sex, and then she placed it firmly in my hand, closing my fingers around it. She was hard and hot, and she groaned as her sex slid through my hand.

		What? Wait a minute! What the fuck was this?

		I fought against the weight pinning me to the bed and heard a low, throaty chuckle from beside me. My eyes were open—I sure as fuck wasn’t dreaming—but with the curtains pulled, there was nothing to see. I dropped whatever was in my hand like it had burned me and fumbled for the lamp next to the bed. I ended up knocking it off the nightstand, but at least I managed to hit the switch before it fell. The light it gave off was dim from the floor, casting shadows about the walls and the ceiling, but there was enough light for me to see who was in my bed.

		It was Santa’s fucking elf!

		“Whoa, whoa, how did you get here? What are you doing here? Why are you in my bed?” The questions tumbled out of me without a breath between them.

		“It’s Christmas Eve, silly. Santa and his elves have to visit all the good little boys—” she dug those nails into my chest, then pinched my nipple hard “—and bad little girls.”

		“Okay, ha-ha, funny stuff, but the joke’s over.” I tried again to free myself, but it was as if she knew just how to position herself to keep me restrained. “You need to get out of my bed and out of our room before I call the front desk.”

		She laughed, and it was both the most beautiful and the most terrifying sound I had ever heard. “Oh, sweetie, you’re so confused. It’s adorable.” The big, beautiful black woman rolled over on top of me, her big, bizarre cock pinning my balls beneath it. “I think you’ll find the Ebony Suites have different rules for guests than you’re used to.”

		Now I was scared. “Okay, look, you’re right. I overreacted, and I’m sorry.” I wiggled beneath her, desperate to get that cock away from me. “Please, just let me go.”

		“Let you go? But I just got you, and I haven’t even had the chance to come down your chimney yet.”

		I kept struggling, but it was no use. “You’ve got me all wrong. You’re a beautiful woman, you really are, but I don’t swing like that.”

		“Really?” Now—of all times—she reached down to fondle my cock. “This tells me different. It may be tiny and white, but it certainly feels hard.” She pressed her cock against mine, wrapped her hand about both, and began rubbing black flesh against white. “See, you clearly like this. You’re leaking like a bitch in heat.”

		I moaned despite myself. “Okay, fine, your hand feels good, but that’s all it is. I don’t swing that way. I’m not interested in anything to do with your . . . you know.”

		“What? My cock?” She humped it against mine. “My big black cock?” Her shaft dominated my entire cock, its head poking my belly before her big, heavy balls rolled over my tight little sac. “My delicious dark dick?” I could feel the wetness of her precum coating my shaft, making her cock slide easier across it. “My full-size chocolate cock?” She thrust hard, and I swear my balls were about to pop beneath her. “Or maybe you’re still thinking of my big practice candy stick?”

		“No!” I was almost sobbing. “I’m not gay.”

		“Oh, sweetie, it’s not gay when you’re white and I’m black.” Her hand came up and smeared precum all over my face. “It’s just the natural order.” I resisted, but she forced a hot, slippery finger into my mouth. “The Black New World Order.”

		The minute her finger pulled free from my mouth, I tried to spit out the taste, but found myself licking my lips instead. “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I insisted. “Please, I’ll give you anything you want. Just let me go.”

		“Give?” She laughed long and loud. “Sweetie, you’re already mine. I already have what I want.”

		“What are you talking about?”

		“The minute your mom signed for the room, your entire family was black-owned.” She forced a second finger into my mouth. This time, I didn’t fight it as hard. “And before you claim you were tricked or cheated, she knew exactly what she was signing, and so did your father.” The woman above me was fucking my mouth with her finger. “They’ve been waiting for this day for years—and whether you want to admit it or not, so have you.”

		I didn’t know what to say, but suddenly the whole scene at the mall made sense. The weird flirting between Mom and Santa, the way Jane seemed to melt at something he said, even Dad’s eagerness to sit on Santa’s lap himself. They had been laying the groundwork for this.

		Whatever the fuck this was.

		“You’re black-owned, sweetie, and there’s no going back.” She adjusted her cock so that it was running down between my legs instead of across my cock, pushing between the cheeks of my ass. “Now, you can either let Santa take your cherry, or you can surrender it to me. Bend over for the biggest, blackest, most badass man you’ve ever met, or spread wide for the big black queen of your dreams.”

		I was so torn, so confused. Even with her cock, she was still a beautiful woman, perhaps the most beautiful woman I’d ever seen. Now that I looked at her—not just glanced guiltily, but deliberately looked—I saw the best parts of every girlfriend, every crush, and every celebrity fantasy I’d ever had. It’s like somebody had pulled the best parts of all my wet fantasies from my head and created a woman who embodied them all.

		Except for her cock.

		Her cock was an issue. I wasn’t supposed to like that, to want it, but my body sure as fuck seemed to like the way it felt.

		And, if she was right, if this really was our fate, wasn’t it better to belong to her than to some man? They’d both split me in half with their cocks, but at least I’d die gazing into the eyes of someone pretty if she was on top. It frightened me how quickly I was submitting to this, how easily I was giving up hope, but something in the back of my head recognized that it was right. I couldn’t tell you anything specific my parents had said or done to set this up, but I had this sense that they’d been subtly teaching Jane and me about this Black New World Order our whole lives.

		I’d never really paid much attention, but it occurred to me now that all of my parent’s favorite actors and actresses were black. Their favorite singers and bands. Their favorite authors. Even the politicians they voted for. They were friends with all our black neighbors, and hardly any of the white ones. Dad had turned down two promotions to keep working for a black boss, and no matter how long the lines at the grocery store, Mom always chose the black cashier.

		How had I not seen it before? I guess it was just such a casual thing, such an unspoken aspect of our lives, that Jane and I had never seen fit to notice it, much less question it.

		“Now, Jim.” The beautiful elf shook her head. “No, no, that won’t do.” She rose up to sit atop me, her gorgeous curves, her luscious breasts, and her beautiful smile on full display. “I won’t have my pretty girl answering to a boy’s name.”

		“But I’m not a—”

		She slapped me. Not hard, but hard enough to get my attention. “You’re who and what I say you are, and I think I’ll call you Gem.” Her smile lit up her face. “Yes, the first gem of my black-owned harem.” She leaned down and kissed me. “You will call me Queen.”

		“Yes . . . yes, my Queen.”

		She slapped me again, then squeezed my cheeks and forced my lips together. “What’s with this ‘my’ shit, Gem? I’m not yours. I don’t belong to you. I’m not some possession for you to claim.” She squeezed harder, enough to bring tears to my eyes, and then let go. “You will call me Queen. Try again.”

		“Yes, Queen,” I gasped through aching cheeks. “Thank you, Queen.”

		“Now that is so much better! Don’t you think? In fact—” she began shifting herself forward with short hops that caused us to bounce on the bed “—you’ve done so well, I’m going to permit you some lubrication before you surrender your cherry.”

		And, just like that, there was a big black cock staring me in the face. The thing was huge! It wasn’t quite the candy stick she’d given me at the mall, but I was willing to bet it was at least ten, maybe even twelve inches long. She was playing with it, pulling it up with a finger beneath the head, and then letting go so that it smacked against my face. It shocked me how heavy it felt. This was the kind of cock I’d only ever seen in porn.

		As she slid it over the side of my nose, drawing it back to leave a trail of precum across my lips, I found myself smiling, suddenly eager to taste more of it. The scent triggered memories inside me, years and years of bedtime hugs from Mom and off-to-school hugs from Dad. Was it my imagination, or had those hugs really smelled like this? Had there been something on their breath? The thought that Mom might have been sucking black cock on the side was a shock on its own, but the realization that Dad could very well have been doing it too? Well, that was fucking mind-blowing. I should have been angry. Instead, I was feeling a mixture of gratitude and envy.

		Gratitude for the second-hand exposure to which my sister and I had become accustomed, and envy that we’d had to wait so long to experience the real thing for ourselves.

		When Queen slapped the spongy head of her black cock against my lips, I opened wide and welcomed it inside without a second thought. It felt right. I closed my lips about it and took a moment to just enjoy the sensation of her shaft pushing past my lips and sliding across my tongue. It flooded me with so many sensations, endorphins were firing off in my body like fireworks. It tasted right. It was right. It was everything that had ever been lacking in every relationship I’d had.

		I lifted my head from the bed and started sucking as her cock plunged deeper into my mouth. When it hit the back of my throat without so much as a hiccup or a gag, I saw another set of memories flash before my eyes. Mom always bought the foulest, worst-tasting medicines available, knowing full well how much I hated the taste. She had told me the only way not to taste it was to pour it right into my throat, but for her to do that, I had to learn not to gag on the spoon.

		Had that really just been for my health, or had she been training me so that, all these years later, I wouldn’t gag on my first taste of big black cock? It seemed unbelievable, but it made me wonder.

		“Oh, Gem!” She adjusted her position above me and kept feeding me more of her cock. “No fear, no panic, no gag reflex? Really? Wow! Good girl!” She started sliding in and out of my throat, letting me milk her with every swallow. “I am so going to enjoy fucking your throat on a very regular basis.”

		Even as I began to see stars from the lack of air, I smiled up at her, delighted by her approval. All my life I’d hated being mistaken for a girl, but coming from her, ‘good girl’ was the highest praise for which I could hope.

		“Now, loosen up your mouth and let yourself drool all over me. Get that big black cock nice and wet so I can blacken your chimney.”

		Drool, precum, and even some tears streamed freely down my cheeks and chin as I used only my tongue to work her shaft. It felt wrong to be making such a mess, but all I had to do was look at the smile on her face to know that what I was doing was right.

		“Such a good girl!”

		When Queen pulled out, I instinctively followed her cock, straining my head forward to keep it inside me. Her amused laughter made me feel all warm. Once she was in position, she took my legs and pushed them up, all but folding me in half and leaving my ass on display. The strain on my thighs was painful, but she just kept pressing in the face of my discomfort. As if she hadn’t pressed enough already, she leaned in and rested her not-inconsiderable weight on my legs, making my back spasm as my ass raised another inch off the floor.

		“Take a few deep breaths for me, Gem. In and out. Long, slow, deep breaths.”

		It was hard, especially since it felt like my chest was being crushed, but I did—and it relaxed me. I didn’t realize how much I’d tensed up in anticipation until I felt it leave my body.

		“Again,” she told me. “I want to see six good deep breaths.”

		It was on the count of four when she stabbed her cock inside me.

		I won’t lie. I screamed. Loud. Loud and long.

		It was like a stabbing, tearing, burning agony. I felt like my asshole had been ripped wide open, and I was sure I’d die right there, in bed, with this big, beautiful black goddess atop me.

		The first slap of my face hardly registered. Neither did the second. The third, though, brought me back to my senses.

		“Did I tell you to stop breathing?” she asked me. “No, I don’t believe I did.” She slapped me a fourth time, but gently, almost a pat, ending in a caress of my cheek. “Start over. Six deep breaths.”

		I didn’t want to. It was hard. But I did it. The first was the most difficult, but they came easier after that, and soon I noticed the pain fading as well—it was leaving my body in much the same way the tenseness had before. What was left was a dull ache and an uncomfortable fullness.

		“Good girl.” Queen repositioned herself. She slid her hands up and down my calves. “Now, keep breathing, just like that, until it feels natural to stop.”

		At first, it was only on every third exhale that she took advantage of my body relaxing and pushed another inch of big black cock inside my tiny white ass. Then it became every second. Finally, with still than half of her impressive length to go, she pushed with every exhale . . . and, before I knew it, her balls were crushing mine, pinning them against my body.

		“How does that feel?” she asked me. “Taken by a woman twice your size. Dominated by a black cock ten times your size. Owned by a woman who is still a hundred times the man you ever were.” Queen slid a few inches in and out of my ass in a gentle fucking motion. “How does it feel, sissy? Is there any bit of masculinity left inside you?”

		“No, Queen,” I admitted with a smile. “I guess I’ve always been a sissy and just didn’t know it ‘til now. You feel amazing. So amazing. Better than any sex I’ve ever disappointed a girlfriend with.” I groaned with pleasure as she continued fucking me. “I was made for this.”

		“Let me tell you a secret, Gem.” Queen was fucking me with longer strokes now, pulling out halfway before sliding back in. “Every whiteboi on the planet was made for black cock. It’s the natural order. It’s biology and psychology.”

		She was fucking me harder now, speeding up her strokes, and it felt even more amazing. Every movement of her inside me was pure pleasure. How had I lived without this? How had I not known I could feel this, not realized what I was missing?

		“It’s not hatred at the root of racism in America,” she said, her words carrying a delicious growl of pleasure beneath them. “It’s fear. Fear of being weak. Fear of being less. Fear of being inadequate. Fear of being submissive. Fear of not having the shield of toxic masculinity behind which to hide.”

		I stared up at her with all the love I felt in my heart. “I’ll never be afraid again, Queen. I know what’s on the other side now, and it’s a happiness I could have never imagined.”

		“No fear?” She pulled all the way out of my ass, causing me to cry out in hunger. “Are you sure?” She stabbed back inside me, burying herself to the root in one long, powerful, body-trembling stroke. “No matter what I might ask of you next?”

		“No fear, Queen. Everything I am is already yours.”

		“And what about these?” I gasped at the feel of her nails digging into my balls. “Are you willing to give me these?” She squeezed and twisted, bringing tears to my eyes. “Make no mistake, I will take them eventually, but will you give them to me? Will you surrender all that remains of your manhood to me, right here, right now?”

		My gut reaction was to enthusiastically agree, but I forced myself to think about it. She was talking about taking my balls—tearing them off or cutting them off or maybe just crushing them in her hand. This was big. This was never-coming-back-from-it big. This was all going so fast, but it all felt so right. In the space of an evening, I’d come from being disgusted by the black elf with the bulge in her tights to being absolutely infatuated with the same woman who’d broken into my room, used and abused me, and flipped my entire worldview upside down. It was a stupid time to be making life decisions, and I knew it, but . . . well, a part of me I’d never known existed wanted it.

		“If it helps,” she said with a smile that lit up her entire face, “you’ll never come again if you choose to keep them. I’ll use you for my pleasure and my pleasure alone. I know very well how to drive a sissy to the heights of ecstasy, and how to keep a whiteboi forever on the edge.” She started fucking me hard now, with long, deep strokes that I felt all the way into my belly. Each penetration felt better than the last, and I felt my clarity of mind slipping away.

		Or was it my doubt slipping away and my clarity of mind asserting itself?

		I didn’t know!

		“Give them to me now, my sissy, and I’ll see to it that you experience a lifetime of orgasms that put your pathetic past ejaculations to shame.” I don’t know what she did, but some minor adjustments changed everything. A flash of pleasure washed through me. It was brief, all too brief, but the promise it held made me cry out, begging for more.

		“That! That! Right there!” I was mad with desire. “Oh, please, Queen. I want more of that. I need it. Please.”

		She squeezed my balls again. “Then you’ll give me these?”

		This time there was no doubt. “Yes, Queen. They’re yours. Like all of me, they’re yours.”

		“I need to hear the words, Gem.” She stilled her movements, leaving her magnificent cock half-buried inside me. “Tell me what you want.”

		“I want to give you my balls, Queen. I want to give you every sad ounce of what I mistakenly thought was my manhood.” Where was this coming from? How had I sunk so deep, so quickly? Or was I risen so high? I didn’t know, but I was starting to dwell less and less on the negatives. “I want to give you my balls, my sac, even my penis, if that’s what it takes to be worthy of your pleasure. I want to be your sissy, Queen. I want to be your Gem, and I don’t want to have Jim’s thoughts or hormones or confusion running through me anymore.”

