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		Introduction

		

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

		

		Looking back, it’s all too easy to see when the Black New World Order began its rise but, at the time, those with white privilege were destined to be blind to it all. 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 of the next generation. 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—such radical change rarely comes easily—but, in many ways, the Black World Order just crept up on people. The blackening of America infiltrated life in a way that people took for granted, making things better in little increments until, one day, white people just looked up and realized they were suddenly the minority in a country that still treated them better than they had any right to expect. Better than they’d ever treated their black superiors.

		

		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many psychological and emotional issues, freeing white cuckolds and sissies to live and love as nature intended, not as outdated social norms might dictate.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, with open cuckolding simply a way of life.

		

		It took time, but attitudes toward gender and sexuality changed as well. The stigmas and prejudices of the past were largely erased, making natural white submission easier for all genders to accept. It helped that, with a unique challenge of supply and demand making white sluts scarce, whitebois were left to fill the gaps—and eager to get their gaps filled.

		

		And that’s where our story begins. Not just with a whiteboi, but with the most intimate form of surrender such a whiteboi can dream of—a domesticated boiwife.

		

	
		Chapter One: Domesticated Boiwife

		

		*MASTER*

		

		It had been a long day of listening to the plaintive cries of white criminals who refused to obey the very reasonable restrictions placed upon them, but it was almost over. One more case for the day and I could shrug off my robe, slip into a casual pair of loafers, and return home to the warm, welcoming holes of my sissy boiwife.

		The whiteboi coming to kneel before the bench was here on my invitation. He was marked for expedited disposal, no trial necessary, but I’d recognized his name. He’d knelt before me once, years ago, and the charge he was facing today was directly related to that case. By all rights, I should have been the last one to consider leniency, but I had a thing for saving whitebois from the sins of their families.

		“Mitchell Ryan.” I leaned forward, allowing my shadow to loom large over him. “I thought I made myself very clear that I never wished to see you in my courtroom again.”

		He was a skinny whiteboi with his hair cut about an inch too short, barely touching his shoulders, just as it had been the first time I saw him. There were no earrings in his ears, and I was willing to bet the holes I’d ordered pierced had been allowed to heal over. His throat showed no tan line or discoloration from even a temporary consideration collar, and his nails were as plain as they were short, disgustingly devoid of color. It disappointed me to think that he’d learned nothing.

		But then he went and surprised me.

		Instead of standing in defiance or daring to meet my eyes in challenge, he prostrated himself before me and pressed his forehead against the floor. His words were quietly muffled, but I heard them very clearly. “I’m so sorry, Sir.”

		Hmm. That was a curious reaction from one as rebellious as the charges claimed.

		“It says here,” I told him, noisily tapping away at my display screen, despite having memorized his file, “that you did willfully and with nefarious intent take action to remove your court-mandated chastity cage.” Here I paused, stretching the moment to maximize his discomfort. “A chastity cage, I might remind you, that I placed there myself.”

		He flinched at my words. Whether it was in shame or anger remained to be seen.

		“Furthermore, it says you did so in order to attempt to penetrate a white girl with your useless white prick.” Again I paused. Just when it looked as if he was about to raise his head, I slammed my fist down on the bench. “With the intent,” I growled, “to breed white, outside of quota, and with no government oversight!”

		“I’m very sorry, Sir.” The words were the same, still muffled, but I swore I sensed a hint of tears in his voice.

		“You have already been flagged for disposal, so nothing you say here can make your fate any worse.” I climbed down from the bench, my orange and red robes a colorful contrast to his gray prison gown. “I, however, would like an explanation.” I tapped the top of his head with my black leather crop. “Look at me when you speak, whiteboi.”

		When he looked up, I saw that he had indeed been crying. He looked to the gallery, where his parents were sitting in the back row, heads bowed in conversation with another white couple, and then back to me. I could see the tension in his face. I could see the way his entire body trembled.

		I had an excellent idea of what was going on.

		With another tap on the head, I told him, “Look at me, whiteboi. Your explanation belongs to me. Nobody else.”

		“I . . . I didn’t want to do it,” he whispered.

		That wasn’t good enough. “Didn’t want to do what?”

		“Didn’t want to remove my cage.” His hand slipped down between his legs, but I knew his prison cage felt nothing like the one I’d assigned. “I never wanted to disobey you, Sir. I never wanted to disappoint you. You . . . your kindness opened my eyes to so much.”

		“Didn’t mean to?” I scoffed. “Your cage sure as fuck didn’t just fall off, and you sure as fuck didn’t just fall onto that girl.” I growled my disgust. “Repeatedly, or so it says here.”

		“It was our parents, Sir,” he blurted out, as if the words had been eating away inside him. “They made us do it.”

		I didn’t need to look to the gallery to know that it was his parents I heard shuffling towards the door. Unfortunately for them, I’d anticipated this. I’d sealed the courtroom doors before I came down from the bench and tagged the two white couples for observation by my court officers.

		“They told us it was our duty, Sir. They drugged us and cut off my cage while we were asleep.” He paused. “I was proud of that cage, Sir.” This time he did look up at me, and I could see he was genuinely upset. “It made me feel seen. It made me feel special. I dreamed of the day when a black Master would forever seal it shut.”

		“Liar! Dirty desperate liar!” I recognized that shrill scream all too well. The trash he called mother. I’d really hoped to never hear from her again.

		“He’s scared. You’re intimidating him.” And there was the wimp-ass pleading of his useless father. “You can’t take him seriously, not like this.”

		I could have stopped things right there, but I did so enjoy watching white people incriminate themselves. It made my job so much easier.

		Three.

		Two.

		One.

		“What the fuck?”

		And there it was.

		“You were going to let a fucking black-loving faggot infect our daughter!” That, I could only presume, must be the girl’s mother.

		The last of the foursome stepped away from the others and bowed his head. “I swear to you, Sir, I knew nothing about this.” So, this must be the girl’s father. “The only reason I’m here today is because my wife told me he forced himself upon our daughter and I wanted to see him punished.”

		Oddly enough, I believed him. He sounded genuinely shocked, and I saw sincere remorse on his face . . . but then a flash of sorrow.

		“I thought he’d betrayed me, Sir. Disappointed me.”

		The good sissy that he was, Mitchell defended him. “He’s right, Sir. Meaghan’s dad wasn’t involved. It was all his mom and my parents.”

		He turned to face the gallery, and I knew he was looking to the older man. “I’m sorry you thought I was a disappointment. I wish I’d had a chance to explain.”

		The whiteboi returned his gaze to me and blushed. It was the cutest thing I’d seen in my courtroom today. “He did his duty at the clinic every weekend, Sir, and always brought me back a heavy black condom. It was our secret.”

		“You sick faggot!” That was the girl’s mom. She lunged forward and pushed her husband hard enough that he stumbled into the innocent bystander standing next to him.

		“Disgusting pervert!” That was the boy’s mother. She hauled back and slapped the man before he could find his feet again.

		Now I’d witnessed enough.

		“Derek? Thomas? Carl? If you’d kindly take those three into custody, I’ll hear the white slut’s father’s defense in my chambers.”

		I ignored the shouts and cries of the parents as they struggled. Instead, I returned my full attention to the whiteboi before me. “Do you swear to all you’ve told me here today?”

		“Yes, Sir. I swear it. All of it.”

		I considered his fate. He didn’t need punishing, but he did need to serve as an example. Fortunately, I suspected I knew how to accommodate the needs of the individual and the community at the same time.

		It’s why I was known as the blackening judge.

		“Since your family has proven it can’t be trusted with chastity,” I told him, “I am sentencing you for nullification.”

		The happiness in his eyes told me I’d made the right call.

		“And since it appears you cannot control yourself around girls, I am assigning you to the men’s barracks of Camp Denbe for rehabilitation.” Camp Denbe was home to the state’s all-black special forces, the elite team in charge of suppressing White Pride rebellion and terrorism. They were the best—and baddest—of the best. Every single one them an Alpha black man who’d make a whiteboi sissy feel real useful, real quick.

		The whiteboi threw his arms around me and buried his face in my robes. “Thank you, Sir. Thank you. Thank you for believing in me, then and now.”

		I reached into my robes and tugged down my boxers. The moment my big black cock sprang free to slap the whiteboi in the face, he squealed.

		“Thank you, Sir!”

		As his mouth closed around my shaft, I looked to the gallery and saw a look on the face of the girl’s father that told me he’d love to share in such punishment. It was tempting, but I needed to set an example of him even more. I’d put him on all fours, shove his face into the floor, and if he took me as well as the whiteboi, I’d sentence him to full feminization and assign him to a high-volume brothel to pay off his surgical debt to society.

		Once that was done, I could finally head home to my sweet Shania. I wasn’t about to waste my load here, but a good throat-fuck and a deep dip into ass-pussy would help me build up a suitable load for when I got home.

		

		I entered the house quietly, slipping off my loafers so I could approach my beautiful boiwife in silence. He generally knew when I was coming home, but I still liked to surprise him. I lived for those moments where I could watch him, unseen, and just admire what a pretty, poised sissy he had become. He was a natural, no breaking or training required, but our time together had refined him nicely.

		The hiss of running water and the clink of dishes told me I’d find him in the kitchen. I padded through the den and the dining room and paused in the doorway to admire the sight before me.

		Shania was dressed in 3-inch stiletto heels, as black and as shiny as the stiff black posture collar that forced him to bend over and thrust out his luscious ass in order to look into the sink. His slender legs were sheathed in real silk stockings, and I could see that his seams were perfectly straight, just as I liked them. Around his waist I could see my favorite black garter belt, the one with the big black roses on either hip, which framed his tiny black chastity cage so adorably.

		He was humming along to a song I didn’t recognize, his hips dancing to the tune.

		At twenty-three, he was just a little over half my age, but I’d always liked my whitebois younger. It allowed me to take a hand in his development, to ensure he had all the right opportunities to learn and grow into the role of boiwife. Ironically, it was only after wasting two years of trying to guide his best friend that I’d first noticed Shania, and I’d known from the very first glance that he’d be mine.

		I strolled across the kitchen, loving how he seemed even smaller the closer I got. In his heels, he barely reached my chest, and he was light enough that I could throw him over my shoulder and carry him off wherever I wished. That was often the bedroom, but I’d fucked him in every room of the house, front yard and back, and once even on the roof while we watched the blackening of the sun in a total eclipse.

		Without a word, I came up against his slender body and let the bulge of my growing erection press between his naked ass cheeks. “Good evening, my sweet slut. Are you being a good girl?”

		“Mmm, yes, Master.” He adjusted his dancing to thrust himself back into my groin.

		I reached around and groped his tiny little whiteboi titties, squeezing them in my hands and pinching the nipples between my fingers. He always moaned so deliciously at that. I swear, his nipples were more responsive than most women I knew! My hands stroked down his sides, meeting in the center of his taut tummy as I pulled him even closer.

		“I’ve been thinking about you all day. Your warm, soft lips. Your tight little ass. Your tiny little white hands caressing my big black cock.”

		“Me too, Master,” he sighed, “but then I’m always thinking of you.”

		I turned him in my arms and placed a kiss on his forehead. “I know you are. You’re my perfect little boiwife.”

		Shania had been mine for four years now—three years collared, that is, and nearly a year married. The formalization of blacked boiwives was still a recent advancement, and I’d used my influence within the justice system to help make it happen. Every time I looked into his eyes and saw the love there, I knew I’d made the right decision. He didn’t just serve and obey me; he didn’t just worship me; he loved me with all his heart.

		“How was your day, Master?” With his posture collar, he had no choice but to stare up into my eyes. It wasn’t my favorite look on him, but daily use had done wonders to naturalize thrusting his ass and his tits out as he walked. Another few days, maybe a week, and I was confident I could remove it and he’d find those movements as natural as breathing. “Did you save lots of whitebois?”

		“As many as I could, sweetheart.”

		“Tell me about them,” he begged. “Please?”

		“Well, there was a young white couple who’d arranged to be married without requesting permission or permits. By all rights, they should have been separated and punished, but I saw the truth in them. All they’d wanted to do was ensure they’d be cuckolded together so they could share their submission to superior black cock.”

		Shania swooned. He was such a sucker for the romance. “So, did you find a super yummy bull to black them?”

		“Well, here’s the thing.” I ground myself against his clit, knowing that even if he couldn’t feel it, he’d be thinking about it. “They did commit a crime. A foolish one, but a crime all the same. I had to find just the right punishment.”

		He just stared at me, his eyes shining with hope, as he awaited the end of the story.

		“I connected them with a black owner who’d happily cuckold them, but there was a twist.”

		My sweet sissy’s eyes lit up with delight. “You didn’t make them a cuckold and hotwife . . . ”

		I nodded. “That’s right. I made them a cuckquean and hotboi.”

		He shrieked with delight and leaped into my arms. “Oh, you’re the bestest Master ever!” He kissed me. “They’re so lucky!” He kissed me again, longer and deeper this time. “They’re going to be so happy!”

		I spun with him in my arms, loving his squeals. He was the perfect boiwife. No matter how long or how bad the day was , he always made it brighter. Loving him made me a better, more patient man.

		“Was that all?” he asked me with a pout. “No sissy whitebois to save?”

		I sat him down on the kitchen counter and reached around him to turn off the water. While his hands stroked me through my pants, I told him the story of Mitchell Ryan. All about his parents, their crimes, and his happily ever after. It was so adorable the way the emotions flittered across Shania’s face—surprise, shock, anger, sorrow, hope, and happiness. He never held anything back. He never hid his thoughts or his feelings. He was perfect.

		“The only thing better than his soft, whiteboi lips wrapped around my big black cock,” I told my pretty little boiwife as I tugged on his collar, “was the look on his girlfriend’s father’s face.”

		Shania slid off the counter as smoothly as the water had poured from the tap, his lips trailing kisses down my chest and stomach as he went. Once on the floor, he knelt with his legs spread wide and nuzzled his face against my bulge. “I know something even better,” his muffled voice promised.

		I undid the button on my pants and let the pressure of my growing cock spread the zipper wide. “And what would that be, do you think?”

		“Your big, beautiful black cock deep in my throat, and your yummy black balls bouncing off my chin.”

		He was right. Nobody deep-throated me like he did. It had taken time and training, but he’d never once complained, never once begged me to stop, no matter how badly he choked or how sore he was after. I knew of plenty of black men who had elected for surgery to loosen their sissy’s jaws or relax their throats, but I liked my boiwife tight in all his holes, and he loved the sultry, feminine rasp it gave his voice for the next day or two.

		With only his mouth, he managed to pull down my pants and my briefs, exposing my rock-hard erection for worship. It’s not that I didn’t allow him to use his hands, he just liked to get his face in there and smell me, taste me, feel me as he got me ready.

		I groaned as his lips closed about my thick black cockhead and he slowly began pushing his mouth onto my cock. Fuck, his wet hole was absolutely perfect! I could feel the hunger in the way his entire body trembled, but he never once rushed it. My boiwife always put my pleasure first, even if it meant delaying or denying his. He knew just how much suction to use, and just how wet to keep his mouth. His tongue knew where I responded most strongly, and his lips had this amazing talent for sucking and caressing my shaft, even as they protected it from his teeth.

		In all my years, I’d never encountered a whiteboi—or girl, for that matter—who could multitask a big black cock like that.

		Shania’s hum of contentment vibrated throughout my groin, growing stronger the deeper he took me into his throat. There was always a moment of resistance, a strangled choke-slash-gurgle as his tongue flattened to allow me entry, but I loved the pressure that exerted on my cockhead, and he loved how it made my precum flow.

		“That’s it, sweetheart. That’s how you do it.” He was bobbing on my cock now, swallowing more of it with each thrust against my groin. Sometimes I liked to take away his illusion of control and just slam it in, but tonight I was content to enjoy the full depth and breadth of his whiteboi submission.

		My shaft wasn’t in all the way, not yet, but my balls were brushing his chin as they bounced. I saw the way his hands twitched, wanting to feel those balls. He loved massaging my balls, feeling their fullness and their heaviness in his hands. The first time he’d seen me naked, they’d been a bigger shock to him than my cock. His adorable white mind hadn’t been able to fathom balls so big, not when all he’d ever seen were tiny whiteboi sacs, many of which were either surgically empty or chemically prevented from maturing.

		Shania often loved to kneel beneath my widespread legs as I sat at my desk, working on legislative briefs, with nothing but my balls in his mouth, kissing and licking and sucking on them for hours.

		I felt his body melt beneath me and I knew I was in. It was amazing how naturally he responded to me, how even his muscles submitted when triggered by the power of black dominance. This was always a favorite moment for us both, and while sometimes I liked to draw it out, to feed his hunger, tonight I just wanted to feed my boiwife. So, with a smile on my face, I looked down into the loving, pleading eyes of my sissy and held his gaze as he swallowed.

		That one simple motion always did it for me. It flipped a switch inside me as much as it did him. I shifted forward a step and pressed him against the kitchen cabinets. He loved being trapped, adored the feeling of having his illusion of control taken away, and I felt his delighted squeal all the way along my cock. Having already edged inside my courtroom whitebois, I had to fight to regain my control or else I’d shoot a hot, thick load into his belly at just that squeal.

		“That Mitchell boi reminded me of you,” I told my boiwife, returning to my story. I pulled out of Shania’s throat with agonizing slowness, watching him fight the urge to follow me, to keep it inside him. My every instinct demanded that I thrust back inside, but I held my position just inside his mouth and groaned at the feeling of his tongue greedily lapping at the precum flowing from my cockhead.

		“A natural sissy, denied his place by parents who cling uselessly to the past.” Now I slid my cock back inside, enjoying every moment of penetration. “A faggot at heart, prevented from following that heart.” I was getting into it now—the moment, the memory, and a memory beneath that—as I began fucking my boiwife’s throat hard, fast, and deep. “A whiteboi desperate for the taste . . . of . . . black . . . cum!”

		I exploded with a roar of satisfaction. Most whitebois would have pulled back in panic, afraid of being choked to death or drowned in cum, but not my Shania. His hands shot to my ass cheeks, holding me close as I fed him spurt after spurt of hot black cum. He moaned and groaned so deliciously, I felt something of the joy he took my tasting me. Before long, though, even he was starting to falter in the face of such unrelenting feeding. Just when I thought he’d tap out, he shook his head about my cock, took a deep breath in through his nose, and clutched me tighter.

		Fuck, I knew I’d been edging, but it’d been a long time since he’d drained this much cum out of me in one go! Finally, deliciously spent, I pulled my cock from his mouth and painted his face with the last dribbles of superior black cum.

		As I gazed down at the blushing, glazed, radiant face of my boiwife, I laughed. “Oh, yes, he reminded me of the first time I saw you . . . ”

		

	
		Chapter Two: Neglected Whiteboi (Flashback)

		

		*MASTER*

		

		Back then, I’d been dipping my black dick into a white couple who were desperate for their entire family to be welcomed by the Black New World Order. It was the hubby who’d approached me first, and while he wasn’t my type—too old, too hairy, and too fat—his wife had caught my eye. She wasn’t my type either—I’d been into whitebois since college—but she was a thick woman with the scars and stretch marks that told me she’d been a mother twice over, if not more.

		Now those caught my eye.

		Curious as to how far their children had fallen from the inferiority tree, I’d decided to cuckold them. Even if their kids turned out to be a waste of time, I’d get to turn a desperate cuckold hubby into a blacked faggot, and maybe even end their bloodline by putting a black baby into the hotwife’s womb.

		Fortunately for me, they’d had a son who was indeed very much my type. Even though he was a high school senior like you, I knew it would be years before I could give him his first taste of big black cock. That just gave me a purpose in cuckolding his parents. He’d get to see first-hand what it meant for a family to be black-owned. He’d wake up every morning to the sight of his father sleeping outside the bedroom I shared with his mother, and he’d go to bed every night hearing her cry out my name. He’d live with a black role model, benefiting from my guidance and education to ensure he grew up right.

		The only problem was, he turned out to be nothing like his parents. I’d have given him up as a lost cause, but I liked a challenge, and I figured that if I couldn’t turn a whiteboi, I’d break him instead. Mind you, I’d never lower myself to take a broken whiteboi as my boiwife, but I knew plenty of black men who’d enjoy him just as he was.

		But then I saw you.

		You were dressed rather casually for a whiteboi, conservatively almost, in a skirt and blouse that both looked at least a size too big. Your hair was exactly the minimum length for school dress code, you weren’t wearing a lick of makeup, and the heels on your Mary Janes were just within acceptable guidelines—but they were well-shined, and there were tiny pink bows on the buckles. Here, I remember telling myself, is either a sissy waiting to be discovered, or one waiting to be exposed.

		Curious, I watched you step into your friend’s house, say hello to his parents, and follow him into his bedroom. You didn’t even see me, but I was watching closely. As much as you dressed like a reluctant whiteboi on the cusp of rebellion, you moved like a sissy. Your posture and your demeanor were almost perfect, and I noticed how effortlessly you carried your femininity. There was nothing false or forced about you, not in that moment, although I suspected you forced more of a whiteboi façade at home.

		Once in Darren’s room, the two of you sat on the floor to chat (I allowed him no furniture and no privacy, and he was far too stubborn to sit on the bed like best girlfriends). He made a deliberate show of sitting awkwardly, wincing and whining, desperately fishing for you to ask him what he was bitching about, and it was that conversation that changed my life.

		Both our lives.

		“What’s wrong?” you asked him, genuine concern in your voice. “Did you hurt yourself?”

		“No. My mother’s black boyfriend made her put me into a stupid chastity cage.”

		The kid didn’t appreciate what I was doing for him, but the flash of excitement I saw on your face told me you did.

		“No way! A real chastity cage? Like, locked on and everything?” I swear your eyes were about to pop out of your head. “And he put it on you? Like black-owned and everything?”

		Darren shook his head, but I could see your excitement bothered him. He leaned away from you, and I knew the end of your friendship was beginning. “Fuck you. You don’t have to be such an asshole about it, you know. He never touched me, thank god, but I know it was all his idea. He made my mom do it, and my dad did nothing to stop it.”

		Perhaps you could have rescued the friendship if you paid more attention to his facial expressions, but your eyes were glued to where his hand kept fiddling with the cage beneath his skirt.

		“Wow, that’s awesome.” The moment you looked up, you saw his face, and I think that’s when I fell in love. There was this adorable look of confusion and disbelief that flashed across your face as a mask of polite awareness chased away your honest excitement. “I mean, that must suck. I guess?” Another emotion flashed across your face, only this time it was one of sadness. “My parents hacked my account to delete any chastity messages or videos.” You pasted a smile on your face that did nothing to hide your sadness, but Darren bought it.

		“Lucky bastard. I wish my parents had a backbone like that, instead of letting some black stranger walk into their house and push us all around.” It was clear to me that he was still retreating from the friendship, but he was also desperate to think you were on his side. “It’s like he thinks he owns the fucking place.”

		Oh, what naivete. The moment I chose to own his family, I owned their house and everything in it. There were whitebois who were slow learners, and then there were whitebois who fought not to learn. Sadly, my suspicions about him being the latter were pretty much confirmed by his conversation with you. Every whiteboi could be broken, but not all of them could find a purpose afterward. I started to suspect he might be one of them.

		It’s funny how life works. I’d only cuckolded his parents because I had wanted him. I had assumed that their enthusiasm for the BNWO would be instilled in him, but he had fought it every step of the way. For that very same reason, I’d have never looked at a sissy with parents like yours. Some men liked the fight, the conquest, the challenge, the feel of destruction, but I’d never wanted to fight an entire family to get what I deserved. Suddenly, though, I found myself not just willing to fight for you, but excited to fight for what you deserved—and that was a lifetime of happiness as my blacked boiwife.

		You hadn’t even seen my face yet, but my heart and soul knew you were already mine.

		“So, what’d you think of black studies today?” I heard you ask him, clearly desperate to break the awkward silence. “That guest teacher was pretty, right?”