		I choked back a sob at the understanding of what I truly wanted. “I want to be yours, Queen. I want to be free of all that toxic, racist, counterfeit masculinity, free to be owned, to be dominated, to be controlled, to be used, and to be wanted.”

		“Promise?” She held up a handful of small elastic rings, letting one snap between her fingers.

		“I promise, Queen. On my honor as a black-owned sissy.”

		She wasted no time. I’d no sooner said the words and she was squeezing my balls and stretching an elastic band around them. I squirmed as she yanked me through it, and then hissed in discomfort at the pinch when she let the band go. Four more times she repeated the process until five tiny elastic bands were turning my balls a pretty blue.

		“How’s that feel, sissy?”

		“It hurts, Queen.” It wasn’t kicked-in-the-balls pain, but more like that weirdly uncomfortable moment-of-panic pain when a ball slips up inside your body.

		“Keep breathing and let me know when the pain changes.”

		It actually didn’t take long. The pain became something warm before it sort of faded into a dull kind of pressure and tightness. It wasn’t comfortable, but it was something I felt like I could ignore.

		I told her exactly what it felt like and she smiled. “Yes, it’s already looking beautiful.” I could see her fondling my sac, but couldn’t feel it. “How does it feel, knowing you’ve just handed me your last tenuous tie to masculinity? Knowing you’ve admitted, body and soul, that you’re just another white sissy, existing to serve your black superiors, with no hope of ever reclaiming what you’ve given away?”

		“It feels . . . good.” I beamed up at her because, as I said the words, I realized I believed them. It was the truth. Not the kind of truth you have to think about and justify, but the kind you just feel. “It feels right.” This time, when I took a deep breath, I felt as if so much more was being exhaled. “Thank you, Queen.”

		“Thank you, my sissy, my beautiful Gem.” She placed her strong black hands on my slender white calves again and resumed fucking. Maybe it was all in my head, but I swear it felt different already. “I can’t wait to start getting you into dresses and makeup. We’ll leave you flat-chested and narrow-hipped—if I’d wanted a woman, I’d have taken one—but you’ll learn to do your makeup to accentuate mine, style your hair to show off mine, and dress to complement me.”

		I’d be a sissy. An obvious sissy. Would I be pretty? Would I pass as a girl?

		Did it matter?

		No. No, it didn’t.

		All that mattered was this—would I make Queen proud?

		“It’s time to come for me, sissy. The first proper orgasm of your new life.” And, just like that, she adjusted something in her pose or her angle and that flash of pleasure washed through me again, except this time it just kept building as she fucked me. It was like she was slowly turning up the dial of my orgasm, increasing the pleasure slowly, beautifully, and filling me with a contentedness I’d never felt as a boy. It just kept building and growing, pulsing with every thrust of her black cock inside me, taking me so far beyond the heights of any orgasm I’d ever know that I found myself doubting whether I’d only imagined them, maybe even faked them to stroke my own fragile whiteboi ego.

		I looked down between our legs and saw that my tiny white penis, dwarfed by the magnificent black shaft driving in and out of me, was just flopping around, limp as can be. All this pleasure, all this joy, and it had nothing to do with it. It may as well have been as dead and dull as my balls, a useless white appendage, because it no longer served the purpose I’d so foolishly thought it had. My pleasure came from inside, came from the black cock inside me, and it was utterly fucking incredible, I knew I’d never regret a moment of this night.

		“Come for me, Gem.”

		I swooned in my delicious delirium. “Aren’t I coming already, Queen? It certainly feels like it.”

		“You’re orgasming, my sissy. There’s a difference.” She increased the pace of her fucking, and I swear I could feel her growing ever bigger inside me. “Spill your useless white seed so I can replace it with my superior black sperm.”

		“Wha—oh, oh, oh, oh!” My eyes widened in shock as I felt a dampness between my legs and looked down to see cum oozing from my penis. Not shooting or jetting or spraying, just sort of drooling out. Meanwhile, the orgasm was still washing through me, but sort of in reverse, as if the pleasure were slowly being drawn back to where it began.

		“That’s . . . my . . . sissy!”

		And that’s when Queen exploded and that wash of pleasure blossomed all over again. I felt her cock pulsate inside me. I felt her hot black cum spraying the inside of my ass, scalding away the residue of my masculinity with its power. I felt her coming inside me, reaching climax because of me, and I cried in joy. The look on her face was indescribable—it was a look of power and triumph and pleasure and conquest and satisfaction and entitlement all at once.

		I’d done that.

		I’d made her come.

		I’d put that look there.

		I’d just seen what it meant to take pride in being owned and I knew that every choice I’d made here tonight had been the right one.

		Queen just kept coming, far longer than I’d ever managed possible, even in my pubescent masturbatory explorations. Each explosion of cum was another bolt of blackening inside me, hotter and more powerful than I’d ever imagined. I felt taken, truly taken, in ways that only an owned sissy can appreciate. No offense to the gay men out there, but as much as they may approach the outer hints and suggestions of this kind of pleasure. The real thing was something soul-deep that could only be achieved through total ownership.

		When she was finally done, Queen collapsed on top of me. She rolled to the side, shifted me so that I was spooned before her, and wrapped her arms possessively about me. As the moment passed and the pleasure faded, I waited anxiously for the guilt to set in, for the regrets to start screaming through my head . . . but it never happened. There was no post-orgasmic crash, just this lingering fuzzy sort of bliss.

		She was fast asleep. I could easily slip from her arms and make a break for it . . . but why would I want to? This was where I belonged. There was no place I’d rather be, nobody I’d rather be with. I knew absolutely nothing about this big, beautiful, bold, bodacious, black woman, and yet I already loved her with all my heart. It had to be akin to what a dog feels upon finding their forever owner.

		I snuggled deeper into her arms, a weary smile on my face, and allowed her breathing to coax me into sleep alongside her.
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		Chapter 4

		

		As morning dawned with sunlight peeking in around the blinds, I was sure the whole thing had just been some crazy, jet-lagged, emotional overload dream. Dominant black trans women dressed as Christmas elves didn’t just appear in your hotel room to take your manhood and fuck you silly. That was the stuff of dreams, which is what it had to be.

		That would have been all too easy to believe, had there not been something hard and hot poking between my butt cheeks.

		“Good morning, my sweet sissy. Have a good sleep?”

		Oh, thank god it hadn’t been a dream! I couldn’t handle the crushing disappointment of forever chasing that feeling.

		“Yes, Queen.” I rolled over in her arms so she could see me smile.

		“You look happy,” she told me. “A far cry from the boy who came to see Santa.”

		I nodded. “That boy? I don’t think he was ever happy. Not truly. He was angry a lot. Frustrated, I guess. It’s like he was missing something but didn’t know what it was.”

		“And now?”

		“And now, that boy is gone. In his place is a sissy who found what he was missing and who never ever wants to let it go.”

		“Good girl.” Queen placed her hand atop my head and pushed. “Slide on down for breakfast, Gem, and then we’ll see how good the rest of your family was for Santa and his elves.”

		I didn’t need to be pushed, but I found I loved the gentle reminder of her control. I wormed my way down the bed until my legs were hanging off the edge, leaving Queen’s half-hard black cock curled before my face. This was my first time seeing it like this, and I was excited to bring it to life. I ducked my head and kissed each of her balls, feeling a surprising flush of pleasure that only one of us could claim such equipment, and then followed the S-shaped curl of her shaft with my lips. She tasted of sex. I tasted her cum and mine, her sweat and my ass, and I knew it was a taste to which I’d quickly become accustomed.

		She was already growing beneath my kisses. I rushed to take her into my mouth so I could feel her come erect. Even partially soft she was far more than a mouthful, but I crammed as much inside me as I could and worked at her shaft with my tongue while I felt her cockhead slowly push its way into my throat. It was such an amazing sensation. I was making her hard, bringing her cock to life, and tasting every inch of her growing erection. I wanted to wake up like this every day for the rest of our lives, and I had a feeling I’d be doing just that.

		“That’s nice, Gem, but no throat-fucking this morning. I want to feel you make love to my cock. I want you to be the active partner, sucking and licking and swallowing all I have to give you. Show me you appreciate my cock and I’ll feed you the only breakfast a white sissy needs.”

		That sounded delightful.

		I reluctantly drew my head back until her cockhead was free of my throat, and then started moving my head in and out, sort of masturbating her with my mouth. Careful to watch my teeth, I sucked and licked her cock, paying attention to every square inch of hot black flesh that passed my lips. Precum was flowing strong and thick, coating my tongue, and the taste was delicious. Soon she was as hard and thick as she’d been last night, filling my mouth to the point where my jaw was becoming sore.

		Not that it stopped me. A little pain was a small price to pay for her pleasure.

		Queen sighed and moaned as I sucked her yummy black cock. She held one hand to the back of my head, stroking my hair in a loving, tender sort of gesture. Not holding me in place, not controlling my movements, just keeping that connection between us.

		“Mmm, almost there, my sissy.” Her voice had a purr to it that was the most beautiful sound I’d ever heard. “Pull back, but keep my head inside your mouth and stroke me with your hands.”

		I did that—and more. I hummed as I sucked and stroked, adding a little extra pleasure to her morning. I was so glad she told me to use both hands, because one wouldn’t have done the trick. Even with two hands wrapped around it, it was a challenge surrounding her shaft. I’d never touched another cock before, much less one so big, and I marveled at the way her flesh moved over the shaft. The textures were remarkable, a pleasure in and of themselves.

		Not to mention, my pale white hand made her big black cock look even blacker by comparison.

		The best part was, I felt her come. I felt her cock twitch, felt the way it swelled in my hands. I knew I was feeling her orgasm approach, and I eagerly stuck my tongue under her head so I could capture every drop.

		Yeah, I was a naïve fool, but it was my first time.

		When she came, it wasn’t with a spurt or a gush, it was with an explosion. Hot cum filled my mouth to overflowing faster than I could swallow. No matter how greedily I lapped up her juices and swallowed them down, they spilled out around her cock to run down my chin. I was in heaven. If you’d told me twenty-four hours ago that I’d be willingly sucking the cum from a cock, I’d have called you a liar . . . and if you’d told me I’d love the taste this much, I’d have called you crazy . . . but I was, and I did. Her cum was better than any delicious dessert I’d ever indulged in. I immediately craved it in a way that told me I’d found some missing ingredient in my diet. I didn’t just feel delighted, I felt satisfied.

		“That’s it, that’s a good girl, lap up all my cum. Feel it slide down your sissy throat and fill you with yummy black goodness.” Queen was pumping gently into my hand now, helping me get the last of her cum. “As much as I loved filling your stocking, I think I like coming down your chimney even more.”

		Only after I was sure she was done did I let her cock slide free of my mouth so I could respond. “I loved it all, Queen. Your cock is the best Christmas present ever.”

		She laughed. “Cheeky little sissy. I can see I’m going to have to ensure your enthusiasm is well-directed.”

		“I don’t think you’ll have a problem with that Queen.”

		“No, I don’t suppose I shall.” She slipped out of bed and I got my first good look at her naked body. She was darker than I’d remembered from the mall, and even more beautiful. I wanted to lick and kiss every inch of her flesh, but she was already walking away, snapping her finger for me to follow.

		I suppose I should have been embarrassed, felt at least a tiny bit of shame at the thought of my family seeing me this way, but shame was no longer in my vocabulary. I was a black-owned sissy and I was proud for my family to see me this way. Besides, I suspected they—or at least my parents—wouldn’t exactly be surprised.

		Queen opened the door and the first thing I saw was Santa, the red hat still on his head, sitting on the couch with his legs spread wide. My parents were curled up to either side of him, kissing one another around the still-erect shaft of his big black cock. In the morning sunlight streaming into the room, I saw shiny ropes of black cum on both their faces.

		As they smiled at me, I turned to survey the room, finding my sister cuddled up on the floor with the other black elves from the mall, both cisgender women, which I knew because Jane was idly running her hands through the folds of their pussies and licking their juices from her fingers—and purring in erotic contentment as she did so.

		I saw the bliss on her face and knew exactly from where in her soul that purr emanated.

		“I take it you had a satisfactory night, Ellyn? Your sissy looks—” I saw a frown cross Santa’s face “—somewhat unmanned?”

		“Yes,” Queen said, beaming. “She surrendered her useless white balls to me last night.”

		Santa did nothing more than raise an eyebrow, but the disapproval was clear in his voice. “You know that was not your call to make. You’ve taken selfish liberties with your toy that could limit her usefulness.”

		She pulled me close and stroked a hand down my body to cradle my numb, blue balls. “I’ve taken her as my property. I plan to have her collared and tattooed before the New Year.”

		“Need I remind you we’ve been nurturing this family for two decades? We’ve invested a lot in these children. We’re counting on them to contribute, to play their part for the BNWO.” Queen opened her mouth to interrupt, but he talked right over her. “The bitch and her cuck have done very well for us, quietly supporting our legal, political, and financial initiatives behind the scenes, but that’s playing the long game.” He pointed to my sister and then myself. “The dyke and the faggot were to be part of our public relations initiatives. They’re supposed to be out there, getting blacked in public, and getting the next generation excited about black ownership.”

		One of Jane’s elf lovers spoke up. “Oh, this one here? She’s already primed for her role as a freeuse snowbunny dyke. We streamed her performance last night to our key contacts, and they were very pleased with what they saw.”

		The other elf picked up the narrative. “We already have requests from several WNBA teams, a number of tennis pros, several professional wrestlers, and three different Olympic training programs.” She patted my sister’s head like she was a child who’d done well at school. “Her conditioning runs true. It was clear to everyone that she loves hot, sweaty black pussy. She’ll be supporting and rewarding our dominance on the field as much as her breeders are behind the scenes.”

		“And this one,” Santa said with a growl, pushing himself off the couch to stand nose-to-nose with Queen, “was meant for prostitution and porn. He’s been conditioned to be the perfect whiteboi, a faggot for some and a sissy for others, but they were to have the choice of how he’s to be presented.”

		“And he will continue to do all of that,” she told him calmly, “but under my guidance and control. The BNWO has been lax in promoting the cause of black trans women, so I filed a project request with the council to address that, and it was approved. Gem here is going to be serving black trans women and black drag queens, bottoming for black trans porn, and spending her life swallowing big black shecock.”

		“You went over my head with your own project?” Santa took a step back, as if he was wounded by her actions. “I thought we had an understanding, Ellyn. I thought we were united in this.”

		“Oh, but we are. I promise.”

		I felt her turn my head and gently push it forward, toward Santa’s big black cock, and I knew what she wanted. I may have hesitated for just a moment—I’d justified sucking a woman’s cock, but sucking a man’s was different—but in the end, I obeyed. I opened wide and took Santa deep into my mouth and straight into my throat, all in one smooth movement.

		His grunt of surprise was followed by a soft sigh that I doubt anybody else heard, but which told me all I needed to know.

		“I’m just using this one a bit differently than we originally imagined. We adapt, as we always do.” She continued stroking the back of my head as I deepthroated Santa. “I’ve already arranged her replacements.”

		“Replacements?” I couldn’t see his face, but I heard the amusement in his voice.

		“Yes. A boy/girl team to whore out for the Black New World Order. Not twins, but something better.”

		Santa laughed as he turned his body to face me. His big, powerful hands came down to grab the sides of my head and he began throat-fucking me, taking advantage of my lack of a gag reflex. I was beginning to black out from the lack of oxygen, but I was delighted to find that black cock was black cock, no matter who it was attached to, and that I wouldn’t disappoint Queen on my first assignment.

		“Fuck, the faggot’s got a nice throat.” He began fucking me harder. “Nice job, bitch.”

		“Thank you!” Mom sounded like she’d just won the lottery.

		“Take it, faggot,” Santa growled. “Choke on my fucking cum!”

		He came deep inside my throat. I didn’t get to taste a drop, but I felt him pulsing inside of me and heard the internal gurgle of black sperm hitting my stomach. When he was done, he pulled out slowly, laughing at the way I swayed on the verge of unconsciousness.

		“Look at how the faggot cleaned your ass off me. Thank your faggot son, cuck.”

		“Thank you, Gem.” Dad’s approval hit me hard, putting a different sort of smile on my face, but it was his use of my new name that made me feel all warm and fuzzy inside.

		“We all good?” Queen asked.

		“I guess so. Go train your faggot.”

		“She ain’t no faggot,” Queen corrected him. “She’s my precious sissy and don’t you forget it.”

		After enjoying room service breakfast together, with me sitting at Queen’s feet while she fed me scraps from the table, we returned to our room and . . . well, she trained me hard, she trained me deep, and she trained me well! I got fucked missionary, doggy, and cowgirl; I got fucked on the bed, on the floor, and in the shower; and I got fucked through my orgasms, hers, and ours together. We napped as needed and indulged in more room service as she wanted, but we were never farther than arm’s reach from one another.

		That night, while we were recuperating from a marathon session where she coaxed three orgasms out of me before finally filling me with her cum, my phone rang with a video call from my girlfriend—or ex-girlfriend by that point, I guess. I blushed bright red and reached out to reject the call, but Queen snatched the phone from my hand.

		“I think I should be the one choosing who you do and do not speak to,” she said with a smile.

		I silently pleaded with her not to answer it, hoping she’d see in my eyes what I dared not speak aloud. My face was covered in her cum, my lipstick was smeared, and my ears were swollen and red where she’d forced through my first piercings. I was dressed in a torn and dirty pink slip with lace around the hem, and there were clear bite marks on my exposed nipple. I looked like a mess. More than that, I looked like a well-fucked, thoroughly blacked, selectively feminized mess.

		She answered it.

		What I saw on the screen was Abigail squatting over a black man, his hard cock buried in her pussy, while another black man kneeled behind her, his black cock deep in her ass. A third black man was standing before her, and she was sucking and stroking his cock with a skill and an enthusiasm she’d never shown with me.

		Not that I blamed her.

		Somebody off-screen coughed, and her eyes went wide as she noticed the phone. She tapped the man before her and he withdrew his big black cock so she could speak.

		“Oh my god! You are like the bestest ever! This is the hottest Christmas present I could have ever asked for!”

		“Um, what?” I was kind of shocked. I wasn’t sure what was going on.

		“Duh, black-owned for Christmas? Like, all these big beautiful cocks to split me wide and pour their black seed inside me? It’s totally the gift that just keeps coming!”

		“You’re, um, welcome?” I still didn’t know how this had happened.

		“Oh, hey, Gem!” The camera turned to show me a new face. It was Chris, Abigail’s step-brother. “Thanks for this. I didn’t think anybody knew I was gay, but I guess you and Abby talk about everything. Anyway, it’s so cool that we’re all black-owned together, fulfilling our destiny. We’re gonna do porn together, play up the brother/sister thing.”

		“And get whored out to black men!” Abigail giggled, turning the phone back around so I could see her getting fucked. “Oh, is that your owner? Hi, Queen! Thanks so much for everything!”

		“You’re very welcome. Enjoy yourselves, and maybe we’ll meet up again one day. Gem’s on a strict shecock diet, but porn is a small world and I’m sure our paths will cross.”

		“Love you!” Abigail and Chris cried out together.

		By now it had set in and I was happy for her. For them. “Love you too,” I said, blowing them kisses before Queen hung up the phone.

		“So they’re my replacements?” I asked her.

		“Are you mad?”

		“What? No! Not at all! Surprised, sure, but super-duper happy.” I sobered for a moment. “There’s something you should know about her parents, though.”

		“No need, my sissy. As it turns out, your girlfriend’s Mommy is as hungry for black pussy as your sister, and her abusive trash husband has been designated for prison-bitch training and disposal. He won’t bother them again.”

		“Thank you!” I threw myself at her and hugged her tight. Not in a sexual way, but in a loving one. I was already infatuated with her, and now I knew I was in love with her too. “I love you, Queen. Thank you for all of this. I won’t ever let you down.”

		“You know what, sissy?” She kissed me on the forehead. “I think I might love you too.”
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		Chapter 5

		

		As we prepared to leave the hotel together in the morning, I fidgeted in the elevator, excited by what lay ahead but terrified of it as well. Queen had introduced me to my first golden shower that morning, putting me on my knees in the bath while she pissed all over me—in my hair, all over my face, across my chest, down my back, into the crack of my ass, and all over my legs. Then she’d made me stand in the shower while she did her hair and makeup, until her golden nectar had dried, leaving me smelling very strongly of her.

		She wanted the world to know I was owned, she explained, and there was no better way to do that than by marking me with her scent.

		It was the day after Christmas and she had an agenda for us to keep to. We’d be seeing a black artist to get me tattooed with a black-owned tramp stamp and then a black jeweler to get me fitted for my collar. She was thinking something slender and black, ebony with onyx inlays, forever sealed about my throat. The jeweler would also fit me with attachments to extend it into a posture collar or more traditional slave collar, but those were for play, not public.

		Before all that, though, we had to see a black-owned doctor about cleaning up the situation between my legs. I was kind of surprised that she’d trust me to someone black-owned, not black themselves, but she explained that it was best to be cleaned, trimmed, and sealed by someone who had an intimate familiarity with the procedure.

		Right now, though, I was watching the numbers on the elevator, trying to breathe as we came closer and closer to the lobby. Queen had put me in a pink sweater and black skirt, with knee-high boots and a puffy woman’s winter jacket. There was a temporary leather collar around my neck, connected to a leash she held loosely in her hand.

		“For New Year’s Eve,” she told me, as casually as if she were discussing the weather, “we’ll be getting together with a group of my closest black trans women friends for a no-boys-allowed orgy. You’ll be expected to clean and fluff, but your clitty likely won’t be healed enough to take a good fucking, so that will have to wait.”

		Ding.

		We were there. The doors opened and an elegantly dressed black woman greeted us with a smile. “Wonderful to see you again, Ellyn. Your car and driver are already waiting, and he has your schedule of appointments, so he’ll ensure you get where you need to be. We have also secured your preferred implements in case he doesn’t perform as expected, or—” she grinned, “—you just want to play with this one.”

		“Thank you, Kimberly. You run a tight ship. I’m sure I won’t need to discipline anybody.”

		“You don’t have to need to,” the other woman laughed, “to want to.”

		“True enough.” Queen beckoned me from the elevator. “Let’s be on our way, Gem. If you can make me cum before we get to the doctor, I’ll see about rewarding you with a belly button ring while you’re getting your tattoo.”

		And, just like that, my nerves evaporated and a sense of calm happiness settled over me.

		I curtsied politely to the other black woman—it just felt right—and hurried after Queen before the leash could pull taut.

		This was officially the best vacation ever.
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		Chapter 1: His Story

		

		“T urn here, honey. The entrance should be two, maybe three blocks away.”

		Steve resisted the urge to give his wife one of what she called ‘his looks.’ The street was dark and narrow, lined with dilapidated buildings, but he had to admit the graffiti looked more like art than vandalism. This was a sketchy area in an already questionable neighborhood—not the kind of place middle-class white people ventured into willingly. If it were up to him, he’d never come this way unless it was the absolute last route available in a series of detours, and even then he’d be more likely to turn around than take the risk.

		But Roxanne . . . Roxanne had become very urban over the last few months. Her transformation had caught him off guard. Everything about her had shifted: her taste in music, the shows she binge-watched, even (especially) her wardrobe. The conservative, preppy dresses she used to favor had given way to vibrant, form-fitting bodysuits and bold patterns. Her makeup had become strikingly dramatic, with sharp winged eyeliner and lips painted in deep hues. It was as though she’d embraced an entirely new persona, one that turned heads at church and drew whispers at the supermarket. While he still found her beautiful, the intensity of her new style—and the confidence that came with it—was a little intimidating.

		“Ooooh, right up there,” Roxanne said, her long, purple-manicured nails clutching his arm as if to steer him herself. The leopard-print bodysuit she wore clung to her curves, its daring design a far cry from the modest woman he’d married.

		Steve followed her direction, his skepticism growing as they approached the mall. This Utopian shopping center she’d been so excited about checking out looked like it had seen better years, never mind better days. The building looked worn, its brick façade stained by decades of soot and exhaust fumes. The parking lot was riddled with potholes, and the streetlights flickered like they couldn’t decide whether to work or not. Yet, the entrance was festively decorated. Brightly lit garlands, oversized snowflakes, and neatly tied red bows lent the space an odd cheeriness. Despite his reservations, he parked the car, though his grip on the steering wheel tightened momentarily before he turned off the engine.

		No sooner had he shifted into park and Roxanne was unbuckling her seatbelt, leaning forward to check her reflection in the mirror. Her hair, styled in intricate braids that cascaded into loose curls, framed her face in a way that was undeniably striking. Steve considered sitting in the car a moment longer, seeing if she’d handle her own door for once, but he knew better.

		That expectation of princess pampering was new as well.

		Careful to hold his sigh until he was out of the car, Steve walked around to her side, opening the door and offering his hand as she stepped out. Maybe, he thought to himself, if she didn’t insist on those ridiculous knee-high boots with the four-inch heels, she’d be better able to maneuver without his help.

		Roxanne kissed him on the cheek as he closed the door behind her. “Thank you, honey. I know you’re not super excited to be here, but there are some things you just can’t get at Walmart or Target. You want authentic goods, you have to come to the source.”

		“It’s a good thing I love you,” he said with a smile. “I guess, as midlife crises go, yours isn’t so bad.”

		“Midlife?” she gasped, raising her perfectly arched, drawn-on eyebrows in mock outrage. She swung her purse playfully at him, and he ducked dramatically.

		“Post-quarter-life, then?” he teased.

		“Better,” she said, slipping her arm through his as they began their walk toward the entrance.

		As they crossed the parking lot, Steve noticed other couples milling about. A few white husbands like himself seemed to linger in their wives’ shadows, their expressions a mixture of bewilderment and quiet resignation. Their wives, however, moved with purpose, each exuding the same bold energy that Roxanne had embraced. Among the predominantly black shoppers, the dynamic seemed different. Black couples strolled hand in hand, casually browsing, their interactions unhurried and easy. The contrast struck Steve, though he couldn’t quite articulate why it mattered.

		Stepping inside the mall, he was startled by how different it was from the exterior. The air was filled with the upbeat rhythm of urban renditions of Christmas classics, and the décor was vibrant. The mall buzzed with the joyful energy of the holiday season, its halls decked out in glittering garlands, twinkling lights, and towering Christmas trees. A largely black crowd moved through the bustling space, their excitement something he could almost feel as they shopped for gifts and shared in the season’s cheer. Parents juggled shopping bags while children marveled at colorful displays of toys and festive decorations. Groups of teenagers, dressed in cozy winter fashion with vibrant scarves and stylish boots, laughed and snapped selfies in front of the dazzling holiday setups.

		The rich aroma of cinnamon-spiced treats and fresh pretzels wafted through the air as families lined up at food stalls, savoring seasonal delicacies. A gospel choir near the central atrium filled the air with soulful renditions of Christmas classics, their harmonies drawing an appreciative crowd that swayed and clapped along. The scene radiated joy, togetherness, and a vibrant cultural celebration of the season—like he’d only ever seen in church, and even then not to the same degree.

		“Oh, isn’t it beautiful, Steve?” Roxanne exclaimed, her eyes lighting up. “And look, there’s my boot store right next to that place Chantalle recommended for dashiki crop tops.” Her nails tapped his arm excitedly. “Ooooh, and check out those two-piece casual bodycon outfits! I love how they hug and hang at the same time. I tell you, if we can find one of those mimi crop tops in an African print, my Christmas is made!”

		Steve blinked. “Mimi crop tops?”

		She waved him off. “You’ll see.”

		He had no idea what she was talking about and didn’t bother trying to pretend. She knew he was clueless about the whole black scene, but she had promised today would open his eyes, whatever that meant. He was more worried about opening his wallet, especially since she hadn’t stepped ten feet inside and already had three shops in her sights. This was not going to be a cheap trip, and that was even if their car was still in one piece when they stepped back outside.

		Clueless, he diligently followed Roxanne from store to store, noticing as he did how the other white husbands drifted along just like him. Even when he ended up alone with one while their wives tried something on in the dressing rooms, they just stood there in silence, afraid to confirm just how hopeless and helpless they felt. Misery loved company, but ignorance was bliss. By comparison, the black couples he saw seemed so much more confident and casual, content to browse, whereas the white women appeared frantic and determined, anxious to sample as much and as quickly as they could.

		The stores were a mix of eclectic and trendy, each boasting a unique vibe. Some showcased bold African prints on racks of brightly colored dresses and tailored suits, while others overflowed with urban streetwear, from oversized hoodies to sleek joggers in cutting-edge designs. He could see that Roxanne reveled in the variety, holding up garment after garment and posing in front of mirrors as if she were already wearing them. Steve couldn’t help but chuckle at her enthusiasm, even as his arms ached from the weight of her purchases.

		Slowly, store by store, they made their way towards the atrium at the center of the mall, which had three halls branching from it in a Y shape. He was a little surprised, having expected some cheesy Christmas village with a black Santa beyond the gospel choir, especially since he swore he could hear the jingling of bells and muffled ho ho ho’s coming from somewhere. By the time he was close enough to smell the greasy food from the food court surrounding it, Steve was certain his wallet would feel the weight of this trip for weeks. Yet he couldn’t deny Roxanne’s happiness, even if her exuberance was exhausting.

		And that was when Roxanne stopped and squealed. She was bouncing on her heels as she thrust the handful of bags at him. A moment later, she was dragging him into a shop that he only now could see had been converted into a Christmas wonderland, complete with urban snowmen sporting sunglasses and a sleigh adorned with chrome and neon. Behind a counter, a beautiful black elf in a green-and-gold outfit greeted them with a warm smile. The air inside was thick with the scent of peppermint, and the soft hum of holiday music added to the festive atmosphere.

		He wasn’t devoutly religious—church was more a formality than anything else—but the liberties they’d taken with the holiday traditions bothered him more than they should have.

		“I want pictures with Santa, honey. Set that up with his elf for me, would you? Please?”

		Steve shook his head. This was ridiculous and silly, but if that’s what she wanted, then he knew damned well it was what she’d get. He rarely said no, and when he did, it never lasted. The black elf was explaining about the different packages available while he watched Roxanne wander toward a heavy red curtain at the back of the shop.

		Moments later, she let out a delighted squeal.

		“Whatever their top package is, honey, I want it,” she called over her shoulder. He saw her peeking through the curtain. “I want my picture on Santa’s lap!”

		Steve sighed. This was ridiculous. But then, wasn’t that what he loved about her? She always managed to keep life interesting, even if it meant dragging him out of his comfort zone.

		Especially when it meant that.
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		Chapter 2: Her Story

		

		Roxanne knew very well why that curtain was there. This wasn’t just Santa; this was Black Santa—and not just Black Santa, but a Black Santa who knew just how naughty white women could be. Chantalle had come here last year, and Francine and Desiree the year before, and the encounter had changed their lives. Like, literally changed their lives. If Steve had even an inkling of what she hoped lay in store for them today, he’d drag her out of there so fast her heels might snap. He’d break every speed limit getting home, all the while ranting about ‘urban nonsense,’ as he liked to call it when he didn’t think she was listening.