		“That fucking black tranny?” I nearly lunged into the room at that outburst, but I wanted to see how you’d handle the conversation. “At least with a black man, you can see what’s coming, but she’s like a fucking secret weapon, luring you in, and then—BAM!—she’s got her cock inside you.”

		And that was the first time I saw you angry. “You don’t have to be such an asshole about it, you know. Yeah, she has a cock, but she—”

		“I don’t want to hear about black cocks!” Darren yelled. “It’s all I hear from my parents, like they think they can turn me faggot if they keep talking about it.”

		“Darren, we’re whitebois.” What you said next was almost a whisper, as if you were afraid of being overheard, but it was an honest whisper. “We’re born to be faggots.”

		“Right. Or cuckolds. Or, god forbid, some perverted boiwife like my parent’s bull is looking for. Some fucking future that is.”

		“I don’t know,” you said softly, blushing intensely, “that boiwife thing sounds kind of romantic.”

		“Eww. Gross.” The snarl on his face told me the friendship was indeed over. “At least a cuckold gets to love a woman and hold her once in a while. You telling me you’d rather be a woman?”

		And that was the moment of truth. Watching from the hall, positioned so that you’d see me if you ever chance to look away from your friend, I anxiously waited to hear how you’d respond. Would you retreat again and try to stretch out the end of your friendship, or would you allow yourself to be honest and live with the consequences?

		That was the first time you made me proud.

		“A woman? No, of course not. I know that I’ll never be a woman any more than I’ll ever be a man. I’m a whiteboi, Darren, and so are you. So why can’t you just be happy?”

		That was it. I didn’t need to hear or see anymore. I stepped back around the corner, out of sight, and waved a hand over my digital interface to activate the virtual display. In less than five minutes, I reverse-hacked your family’s accounts, changed your parents’ status to “desperate and looking” in the BNWO matchmaking database, and ensured that all relevant BNWO, chastity, and feminization mailings were sent directly to you. I even restored their illegally deleted files and forwarded everything you should have received all along.

		When you got home, you were going to find a wealth of educational material waiting for you.

		And with that, I decided I was done with Darren’s family. Done with the clingy white broad, done with the cowardly closeted bisexual cuckold, and definitely done with their waste of sperm of a son. I’d see to it that somebody else picked up his education.

		Fortunately, I’d never live in a white home, no matter how nice it looked, so I didn’t have to clear out. I’d put it on the market in the morning, blacked family included, and see what I could get for it. In the meantime, there was one thing I did need. I headed for the master bedroom, where I had left something on the dresser that I thought would make for a suitable introduction.

		When I returned, Darren was still tugging at his cage and whining about how unfair and uncomfortable it was. I could move quietly when I wanted to—as you well know—but I made sure you both heard me approach the room.

		“Darren,” I said softly. “Go to the kitchen, make me a sandwich, and wait for me there.”

		He scoffed, and I knew it was largely about making himself look good in front of you. “But that’s a woman’s job.”

		I continued speaking softly, but allowed a growl to enter my voice. “There’s only one man in this house, and it sure as hell ain’t you, so get your whiteboi ass moving.”

		For a moment, I actually thought he was going to refuse and force me to give him a spanking. A part of me hoped he would, because I wanted to see your reaction, but a much larger part of me just wanted to be alone with you for a few moments.

		Not that I intended to touch you or anything like that. You weren’t legal yet, and there were lines I would never bring myself to cross, even if I wasn’t a judge. I didn’t want anything to taint our relationship or other’s opinion of it. Boiwives were still a matter of legal debate at the time, and all it would take was one premature gesture of affection to open up a world of criticism about grooming and abuse.

		Relationships were so much more complex than ownership.

		With a snarl, he threw himself out of the room, shoulders high and his head lowered, a tantrum brewing in the fists clenched at his sides. I was growing tired of this, especially since I now had you in my sights.

		I sat down on the edge of Darren’s bed so I could look down at you. “I’m sorry for your friend’s rudeness, but it looks like you’re used to it.”

		You lowered your eyes and nodded. “Yes, Sir.”

		That kind of instinctive reaction right there wasn’t something you could train or break. It was something natural. It could only be suppressed or nurtured. It was time to stop the suppression and start the nurturing.

		“What’s your name, sweetheart?”

		“Shane, Sir.”

		Fuck, the way your entire face lit up at my use of sweetheart? The way your entire body seemed to relax, to sink down before me? That made my heart skip a beat. You were so desperate to be seen, to be nurtured and accepted, I knew I’d have to tread lightly to make an honest boiwife out of you.

		“I heard what you said about your parents,” I told you. “More importantly, I saw how you felt about chastity.”

		To your credit, you didn’t deny it. Instead, you looked up at me and smiled. “I guess it was hard to hide, Sir. I don’t know why Darren is so freaked about it.”

		“It’s nothing you should ever have to hide. You can rest assured that your parents will not be hiding anything from you ever again.” I quickly held up a hand to freeze the panic rising in your eyes. “They’re fine, sweetheart. I haven’t done anything but undo the damage they did in trying to suppress your education.”

		You were so happy that you bounced on your knees. “Thank you, Sir!”

		If I thought that pretty little smile was something to behold, it was nothing compared to the wide-mouth grin that spread at the sight of the chastity cage I revealed in my hand.

		“I’d originally intended this for Darren, but he was such a little bitch about it.” I scowled at the memory. “He claimed it was too small, that it pinched too much, that it was cutting off his circulation and he was afraid his balls were going to fall off.”

		Your eyes widened at that. Not in fear, but excitement. That intrigued me, but I also knew it was getting way ahead of myself.

		“After a week of him begging to swap it for a larger cage, I gave in and told his mother to do it, just to shut him up.” I spun the pink plasti-steel cage in my hand and watched as your eyes followed it. “I was going to give him a few weeks’ grace period and then downsize him back to where he should be, but I’m starting to think this cage would be better off with someone who appreciates it.”

		It was adorable how long it took for you to pick up on what I was saying. It was also sad, in a way, but I knew the days of sadness were soon to be behind you.

		“You . . . you don’t mean me, do you, Sir?”

		“I do indeed, sweetheart.” I handed you the cage and my heart swelled as wide as your eyes. “Now, I don’t own you or your family, so it would not be proper for me to place it on you, but if you’d like to step into the bathroom and lock it on yourself, I’d be happy to hold on to the key for you.”

		“You mean you’d be my keyholder?” The words came out in such a squeal, I had to wonder if you’d leaked into your panties. “That’s, like, halfway to being black-owned, Sir!”

		I let the words settle around us for a few moments. Finally, I asked, “And does that bother you?”

		“Only that it’s half and not full,” you replied cheekily. Cradling the cage to your chest like it might break or disappear at any moment, you rose onto shaky legs and performed a perfect curtsey. “I’ll be right back, Sir.”

		And just like that, both our worlds shifted. People will tell you that love at first sight is just a fairy tale, and that it certainly can’t happen between a black man and a sissy whiteboi, but I know damned well what I felt—and I was pretty sure what you were feeling as well.

		I knew I’d found my boiwife.

		Ours would be a long and careful courtship, but my mind was already racing to consider how I might steer your education in the right direction. I knew a private academy for sissies that would be perfect for you, and I knew of two other boiwives who could serve as mentors. I reactivated my digital interface, sent a number of messages, and placed several orders. By the time you returned, caged and beaming with happiness, an entirely new wardrobe, jewelry, and training toys were on their way to your house, where the black delivery drivers would ensure your parents did nothing to interfere.

		Speaking of which, it was then that I realized I might have acted a little too soon with regard to your parents. They wouldn’t be “desperate and looking” for long, and the thought that you might end up black-owned alongside them—black-owned by somebody other than me—bothered me.

		Fortunately, by the time I dropped you off at home, the legal paperwork making you a ward of the state was processed, and the first thing you’d see upon logging into your account would be your academy assignment. I could have just owned you myself, but I wanted the boiwife fantasy, the romance of wooing you, winning you, and allowing you to choose me. I never imagined how hard the next few years would be. It never occurred to me how deeply I’d dread losing you before I even had you.

		Because you already had me.

		

	
		Chapter Three: Domesticated Boiwife

		

		*sissy*

		

		“You saw me when nobody else would, Master. I shudder to think what my life would have been like if you hadn’t been there that day.” After deliciously glazing my face, Master had thrown me over his shoulder and carried me upstairs to the main bathroom, where he’d continued his story as he watched me wipe his cum from my cheeks and lick my hands clean. Once I was clean, he’d released me from my posture collar, leaving me in my black-owned collar, and finished the story as I washed myself with hot water and his favorite scented soap.

		“What a stupid, weak, silly thing you sometimes are,” he told me with a smile. “You were meant for me. No matter where, I would have found you. No matter how, I would have seen you.” He calmly stroked my chin as he looked into my eyes. “You’re only a sissy, but you’re my sissy.”

		“And how can your sissy boiwife please you tonight, Master?” I was hoping he’d fuck me—I was always hoping he’d fuck me—but being called stupid and weak made me crave a good spanking. There was a time when words like that would have hurt more than his hand, when they would have left me feeling ashamed, but never from him. He was black, I was white. He was my Master, I was his sissy. Of course I was lesser than him. I was smaller, weaker, slower, and just not as smart. Those weren’t insults, they were just a statement of fact. What he’d taught me to understand was that they didn’t make me any less valuable or any less loved.

		It was like comparing a pet dog to a favorite child. They were far from equal in so many ways, but both could be loved.

		“There’s a political conference being holo-streamed tonight. Speculation is split between the Prime Minister either declaring Canada a white sanctuary, or bending over and submitting to the President. My vote is on her blackening his skinny ass, but I’ve a friendly wager with some friends and colleagues, so they’ll be joining us for the evening.”

		Oh, that was exciting! I kind of liked the Prime Minister. He was a skinny young white boy with the kind of smile that made everyone around him relax. Although there had been various tensions between the countries over the years, Canada had always been our closest ally, and I really felt like he wanted to bring us closer, even if it cost him politically. As for the President, what could I say about her that hasn’t been said before? She was absolutely stunning, her skin the color of polished ebony, and her big black cock just as hard. She had an ass as big as her breasts, and long black cornrows atop her head that she’d used to whip more than one debate opponent over the years. I so totally wasn’t into women, but even my jaw dropped when she holo-streamed.

		“How many am I cooking for?” I asked him. “Any special requests?”

		“You’re not cooking because you’re the special request.” Master pinched my tiny little white clitty between his finger and thumb and squeezed, making me squeal. “The men want you naked and ready. No lingerie, no heels, no makeup, and no jewelry.”

		I couldn’t help pouting—I liked getting all pretty and feminine—but I didn’t object.

		“You’re to be bimboi entertainment for the night, so take that pretty brain of yours and send it off to wherever it needs to go for you to be vacant, glassy-eyed, and giggling.”

		Even with Master pinching my clitty, I still almost jumped up and squealed again. This wasn’t just a special request, it was practice! We had talked about me becoming the perfect bimboi trophy boiwife, about surrendering completely to the useless inferiority of my white bloodline, and I loved the idea.

		No more decisions, no more independent thoughts, no more unnecessary needs or desires.

		Completely domesticated, in a way most people could never imagine, thinking only of pleasing my Master and letting him do the rest of the thinking for me.

		Total mental, physical, and spiritual submission to black ownership.

		It was every boiwife’s dream.

		With his free hand, Master grabbed me by the throat and choked me until I began seeing stars. “Head up, my sweet Shania. Open up, tongue out.” When I did as instructed, he placed an irrigation syringe full of pink liquid into the back of my mouth and squeezed it into my throat. I felt it immediately foam up before slowly sliding down into my tummy.

		I knew what that was for. It was a medical supplement designed to improve elasticity, increase sensitivity, and accelerate healing time. He didn’t care to use it for us, so that told me I was going to be used hard and often by others tonight!

		“Turn.” He released my clitty and I immediately spun to face the counter, my ass thrust out towards him. He spanked me hard, one cheek at a time, again and again until my legs were trembling and my ass was burning. When he finally spread my cheeks, I foolishly hoped I was finally going to get fucked, but instead he slipped the same syringe inside my ass and filled me up.