		It wasn’t her turn yet, but curiosity clawed at her. She had to look. Heart pounding, she glanced around to make sure no one was watching, then used two fingers to separate the thick curtain. Her breath caught in her throat, and a discreet, involuntary gasp escaped her lips. Black Santa wasn’t just a man—he was a black god! A king amongst kings, radiating power and charisma in a way that made her knees weak. One wink from those eyes and she knew she’d be cumming in her panties.

		Her fingers trembled as she let the curtain fall back into place, but her excitement was already bubbling over. “Whatever their top package is, honey,” she called out frantically to Steve, “I want it.” She couldn’t resist. She had to take another peek. “I want my picture on Santa’s lap!”

		Steve’s brow furrowed, and for a moment, he looked like he was actually going to say no. She could see the word forming on his lips, his jaw tightening as if bracing for the argument he expected. But before he could speak, she blew him a playful kiss, filling her eyes with sparkling mischief. Just like that, the tension melted from his face, replaced with a resigned sigh.

		If only he knew . . . if only he knew that she’d brought them here deliberately for the Blacked Santa experience. Sure, the shopping was nice, and she really was excited to visit some of the stores she’d only shopped from online, but it was the full Blacked Santa experience that had brought her here. She was going to climb on his yummy lap and tell him how much she wanted him to cum down her chimney and breed a beautiful black baby from his beautiful black sac!

		By the time Steve had grudgingly paid for the premium photo package and handed over his cellphone to the elf at the desk—a ‘ridiculous’ and ‘preposterous’ requirement he was still grumbling about—Roxanne could barely contain herself. She was bouncing on the balls of her feet, her excitement spilling over in bright, breathless giggles. Her pulse quickened as she watched the scene inside the curtain. Black Santa was finishing up with a family, his booming laughter filling the room as he posed for a final photo with the delighted children. Even as eager as she was, Roxanne wouldn’t dream of interrupting her superiors.

		Finally, the family exited, the children clutching candy canes and chattering excitedly. The stunning black elf at the desk, dressed in a fitted green costume that accentuated her lithe figure, gave Roxanne a knowing wink and gestured toward the curtain. Roxanne’s nerves tangled with her excitement, and she stumbled slightly as she tried to move forward. Steve had to catch her elbow and help disentangle her from her oversized handbag. She blushed furiously, flashing him a sheepish smile before shaking herself free and strutting confidently toward the curtain.

		“Ho, ho, ho,” Santa greeted her warmly, his deep voice rolling over her like a comforting wave.

		OMG, he was even bigger up close. He was football player-sized, a giant of a man—a real man—who could probably pick up her husband and throw him for a few yards. Towering above the three elves around him, the black man cut an impressive figure in his Santa Claus outfit, his broad shoulders and muscular build giving the classic red-and-white suit a whole new level of grandeur. The plush red fabric clung snugly to his powerful frame, the black belt with its golden buckle cinching his waist securely. His Santa hat, perched atop his shaved head, seemed almost comically small compared to his massive presence, but the twinkle in his eyes and the wide, genuine smile he wore made him unmistakably jolly.

		A full, neatly groomed beard framed his face, completing the Santa look, though his rich baritone laugh—deep and booming—made his “ho, ho, ho” resonate with a vibrancy that brought smiles to everyone around. Black boots polished to a shine covered his feet, and white gloves stretched over his large hands, which gently carried a velvet sack of gifts slung over one shoulder.

		But it was his presence that truly captivated her. His smile, wide and genuine, lit up the room as if he were the source of the Christmas cheer. A full, neatly groomed beard framed his strong jawline, giving him an air of wisdom and warmth. When he laughed, the sound was rich and deep, a baritone that seemed to wrap itself around her throat and squeeze.

		He beckoned her closer, holding out one gloved hand. The white glove stretched over his large hand seemed impossibly soft, and she felt her pulse quicken as she took it. The moment their hands touched, a spark of something unspoken passed between them. It wasn’t just her imagination; she could feel it in the twinkle of his dark eyes, in the way his smile softened just for her.

		“What do we have here, white girl?”

		Behind her, Steve shuffled uncomfortably, muttering something under his breath about holiday theatrics, but she barely heard him. Her entire world had narrowed to the man before her. Roxanne squared her shoulders, plastered on her most dazzling smile, and stepped forward to claim her place on Santa’s lap.

		“A very, very, very naughty white girl,” she giggled in response to his question, and moments later she was squealing in delight as he lifted her off the ground and deposited her in his lap.

		“So,” he growled, his hands caressing her shoulders, “you’ve been a bad girl, have you?”

		“The baddest, Santa.” She shuddered beneath his touch. “And hoping to be even badder yet.”

		“And what about your hubby over there?” Santa asked quietly.

		“Oh, he’s a very bad boy, Santa. A weak little white boy accountant who needs to be taught his place in the world.”

		Santa’s hands came down to her hips, resting just a few tantalizing inches from where she wanted them most. “Does he know why you’re here?”

		Roxanne giggled. “No, Santa. He’s completely clueless. Less fighting that way.”

		That was apparently what Santa wanted to hear. He waved three fingers towards the elves surrounding her husband, and suddenly they closed in on him, eclipsing his confused face with three gorgeous black heads of teased, braided, and naturally curly black hair.

		“And do you know why you’re here?” Santa asked.

		She was about to answer him when she felt a twitch beneath her, an anaconda struggling against her cheeks. Her eyes widened in shock as she realized just how big Santa’s pole was, and it was only starting to get hard!

		His black hands gripped her ass tight and held her in place as that pole continued to grow. “And do you know why you’re here?” he asked again.

		“To get blacked by Santa,” she giggled. “To get ridden like Roxanne the white girl reindeer and filled with Christmas cheer.”

		“A cow.” He slapped her ass and continue to grow beneath her.

		“Huh?” She was confused. “Cow?”

		“A female reindeer is called a cow,” he explained. “A bitch to be broken and bred, and a cow to feed generations of black babies.”

		“Yes, yes, yes!” she squealed. “A cow. I want to be a blacked cow.”

		“You want Santa to fuck you right here, right in front of your cuckold husband?” Santa’s hands were down her pants now, spreading her ass cheeks wide and creeping down to her very hot, very wet, very ready hole.

		“He has to learn sooner or later,” Roxanne answered with a shudder of delight. “Besides, one look at what I’m feeling beneath me, and he’ll see that all he can be is a cuckold.”

		“Not true,” Santa said as he began fingering her hole. “With the right training and conditioning, white boys can be cows too. Can’t get ‘em pregnant, but you can breed ‘em all year long. Fill ‘em with enough hormones and they can be milked, too.”

		“Holy fuck, yes. I want to see you breed him, Santa!”

		“Reach into Santa’s pants, white girl, and see what he has for you.”

		She never moved so fast in her life! She thrust her hands down the loose waistband of his costume and skipped right over the fabric of his boxers to grasp at the yule log resting against his leg. It was as hot as it was huge, so much so that she pulled back, as if burned.

		“Too much for you?” he asked. “Not all white girls are built to be cows.”

		She seized his shaft and squeezed, marveling at how hot his precum felt where it smeared across her wrist. “I was just surprised, Santa. Besides, I know all white girls were built to be blacked cows. Some may come to it later and harder than others, but nature knows what it’s doing.” She was stroking it now, feeling it continue to swell in her hand. “We get tight and dry and frigid for white boys because our bodies know we were built for better. Any white woman who says her cunt doesn’t immediately flood and spread at the sight of a black man is lying.”

		Santa pulled her head in and swallowed her with a kiss that had more strength and passion in it than all the kisses she’d ever had combined. He tasted like a man, and she craved more. Roxanne thrust herself forward and rubbed her breasts against him as he continued to kiss her. When his hand grabbed a handful of her hair and yanked her head back, she was breathless with desire.

		“Take off that top and let Santa see those ornaments.”
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		Chapter 3: His Story

		

		“L adies, ladies, this is all very nice and flattering, but my wife is right over there.”

		The black elf with the afro—Zahra, her nametag said—leaned closer, her dark eyes glittering with mischief. She gently slapped Steve’s cheek, the touch lingering just a moment too long. “Santa’s village isn’t just for the wives,” she purred, her voice silky and inviting. “It’s for husbands too.”

		Jamila, the plump elf with teased hair that looked like it had been frozen in the ‘80s, plopped herself onto his lap with the confidence of someone who owned the world. Her weight was deliberate, anchoring him in place as if she knew he might try to bolt. She pressed a manicured finger to his lips before he could protest, her tone dripping with playful reprimand. “You’ll never get attention like this again,” she crooned. “Why not enjoy it? Accept the gift of the season. After all, you don’t want to disappoint us, do you?”

		Before Steve could gather his thoughts, the third elf, Kamaria, moved behind him with fluid grace. Her thick, braided hair swung like ropes of silk as she reached down and looped one over his wrists, tightening it just enough to mimic restraint. Her lips brushed his ear as she spoke, her voice low and teasing. “Your wife is getting exactly what she wants for Christmas, so why shouldn’t you? Even if we weren’t on your list before, I bet we’re numbers one, two, and three by now.”

		Steve blinked, his mind spinning. This wasn’t happening. It couldn’t be happening. He’d always been faithful, and now he was trapped in what felt like a surreal fever dream. He’d never been the center of attention for anyone other than his wife, much less three women, and certainly never women this forward and sexually aggressive. The attention was overwhelming, intoxicating even, a man’s wet dream come true, but he was a married man, and this wasn’t proper.

		He wasn’t the guy who...

		And then he heard it.

		“Take off that top and let Santa see those ornaments.”

		The words sliced through the haze of confusion, sharp and impossible to ignore. His head jerked up, his gaze darting past Zahra and Kamaria. Between their bodies, he caught sight of his wife. She was seated on Santa’s lap, her hands gripping the hem of her sweater. Slowly, tantalizingly, she began to lift it over her head.

		What the actual fuck was this?

		“Oh, your wife moves fast,” Jamila drawled, her voice thick with mock admiration. “That girl knows what she wants.”

		“No, no, this has to be a mistake,” Steve stammered, panic rising in his chest. He pushed against Jamila, his hands scrabbling at her hips, but she planted herself more firmly. “Get off!” he barked, desperation sharpening his tone. “I have to stop that asshole and give him a piece of my mind.”

		Kamaria’s laugh was low and knowing, vibrating against his ear. “Trust me, you don’t want to do that,” she murmured. “Try it, and the only thing Santa will be giving you is a black eye and a broken nose.”

		“Yup,” Zahra chimed in, her smile wicked. “You don’t ever interrupt a black man when he’s busy. Not, that is, if you want to be there for your pretty white wife when she’d done.”

		Steve’s head whipped back and forth, his heart pounding like a drum. This wasn’t just inappropriate; it was madness. His wife, his sweet, shy wife, wouldn’t do something like this. Yet there she was, her laughter bubbling up as she leaned into Santa, her sweater discarded to reveal the lacy red bra she’d picked for their Christmas photos.

		“You’re enjoying this,” Jamila said, her voice tinged with amusement as she studied his face. “Don’t fight it, Steve. The holidays are about giving, and we’ve got plenty to share.”

		Steve’s mind screamed at him to do something, anything, but his body betrayed him, frozen in place as the scene unfolded before him. He felt Kamaria’s braids tighten ever so slightly, her fingers brushing his shoulders in a mockery of comfort. Zahra’s gaze held his, a challenge glinting in her eyes, daring him to resist.

		And then, like a match striking against flint, realization dawned. This wasn’t just about him. It was orchestrated, deliberate, a game they all seemed to be playing—his wife included. But why? And more importantly, how the hell was he supposed to get out of it?

		Steve was desperate, but he couldn’t fight his way free of the elves. They had him expertly contained. It was as if they’d done this before. The way Zahra and Kamaria were rubbing up against him and stroking his arms, he didn’t even realize they’d tied his hands to the chair until he tried to reach out and push them away. And while he was struggling with that, Jamila’s was tugging at his pants, unzipping them, and fishing out his embarrassingly hard cock.

		Why the fuck was he hard? This wasn’t exciting—it was humiliating!

		“Wow, white boy has a little something going on. I can’t wait to see what it’s like when he gets hard.”

		Kamaria leaned down and frowned. “Pretty sure it’s already hard, Zahra. I think that’s as big as it gets.”

		“What? Damn. Even for a white boy, that’s small.”

		To his shame, Steve felt himself grow even more. His cock was straining like it hadn’t since he was a teenager. This was all so messed up and wrong, but the moment she closed her finger and thumb around his swollen head, he was thrusting into her grasp.

		“That’s right, you let momma Jamila take care of you while you watch Santa taking care of your wife. You hear all the choking and gagging over there? I know you never heard that while your wife was going down on you, but that’s the sound of a woman getting her throat fucked good and proper. You can’t see it from this angle, but I bet you there’s already six inches of big black cock buried in her windpipe. She’s gonna earn herself a permanent cocksucker’s rasp.”

		“No, no,” he protested. “She’s just kneeling like she’s in prayer. Probably asking Santa for something. Maybe begging him to let us go.”

		All three black women laughed loud and long at that.

		“Santa!” Kamaria yelled. “White boy here wants to see what’s missing. Care to shift your slut cow to the side for a sec?”

		Santa did just that, revealing Roxanne’s sloppy face, glazed eyes, and mascara-stained cheeks. Steve could see the spit dripping off her chin as what looked like a black arm punched in and out of her mouth. It was incredible, impossible, indecent, and irrefutable. His wife was sucking a big black cock, and she seemed to be thoroughly enjoying it.

		“Makes you feel small, doesn’t it?” Santa laughed. “Bet your tiny little white dick is already shrinking in shame.”

		“Hell no, Santa,” Jamila cried aloud. “This is one of them white boys that get off on the humiliation. All I gotta do is squeeze and he’ll be leaking his useless white ball juice all over the floor.”

		“You sure you even have a grip on him? Looks like you’re just making jackoff motions in the air.”

		“You can’t see it,” she giggled. “Hell, I can barely feel it, but it’s there.”

		Kamaria stepped behind him and reached around, sliding her hands beneath his shirt to pinch at his nipples. “I bet you can’t wait to see Santa fuck that white cunt, can you? Can’t wait to see your pretty white wife get split in two by the biggest black cock you’ve ever seen. I bet the humiliation of knowing she’ll never again feel someone as puny and useless as you inside her again is turning you on, isn’t it?”

		Steve wanted to deny it, but his cock had ideas of its own. This was so fucked up. Why was he getting off on it? What new kink was this? He’d never once—at least, not outside his worst nightmares—imagined seeing his wife with another man, and yet here he was, almost anxious to see her get fucked.

		“If you want Jamila to make you cum,” Zahra said cruelly, “then you have to do something for us. You have to beg Santa to fuck your wife. Tell him how useless and weak you are. Admit to being an inferior little bitch cuckold. Yell it out, loud and clear, so we can all hear it. Beg Santa to bury his big black cock in her tiny white cunt, promise him you’ll never try to put your laughable excuse for a penis there again, and we’ll consider letting you cum.”

		“No,” he protested, “I can’t.”

		Jamila stopped stroking. “Can’t?”

		Kamaria twisted his already tortured nipples. “Or won’t?”

		“Say it,” Zahra urged. “You know you want it, so why hide it? Tell Santa what you want. Beg him to make your wife cum like you never could.”

		He was so overwhelmed, he felt like he was going to cry, and when he looked at his wife and saw her begging him with her eyes, he finally broke.

		“Please, Santa.” He swallowed the humiliation and choked on the words. “Please fuck my wife.”
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		Chapter 4: Her Story

		

		Roxanne was lost in a sea of bliss. Santa’s big black cock was everything she’d ever dreamed of. It tasted like heaven and filled her like a dream. Her throat was bruised from being so rudely violated, and her lips felt like they were being torn at the corners, but all she wanted was more. More cock, more cum, and all of it black!