		“Thank you, Master.” I immediately giggled at the high-pitched bubbly sound of my voice, and that silly giggle made me laugh even harder. I felt every breath, every swallow, like it was the biggest, bestest, most fullest one ever, and when he spanked my ass again I nearly made sissy cummies all over the floor from the sensations inside me.

		He laughed just as hard as I did. Gawd, I loved that sound! When he leaned in to kiss the back of my neck, I swooned backward into his embrace. “I love you, Shania. You’re absolutely perfect in every way. If I didn’t already own you, I’d steal you away from whoever did.”

		“Would that be pretty larceny?”

		Master laughed at me, but spanked me too. “What did I say about turning off that brain of yours?”

		“Sorry, Master.” I giggled again. “All gone now. Like, bye-bye.”

		“Good. Then let’s go say hello.”

		

		Master and his friends had totally planned their arrivals. I’d no sooner walked one down the hall and welcomed into the den, and the sound of the door chime had me hurrying back down the hall, my whiteboi ass bouncing to the hoots and hollers behind me. Three, four, fix, six, seven times, I ran that gauntlet, the exertion and shortness of breath making me feel weaker each time. It made it so easy to let go, to stop thinking, and to just obey.

		Four of Master’s guests came alone. One brought a very pregnant white girl on a leash; one had a castrated white pussyboi over each shoulder; and the last had a plus-sized white couple following him, their black-owned tattoos still fresh enough to be red around the edges. When her eyes met mine, I saw lust and happiness and excitement and pride there. I knew she’d do well. Her husband wouldn’t meet my eyes, but I saw defeat, sorrow, fear, and even a bit of anger in the way he moved.

		This was going to be interesting.

		I was just kneeling next to Master’s chair when the door chimed once more. I didn’t think we were expecting any more guests but, then again, I wasn’t really thinking at all. Excited, I raced back down the hallway and laid my palm against the wall, activating the door.

		“Well, now. Ain’t you a pretty sight? The order said my tip would be paid at the door, but I wasn’t expecting you.”

		The courier was a short, plump, balding black man with gold chains draped about his chest. He looked like one of those old Hip Hop music stars, the ones Master liked to listen to when we were cuddled in the hot tub under the stars. The thought of burying my face in the hot, sweaty thickness of his belly to seek out his cock had my tiny little clit twitching.

		“I hope you have more than just a tip for me,” I giggled, then silently rebuked myself for being clever again. This bimboi thing really was going to take some practice.

		“Why don’t you pass this food to your helpers there and get to it?”

		I turned with a smile to see the two pussybois standing there with their arms held out. I passed them the bags of food, six in total, and by the time I turned back around, the courier had his pants down around his ankles and a super thick black cock in his hand. There was no way I’d get more than the head inside my mouth, but that was fine—I knew how to appreciate big black cocks of all shapes and sizes.

		“Blow and go, bitchboi,” he told me. “Get working.”

		He didn’t need to tell me twice!

		I buried my face in his folds and inhaled the scent of sweaty, superior, black masculinity. He was damp and sticky against my face. I nuzzled deeper and licked around the edges of his balls, tasting the acrid tang of a real man’s piss. It’s scent was so much stronger than my own, like comparing a tumbler of aged whisky to a glass of water. My mouth licked and sucked at his balls while he continued to stroke his shaft against my head, the precum running down my forehead to sting my eye.

		“Fuck, that’s good. You’re a natural.” He was thrusting into my mouth now, suffocating me with his flesh. “Can’t train that kind of black cock love no matter how hard you try.”

		When he released, I pulled away, dragging my tongue along the underside of his cock to catch the next drop of precum glistening on the tip. Up close, his head was ever larger than I’d thought. I had to strain my lips to get them around his spongy, dark brown helmet, but his groan told me he appreciated the effort.

		“Goddamn. Even my wife’s favorite piss wench can’t take me like that, and Kristal keeps her permanently gaped with O-rings, spreaders, and plugs.”

		He grunted once more and that was all the warning I got. His black monster exploded with enough force to shoot cum out my nose. His flavor was bitter and kind of sour, like he hadn’t cum in a long time. I felt bad for him, but I also felt good for me being the one to provide his release.

		From down the hall I heard one of Master’s friends bellow out, “Don’t you swallow! Bring that load back here, faggot.”

		That was hard. It was a lot of cum. It ran out of my nose and down my chin, but if I couldn’t swallow, then my only choice was to spill. I could always scoop it up when we were done.

		“And thank you for the personal delivery, DeShawn.”

		“Anytime, my friend. Eat that shit up and enjoy.”

		The lack of air had me seeing stars, what with my nose cum-plugged and all, but I still felt a pang of regret when the chef—not a courier, but the chef!—jerked his black cock free. I was a sissy whiteboi. The only time I felt complete was when I had black cock inside me. He didn’t say a word, just tucked, zipped, and turned.

		I waved as I closed the door, then scooped as much cum as I could back into my mouth as I walked down the hallway.

		“What a fucking mess.” That was Jerome, one of Master’s oldest friends and the man who’d brought the cuckold couple with him. “Greedy slut? Crybaby cuck? Why don’t you put your cheeks together and let our host’s boiwife show you some sissy hospitality?

		For a moment, I really thought the fat old cuckold was going to refuse. He looked almost physically ill at the thought. I could see he thought himself somehow better than me. As if a whiteboi who’d likely never tasted a big black cock could be better than anyone. Really, it amused me how desperately some white people could deceive themselves. Fortunately for him, his wife yanked him to her before he could say something really stupid. She looked hungry for it, but when she pinched his cheeks and nodded her head sideways, I knew what she wanted.

		While our guests watched, I leaned over the couple and slowly drooled yummy black cum into the cuckold’s open mouth, trying not to giggle and accidentally swallow as he gagged and sputtered. When he was full, his wife turned his head to hers and kissed him with an open mouth. The movement in their cheeks told me they were swapping that load back and forth, each of them surely swallowing a bit at a time, until they were empty. This time, she opened wide for the rest of what I had to share, gurgling and blowing bubbles for her husband to see, which did make me giggle—and hiccup—with glee.

		The cuck was a little less reluctant the second time, and I swear I saw the beginnings of a realization flash through his eyes. I was willing to bet he’d be begging to get fucked by the end of the night.

		“Jerome! Mind if I tap that ass? You know I like ‘em fat.” That was Lamar, the only member of the bench with more seniority than Master. He had no use for sissies, and even less use for women. He liked his whitebois with every sad aspect of their broken masculinity on display.

		The cuckold couple didn’t know that, though. I saw her get up and move to join him, only to be shoved backward with his foot. She thought he was playing, and got back up to untie his shoe, but he kicked her even harder, making it clear she wasn’t wanted.

		Hardly upset by the treatment, she looked up from the floor and cackled, “Oh my god. He wants you! You’re gonna get blacked, baby!”

		I saw the cuckold turn his head to look at the door. I knew he was wondering if he’d be able to make it down the hallway before anybody caught him, which was absolutely ridiculous. He must have realized it, because his face turned green as he looked to Lamar.

		“Shania, sweetie, why don’t you offer our guests some lube? The pink bottle above the fireplace will do lovely.” It was only Master’s subtle nod that kept me from squealing in delight. The pink goo only worked on whitebois. It had no effect on real men, on black men. The cuckold looked relieved to be offered lube, but I was willing to bet he’d beg for it dry if he knew how that glorious pink magic would make him feel.

		There was no coming back from that!

		I knelt with the bottle. “May I lube you up, Sir?”

		Lamar didn’t look at me. Just shook his head. “No, I think the white cunt should do the honors. Get her husband ready for his first big black cock.”

		She squealed loud enough and long enough for both of us. It was clear who’d plunged that marriage into black ownership. As she crawled towards us, one hand dragging her husband by the arm, I felt a pair of strong black arms wrap about me and lift me in the air.

		“How are you doing tonight, beautiful?”

		“King! I’m doing super yummy. You know I always love it when you come to visit.” King’s full name was Kingston, but no whiteboi ever dared to call him that more than once. To us, he was King. That was his name, his title, and his role. It was how far he sat above us. Lose sight of that and he’d make you regret it. But for those who honored him, he was a wonderful friend and an even better owner.

		Prissy and Pansy could attest to that.

		He lifted me onto his lap, my back pressed against his chest, and just held me suspended above the tip of his black spear. Like Master, he was so strong! He adjusted his fat black cockhead at the entrance to my shaved hole. With his muscular arms, he held me there, teasing me with the slickness of his engorged, arousal. “You know you only have to say the word and I’ll get you cunted along with the bois.”

		“You know I don’t get to make decisions like that,” I giggled. “But thank you for the off—”

		After that, I lost the power of speech for a moment. He dropped me, sending nine-and-a-half inches of fully erect black cock deep into my bowels. I slammed down hard enough to force the breath from my lungs, and the feeling of fullness sent an orgasmic ripple through me.

		“Climb on up and play with your little friend, Pansy. I know how much you’ve been looking forward to this.”

		“Thank you, Daddy-King!”

		Daddy-King? That was new, but it made me smile. I wonder if he’d made them both boiwives?

		“Hi, Shania! I’ve missed you!” He settled onto my lap, much like I had King’s, only he was facing me. I loved the feel of rough, muscular, hairy black flesh against my skin, but the silky-smooth softness of the pussybois was . . . well, nice. Not exciting or arousing or anything like that, but nice like a silk nightie or a sheer slip.

		“I’m so glad you could come,” I smiled back between tender whiteboi kisses. “I haven’t seen you or Prissy in ages.”

		He was writhing and undulating in my lap as if he were fucking himself on my tiny white clitty, but of course, neither of us felt anything. I was too small to offer him any stimulation, and he was too well-stretched to offer any to me. The first time King had put us in this position, he and Master had promised a full chocolate bar to whoever came first, then laughed themselves hoarse watching us hump one another uselessly. King found he liked the show, though, and the way he swelled even larger inside me told me he hadn’t lost his taste.

		For a few moments, I lost track of where I was and what was happening around me, but as Prissy slipped off so Pansy could take his place, I had a chance to look around.

		Lamar was buried deep inside the cuckold, fucking him with long, slow strokes. Beneath the tears and the weak protests, I saw a sense of purpose and joy spreading within the fat whiteboi. As for the cuckold’s wife, she was lying beside the pregnant white girl, desperately trying to sixty-nine one another around their swollen bellies. Andre and Chris were positioned behind her, one deep in her gaping cunt and the other splitting her married ass wide open, while Edward was slow-fucking his big black cock inside that very pregnant white ass.

		Just as I wondered what Phillip and Dennis were going to do, Pansy wrapped his arms around me and hugged me tight. He didn’t speak much, and was often shy around strangers, but he was very free with his affections once he got to know you. No sooner had we started to kiss, though, and King reached around me to push him off.

		“Am I the only one here who sees black cock not being tended to? Play with your friend later. You’ve got more important stuff to do.”

		That only left Master, but I knew he’d be waiting and watching. He enjoyed these get-togethers, but he told me playing with another man’s property was never as much fun as watching his own be used, abused, and appreciated.

		The den was a cacophony of grunts and squeals, awash with the sounds of squelching orifices and slapping flesh. Knowing so many different kinds of white people were serving their purpose, pleasing our black superiors, was almost as exciting as getting filled with big black cock.

		Almost, but not quite.

		“If you had a cunt, Shania, I’d breed you every single fucking day.” King was really thrusting into me now. I knew it wouldn’t be long. “I’d fill you with so much cum, you’d look pregnant.”

		“And if I were yours, King, I’d always beg you for more.” I felt my orgasm building inside me and it was going to be a big one. “Fill my ass with your hot black cum and send me back to Master so he can fuck it even deeper inside me.”

		He grabbed onto my hips and started slamming me up and down, using my body like a sex toy.

		“Help him make me look pregnant with twins,” I gasped, awash with a mixture of pleasure and pain. “Twin . . . fucking . . . natural . . . pussybois!”

		I must have blacked out for a moment, because the next thing I knew, the den was full of sprawled-out, heavy-breathing, sexually satiated figures. I saw the cuckold couple kissing happily around the pair of big black cocks that had speared her, while Prissy and Pansy were locked in a sixty-nine, cleaning yummy black loads from one another. Meanwhile, the pregnant white girl was crawling around the floor, lapping up any spilled superior black semen she could find, as hungry for her baby as herself.

		King sent me on my way with a slap on my ass and I sauntered over to Master, feeling cumdrunk and still horny. He quietly patted the couch beside him, inviting me to curl up with my head on his lap. We often sat like this for ours, him feeding me his cock off and on, not chasing an orgasm, simply enjoying the feeling of being connected.

		I looked up at the holo-screen to see the Prime Minister getting plowed by black Presidential cock. Some clever broadcaster had put a Canadian flag on the screen, and black ink was spreading out from the center, already filling the maple leaf and now conquering the two vertical red stripes to either side.

		Master pulled me close and whispered in my ear. “The President is considering taking him as her boiwife. She’s tasked the Supreme Court with finding legal precedents for annexing Canada with their wedding.”

		“Mmm, what a lucky whiteboi. There’s nothing like a blacked wedding . . . ”

		

	
		Chapter Four: Blacked Bride (Flashback)

		

		*sissy*

		

		I had dreamed of the perfect wedding ever since I was a little whiteboi. No matter how much my parents kept insisting I’d find a proper woman someday—by which they had meant a loyal Proud White wife—I had zero interest. I’d seen the kinds of marriages that came from uniting imperfection with inferiority, and I wanted nothing to do with even giving the illusion of maintaining a white bloodline.

		Much less putting my useless sissy clit inside a woman.

		Yuck!

		I used to have pretend weddings with my action figures, making little dresses for them out of tissue paper for the skinny whitebois and sticking thumbtacks in their feet to make it look like they were wearing heels. I’d intentionally mix figures of different sizes from different collections so that the black husband was always way bigger and stronger than his whiteboi bride. The few times I’d fallen asleep without cleaning up and my parents questioned me about it, I told them the whiteboi had died fighting the good fight, and the black man had been so impressed by his bravery that he’d turned his back on his soldiers to carry the white hero home.

		They may have bought it the first few times, but eventually, they took away my action figures.

		In a sense, looking back, I’m kind of glad, because nothing I’d have imagined could have ever prepared me for the real thing, especially since simply being collared had been so beautiful and so overwhelming that my childhood dreams of marriage paled in comparison.

		That had happened the very day I turned nineteen, in the middle of a fancy restaurant, with dozens of strangers coming up to draw their own black spades across my body. I sat there almost naked, dressed only in my collar and my heels, covered in black spades, and I’d felt like a princess in the most beautiful of gowns. You had taken me as yours, and my black superiors had marked me with their approval.

		I was useful.

		I had a purpose.

		I had been seen.

		And now, just three years later, on the eve of my twenty-second birthday, we were to be married. Me, of all the whitebois in the world, to my Master. To the man I loved. To the man who owned me. It was like a fairy tale.

		“It almost seems a shame to send you out there without pigtails. You know how much my brother loves pigtails.”

		I hadn’t even need to be introduced the first time we met to know Miss Latisha was your sister. I knew she was four years older than you, and the only immediate family you had. You didn’t speak of your parents often, but you’d told me of the forest fire that had spread quickly, trapping them in their house. I wish I could have met them—it would have been your mother giving me away today—but I loved your sister dearly. She was like the cool Aunt I’d never had, and she’d taught me almost as much as I’d learned at sissy school.

		“I know,” I answered, “but I love the idea of him spreading my hair to reveal the face of his boiwife. That’s just so much more romantic than a simple veil.”

		Boiwife weddings were still very new, as you know better than anyone, but the veil of hair had caught on early, while the traditional white veil had been largely reserved for white women, signifying not virginity, as it once had, but a sort of sexual rebirth.

		She stood back a step and sighed. “You look absolutely lovely in that dress, Shania. I wasn’t sure about it when we saw it on the rack, but seeing it on you . . . hot damn, it’s perfect.”

		I was wearing a sleeveless bubblegum pink wedding dress with the bowtie in the back and thick ruffles cascading down from my shoulders, over my ass, and then down to my feet, where the dress flared out in a wide gown. With no need to show off cleavage or child-bearing hips, the front was classic, almost minimalistic. The real excitement was in the back, where I hoped you would show off my ruffles as you untied me before your guests and took me on the altar, claiming me as your own.

		You hadn’t seen it yet—your sister had picked it out—but I knew you’d love it.

		My heels were pink crystal wedding shoes with pink silk covering the heel and the toe, and dainty vines of sparkly crystals attached to the mesh trim. The heels themselves were five inches, putting me at perfect fucking height, with pointy toes that helped accentuate my legs. The ankle straps were even secured with tiny spade-shaped padlocks, which provided a bold black contrast to all the pink.

		“I’m delighted to have you in the family, Shania. If you weren’t white, I might even call you a friend.”

		We both laughed at that. It was something of an in-joke between us, a riff on the idea of picking friends but being stuck with family. We would never be equals, but when we were together, she placed me on something of a white pedestal. Still far lower than her, but as high as a whiteboi could stand in her presence. Her respect meant so much to me.

		“Tell me, what was it like when my brother collared you? Was it quick-and-dirty, a practical necessity, or was it something more . . . well sentimental?”

		My eyes widened at the memory. “Definitely sentimental and so romantic!”

		When I didn’t say anything further, she grabbed me and shook me by the shoulders. “Well? Details, bitch! Spill!”

		I laughed. “It was my birthday, and he took me to the most amazing restaurant, dressed in this pink off-the-shoulder sweater, gray yoga tights, and pink leg warmers. Oh my god, I looked like a hotwife hunting for black cock at the gym, but I didn’t feel the least bit awkward or self-conscious. I knew the bulge of my cage was on display, and nobody would ever mistake what it was because you could very clearly see the shape of it through my tights, but I was proud of it because Master had chosen all of it—the cage, the outfit, and the 3-inch clear pleaser heels on my feet.”

		She raised an eyebrow. “And what kind of restaurant was this?”

		“Very fancy, black tie and cocktail dress affair, but only for the black patrons. The white girls and bois were all dressed like me, very casual, sometimes even kinky, but so clearly lesser than our owners.” I smiled at the thought of what had come next. “I remember moving to kneel beside Master’s chair, but he grabbed me by the throat and walked me to the opposite end of the table, where he—”

		“He pulled out the chair for you?” she interrupted. “Holy shit.”

		“Right? Now that made me uncomfortable. That made me feel out of place.”

		“I can imagine.”

		“So there I was, sitting there, wondering what this was all about, when the waitress—a cute sissy in a black latex sheath dress—came out with a silver platter that she placed on the table before me. Not before Master, but before me! I mean, she hadn’t even taken our order yet.”

		“And were people watching?”

		“I don’t know. I mean, I imagined they were, but all I could see was that mysterious platter before me.” I couldn’t suppress the shudder of pleasure that rippled through me. “I didn’t even notice Master get up from the table. One minute he was sitting across from me, and the next he was standing behind me, pushing my chair in even farther, pinning me in place. For the longest moment he just stood there, then he let out this loud ‘ahem’ that had heads turning all around us.”

		Miss Latisha cackled as she nodded her head, over and over. “Oh, my brother does love an audience!”

		I waited for her to stop laughing before I continued. “So there we were, a well-dressed Master standing behind his casually dressed whiteboi sissy, with all eyes upon us, and he reached over my shoulder, so slowly and so deliberately, and took hold of the lid. He spun it in place, around and around, making it sing, as he drew out the moment.”

		She leaned forward and placed a hand upon my knee. That shocked me, but I didn’t let it distract me.

		“His hand came down hard, slamming onto the lid with a ring that resonated through the restaurant. Only when it faded did he finally lift the lid, revealing . . . this.” I fingered the back leather collar around my neck, caressing the memories as much as the material. “He was looking only at me, but he called out to the restaurant, ‘Let all who surround us bear witness!’ and lifted the collar from the platter. I remember shaking as he placed it around my neck. I’d been dreaming of that moment for so long. He spun it slowly, ever-so-slowly, until the silver rings were laying cold and hard against the back of my neck. He declared, ‘I claim this whiteboi as my property,’ and the whole restaurant clapped softly as he closed all three rings, one at a time, until it was sealed around me.”

		Miss Latisha winked. “And then he put you on the floor.”

		“And then he put me on the floor. But that wasn’t the end of it. He pulled off my pretty sweater and had me shimmy out of my tights, but had me put the pink leg warmers back on.” I smiled and hugged myself at the memory. “Once he felt I was ready, he ordered himself dinner and had the latex-clad sissy waitress leave her black marker on the table.”

		“So the other patrons could get up and draw their black spades all over you! Oh, how I love that tradition. Public humiliation, crowd degradation, and black branding.”

		She looked so excited, and that made me excited too.

		“Whatever you do, don’t tell Patricia about that. She’ll be so angry that she missed out.”

		We shared a laugh over that, and it felt so good to have been able to share it with her.

		“I love you so much for being here with me and agreeing to give me away. It means the world to me that you approve. Next to Master, nobody’s opinion means more to me than yours.” I leaned in and air-kissed her cheeks. “Should you and Miss Patricia ever decide to have children, I only hope I can make them feel half as special and loved as you’ve made me.”

		Much to my surprise—and delight—she leaned in and kissed me on the lips. She’d never done that before!

		“If we do, I know they’ll love you too.” Suddenly all business, she stood up straight, fixed my hair again, and pronounced me ready. I barely had time to take a breath and we heard the music begin to play.

		With my arm in hers, I followed her out into the cathedral and nearly stumbled at the sight of 300 black men and women standing to watch us make our way down the aisle. That was a lot of people! I suppose I should have felt intimidated to have so many eyes on me, but this wasn’t about me. This was about you, my black Master, claiming me as his boiwife, and I was overjoyed that so many had come out to show their love and support.

		You, of course, looked like a black god where you stood at the altar. You were dressed in a black silk suit that showed off the strength and power of your body, with black spade cufflinks on the cuffs of your yellow shirtsleeves. Your hair was freshly trimmed to be as perfect in shape as the rest of you, and I could feel the heat of your eyes on me from all the way across the church.

		I never once looked away from those eyes, so Miss Latisha had to hold me back from tripping on the steps before you. She helped me up two steps—you and the priest stood above me on a third, of course—and smoothed out the lines of my dress before she stepped away to take her seat.

		Honestly, I don’t remember a word of the service. It was all background noise. All I heard was the rumble of your speech and the heaviness of your breathing. You were my world, and I had already surrendered to it. When it came time for the vows, Miss Latisha returned to the altar and presented the priest with a black and pink pillow that held two rings and something hidden under a white cloth. I knew what it was, what it had to be, but had no idea what it would look like.

		She smiled at me as she stepped to the side.

		“Do you,” the priest asked, “take this inferior whiteboi as your property, to give him purpose, to accept responsibility for crafting him into something useful, to love as you would a pet, to guide him in surrender to the almighty power of black supremacy, and to dispose of him with care should his usefulness come to an end?”

		You nodded sharply. “I do.”

		Oh, gawd, you reached forward and split the curtain of my hair, gently brushing it back behind my ears. I felt your powerful hands remove the collar from around my neck. I’d only worn it for two years, but I’d never felt so naked as I did at that moment. Dropping it to the ground, you then lifted the white cloth to reveal my wedding collar. It was a curved collar of matte black stainless steel, eight—maybe even ten—inches in diameter. It looked heavy just sitting there, but I knew nothing in my life would ever sit so comfortably upon me.

		I heard the collar click together at the back of my neck, and I knew I would wear it until the day that I died. It was as permanent and lasting as my love for you, my Master, and soon-to-be my black husband.

		“And do you,” the priest asked me, “surrender to the power of black supremacy and to the love of your black Master, and promise to honor, respect, and obey his wishes in every way, to never question his will, no matter how useless, weak, and disposable you may be, to accept his ownership over your heart and your soul, and to love him more than even your life itself, in all ways, at all times, even unto accepting your disposal.”