		A small part of her was afraid of what it would do to her pussy, how badly it’d hurt going in, but she’d never craved a hurt so badly in her life. She wanted her Black Santa to tear her up, split her open, and ruin her for all other men . . . and she wanted her husband to watch every minute of it.

		She hadn’t really been paying attention to what he was up to with the elves, but once Santa turned her around so she could see—and be seen—the desperate confusion on Steve’s face filled her with joy. Yes, he was shocked and humiliated, but his reluctance was betrayed by the erection being slowly stroked by one of the elf’s slender black hands. Her husband wasn’t well endowed by any means, but that may have been the hardest she’d ever seen him.

		Maybe he had the makings of a blacked cuckold after all.

		Hell, maybe Santa was right and there was a black cow inside him too!

		Fuck, that thought was hot with a capital H!

		She tried to communicate with him through blinks and winks, since she was currently impaled on a big black cock and unable to move her head, but she wasn’t sure she was getting through to him until she heard the words that would forever change both their lives.

		“Please, Santa. Please fuck my wife.”

		Yes!

		She’d never loved that man so much in her life!

		The feeling of Santa’s cock being withdrawn from her mouth was bizarrely erotic. It seemed to take forever, and she wanted to suck it right back in, but she wanted it somewhere else even more. If Santa was going to fuck her, then she’d gladly sacrifice her mouthful of cock.

		His swollen black cockhead came free with a loud pop, a long string of precum stretching between them until it finally snapped and she slurped it up. “Fuck me, Santa,” she begged, her voice sounding rough and slutty. “I need to feel your big black cock inside me.”

		While her husband watched from across the room, Santa lifted her off the floor, spun her around, and impaled her on his cock. Not slipped it inside, not pushed inside, just brutally impaled her. She was forced to take all of it at once, all eleven inches of hard black cock, and the shock of it sent her body into spasms. She twitched and shuddered with a combination of pain and pleasure. She felt like she was having an out-of-body experience, and when she locked eyes with Steve and saw the wonder on his face, she exploded with her first orgasm of the day.

		“Holy fuck, oh my god, how does this feel so good!”

		“Take it, you white bitch. Take it all.” Santa’s voice was dark and heavy, just like his cock. “Be a good fucking cow.”

		With her husband and the elves watching, she began bouncing on Santa’s cock, unable to believe just how much of it there was. She was raising up to her tiptoes and there were still inches of it inside her, a massive length of black shaft connecting her to the first real man ever to claim her pussy. She’d taken the first black cock of her life, and she knew the saying was true—she’d gone black, and she’d never go back.

		“You’re nothing but a horny, lusting cow. A thic white bitch made for black cock. A desperate, needy white slut. A black-owned hotwife ready to be bred by the superior black race.”

		“Yes, Santa! Yes!” Roxanne was undulating in his lap now, making sure his cock touched every square inch of her insides. She desperately wanted to reach up and play with her breasts, add them to the mind-blowing pleasure, but she needed her hands to keep her steady atop Santa. By the time they were done, there wouldn’t be a single spot on her body that hadn’t been thoroughly and permanently blacked.

		“Tell your husband how it feels,” one of the elves called out.

		“Yeah, tell him how much better black really is,” another called out.

		“Humiliate the white boy,” the full-figured one stroking Steve added. “I wanna see if this puny little thing can ever get hard.”

		“Oh my god, Steve, I can’t even begin to describe it. Santa’s big black cock is the most amazing thing I’ve ever felt. It’s like having ten of your cocks inside me at once, stacked end-to-end-to-end-to . . . fuck, I’m cumming again!!!!”

		“Look how hard her nipples are, cuck. Have you ever seen her this turned on?”

		“No, Santa.”

		“Louder,” he commanded.

		“No, Santa.”

		“No what, white boy?”

		“I’ve never seen my wife that turned on.”

		“And it turns you on, doesn’t it?”

		She saw Steve hesitate.

		“Tell us it turns you on, cuck,” Santa insisted. “Tell her the truth.”

		“Okay, it turns me on!” he snapped. Roxanne knew from the way he thrust into the air that shame and humiliation had him at the edge of cumming. She saw the full-figured elf release his cock, leaving it to bob and twitch uselessly, and she laughed as he cried out, “No, no, no, no!”

		The elves laughed too, but Santa cut them off with a snap of his fingers. “You don’t cum until I say so, cuck. Disobey me, and I’ll cut your puny little white dicklette off and give it to your wife as a keychain.”

		Steve blanched at that, but what the braided elf said thrilled Roxanne to her core.

		“He’ll likely cut it off anyway, but I promise it’ll be better if you wait.”

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		The first black elf slapped him hard. “That’s Mistress, white boy. You best learn to address your superiors appropriately.”

		“That’d be Queen for me,” the elf Steve had been riding added.

		“You will call me Goddess,” the other elf told him.

		Santa ended the lesson. “And you will both call me Master.”

		“Yes, Master,” they said in perfect unison.

		Hearing it from her husband’s mouth brought her to another orgasm, and watching Steve thrust uselessly into the air, unable to feel, much less cum, only made her climax stronger. She felt the juices running down her leg and wished he would crawl across the room and lick it up. In fact, she was just about to ask him to do just that when Santa threw her to the floor.

		Had she done something wrong? What had happened? “Master?” she asked.

		He didn’t say a word as he loomed over her, but she saw the raw lust on his face. When he got close, he reached down, grabbed her by the hips, lifted her up, and dropped her onto his cock.

		“Oh my god!” That position felt like it drove yet another inch of undiscovered black cock inside her.

		Santa held her like that and walked across the room, fucking her with each jarring step, until she was tits-to-nose with her husband.

		“Time to breed this bitch black.”
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		Chapter 5: His Story

		

		Steve was in awe of Santa’s strength. The way he manhandled Roxanne was like nothing he’d see outside of a porno. He wasn’t just carrying her, he was fucking her as he walked, and it looked like she was losing her mind with every penetration. Her tits jiggled and her ass cheeks clapped against his glistening black flesh, moves he’d never experienced with her. His heart beat faster and faster as they approached. His breathing came shorter and shallower, near to hyperventilating, and his eye twitched nervously.

		They stopped right in front of him, almost close enough for him to reach out and lick his wife’s sweaty nipples. In fact, he was so desperate and horny, he tried to do just that, but Santa settled back a deliberate step.

		“Hands off, white boy. She ain’t yours anymore. It’s time to breed this bitch black.”

		Whoa. Wait. Breed? As in get her pregnant? Pregnant with a black baby?

		That thought disgusted him, shamed him, and excited him all at once. He wasn’t sure how to react, but then he felt Jamila’s fingers close about his cock again. That was distraction enough on its own, but when she started stroking, he found himself lost to confusion. The black elf’s touch was such a small thing, nothing like what his wife was experiencing, but it felt so good. Better than he had any right to feel.

		Santa threw her to the floor like a piece of trash. He laid hands on her like she was nothing more than a ragdoll, there for his amusement. Steve watched as he roughly positioned her on all fours, arms and legs splayed wide, then shoved her face against Steve’s thigh, where she was forced to watch his cock being stroked. That humiliated him even more . . . and the desperate, crazy thought that she might take part, lean in for a lick, made him ever harder as a result.

		“Take it, cow,” Santa growled. “Take Daddy Christmas’s big black cock.”

		“Yes! Give it to me, Master! Fuck me harder. I need it. I need your black baby in my womb.”

		Santa laughed. “What do you say, cuck? Want me to breed this bitch?”

		Steve was going to deny it, but then Jamila started stroking with more force and his brain snapped. “Yes, goddammit! I want you to breed my wife. Fill her with your black seed. Put the baby in her belly that I never could.”

		Santa began slamming into Roxanne, eleven inches of black cock sliding in and out of her perfect pussy, a breathtaking vision above the swell of her perfect white ass. Jamila was stroking Steve in time with the fucking before them, her hand moving faster and faster, but to his frustration, she was stroking lighter the faster she went. He wanted to beg her for more, beg her to make her cum, but Santa had already warned him against it.

		And—quite frankly—he was afraid of the big jolly black man.

		The sounds of their fucking were getting louder and wetter. Steve had never heard his wife make noises like that for him—but, then again, he’d never been able to fuck her so hard for so long. The room was filling with the scent of sex, and while it carried the familiar notes of his wife’s pussy, there was an undeniably powerful masculine aroma that overwhelmed it all. It had the elves all moaning and rubbing themselves, and even he felt drawn towards it.

		“Ho . . . ho . . . ho!” Santa buried himself inside Roxanne and Steve knew he was pumping a seemingly endless flood of black sperm inside her. He knew when every spurt hit the depths of her cunt because her eyes widened and a cute little gasp escaped her wide-open mouth. Five, six, seven times he saw the signs, and by the third, he could smell the heavy, bitter smell of cum in the air.

		“You still want to cum, cuck?” Jamila paused her stroking. “Beg for the privilege of cleaning Santa’s superior black cum from her cunt.”

		He didn’t hesitate. “Please, Santa! Please let me lick your cum from my wife’s cunt.”

		Steve felt Kamaria releasing his arms from whatever they’d been tied with. “Tell him how worthless you are. How useless. How pathetic. Maybe he’ll take pity on you.”

		This was such a mindfuck, he didn’t know what to do other than obey. “Please, Santa, allow this useless, pathetic, worthless, disgusting white boy the honor of cleaning your black cum from my wife’s cunt.”

		Zahra helped him to stand, and then she began cutting away his clothes with a pair of scissors. “Do better, cuck. Acknowledge his superiority. Show us all what you’ve learned here today.

		That was harder. That didn’t come naturally, even with the mindfuck of it all, but as Jamila walked him forward, close enough that he could smell the familiar scent of his wife’s arousal, and her hand resumed stroking his cock, he gave in. “Please, Santa. I beg of you, allow this pathetic white boy the honor of cleaning your magnificent, superior, powerful black cum from my wife’s cunt.”

		Santa smiled. “Swallow every fucking drop, cuck, or my threat of castration still stands.”

		Steve fell to his knees, weak and dizzy from everything that had happened, and pressed his face to the swollen, pink, puffy lips of his wife’s pussy. He could see the thick cum oozing out, running down the center of her valley, and knew he was about to taste another man for the first time. It shamed him, seeing what the towering black man had done, but it also excited him, seeing what had been done to his wife. With a deep, cleansing, courage-summoning breath, he stuck out his tongue and licked.

		“Oh, fuck!”

		One stroke of his tongue against his wife’s clit and she came, literally spraying his face with a mixture of her juices and Santa’s cum. That was certainly something Steve had never experienced before, and it drove him to new heights of desire. He was already choking on his first mouthful of lumpy, sticky, cloying black cum, the fluids coating his teeth and his tongue, but he pressed on. He shoved his face deep into his wife’s cunt and sucked and licked like he’d never done before.

		God help him, but he liked it. He liked being a cuck. He liked being shown up by a black man. He even liked the taste of a real man, although he knew it’d be black or nothing, were he ever forced to repeat the experience again. Santa was right, there was something superior about the black figures around him, and his humiliation was quickly giving way to a feeling of comfortable submission—one that gave him such peace, he was surprised to find that he was hoping there would be a next time.

		“Mmm, white boy likes that, Santa,” Jamila cooed. “He’s swelling so much I can almost feel him. It’s like a little baby worm trying to wiggle away.”

		Steve was surprised to see two black hands slip past his face, the fingers scooping juices from his wife’s cunt, but he was too lost in the moment to consider what that meant. After all, at this point, he expected nothing less of Black Santa and his elves. They had every right to penetrate his white wife, and every right to take liberties he knew he’d never again be allowed. Even when he felt the warm, wet hands on his ass, he still paid no attention, but when Kamaria and Zahra both slipped a cum-slicked finger inside his forbidden hole, he gasped in . . . well, something between horror and ecstasy.

		He cried out when Jamila stopped stroking him again, but then the elves began sliding their fingers in and out, rubbing across what he knew had to be his prostate, and the pleasure he’d been chasing raced closer and closer to the edge. Frantic with the need to cum, drunk on the taste of Santa and Roxanne, Steve began thrusting back, fucking his ass on those hands. He needed more. He needed more and he needed it deeper. Before he even knew what he was saying, he was begging them.

		“Please fuck me. I need it. I need more of those magic black fingers. More. Deeper. Harder. Please, Mistresses, I need to cum.”

		“Fuck yes,” he heard his wife moan. “Fuck him, Santa. Help my husband become a black-bred cow.”
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		Chapter 6: Her Story

		

		Roxanne was cum-drunk and high on the power Black Santa. Her entire body was trembling, and she swore she could already feel his superior seed taking root inside her. As her weak-ass white cuck feasted on her sloppy creampie, she daydreamed about nursing Santa’s black baby, her belly already pregnant with another. And then she imagined Steve beside her, all dolled up like a faggot femboy, nursing a black baby of his own, and her mind melted.

		Despite all that, she heard his words clearly.

		They rang loud and clear.

		More than that, they rang true.

		“Fuck him, Santa.” He did need it. She had never let herself imagine how much he might need it, how much she might need to see it. “Help my husband become a black-bred cow.”

		Apparently, Steve heard her words clearer than she’d heard his, because he began crying out into her pussy. She felt his body shift atop her as he tried to push himself away, but that’s when the beautiful black elf with the braids climbed on his back and shoved his head right back where it belonged.

		“Now, now,” she tutted. “You’ve been such a good white boy. It’d be a shame to put yourself on Santa’s naughty list. It’s a fun place for white women, but white boys? Oh, that’s a list you don’t want to be on.”

		If anything, that just made Steve fight harder, and his helplessness turned her on. Her nipples began to tingle and throb as her pussy flooded anew. Roxanne felt alive in a way she never had before. She’d thought being blacked—and hopefully bred—by Santa was the highlight of her life, but it occurred to her that there was a whole new world of experiences ahead, and she wanted to submit to every single one of them.

		“Ho, ho, ho. Nothing like breaking in a white boy’s chimney.”

		Oh my god, she had to see this! She had to watch! Roxanne pulled away from Steve’s face for a moment as she rolled over onto his back. The look on his face was priceless. The poor cuck looked relieved, like he thought she was going to rescue him, save him from the defining moment of his life. After all, he’d seen, he still didn’t get it. This wasn’t a one-time experience, this was the start of a new life for both of them.

		“No, no, no,” he protested. “I meant fingers! I needed more fingers! Please, I can’t do this. It’ll never fit. It’ll break me.”

		“But that’s the best part, baby,” she cooed. “Now, do me proud. Show me what a good fucking cow you can be for Santa.”

		The realization that washed over his face was adorable. She laughed aloud as she grabbed his head and shoved it back into her sopping cunt, then wrapped her legs around him to keep him in place. The black elf riding his back smiled and nodded in approval. She tugged her green tunic, freeing the most amazing pair of breasts—full, round, proud black breasts—squeezing them and playing with the nipples as Roxanne watched, finding herself suddenly lusting for another woman for the first time in her life.

		But first, there was Santa.

		That black mountain of a man, of a real man, was standing tall and dark behind her husband’s pale white ass. He was sliding his big black cock along Steve’s crack, and she could see just how deep it would plunge inside him. She had visions of that yummy black shaft poking so hard into her husband’s belly that his belly button would pop as an outie!

		When Santa slid his glistening cockhead down, she tensed in anticipation, even as Steve began fighting harder against her pussy. She understood Steve’s fear, but she also understood that it was baseless. They were white. Their bodies were naturally built to serve black. Once he got over his fear, once he put his stupid straight white man anxieties and prejudices behind him, he’d find the glorious pleasure that lay in being black-bred.