		I smiled wider and brighter than I ever had in my life. “I do.” I picked up the wide gold band and held it before me. I knew our marriage would be legally sanctioned whether you chose to take it or not, but as a white boiwife, it was not for me to presume to place it on your finger.

		Much to my delight, you pushed your finger through the ring and then laid your hand upon mine.

		The priest nodded and looked at Miss Latisha. “As family, do you accept the inferior stain of a pathetic whiteboi upon your name, accepting him as inherited property and bestowing upon him all the responsibilities of wedded familial obligation?”

		She took the slender black ring from the pillow and attached it to the front of my collar. “I do.”

		“Then, by the power invested in me, I now pronounce you Master and boiwife.” The priest finally smiled as he stepped back. “You may claim your property.”

		You placed your hands on either side of my head, tilted my face up, and kissed me for all to see. It was a deep, intensely passionate kiss, the kind that made my nerves tingle and my stomach flutter. I heard the cheers around us and risked throwing my arms around your neck to kiss you back.

		Finally, the two of us breathless, you broke away and asked Miss Latisha, “Will you hold him for me?”

		“Only if Patricia can help.”

		If I felt taken aback, you looked it! “I would never presume to ask but, yes, I’d like that.”

		Moments later, Miss Patricia stepped up to join her wife, standing before me with a smile that matched my own. She was a lighter brown, whereas Miss Latisha was almost chocolate dark, but aside from skin color, they could have been twins. I don’t think I’d ever noticed that until then.

		“Congratulations, Shania, and welcome to the family.”

		I didn’t cry through the ceremony, but I cried at that. I’d long feared your sister’s wife was someone I’d never win over, a black queen who would never accept a simple whiteboi into the family, but I also knew she was a romantic at heart. Maybe all she’d been waiting for was proof of our commitment.

		Each woman took one of my hands in theirs and pulled me gently downward so that my head rested on both their shoulders. Once I was in position, you untied the back of my beautiful pink dress and slowly separated the ruffles, your hands laddering down my back, until you reached my ass. I’d wanted to wear something tiny and cute, maybe a little G-string, but Miss Latisha had convinced me that it’d be best if nothing got in your way.

		I waited for you to enter me, but you paused.

		“Let all assembled know that I claim this flower as my boiwife! Know that Shania is my property and my beloved! Furthermore, know that he will never be disposed of. Should I pass, I give him unto the hands that hold him now.”

		I was shocked. I hadn’t expected that!

		“The hands of family,” Miss Latisha and Miss Patricia proudly declared.

		Never mind expected, I hadn’t even imagined that!

		There was a moment of silence that I feared would turn ugly, but then somebody yelled, “Fuck the whiteboi already,” and the crowd joined in.

		“Fuck him!”

		“Take him!”

		“Black him!”

		It soon became a chant, with everybody repeating it.

		“Fuck him!”

		“Take him!”

		“Black him!”

		I felt you line up your cock with my hole. I didn’t think you’d ever felt so big, so hard!

		“Fuck him!”

		“Take him!”

		“Black him!”

		You thrust forward and slipped inside me. I’d taken your big black cock more than a hundred times in the two years since I’d been collared, but being taken like that, seized as property, while three hundred people cheered us on, was like the first time all over again. “I love you, Shania,” you told me, and that’s when I really cried.

		I felt bad for sobbing all over the shoulders of my new family, but I was too overcome with joy to stop. “I love you, Master. I always have and I always will!”

		You didn’t last long. Don’t get me wrong, you could prolong a session for hours if you wanted to, but this was about making a statement and doing so quickly, definitively. I remember how you thrust hard and deep, never giving me a moment to catch my breath, relying on your sister and her wife to hold me upright. And then, with a roar that rivaled the bells of the cathedral, you bred me for the first time as your boiwife.

		It was the kind of day that dreams are made of.

		

	
		Chapter Five: Domesticated Boiwife

		

		*MASTER*

		

		With all the political drama and legal ramifications surrounding the President’s blackening, claiming, and impending marriage of the Prime Minister, my days had become absolute chaos. There was jubilation in the streets, with black owners and white property celebrating the news, but that also meant there were more targets for violence, some of which it saddened me to say came from the black community.

		I’d helped make the idea of boiwives legal, but that still didn’t mean it was fully accepted. Some saw it as giving whitebois too much credit, elevating them to a level equal to white hotwives or even—and this I found comical—black wives. As a society, we’d come a long way under the Black New World Order, overcoming the old prejudices against the LGBTQIA community, but marriage was still seen as a legal and spiritual contract, and one with power.

		As if black-owned marriage could do anything but further elevate black power.

		For all that I was known as the blackening judge, I spent far too much time in my courtroom trying to talk sense into angry, frightened black men and women who felt as if they were being challenged, as if their hard-won rights were already being eroded. As someone married to a boiwife, I was uniquely positioned to speak to them from a place of experience. I was able to explain to them how it worked, what Shania’s place was in my life, and what his status was in the eyes of the law. I wasn’t able to win them all over, but I eased enough fears, I hoped we’d soon see the message spread.

		The church wasn’t helping—I’d only been able to arrange a cathedral wedding because of my political influence—but they weren’t causing the kind of chaos they once might have. America had grown up and evolved. Religion and faith were still very much a part of some people’s lives, but the BNWO had pushed hard to ensure the separation of church and state. No longer was America a self-proclaimed Christian country. It was a Black country where its citizens were free to worship as they wished, whether that be Muslim, Hindu, Buddhist, Jewish, Christian, or whatever. The church wasn’t leading protests or condoning violence, but neither were they standing up for those of us who loved differently.

		As for the white criminals who usually passed through my courtroom (and so often under my robes), they were almost scarce. That didn’t bother me, but it made others in the court uncomfortable. They worried, much like the public, that white people were beginning to feel entitled, and that they’d use the lever of boiwife marriage to force their way out of property status. It was ridiculous, of course. Boiwives were the most submissive, most devoted, most happily enslaved people on the face of the Earth. The desire for freedom or independence was completely alien to them.

		The sooner the President could have her ceremony, and the sooner the world saw how the Prime Minister was so happily and completely brought to his knees, they’d understand. We just had to give the system time to ensure there could be no challenges to her marriage.

		Exhausted from arguing all day, with nary a whiteboi ass in which to bury my raging black cock, I stormed into the house, pausing only to listen for the sound of my boiwife. I could hear Shania singing, but very faintly. It didn’t sound like he was upstairs. I strained my ears, trying to figure out where he could be, and then I realized it was laundry day.

		He’d be outside hanging laundry. Mine was washed, dried, and ironed carefully, but I insisted he hang his own laundry outside to dry. I loved the scent of fresh, clean air on him, and I loved having the neighbors see my sissy’s wardrobe of lingerie, sleepwear, and fetish attire. I knew more than a few would be watching, which gave me an idea. It was time to remind the neighborhood of what it meant to be a boiwife.

		Let them talk.

		Let them gossip.

		Let them see.

		I marched out the backdoor and headed straight for Shania. He was wearing a simple white sundress, short enough to show off the curve of his ass as he reached up for the clothesline, and tight enough to compress his smooth chest into the illusion of budding cleavage. His hair was flowing in the wind, revealing his collar, which sparkled in the sunlight. As much as I liked him in heels inside the house, I allowed him to be barefoot outside because I liked how the sensation of the grass tickling his sensitive soles made him giggle and walk so deliciously awkwardly.

		“Prepare to get those knees dirty, bitch. Down, right now.” I snapped my fingers. “On all fours and bark like a dog for me.”

		Shania didn’t even hesitate. He dropped where he was, thrust his ass out towards me, and spread his legs as he settled into the pose. “Bark! Bark! Ruff! Bark! Ruff! Ruff!” To some, this pet play would be seen as demeaning, a stark reminder that he was my property to do with as I would, and that was precisely what I wanted them to see. The fact that he loved it, that it helped his mind go elsewhere and settle into the bimboi mindset was an added bonus that only he and I—

		I don’t know how long I froze like that, lost deep in thought, but Shania went from barking to whining and whimpering for my attention.

		“That’s my bitch,” I told him. “That’s my pretty pampered pet.” I stepped close and let my big black cock slap down on his ass. “I’m going to fuck you like the dumb, worthless, incompetent dog that you are.”

		I slammed into his ass. He was always lubed and always ready, so it’s not like I was tearing into him dry, but it was a rougher entry than he may have been used to. I grabbed him by the hips and lifted his slender little body off the ground. I knew the neighbors beyond the back left corner of the fence were the most resistant to me taking a boiwife, so I marched us back there, pulling him onto and pushing him off my cock the whole way.

		“Tell me, Shania. What are you?”

		“Ruff! Ruff!” he barked.

		I slammed him roughly against the fence and positioned his hands on the top edge to hold him in place. “Drop the dog shit. What are you?”

		“Your boiwife, Master.” He was groaning so deliciously at my rough treatment, I wanted to breed his sissy ass right then and there, but he had a greater purpose to serve at the moment.

		“And what does that make you?”

		“Your beloved property, Master.” He arched his back against my chest. “Your possession.” His fingers clawed for purchase as I nearly fucked him up and over the fence. “Yours, Master, to use as you will.”

		Since he was holding himself up, I slipped my hands around his body and grabbed hold of his tiny sissy titties. I squeezed the flesh of one and pinched the nipple of the other. The way he spasmed back against me in ecstasy, I knew I could stand there and just let him fuck me. “Does it make you special?” I growled. “Do you feel better than other whitebois?” I raised my voice even higher as I asked the question again. “Does it make you feel special?”

		“What? No!” He sounded so deliciously confused. “It makes me feel useful. It gives me purpose.” I could hear it in his voice. My rough treatment already had him on the edge of orgasm. “I’m an enslaved whiteboi, committed to you by the law and by God. I only exist to serve you.”

		Dammit. He was getting there, but I hadn’t heard what I needed the others to hear yet. I mauled both of his titties and I thrust hard enough to bang his head against the fence. “And what thoughts does that put into your head?”

		I don’t know if he caught on and told me what I wanted to hear, or just told me what he needed to say, but I suspect they were the same thing. It was kind of the point of this very public conversation. “I have no thoughts, Master. No will! No desires other than yours!”

		And there it was. My perfect boiwife bimboi.

		That was the answer.

		That was what the neighbors needed to hear.

		What the frightened and the angry needed to hear.

		I wasn’t so arrogant to think that anything I said to my neighbors would change the world, but I knew how to seed the thought with those who matter. I knew how to set the situation aright.

		“That’s right. You’re nothing but a whiteboi bimboi boiwife. I’m going to fuck out whatever brains you have left, just like the President is going to do that to useless Canadian whiteboi!”

		I exploded with a roar that surprised even Shania. It was the largest orgasm I’d had in years, and I knew he was feeling every hot, pulsing ounce of it. He was pushing against the fence now, driving himself back onto me, desperate to take my load as deep as he could. He was crying out in ecstasy, mindless strings of syllables that didn’t even begin to resemble words. It was a bimboi cum and exactly what I needed the neighbors to witness.

		“You’re so easy to fuck stupid. How your ancestors ever ruled the country is a mystery, but I understand more and more each day how it was they could screw things up so completely.”

		He kept moaning and blabbering senselessly as I felt his sissy cummies leak down onto my thigh. There was no submission, no devotion, no surrender like that of a boiwife. Compared to him, other whitebois were just playing a role.

		“Back on your knees, bitch. Clean that shit off my cock.” There was no shit to speak of—I insisted my boiwife be clean and ready at all times—but, again, it was what the neighbors needed to hear. He didn’t waste a moment complying. Before I’d finished taking a breath, my big black cock was inside his tiny white mouth as he slurped noisily at the slickness of my softening erection.

		As it turned out, my day wasn’t over quite yet. I had some calls to make, some seeds to plant. Only then could I relax with my boiwife as I had planned.

		

		Hours later, with Shania’s succulent glazed pork and perfectly cooked greens, mashed potatoes, and gravy—better, I’m proud to say, than even my mother’s—in my stomach, and a small portion of black cum smothered ham settling in his tummy, we were curled up on the couch, a baseball game playing silently on the holo-display.

		It was at times like this that I was most aware of the difference between mere whiteboi property and a true boiwife. I’d never let property share the couch. He’d be kneeling at my feet, waiting for instruction. There was a tenderness and a romance to having a boiwife curled up beside me, his head in my lap, with my hand gently stroking his long, blonde hair. It wasn’t equality and it wasn’t a traditional marriage. That was precisely the point. It was the best of black ownership, the most meaningful of whiteboi surrender, with tender emotion laid over top. I loved him and he loved me, but it was a love that sweetened the divide between us, not one that sought to ease or diminish it.

		“Are you feeling better now, Master? Was I able to help lift some of the weight of your day?”

		“Why do you ask that?”

		“I know when you’ve had a rough day. You carry it in your jaw and in the set of your shoulders when you’re angry, or in the way your arms move when you’re tired.”

		Well, damn. Those were things I wasn’t even aware of. “You pay attention, don’t you, my sweet slut?”

		He nodded, his chin brushing the shaft of my cock. “Of course, Master! It’s my job to recognize your moods so I can best the whiteboi you need in the moment.”

		“Are you saying you think for yourself?” I was joking, but I wanted to hear his answer.

		“What? No! Never, Master.” I saw his cute little brown furrow as he tried to think how to word his response, and I realized how long it had been since I’d last seen him think that hard. “It’s more about reacting, Master. It’s instinctive. I don’t have to think about it.” He hummed a cheerful sound, one I felt when his cheek laid against my cock. “You’ve trained me well, Master.”

		“That’s enough thinking and talking for tonight.” All I had to do was tilt his head the right way and he knew what to do. He opened wide and took my big black cock into his mouth, not sucking or licking, just holding it there while we watched the game.

		That was another thing mere property would never understand. He’d be frantic to get me hard, seeing no purpose in life other than to make me cum. Not Shania. He knew that’s where I wanted my cock, and he was content to hold it there until I did need him for something else. In a way, it was like a traditionally married couple holding hands, except that was an equal exchange of affection and this was a very unequal but affectionate service. Another of those little nuances that the public didn’t yet understand.

		“Be a good girl and swallow.” That was all the warning I gave him before I began pissing in his mouth. I did want to cum, but I had to take care of this first.

		Shania didn’t so much as flinch. He swallowed the steady stream of piss quietly and without fuss. He didn’t suck, gag, or cough. That had taken training, and although I didn’t care to use him like that often, tonight I felt like we both needed the reminder of his place. I didn’t say anything when I was done. I just continue to sit there, stroking his hair, careful not to look down and ruin the moment. I felt the contentment throughout his body, but I knew if I saw it in his eyes, I’d feel compelled to kiss him, and I did not like the taste of piss.

		The more I’d been thinking about the Prime Minister’s potential blackening, the more I found myself thinking about Shania’s bimbofication. We’d talked about it, and he knew it was coming, but I hadn’t decided how far to take it. Kingston’s cuntbois were cute, but I knew I didn’t want that for Shania. I liked playing with his nipples, but they were already the perfect handful. I didn’t want some massive squishy globes getting between us. No, the truth of the matter was that I wanted to make him better, not different.

		I wanted to see the Prime Minister made different—I thought it was what the world needed—but not my sissy.

		Thoughts of his transformation had me getting hard. Shania was still just holding me in his mouth, not yet giving into his urge to suck, and I loved how I could simply grow into his throat. It was a kind of surrender that very few whitebois in my experience could manage. Usually, I gave in and allowed him to turn it into a blowjob—I loved his tongue as much as he loved my cock—but I was still in that headspace where I needed to explore his submission, even if nobody was watching.

		I stopped stroking and laid my hand against the back of his head. I knew he was waiting for me to say the words, to give the command, but I wanted him like this. Thoughts of bimbofication had my mind wandering back to his last surgical transformation, and as unorthodox as it had been, it had been precisely what I desired. So many used nullification to make their sissies different but, once again, I’d used it to make him better.

		As I began fucking his throat, sliding my cock in and out without a care for whether he could swallow or breathe, the last of the day’s tensions slipped away. This was a loving submission. This was what made a boiwife of a whiteboi. “If I can get the right people to listen,” I told him softly, “you may get to meet your Canadian friend at the Bimboi Boutique.”

		He gasped around my cock but didn’t use that as an excuse to sneak in a lick.

		Good whiteboi.

		“Today reminded me of something. You’re my boiwife, not the world’s, and as much as I love that we serve as an example of where black ownership can evolve, if it does so at the expense of my desires, then it’s the wrong example.”

		Shania hummed his acknowledgment. It wasn’t a conscious effort to suck or swallow, but I slapped his cheek just the same. Not because he needed it, but because I wanted it.

		“I’m not settling for a stock transformation. You’re my boiwife, nobody else’s, and you’re going to be my bimboi.” I started fucking harder now, getting deep into his throat, as the ideas all came together and filled me with an excitement akin to planning our wedding. “Your bimbofication is going to be as custom as . . . your . . . nullification!” Silently, I came down Shania’s throat, sending my black cum directly into his tummy.

		When I finally slid my cock back out of his mouth, he didn’t show any sign of discomfort. I did see his hand stray between his legs to explore that nullification, and I smiled at the memory of how he’d come to be even more perfect . . .

		

	
		Chapter Six: Nullified Nymph (Flashback)

		

		*MASTER*

		

		I was sitting in the waiting room of the clinic, with you kneeling at my feet, while a catalog of surgical options slid across the holo-display in front of me. The same five options, repeated over and over again.

		There was the option of removing your balls and leaving you with an empty sac flopping around between your legs. It was recommended for cuckolds who had trouble accepting their place, but it looked ugly and half-done. I couldn’t imagine ever doing that to you.

		Next was an option to remove your balls, cut away the loose flesh of your sac, and stitch you up with a smooth taint behind your sissy clit. It was a popular choice for sissies, and I liked it, had already decided it was something I wanted to see on you, but it wasn’t enough.

		The third option was recommended more for Masters or Mistresses who liked to punish their property by abusing what they’d once believed to be their manhood. The balls were removed and replaced with silicone replacements that hung and dangled like the real thing, ready to be abused, but without the ugliness of testosterone inside.

		After that was the option Doctor Mossell had recommended to us, the removal of your balls, sac, and sissy clit, leaving you with nothing but a tiny little piss hole. I won’t lie, it was attractive, and I’d seen sissy whitebois on whom I’d loved it, but it wasn’t right for you, no matter how much the Doctor tried to push it on us.

		The last option was the one Kingston had chosen for Prissy and Pansy, the removal of their balls, sac, and sissy clit, followed by cuntification. He loved it, and I know it made his pussybois very popular with the BNWO community, but it was way too feminine for you. I loved you as a white boiwife, the emphasis on boi. There was a line between feminine and almost female that I didn’t want to see you cross.

		No, the reason we’d come to Doctor Mossell was because of a custom nullification she’d performed on a whiteboi virgin a year ago. She hadn’t yet added it to her catalog, but I knew it was close to what I wanted for you.

		Close, but not quite.

		I wanted your nullification to be as special as you. I wanted it to be unique, something to make the world take notice and, hopefully, become a trend among other boiwives. I’d dreamed of it, seen the result of it in my mind so many times, and I knew it’d be perfect.

		Finally, the bimbo hotwife working reception told us Doctor Mossell was ready to see us. I stood from the cushioned chair and tugged your leash to make you follow. Not that you needed a leash, but you know how safe it made you feel, and I knew that as excited as you were, what was going to happen there that day had you nervous as well.

		Oh, the look on your face when you saw the doctor sitting on a bound whiteboi cuck and using a pair of cuntified pussybois, their holes connected with a pair of double-ended dildos, as a desk. You didn’t know about her objectification fetish, but I saw the possibilities running through your head. I’d been curious how you might react, but you were precisely as curious as I’d expected.

		Handing her your leash was surprisingly hard, but I knew she needed you in her control in order to perform the surgery. I had to give you to her, physically hand over that control, so that you understood she had the right to command anything of you, no matter how startling or frightening. Not that I ever doubted your willingness to obey any black superior, but she was a stickler for her rules and I appreciated that.

		“So, Shania. Do you know why you’re here?”

		You were clearly distracted by something you saw under the table. I couldn’t see it from where I’d taken a seat on a more traditional couch, but it looked like a tattoo of some sort. She had to tug your leash to get your attention, but that was your one and only lapse.

		“Sorry, Mistress,” you told her, apologizing for the distraction first. Good girl. “I’m here to be nullified, Mistress.”

		She nodded. “And do you understand what that entails?”

		“I understand the basics, Mistress, but I don’t know what options Master has chosen for me.”

		“And would it make you feel better to know those choices?”

		I remember loving how much you physically recoiled from the question. “No, Mistress. I belong to my Master. Whatever he has chosen is what will be done. My understanding won’t change my submission.”

		“You’ve trained him well,” she told me. “It’s so refreshing to have such a canvas to work with. My last two patients were government-mandated nullifications, and one actually tried to flee, if you can believe it.”

		“It was Franklin, wasn’t it?”

		Now it was her turn to be surprised. “I knew I recognized your name! You’re the judge who sends so much business my way.” Her smile was so bright, even I felt myself melting a bit before that woman. “It is indeed a pleasure to be nullifying your sissy.”

		“Not just my sissy,” I told her, “but my boiwife.”

		“Indeed?” She turned her eye on you with fresh regard. “Well, this a first even for me. I think I’ll rather enjoy this.”

		Doctor Mossell stood and wrapped your leash around her hand, pulling you close. When she moved towards the surgical suite beyond her office, you were so close to her, your nose was pressed into the crack of her ass. I didn’t know it if was intended to be soothing or intimidating, but I knew how little effect it would have on you. Pussy was simply not in your diet.

		She helped you onto the surgical table and strapped you down herself, continuing that transference of control. You didn’t need it, but I knew the act of being restrained made you feel more comfortable. You’d always been something of a bondage slut.

		“Head up, sissy. Eyes on the ceiling. I’ll be back.”

		While her assistant administered the anesthetic to your sissy bits, the doctor cleaned, sanitized, and donned her mask and gloves for the procedure.

		I didn’t need gloves, but one of her assistants offered me a mask as well.

		“I am going to begin by removing your cage,” she told you. “It’s a very pretty cage, well-made and inescapable, but you won’t be needing it anymore.”

		There was no lock, and therefore there was no key.

		“You have my permission,” I told her.

		With a frown for my interruption, she used a surgical laser to cut through the plasti-steel, setting you free for the first time since you and I had met. I should have been the one to remove your cage, but she had insisted. It was non-negotiable if she was to do the surgery. That was why I’d made it clear she did so with my permission. I wanted you to know it came off at my direction, not hers.

		“Next, I will be slicing open your useless whiteboi sac and disposing of those ugly little testicles inside. The medical laser self-cauterizes, so there’s no need to tie things off or stitch things together. It really does make the process a breeze.”

		You were so brave. You just laid there, as relaxed as could be, while she cut away parts that would have had some whitebois screaming in horror.

		“So easy in fact, that part is already done.” She dropped your testicles from high above the disposal tray, clearly hoping to get a reaction from you to the noise, but I don’t think your smile was what she’d hoped for.

		“Next, we’ll excise the greater portion of your sac and seal it shut, leaving you with a smooth, flat taint. It’ll feel tight for the first bit as your body adjusts, but once the scar fades, it’ll be as if you never had those nasty things at all.”

		“Thank you, Mistress.”

		You couldn’t see it, but the look she gave you was equal parts amusement and exasperation. For all her talk of loving willing patients, I suspected she’d seen very few who surrendered as completely as you. It made me proud. I liked it when others recognized what a smart choice I’d made in collaring you.

		“Now, this next part is delicate, and you may feel some tugging inside, but I assure you there will be no pain. What I’m doing is cutting a line up the underside of what you whitebois jokingly call a shaft. It’s barely an inch's worth of incision, but absolutely devastating to your sissy clit.”