		Santa wasn’t patient, but he wasn’t cruel either. She watched him push and push and push until she felt Steve spasm against her and knew that swollen black cockhead had passed the ring of his asshole. That would be the worst part, the hardest part, the most painful part. Stretching that ring, she knew from her own experiments with her black dildos, was the challenge. Once you adjusted, everything that came after was the reward.

		“White boy ass will never replace white girl cunt,” Santa growled, “but I do love being first to flip a cuck.” She watched as he began sliding, oh-so-slowly, inch after inch of black cock inside her husband. “You wanted to cum so much, cuck? Well, Santa’s bag has one very special orgasm in it for you.”

		It seemed to take forever for Santa to push himself in to the hilt. She hadn’t been able to watch that gorgeous black shaft disappear inside herself, but watching her husband’s pale white ass gobble it up was stunning. That black cock didn’t just take him, it transformed him. She saw how his ass cheeks swelled and separated, like they were instinctively trying to both welcome his destiny and provide a cushion of comfort for his new black Master.

		And when the elf slid from his back, she saw something even more incredible.

		Instead of tensing up and arching itself in an attempt to deny what was happening, to try—futilely—to get away from the black cock dominating his body, Steve’s back was pulling down and thrusting his ass even higher. His muffled cries between her thighs told him he was still struggling to process it all, but his body knew what it wanted . . . what it needed . . . what it was made for,

		“Hold on, white boy. This is where it gets good.”

		If she thought watching that big black cock disappear inside her husband’s ass was amazing, watching it emerge, swollen and glistening and hard, was even more incredible. Her Steve had done this. Her puny, pathetic white boy husband had given Santa that pleasure, returning Santa’s already spent black cock to its full majesty. He’d made Santa hard, just like she had done, and she knew that Steve would never ever be hard again.

		With only his cockhead buried inside, Santa paused, adjusted his stance, and began sliding back in—harder, faster, but with the same smooth control. This time, when he bottomed out, she felt Steve’s entire body shift forward, shoving his face even deeper into her cunt. That felt amazing, but it was what she saw next that made her cum.

		As Santa withdrew again, her husband’s ass followed. When Santa paused, his black cock all but free of Steve’s ass, that very same white ass thrust back, desperate to reclaim what it had lost. Yes, Santa was fucking her husband, but her husband—even if he didn’t realize what he was doing—was fucking back!

		“Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck . . . you perfect fucking cow!” She screamed aloud with her orgasm. “Take him, baby. Take all that big black cock. Make Santa feel good. Milk him for all that yummy black cum. You know you want it. I can see how much you need it. Give in. Surrender. Forget who society said you should be and embrace who you are.” She was distracted for a moment as the other two elves removed their tops and moved towards her, but as the one with the braids and the beautiful breasts straddled Steve’s back again, she cried, “Become a cow with me! Breed black, baby!”

		After that, all she could do was feel and hear because she had three sets of perfect black breasts surrounding her. Her lust renewed, she reached up to fondle them, turning her head this way and that as she tried to lick and suck and kiss them all. Even though she’d spent her life comparing her breasts to other women’s, she’d never quite appreciated the differences as she did now. One of the elves had long, fat nipples that begged to be sucked. Another had wide, soft areola that felt succulent against her tongue. And the other had nipples that made up in hardness what they lacked in size.

		She was so distracted that she accidentally loosened her grip on Steve’s head. The feeling of his head sliding free gave her a moment of panic, leaving her terrified that he’d try to escape, to ruin everything when he was on the very brink of transformation. What was worse, she knew Santa and his elves would blame her. She’d have failed her black Master, and he might refuse her access to the world she’d been dreaming of as a result.

		But when Steve started peppering her thighs with kisses, she knew her cuck was already broken.

		“That’s right, white boy. Ride my big black cock. You know this was what you were meant for. I can feel how much you need it.”

		“Yes,” Steve mumbled against her flesh. “I need it, Santa. Fuck me. Fuck me harder. I need more, I need it deeper, I need to feel you cum.”

		As she was learning to distinguish between the tastes and textures of black breasts, mentally tagging the long, fat nipples as tasting of vanilla; the wide, soft areola smelling of cinnamon; and the hard little nipples as smelling like black licorice; she heard the words that marked the end of one life and the beginning of another.

		“You first, white boy.”
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		Chapter 7: His Story

		

		Steve didn’t care if he’d been taught all his life that this was wrong, that this was forbidden, that this was shameful and disgusting. The world was wrong! Getting fucked by Santa’s big black cock was a pleasure on a new level. He felt it everywhere inside of him. It sent shockwaves and tingles throughout his body. There was so much more involved in taking it in, welcoming it, working it from the receiving end. He wasn’t just focused on that black cock, he was consumed by it. It demanded—nay, deserved—his full, complete, and undivided attention.

		He couldn’t put a name to the feeling that was building down there, that slow swelling to what almost felt like a warm, soft, peaceful orgasm, but he wanted to chase it and see what it was.

		“Yes,” he mumbled. “I need it, Santa. Fuck me. Fuck me harder. I need more, I need it deeper, I need to feel you cum.”

		Because that, he thought, was what he was chasing. He assumed he was so connected to his new black Master that he felt the other man—no, just the man, because Steve certainly wasn’t one, not anymore—and his pleasure, as if it was sending signals through him.

		But then Santa surprised him.

		“You first, white boy.”

		It was only the subtlest of movements, a shifting of that big black cock inside him to a new angle, and suddenly that pleasure began to swell and grow. It was like there was an orgasm button inside of him, and instead of sliding across his prostate, Santa was suddenly pressing it, pushing down on it. It felt amazing! It was like a pleasure he’d never imagined. It kept swelling and growing, filling him with warmth and happiness, until suddenly there was something warm and wet running down the inside of his thigh.

		Was that cum? Was he cumming? But he wasn’t even hard!

		But as Santa continued to fuck him, continued to rub that spot, that cum continued to flow and Steve surrendered wholly to the pleasure of it. If this was what it meant to cum for a black man, then he never wanted to experience it any other way ever again. This was bliss atop bliss, satisfaction like he’d spent his whole life chasing.

		It was still pulsating through him, a pleasure that lingered instead of cutting off abruptly.

		And that was when Santa began fucking him hard again.

		“Oh god, yes, Santa! Fuck me! Use me! I want to make you cum. I need to feel it inside me.” Words that would have seemed alien and disgusting just a few hours ago poured out of him naturally, with surprising sincerity. “Breed me like you did my wife, Santa. Please, breed me black!:

		He heard Roxanne squeal in delight at that, but it was muffled, like she was as surrounded by hot, sweaty, sex-glazed flesh as he was.

		The next few moments were a confusing mess of sounds and sensations. He couldn’t have said exactly what happened or what words were spoken, but suddenly there was hot black sperm splattering his insides and he felt himself thrust into this weird, floaty, blissful headspace. Steve felt it all, luxuriated in every fresh spurt, but it also felt like was disconnected from his body, floating above him, connected to the conscious world by nothing more than those streams of cum.

		Was this what Roxanne felt? No, he instinctively knew this was something more, something deeper, something connected to the deep, instinctive submission white boys had for black men. This was physical and psychological all at once, a surrendering of mind, body, and soul, and he knew he’d spend the rest of his life in pursuit of it.

		When he settled back into himself and became aware of his surroundings once again, the three black elves were watching as Roxanne noisily sucked and slurped Santa’s black cock clean. Steve was lying on the floor, his limp little white penis growing cold amidst the mess he’d made on the floor.

		“Oh, look who’s back from blacked subspace.”

		He was still fuzzy, couldn’t quite discern from which of the black elves the voice had come, but he smiled in response.

		“Ho, ho, ho, merry Blackmas!” Santa’s voice boomed so loudly, Steve wondered how the whole mall didn’t hear it. He assumed the elf outside had closed the doors or done something to ensure privacy, but that was an old Steve worry—new Steve didn’t care who saw, who heard, or who knew. “It’s time to exchange presents, boys and girls.”

		The elves helped him to his knees and positioned him next to Roxanne, who was positively beaming with the same happiness he felt. Santa handed each of them a box wrapped in black paper, tied with a black bow, one with a Q embossed on it and the other with a J.

		All he wanted at that moment was to tear his box open and find a note promising he’d never have to go back to his old life. A gift certificate for a lifetime of servitude and submission to the superior black race. Maybe some sort of membership card that would mark him as available to be blacked by anyone, anywhere, anytime. When Santa told him to open his first, he ripped into the box and found a thick ebony torc necklace with a glistening black spade pendant dangling from the front. His first thought was that it was too small to fit his neck, but then he saw the note beneath it and smiled.

		He had to read it twice to ensure he had it straight.

		Steve lifted it carefully from the box and held it out before his wife. “Roxanne, my love, will you allow me to collar you into black submission, forever severing our marriage bond in favor of black ownership?”

		“I will, baby,” she cried happily. “I will.”

		Steve carefully draped the necklace around her next and pressed the ends together with an audible ‘click’ that he heard in his very bones. Once closed, the necklace was seamless, with no way to suggest how it could ever be removed—and, for the sake of the woman he loved, he hoped it never was.

		Then it was her turn.

		Roxanne opened her gift and squealed in delight. She read the note beneath it and smiled even wider. He couldn’t quite make out what she pulled out of the box, but its purpose soon became clear.

		“Steve, my love, will you allow me to lock you into black submission, forever severing our marriage bond and your manhood in favor of black ownership?”

		“Yes,” he answered immediately. “Of course, the answer is yes.”

		Clearly she’d been educating herself, because she applied what he now knew to be a chastity cage with an efficiency and dexterity that shocked him. He was still mentally trying to picture how the pieces went and how they fit when she released the already-locked cage and gave the black spade pendant dangling from the base of his shaft a flick with her fingers.

		“Jamila?” Santa was heading back to his chair, clearly done with their encounter and ready for the next. “You seemed to make quite the connection with these two. Would you please take them to the gifting room?”

		“Happily, Santa!”

		The beautiful black elf who had begun his surrender and, in her own way, held his hand throughout his surrender, approached with two leashes—one of which she clipped to Roxanne’s collar, and the other to his cage. With a giggle and a tug, she led them through the door of Santa’s workshop. What he’d mistaken for a cheap wooden prop was just a façade, hiding a heavy black security door beneath the wood.

		The hallway beyond was cold and dark and gray, like any other service corridor, but where he’d have once been overcome with anxiety, all he felt was a sense of anticipation. Jamila unlocked two more doors along the way, drawing them into a maze of corridors, before a final door opened onto a room so bright and warm, it took a few moments for his eyes to adjust.

		“Oh my god, Steve,” Roxanne exclaimed. “We’re going to be gifts to the Black World Order!”
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		Chapter 8: Her Story

		

		Roxanne all but skipped along behind her Mistress, loving the feel of her collar and the tug of the leash. This felt so right! She’d been craving it for so long, but now that she had it, she found it was better than she ever could have dreamed. What’s more, Steve seemed just as content beside her, his stride even and assured, without a hint of anxiety or regret. She was so proud of him. Shocked—just a bit—yeah, but so very proud.

		Their journey ended in a room that Chantalle, Francine, and Desiree had all described to her, but it really took seeing it in person to bring it all home. Spread out across the room were a dozen black boxes that looked like pet crates, with breathing holes in the sides and open cage tops decorated with the same black bows that had been on their presents. Inside each was a happy, smiling, excited white person, ready to be sent to their new life of black submission.

		“Oh my god, Steve. We’re going to be gifts to the Black World Order!”

		There were only two empty crates remaining.

		She was so excited that, the moment the elf—Jamila, her Mistress—pointed to a box, she leaped inside and squealed with delight. The smiles she saw on the faces of the women around her told her they’d all had the same reaction. The men—or most of them, at least—looked less certain, and Steve was more careful in how he climbed into his box, but the smile on his face reassured her that there were no regrets on his part.

		With all the gifts ready to be presented, their Mistress walked to a locked door on the far side of the room and opened it to allow the first of Santa’s visitors to enter.

		A well-dressed black couple entered. The man stood tall and confident, dressed in a tailored navy overcoat layered over a sharp burgundy turtleneck, paired with slim-fit plaid trousers and polished brown leather boots. The woman with him exuded elegance in a chic camel-colored trench coat cinched at the waist, revealing a form-fitting emerald-green dress underneath. Knee-high suede boots and delicate gold jewelry perfectly complemented her outfit.

		Her smile was radiant as she walked up to a very plump young white woman and announced, “This one, Hakeem. I want this one.”

		Mistress Jamila nodded approvingly. “Wonderful choice.” She pushed the woman down, secured the top of the crate, and tagged it with the couple’s information for Santa to deliver later.

		Next to arrive was a young, stylish black woman. Her look was effortlessly cool—a sleek black mock-neck top and a cobalt blue cropped puffer jacket. High-waisted, distressed skinny jeans paired with chunky gold hoop earrings and a crossbody bag slung casually at her hip. Her hair, styled in waist-length braids with subtle caramel highlights, was pulled into a high ponytail that swayed as she moved.

		“This one,” she said, pointing to a slender, high-energy, bleached-blond cougar, her eyes smoldering with desire, “and that one,” she added, pointing to a balding, middle-aged man on the far side of the room, whose eyes grew wide behind their thick glasses.

		Roxanne was surprised. Could she pick two? And, if so, why two strangers? Why not an established couple? Actually, she wasn’t sure how she felt about that. While she would always love Steve, and today had been so much fun, she wasn’t sure she wanted to compete against him for the affections of a black Master. Watching Santa fuck him once had been mind-blowing, but a second would likely spark feelings of jealousy and envy.

		After all, no black man had taken her ass yet!

		“Hello, pretty white people!” In walked a very clearly gay black couple, their contrasting styles perfectly complementing one another. The more effeminate partner—the one who’d spoken—had a chunky, fuller frame that was hugged by a colorful, flowy, vibrant kaftan. His glowing, dark complexion was beautifully offset by bold accessories: chunky bracelets, oversized earrings, and a fabulous scarf. He was almost stereotypically over-expressive, speaking with his hands and punctuating his sentences with laughter, his eyes lighting up each time, radiating joy and unapologetic self-assurance.

		In contrast, his partner was slender and all-masculine. He carried himself with quiet confidence. The man had an athletic build that suggested a far more active lifestyle, with defined cheekbones and a chiseled jawline. His smooth, deep brown skin gleamed under the soft lighting, and his well-groomed short hair highlighted a sharp hairline. Where the other man’s was loose and comfortable, his clothing—slim-fit trousers and a crisp button-up shirt—complemented his sleek figure and understated style. His demeanor was composed and thoughtful, and when he spoke, it was with a voice that was rich and resonant.

		“Stand taller, white boy.”

		Roxanne been so obsessed with watching the new black owners that she hadn’t even noticed that he’d stopped before Steve—who quickly and obediently did as he was told.

		“New to the cage, are you?”

		“Yes, Sir.”

		“Any objection to cutting it off?”

		She saw her husband pause and wondered if he was thinking the same thing—cut off the cage or the penis? He quickly composed himself, though, and smiled. “None, Sir. Whatever makes me of service.”

		“Oooh, I do like that one. Turn around,” the partner said. Steve did, and the man sighed with clear appreciation. “What a beautiful ass. Yes, pookie, yes. That one.”

		And with that, her husband was gently nudged down into his crate and the door latched atop him. It occurred to her that this would likely be the last time she ever saw him. She loved him, and would miss him, but right now she was angry with him—angry that he’d been picked first! Just as quickly, though, the anger passed. She was proud of him, and she’d be happy for him. Roxanne wasn’t sure if he could see her through the hole or was even looking her way, but she blew him a kiss and offered him a tiny, discreet wave.

		As it turned out, her turn was next.

		A confident, mature black executive strode confidently into the room, like he owned it and everyone in it. Even Mistress Jamila offered him a respectful nod of her head. He was impeccably dressed in a tailored three-piece suit in a rich charcoal gray with a deep burgundy silk tie. His shoes, polished to a mirror shine, made her wonder if he had a white submissive whose only job was licking shoes to a shine. A sleek gold watch glinted on his wrist, and his cologne—subtle yet undeniably sophisticated—lingered in the air as he moved. He was so poised and self-assured, his every movement deliberate, that she immediately longed to be his.

		When he stopped before her, she felt herself immediately grow wet. She imagined being kissed by those lips, feeling his well-groomed beard against her chin. He stood casually before her, and she could just see him standing before an ornate fireplace at home, swirling a glass of top-shelf whiskey, as she kneeled at his feet and worshipped his big black cock.

		He didn’t say a word, just gave her a look, nodded, and handed his card to the elf on his way out. When she came over to lock Roxanne’s crate, she whispered through the holes, “Be a good girl for this one, cow. He’s going to be the President who opens the doors for the Black New World Order.”

		Roxanne beamed with pride. The most important man in the world, and she’d be there to watch and worship his every bold, carefully calculated word, knowing that each one brought the country closer to the promise of a blacked interracial paradise.

		♠ END ♠
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		Chapter 1: Surprises at Santa’s Workshop

		

		The bell above the workshop door jingled merrily as Santa pushed through with a boisterous, “Ho ho ho!” his boots thudding against the snow-dusted floorboards of the North Pole's bustling toy factory. He carried the rumpled air of a timeless icon—red velvet suit strained over a belly softened by Mrs. Claus's gingerbread experiments, a fluffy white beard that tickled his chest, and a twinkle in his eye that could melt the iciest heart. The factory was his midday ritual, a quick escape from naughty lists and reindeer drama, but today, something felt off. He adjusted his spectacles and scanned the room, the hum of whirring tools mingling with the elves' usual chatter.

		A cluster of elves huddled in the corner, giggling and blushing like they'd just discovered the secret to unlimited candy canes. Santa's bushy brows furrowed. Elves giggling? That was normal. Elves blushing? That spelled trouble. He marched over, his belly jiggling with each step, and peered over their tiny shoulders.

		What he saw made his rosy cheeks pale to a ghostly white.

		Instead of crafting wooden trains or stuffing teddy bears, the elves were assembling... well, Santa wasn't sure what to call them. There were massive black penises, veined and throbbing-looking even in silicone, as thick as his wrist and longer than his forearm—perfect, he supposed, for stirring up some holiday cheer in places Santa preferred not to think about. Chastity cages gleamed in stainless steel, tiny locks clicking shut with a finality that made his own North Pole twitch uncomfortably. Nipple clamps dangled like naughty ornaments, and collars and leashes coiled like festive ribbons. He spotted high heels that locked onto the feet with tiny padlocks, ensuring the wearer stayed put—or prancing—and was shocked to find them made in men’s and women’s sizes.

		And then there were the white gadgets—electronic devices that looked like sports cups, innocent and pure . . . until an elf demonstrated with a gleeful zap, explaining they were for "castration play," turning useless white clitties into even more useless memories.

		"Ho-ho-what in the winter wonderland is this?!" Santa boomed, his voice echoing off the candy-cane-striped walls. "Why are you wasting time on this... this naughty nonsense when there are real toys to be made? Children are waiting for bikes and dolls, not... not these black monstrosities!"

		The elves turned, their pointy ears twitching, faces flushed a deeper green than usual. One, a sprightly fellow named Jingle with a bell-tipped hat, stepped forward, holding up a massive black dildo like it was a sacred scepter. "Oh, Santa, sir! These aren't for the kiddies—these are for the grown-ups! Families in America are asking for 'em by the sleigh-load. See?" He waved a scroll of wish lists, the paper crinkling like fresh snow. "Moms and dads want the big black brewers for stirring up their holiday fun, cages for keeping those whiteboi clitties in check, clamps for pinching those naughty nips, collars and leashes for walking their pets, and lock-on heels for keeping 'em strutting pretty. And the cups? For the ultimate BNWO encouragement—snip-snip, no more useless white seed!"

		Santa's eyes widened behind his spectacles, his beard quivering.

		Jingle nodded eagerly, his bell jingling. "But if you look over there, Santa, the kiddos' lists are just as spicy!" He pointed across the shop floor, where another group of elves hammered away at what looked like innocent toys... until Santa marched over and got a closer look.

		He groaned in disbelief.

		What he saw were dollhouses with hidden cages in the basements and happy families of black dolls towering over white pet dolls on leashes. There were the usual white Barbie-style dolls, but with accessories like tiny collars, spade tattoos, and miniature chastity devices.

		And then there were the board games, twisted into what the labels proudly proclaimed as “Ultimate BNWO editions.”

		Monopoly: where white properties got "reparations" seized by black players.

		Chutes and Ladders: with "submission slides" and "dominance ladders."

		Candy Land: where players collected spades instead of sweets.

		Santa snatched a list from an elf's hand, scanning it with growing horror—and confusion. Kids really were asking for this:

		"Dear Santa, please bring me the BNWO Barbie set with blacked Ken and sissy accessories!"

		"I want the Black Power Playset—make the white dolls serve!"

		Santa rubbed his temples, his red suit feeling suddenly too tight around his softening belly. "Am I too old for this? Is it time to pass the mantle? The world's changed—BNWO this, submission that. Children wanting... encouragement for the cause?" He sighed, his twinkle dimming. But the sleigh was loaded, the reindeer harnessed, and Christmas waited for no one. "Fine. We've got a job to do. Presents to deliver—even if they're..." He shook his head as he trailed off, then straightened his hat, the pom-pom bobbing.

		"Ho ho ho, let's make those Christmas dreams come true!" To himself, he added, “No matter how freakish or bizarre they may be.”

		Little did Santa know, as he prepped for his global dash, that his own chimney slide tonight would brew the steamiest surprise of all—a Black-owned awakening that would leave the whitest boi in the world falling hard for the power of the BNWO.
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		Chapter 2: Santa’s Chimney Surprises

		

		Santa's sleigh cut through the starlit sky like a red streak of holiday magic, Rudolph's nose glowing like a festive beacon as they descended toward the first rooftop. "Alright, boys," Santa boomed to his reindeer, his breath fogging in the crisp winter air that smelled of pine and distant woodsmoke. "First stop: the Johnson residence. Let's make it merry!"

		With the sleigh hovering just above the shingled roof, he slid down the chimney with his usual jolly whoosh, emerging into a cozy living room aglow with multicolored lights that twinkled off family photos on the mantel. The stockings were hung neatly: Marcus, LaToya, Jamal, and Aaliyah. Black family portraits beamed back at him—smiling faces in matching sweaters, the kids' eyes sparkling with that innocent holiday joy Santa lived for.

		"Ah, a fine Black family," he chuckled, his belly jiggling as he unloaded the sack: a drone set for Jamal, a spa kit for LaToya, power tools for Marcus, and a tablet for Aaliyah, loaded with educational apps.

		But as he stuffed the last stocking, his sack didn't deflate. "Hmm, still bulging like Mrs. Claus's fruitcake," Santa muttered, peering inside. Confused, he wandered the house, his boots thumping softly on the carpet that muffled the faint moans from somewhere below. In the basement, he found a door labeled "Playroom."

		Pushing it open revealed a smaller tree twinkling with spade-shaped lights, and four stockings hanging beside it. There were two large ones marked "Snowbunny" and "Cuckold," and two smaller labeled "Daddy's Girl" and "Daddy's Boi."

		Santa's rosy cheeks flushed. The sack yielded vibrating eggs for Snowbunny, a remote chastity cage for Cuckold, pink collars for Daddy's Girl, and lock-on heels for Daddy's Boi. Peeking behind a curtain, he saw a white woman in lingerie, collared and plugged, kneeling beside a caged white man, both whispering BNWO affirmations to a photo of the Johnson family. "Well, jingle my bells," Santa whispered, backing away. "Even the 'help' is getting naughty. America's brewing something strong this year."

		Up the chimney he went, sleigh bells jingling as they zipped to the next stop—a quaint suburban home with a classic tree glittering in the bay window. Inside were stockings labeled Mom, Dad, Timmy, and Susie, and snowglobes dotted the shelves, shaking with tiny winter villages.

		"Finally, some normal holiday cheer!" Santa boomed quietly, unloading bikes, dolls, and puzzles. But a niggling curiosity (and that persistently full sack) drew him upstairs. In the kids' rooms, Timmy and Susie slept soundly, but the master bedroom door creaked open to a shocking sight: the white husband and wife tangled in pink satin sheets, dressed in matching sheer lingerie—babydolls with ruffled hems, collars engraved "BNWO Pet," and ballgags stretching their mouths wide, drool glistening on chins like melted icicles. Their wrists were cuffed to the headboard, and a massive black dildo buzzed softly on the nightstand beside lube and a "Cuckold Handbook."

		Santa stumbled back, his boot knocking over a snowglobe—inside, tiny white figures knelt in submission to Black ones, shaking with erotic fervor. "Ho-ho-hell no," he groaned, fleeing up the chimney, his suit now dusted with glitter from the "naughty" ornaments.

		The next chimney dumped him into a festively lit living room where the "tree" was... alive. A white couple was bound back-to-back on a wooden frame, naked and pierced from head to toe—silver rings through nipples, labia, clits, cocks, even tongues and eyebrows, dangling baubles, bells, and tiny BNWO charms that tinkled with their muffled moans.

		"Presents for the Black family," Santa sighed, stacking luxury gadgets and jewelry at their feet, the couple's eyes pleading through ring gags as cum leaked from their stretched holes. Needing a breather, he backed to the couch for a sit—but it squished lumpily under his weight, a muffled gasp escaping. Peeling back the silk covering, he yelped: the couch was actually two white women bound at their rears, connected by a massive double-ended black dildo. Their bodies were slick with sweat, lube, and cum, piercings jingling as they writhed in humiliated ecstasy.

		"Jolly jinglers, this is no silent night!" Santa exclaimed, scrambling up the chimney, his gloves now sticky with... festive fluids.

		Shaken but duty-bound, he dropped into a college dorm next—expecting beer cans and posters, but finding a BNWO brothel. Naked whitebois and white girls were chained to gloryholes, fitted with festive collars and jingle bells, some with cum-swollen condoms dangling from ring-gagged mouths like obscene ornaments, the rubber stretched thin and leaking pearly drops that puddled on the floor. Others had plugs holding loads in their asses, vibrating with holiday cheer.

		Horrified, Santa gazed around the room, reading the slogans scrawled on the white students with black marker:

		Black-Owned Holiday Hole

		Sissy for Superior Seed

		White Cumdump for Black Christmas

		And more, each worse than the one before.

		The air reeked of stale cum, sweat, and peppermint lube. The floor was tacky under Santa's boots, making the most obscene noises with every step. Small stockings hung by each gloryhole station, and he stuffed them gingerly—tiny chastity keys engraved "Naughty No More," flavored lube bottles, and "BNWO Starter Kits" with mini dildos and collars—while dodging drips, his gloves now tacky with residue that smelled of mingled seed and shame.

		A whiteboi stirred, mumbling through his gag, cum bubbling from his lips like frothy eggnog. "More... Black... please, Santa."

		Santa fled, chimney soot mixing with the sticky mess on his suit, his brain focused on pondering the naughty lists of tomorrow's leaders.

		Next, a wide chimney plopped him into a lavish living room, flames crackling in a grand hearth that warmed the air with woodsmoke and something... muskier. On a thick bearskin rug slept a powerhouse Black couple—naked and entwined, their dark skin glistening in the firelight. The man, muscles rippling even in repose, had a middle-aged whiteboi curled in his lap, head resting on his thigh like a pet. Santa leaned down and saw lipstick smeared across the boi's face in clownish streaks of red, along with a collar reading "Daddy's Holiday Toy" glinting festively. Dried cum flaked on the boi's chin, his caged clit leaking onto the rug.

		The woman, curvaceous and commanding, with full black breasts and wide hips, had two white women pillowed on her chest like living ornaments, each attached by silver chains that ran from her thick nipple rings to their stretched tongue rings. Faint moans escaped as they nursed in sleep, milk dribbling down their chins in creamy trails that smelled sweet and erotic.

		The air hung heavy with sex. Santa loaded the stockings quietly, hyperaware of his potential audience. For the black couple, it was all luxury—silk robes and gold jewelry. For their pets, it was toys—bigger plugs and remote vibrators.

		Finally, as he turned to leave, the Black man stirred, hazel eyes opening with a knowing twinkle. “Ho-ho-hold up, Santa," he rumbled, sitting up without disturbing his boi, his voice deep and commanding. “You've seen the changes tonight. America's BNWO. Whites serve, Blacks lead. Even the whitest boi like you could use a real Master. Slide down my chimney anytime; I'll show you the true spirit of giving."

		Santa's belly quivered, his white beard twitching as the man's gaze pierced him, a strange heat stirring under his red suit. "M-merry Christmas to all," he stammered, fleeing up the chimney. But as the sleigh soared away, Santa pondered: was the power of the BNWO too strong even for the jolliest old elf? Ho-ho-hum indeed—the night had brewed a naughty new list in his mind.
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		Chapter 3: A Naughty Note for Santa

		

		Santa's sleigh skimmed low over the snow-dusted suburbs, Rudolph's nose casting a rosy glow on cookie-cutter houses twinkling with lights like they'd been dipped in holiday cheer. "Next stop: the Smith residence," Santa boomed to his reindeer, his breath puffing like chimney smoke in the frosty night. He sighed with relief. "Looks like a classic—white picket fence, wreath on the door, no funny business. Finally, a breather from all this BNWO hoo-ha!"

		He chuckled, his belly jiggling as he slid down the chimney with a merry whoosh, emerging in a living room straight out of a Norman Rockwell painting. The tree sparkled with tinsel and glass ornaments, stockings hung neatly by the mantel (Mom, Dad, Sweetie Pie), and a plate of chocolate chip cookies sat beside a glass of milk, steam curling lazily from the warm beverage. No spade symbols, no collars dangling from branches, no chocolate dildos.

		"Ah, bless my beard," Santa sighed, relief washing over him like a mug of hot cocoa. "This is what Christmas is all about—pure, innocent joy!"

		He took his time unloading the sack, arranging the presents with extra care under the tree: a retro video game system for Sweetie Pie, board games for family nights, and cozy sweaters for Mom and Dad. The normalcy rekindled his twinkling spirit, his rosy cheeks glowing brighter as he fluffed the wrapping bows and straightened the tags.

		"Ho ho ho, this family's got the right idea—no kinky twists, just good old-fashioned holiday magic." Feeling generous, he spotted a note tucked under the milk glass, written in curly pink pen with little hearts dotting the i's. "Well, what's this? A special request? Let's see if ol' Santa can sprinkle a bit more cheer."

		He unfolded the paper, expecting a child's wish for an extra pony or a puppy. Instead, his eyes widened behind his spectacles as he read:
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		DEAR SANTA, 

		Please save me from my parents! They want to force me into a perverted, obscene, deviant, totally unnatural lifestyle. I can't take it anymore—whisk me away to somewhere I can be myself!

		XOXO, Sweetie Pie
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		A LIPSTICK KISS SMEARED the bottom in bright pink, like a cherry on a sundae. Santa's beard quivered, his jolly heart pounding with righteous fury. "Great googly moogly! A pretty white girl trapped in some BNWO nightmare? Parents pushing her into submission collars and... and worse? Not on my watch!"

		This was unprecedented—Santa never interfered in family matters, but this? This was a cry for help. Dusting off a handful of sleepy-time sparkle from his pouch (guaranteed to keep folks snoozing through rescues), he crept upstairs, boots muffled on the carpet that smelled of fresh vacuuming and pine cleaner.

		The door marked "Sweetie Pie" in glittery letters creaked open to a room painted soft pink, with stuffed animals lining the shelves, a canopy bed draped in lace. Santa leaned over the sleeping form, dust ready— but the "girl" sat up with a start, throwing slender arms around his neck in a desperate hug. It was a nineteen-year-old boy, dressed in a frilly nightie that barely covered his slim hips, a spade necklace glinting against his pale chest like a badge of secret rebellion.

		"Santa! You came!" the boy whispered, tears welling in his wide eyes, his voice high and breathy with relief. He clung tight, the nightie riding up to reveal lacy panties tented with a tiny, caged bulge. "Thank you, thank you! My parents—they want to force me into this perverted, obscene lifestyle! They say I have to marry a white girl and... and have white babies! Pretend to be a man, stick my useless white penis inside her and get her pregnant! It's so deviant, so unnatural—they don't believe in the BNWO! They want to keep me from my destiny, from finding a real owner! Please, Santa, take me away—gift me to a Black family! Make this the best Christmas ever!"

		Santa froze, the boy's spade necklace dangling against his beard like a naughty ornament, the faint scent of strawberry shampoo mingling with the room's innocent air. "Ho-ho-hold on, lad," he stammered, gently prying the boy off. "Your parents want you to... marry and have kids? That's the perversion?" The boy's nightie slipped off a shoulder, revealing smooth, hairless skin and a tiny tattoo of a black queen card. Santa's mind reeled—America had flipped the script so hard, even "normal" was naughty now.

		The boy nodded frantically, lipstick from the note still smudged on his lips. "Yes! It's awful—white on white? No Black ownership? I need to be collared, plugged, serving superior seed! Please, Santa—"

		Santa sighed, a deep, world-weary rumble that shook his belly. "I'm definitely too old for this shit," he muttered, blowing a puff of sleepy dust into the boy's face. The lad's eyes fluttered shut, slumping back with a dreamy smile, whispering "Black Christmas" as he drifted off.

		Santa tucked him in, left an extra present (a BNWO starter kit hidden under the bed), and shot up the chimney like a rocket. As the sleigh soared away, he pondered the upside-down world below.

		"Mrs. Claus is gonna need extra eggnog for this tale," he grumbled. Ho-ho-hum, indeed—the night was young, and Santa's list was getting naughtier by the chimney.
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		Chapter 4: Santa Gets Blacked

		

		Santa's boots sank into the plush carpet with a soft thud as he lowered himself from what would prove to be his last chimney of the night—last black chimney of his storied career. Shaking off a dusting of soot that sparkled like naughty glitter in the firelight, he gazed around himself at a living room that was a picture of suburban perfection. A medium-sized tree was tastefully decorated with silver tinsel, delicate glass ornaments, and a golden star crowning the top. There were no over-the-top BNWO baubles here, no spade-shaped lights or whips-n-ropes garlands.

		"Finally," Santa sighed, his belly jiggling with relief. But then he eyed the trio of stockings hung above the crackling fireplace. The large one in the center read 'DADDY' in bold, embroidered letters, while the two smaller ones flanking it proclaimed, 'Sissy Faggot' and 'Faggot Sissy' in curly, festive script.

		Santa groaned, rubbing his temples. "Not again. This world's gone loopier than a reindeer on rum-spiked eggnog."

		He stuffed the stockings with a grumble. For 'DADDY' it was a set of leather cuffs and a riding crop (per the list, of course). For 'Sissy Faggot,' a pink chastity cage with a bell that jingled merrily. And for 'Faggot Sissy,' lock-on high heels and a collar engraved with "BNWO Bride."

		Dismissively tossing a handful of wrapped presents under the tree (vibrators, plugs, and "BNWO Honeymoon Kits"), Santa eyed the plate of cookies warily.

		"No thanks—I've had enough surprises tonight."

		But the glass of milk caught his eye, thick and creamy. With a weary groan, he grabbed it and chugged, the liquid sliding down his throat in warm, velvety gulps. It was thicker than usual, almost chunky, with an off taste—nutty, salty, strangely addictive. He couldn't stop; it warmed his belly, calming his frazzled nerves while sparking a giddy buzz in his chest, like bubbles of joy fizzing through his veins.

		"Mmm, that's... different," he murmured, licking his lips, the flavor lingering like a forbidden treat. He felt calm yet euphoric, his massive frame relaxing as a silly giggle escaped his beard. "Ho-ho-whoa, that's got a kick!"

		Before he could ponder the peculiar milk, a shadow loomed in the doorway. Santa turned, and his jolly heart skipped a beat. There stood a tall young Black man, early twenties, built like a chiseled statue. He had broad shoulders that tapered to a narrow waist, with pajama pants slung low on his hips to reveal the deep V of his abs and a trail of dark hair leading downward. His skin gleamed like polished ebony in the firelight, and his scent hit Santa like a sleigh full of mistletoe—musky, powerful, with an undeniable pull that made the old elf swoon a bit, his knees buckling as another giggle bubbled up.

		"Well, jingle my bells," Santa stammered, steadying himself on the mantel. "You must be the man of the house."

		The Black man smirked, stepping closer, his bare feet silent on the carpet. "Something like that, Santa. Name's Jamal. Been expecting you." His voice was smooth as hot cocoa, laced with command. "Time for a new Santa to take the mantle—one who gets that the BNWO ain't just America's future, it's the world's. Whites serve, Blacks lead. You've done your bit, equal gifts for black and white kids in an unequal world, but it’s time to retire, old man. Enjoy the pleasures you've earned."

		Santa wanted to protest. His beard quivered as he opened his mouth, but the words died on his tongue. Jamal's scent wrapped around him stronger now, a heady mix of fresh sweat, masculine musk, and something primal that made Santa's North Pole twitch under his red suit for the first time in... well, longer than he cared to admit. It was wrong, deviant, but undeniable, a pull that made his jolly belly flutter with giddy confusion.

		"How'd you like the milk?" Jamal asked, his grin widening as he crossed his arms, muscles flexing. "My special blend—the same I feed my faggots. 3.5% milk, but 100% pure Black cum, straight from these nuts." He cupped his bulge through the pajamas, the fabric tenting obscenely.

		Santa's eyes widened, his rosy cheeks paling as he stared at the empty glass. "You mean I just... ho-ho-no!" Shock roiled through him, but as Jamal lowered his pajama pants with a casual tug, revealing inch after inch of a massive Black cock—thick as Santa's wrist, veined like twisted ropes, the plum head glistening with precum that beaded like dew—the scent hit full force. Musky, potent, the same nutty saltiness he'd just chugged, now fresh and alive, wafting from the source.

		Santa's mouth watered involuntarily, his body swaying as addiction sparked—calm, giddy, horny in a way that made his ancient bones feel young and foolish. "That's... I shouldn't... but it smells so..."

		Jamal chuckled as he stepped closer, his cock bobbing like a king-sized candy cane. The heat radiated off it as he gripped the base and waved it teasingly. "Perfect for a thirsty whiteboi like you, Santa. Come enjoy my king-sized candy cane—suck it slow, let it melt in your mouth like peppermint. Bet you've been naughty all year, ignoring the BNWO. Time to submit, you old faggot."

		Santa's knees buckled, the milk's euphoria making resistance feel silly. He dropped to the carpet with a thud, his red suit bunching as he crawled forward, beard brushing Jamal's thighs. The scent intensified—fresh Black cum, musky balls, the tangy promise of superiority—making Santa's head spin, his own useless white pole stirring feebly under his belly.

		"I... ho ho... can't," he mumbled, but his lips parted, tongue darting out to lap at the head, the salty precum exploding on his taste buds like spiced rum. He moaned, a deep, humiliated rumble, and engulfed the head, stretching his bearded mouth wide. The girth filled him, veiny ridges pulsing against his tongue, the heat searing his lips as he bobbed clumsily, gagging on the first few inches.

		"That's it, white faggot Santa—suck that superior Black cock like the emasculated bitch you are." Jamal groaned, hand threading into Santa's beard, yanking him deeper. "Feel it humiliate your jolly ass, turning the whitest boi into a BNWO cumslut. Ho ho ho? More like choke-choke-choke on Black dick!"

		Santa's eyes watered, tears soaking his beard as he slurped, the musky flavor coating his throat in thick, addictive waves, his body yielding with growing submission. Physical sensations overwhelmed: the stretch burning his jaw, the precum dribbling down his chin in sticky strings, the giddy milk high making every suck feel euphoric.

		"Pathetic old whiteboi—your time's up. BNWO's taking the North Pole too. Suck harder, faggot—earn that load!"

		When Jamal came, it was a torrent—hot, thick ropes blasting into Santa's mouth, the fresh Black cum tasting even better than the milk, nutty and potent, flooding his senses with undeniable addiction. Santa swallowed greedily. There was no looking back as the flavor sealed his fate, his body humming with humiliated joy.

		Jamal pulled out, smearing the spent cock across Santa's beard. "Pathetic, Santa, but eager... you'll learn. Not every whiteboi can be a sissy faggot, but if they can't, they can always be a faggot sissy." He gripped Santa's arm, leading him to the next room—a Christmas-themed BDSM dungeon aglow with red lights, candy-cane-striped whips hanging from the walls, and a life-sized gingerbread man restraint in the center. "Time to come down your chimney, white faggot, and fill your stocking."

		He stripped Santa's pants down, the red velvet pooling at his boots, and tore away the old tighty-whities with a rip that echoed humiliatingly. "Look at that useless white twig—BNWO's gonna fix you right." Pushing Santa against the gingerbread man (icing-colored restraints sticky with candy scent), he bound his arms wide, the cuffs pinching his wrists with a sugary grip. "Spread 'em, faggot sissy." He kicked Santa's legs apart, the boots scraping as he bolted them in place, Santa's pale ass exposed, quivering in the cool air.

		Santa groaned, his massive frame straining, but the giddiness of black sperm made him giggle through the fear. Jamal inserted lube—a Christmas gift, slick and pine-scented—that made Santa's hole twitch. "Ho-ho-hold on," Santa stammered, but Jamal's cock pressed in slowly, stretching him with a burning fullness that tore a groan from his throat, the girth splitting him like a yule log.

		"Feel that, white faggot Santa? Superior Black cock emasculating your jolly ass," Jamal growled, thrusting deeper, the veiny heat searing Santa's walls. Physical sensations exploded: the stretch burning like coal in his stocking, the head grinding his prostate with electric jolts, precum slickening the slide. "You're just a sissy faggot now—BNWO's owning Christmas. Beg for it, old man—humiliate yourself!"

		Santa's submission grew, the pain twisting to pleasure, his body yielding with humiliated joy. "Fuck me, Master! Own this white faggot sissy—humiliate me with your superior cock!" Such horrible, naughty words, and they came so naturally.

		Jamal fucked hard, long slow strokes pulling all out with a pop, stabbing back in deep, balls slapping with wet smacks, the scent of lube and musk filling the air.

		"Pathetic whiteboi—your era's over. BNWO's the new Santa," Jamal taunted, pounding until he roared, flooding Santa's ass with hot cum. Santa groaned in ecstasy, the load a molten rush that sealed his fate, giggling through tears as the BNWO claimed the whitest boi of all.
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		Chapter 5: Black Santa

		

		Santa—or what was left of the jolly old elf—lay sprawled on the bearskin rug in the BDSM dungeon, his red suit in tatters, beard matted with cum and lube, his once-mighty belly quivering with aftershocks of submission. The room reeked of sweat, seed, and surrender, the Christmas lights strung across the candy cane whips casting a festive glow on his flushed, humiliated form. Jamal stood over him, zipping up his pajamas with a satisfied smirk, his massive Black cock still glistening from the pounding he'd just delivered.

		Santa's ass throbbed, stretched and leaking hot cum in sticky rivulets down his thighs, the sensation a humiliating reminder of his new place. But beneath the ache was a giddy euphoria—the semen-laced milk’s buzz mingled with the raw joy of BNWO submission, making him giggle like a tipsy elf as he licked residual seed from his lips.

		"Look at you, faggot sissy Santa," Jamal chuckled, nudging the old man's softening belly with his foot. "Whitest boi turned Black-owned bitch in one night. Pathetic, but eager— you'll make a fine addition to the stable." He glanced at the doorway, where a deeper shadow loomed. "Dad, you gotta see this. The big man's ready for retirement."

		Jamal's father stepped in—a towering figure in his fifties, built like a retired linebacker with salt-and-pepper hair and a presence that filled the room like a Yule log fire. His dark skin gleamed under the lights, and his voice boomed like thunder over the tundra. "Well, ho-ho-damn. If it ain't Kris Kringle himself, looking like he just got his cookies creamed." He circled Santa, eyes appraising the cum-smeared mess. "Son, you did good breaking him in. But the world's waiting—time for a new Santa to spread some real holiday cheer. The BNWO kind."

		Santa blinked up through cum-crusted lashes, the milk's haze making everything feel dreamy and right. "New... Santa?" he mumbled, another giggle bubbling out as the father's musk hit him—stronger, more commanding than Jamal's, like aged bourbon over ice.

		Jamal's father nodded, stripping off his robe to reveal a chiseled body that belied his age, his own massive Black cock swinging heavy between his thighs. "That's right, white faggot. You've ho ho ho'd your last equal-opportunity delivery. The BNWO's global now—time for gifts that encourage submission, not some vanilla equality crap." He snatched Santa's tattered suit from the floor, shaking it out with a snap that sent cum flecks flying. "This fits me better, anyway." Slipping it on, the red velvet stretched taut over his broad chest, the pants bulging obscenely around his girth. He looked like a BNWO Santa—jolly, but with a predatory edge, ready to deliver coal to the unowned and collars to the naughty.

		Santa watched in dazed fascination, his body still humming from the fucking, ass clenching around the leaking cum as a fresh wave of submissive joy washed over him. "But... my list..."

		Jamal's father laughed, striding out to the living room where the sleigh waited impossibly indoors (magic, after all). He climbed in with a grunt, waving a hand over Santa's enchanted nice/naughty list. The parchment shimmered, ink swirling like stirred eggnog before rewriting itself in bold, spade-embossed letters.

		Nice: those embracing BNWO—Black owners with dedicated white servants, sissies blooming under superior seed, families breeding the next generation of submissives.

		Naughty: resistors clinging to white equality, uncollared whitebois, families without Black leadership. The naughty column stretched long—billions worldwide still clinging to old ways.

		"Damn," the new Santa muttered, stroking his chin. "So many naughty ones. Mental note: get the elves cranking out reeducation gifts early. Chastity cages for the holdouts, Black dildo starter kits, BNWO subliminal audio books, collars with tracking chips. We'll usher 'em into the worldwide BNWO, one humiliating load at a time." He cracked the reins, but paused, glancing back at Jamal. "Son, take care of the old man—break him in proper. He's your faggot sissy now."

		Jamal grinned, hauling Santa up by the beard. "Will do, Dad. Merry BNWO to all—and to all a good breeding!"

		As the sleigh shot up the chimney in a swirl of black glitter, the new Santa's laugh echoed: "Ho ho ho, time for the world to get Blacked!" And with that, the era of equal cheer ended—the BNWO Santa was here to stay, spreading tidings of submission, one reeducated naughty list at a time.

		♠ END ♠
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