		Your smile grew even wider. I knew you’d dreamed of this day, but you had no idea what was coming next.

		“I am now removing all the bulk of your erectile tissue while being careful not to damage your urethrae. When I’m done, you’ll never have to worry about a sissy stiffy again, but you’ll still be able to pee quite comfortably. Sitting down, of course, like a proper sissy, but comfortably.”

		I waited until the laser was silent before interrupting. “He’ll still be able to leak, as we discussed, right?”

		Doctor Mossell answered me with an exaggerated sigh. “Yes. I do not understand why you insist on allowing such messes, but arousal leakage will be maintained.”

		She didn’t understand, but I wasn’t going to take the time to try to explain it. I liked it when you leak. You don’t need to be aroused to serve my needs, but I liked that you always were. I look at your leakage much as I do your breathing. Should it ever stop, then I’ll know something is wrong.

		“Now, there are various options here, including deadening all but the most basic of your nerve endings, leaving you with nothing but simple, healthy, biological cues. We could also go the opposite route and heighten their sensitivity, leaving you an overstimulated mess twenty-four-seven, but your Master has simply opted to leave them intact, as they are. Boring, but functional.”

		She was silent for a few minutes as she worked. I couldn’t see into the surgical field, but I imagined your sissy clit getting smaller and smaller and I felt myself growing longer and larger. If she didn’t need you completely still, I’d have stepped up and slipped my cock into your mouth.

		“The final step,” she explained, “involves me trimming all but a quarter-inch of tissue from your shaft and reattaching your delightfully truncated sissy clit to your body. Some Masters like to trim a little more to further the illusion of a feminine clit, while others like to trim a little less, leaving their sissies with an adorable bit of flop. Personally, I approve of your Master’s choice. It’s eminently suitable for a boiwife, even if I’d prefer your nerves deadened and your leakage eliminated.”

		I remember rolling my eyes at that. I knew she was something of an ego-maniac, and I heard she was something of a collector, but she seemed to be laying it on a little thick. I think she was jealous of me, envious of such a perfect sissy, and she wanted to try to tease you away from me. The very idea that was entirely laughable.

		“Again, I am sealing all the incision with the laser, so you’re functional and fuckable the moment you step off my table. The technology has come a long way since my first custom nullification.”

		“And I appreciate your time, Doctor. I know the demands upon you. I could have gone elsewhere sooner, but I wanted Shania nullified my way, with the surgery done the right way. I will ensure my friends and peers know that it’s your work.”

		“We already settled payment,” she chuckled as she laid down her tools. “Flattery will get you no discounts at this point.”

		“No, but maybe it’ll bank some goodwill for when I’m ready to have him bimbofied.”

		“Now that’s something I don’t get to do often enough. Keep sending me your punished whitebois and I’ll ensure the Boutique keeps a slot open for you.”

		That was a surprise. I was only looking for local goodwill, a good word to get you to the top of a bimbofication list. The Bimbo Boutique was just that, a high-end boutique service for the rich and famous, and even I wasn’t so arrogant as to think I’d earned a spot on those lists.

		Yet.

		“You have a deal.” I stepped forward and she stepped back. “May I take a look? All this talk of nullification has me hard as a rock, and I want to admire your work as I fuck him senseless.”

		“Be my guest,” she responded with a wave, “but I ask that you not do it here. My assistants need to sterilize the surgical area for my next client. If you’d care to follow me back to my office, any of my furniture would be happy to assist you.”

		And so I took up the loose end of your leash, tugged you off the table, and led you back to the office. I wanted to enjoy the view as I fucked you, so I laid you across the dildo-connected couple and adjusted their heads to give you the proper support.

		“Oh, Shania, you’re prettier than ever.” I reached down and marveled at how I was able to hold all of you between two fingers and a thumb. “You’re so small and dainty. It’s still a sissy clitty, but more sissy and less . . . well, anything, all at the same time.”

		“May I look, Master?”

		The question confused me for a moment, until I remembered the first words the doctor had said to you as she bound you to the table. Here I thought you’d only resisted looking because you were afraid of the sight of blood, but all along you’d just been obeying your leash holder. There weren’t many sissies who’d have been able to exercise such restraint. You were—you are—such a good girl.

		“Of course. I’d like to hear your first impressions.”

		I remember the moment vividly. You’d looked down slowly, as if unsure of what you’d see, but the moment you laid eyes on your new sissy clit, your face lit up with such joy. It was like the look on your face when you saw your first chastity cage in my hand, but stronger, more assured, more understanding of the full significance, and therefore more appreciative.

		“Master! It’s so cute. It’s perfect.”

		I pulled out my fully erect black cock and slapped it down next to your never-again-erect tiny white clit and let you marvel at the difference. I hadn’t changed, of course, but I knew the comparison would have a psychological impact on you. Your brain was still struggling to accept the change in you, so it would get all confused and try to convince you that I’d grown bigger, not that you’d grown smaller.

		“I’m sorry, Master, I was mistaken.” Your eyes widened. “That sight right there, that’s what’s perfect.”

		I took my time drawing back, letting your eyes track all thirteen inches of my shaft as it slid along the quarter-inch of yours. Even I was impressed by the sight. I swear I did grow just a little bit harder. I didn’t hold you, spread you, or touch you. I just lined up my black cockhead with your pink entrance and pushed. Your ass welcomed me inside as it always did, eager to eat up every inch that I had to offer. I knew the surgery must have excited you, and as I angled myself upward to shove my cock along your sissy prostate until I could see my cockhead bulging your belly, your clit began leaking sissy tears. It was light and watery, like early precum, and I loved knowing that you’d never again produce anything different, anything more.

		The sight of that perfect sissy clit was intoxicating. I fucked you hard, with long strokes that maximized sensations for both of us, and I’m not too proud to say the doctor’s human furniture stayed still and strong throughout it all. Her property was as well trained as you. Differently trained, yes, but well-trained all the same.erHer

		

		“I want to fill you with my cum, Shania, but I think we need to baptize your new equipment.”

		“Oh, yes, please! That sounds perfect, Master!”

		Three more times I plunged deep into your ass, and on the last withdrawal, I pulled all the way out, feeling the cum already coursing down my cock. My timing was perfect. The first spurt of hot cum hit the base of your clit. A second saw it coated completely, and the rest created a milky, viscous pool from which the head of your sissy clit just barely poked through like a tiny little island.

		“That, sweetie, is the only cum you’ll ever feel around your sissy clit ever again. You’ve been broken, your boi bits removed, and any evidence of what your parents so foolishly thought you might have been discarded like the trash that they were.” I gazed down at the mess and felt such a sense of serenity come over me. “You’re more useless than ever, an evolutionary dead-end, and more perfect because of it.”

		It never moved, never pulsed, and never twitched, but the slight discoloration making its way into my pool of cum told me you’d leaked further confirmation of your surrender.

		I didn’t realize the doctor had seen it as well, but she told me long after that it was that very sight that convinced her to stop settling for property or furniture and start looking for someone to train into her own boiwife.

		You were almost perfect.

		

	
		Chapter Seven: Domesticated Bimboi Boiwife

		

		*sissy*

		

		After the night we watched the President’s opening gambit of her annexation of Canada, life with Master continued on much as it had for the past four years. I was his perfect boiwife, fully domesticated and happily submissive in every way. I cared for his house and his things when he wasn’t home, and I cared for him when he was.

		Miss Latisha and Miss Patricia joined us for dinner once a month, as they had since the wedding, and they told us about a middle-aged couple they had their eye on. The cuck had been a colossal failure, a disappointment to the Black New World Order, and an embarrassment to his wife, and he’d been sentenced—not by Master, but by another judge—to a three-month probationary period that would end in either reassignment or disposal. As for the hotwife, as eagerly as she’d thrown herself into a world of big black cock, it had become clear that Veronica’s true purpose lay in being dominated and degraded by powerful black women.

		Master’s sister and her wife had once vowed to never allow white flesh to sleep beneath their roof, but seeing how fully I surrendered to him, they were growing more open to the idea. Miss Patricia made it very clear they’d be cross with me if I got their hopes up and it didn’t work out, but Miss Latisha had taken me aside and thanked me for relaxing her wife’s long-time refusal. She was excited, and felt confident the two of them could make the white slut fit.

		Beyond that, nothing much of note had happened. Master had been so busy with work, both in the courtroom and in policy rooms exploring the annexation issue, that there was no time for any special occasions between us. There were some nights where he didn’t come home until long after midnight, and was up again before dawn. I missed him, of course, but I was proud that my Master was doing such important things to continue advancing the BNWO.

		And then came a Friday morning when I brought his coffee and lightly buttered toast to his bed—and he invited me to sit and share the toast as he told me our plans for the weekend.

		He was taking me to the most exclusive bimbo spa in the country, a place only the richest and most powerful black men and women could afford, but which he’d gained access to through both Doctor Mossell’s good word and the higher profile that his annexation work had provided. It was like mind-controlled submissive Disneyland, a legendary place that useless whitebois like me could only dream of. I’d heard the stories, of course, and if I had one selfish wish in my life, it had always been to earn a spot there so I could come home the bestest boiwife ever . . . and it was happening!

		

		“Welcome, your Honor! I’m so delighted you were able to accept our invitation.”

		The woman who greeted us inside the spa lobby was a slender, young black woman, completely hairless from head to toe. She was blessed with vitiligo, a skin condition that had once been an embarrassing curse under the rule of white culture, but which had since been embraced for its beauty. Her skin was a dark, rich brown, with patches of lighter, creamier brown throughout. She reminded me of Master’s morning coffee, when I first added the cream, but before I stirred it.

		“Thank you.” Master nodded and took both her hands in his. I’d assumed she was an employee, but the way he greeted her suggested to me that she was something more. A manager, maybe, or perhaps even the owner.

		“Let’s give you the tour, then you can retire to the penthouse suite we’ve arranged for the duration of your sissy’s stay.”

		She led us into the intake room, where whitebois and white girls knelt next to their owners, with a range of emotions from excitement to terror and dread on their faces. Some were pretty, but some were very much average in appearance, with nothing physical to distinguish them. I knew that being bimbofied was more about attitude and presentation than natural appearance, but I guess it still surprised me.

		Surprised me and made me question myself. Was I pretty, or was that just what Master thought? I quickly shook off that thought, of course. If Master thought I was pretty, then I was pretty. My reality was his.

		“You may take your spot there.” She pointed to a black spade printed on the carpet with the designation ‘B9’ inside. “Remember it. There are no names inside the spa. You answer to that or not at all.”

		I was surprised again, but didn’t allow it to stop me from obeying. When she mentioned a tour, I had assumed it was for both of us, but I guess it didn’t make sense for me to see things twice. Plus, the treatment probably worked best when I didn’t know what to expect.

		Master leaned down and kissed my forehead. “Be a good boiwife, sweetie. I will hold your name for you until you return to me.”

		And with that, off they went, leaving me to my thoughts—and the smile plastered across my face.

		

		“B9? Super happy to meet you!” The woman who offered me her hand was the epitome of white girl bimbo, her impossibly huge breasts wobbling alarmingly as she bounced up and down before me. “I’ll be, like, your guide today. Let’s make you a bimbo!”

		Her glee was infectious, not that I needed it to fuel my own excitement.

		“Our spa,” she explained, “is, like, super fun and a super good time. We pamper you and take bois like you and girls like me and make us into perfect bimbois and bimbos. And you’re, like, a boiwife already, so you’ll be like a bimboi trophy boiwife! A vapid, stupid, happy fuckdoll. Your Master must be so happy!”

		“He’s been talking about this for years,” I admitted, “but I never dreamed I’d get to come here! This place is famous.”

		“And soon to get even more famous, but you’ll see that soon.”

		She had me remove my clothes and ushered me through a door she had to unlock with her hand-print, a retinal scan, and a DNA test—which involved deep-throating a probe that extended from the control panel before sliding back inside to be processed. “Some bad bois and girls, like, get scared and want to escape, and some greedy men and women even try to steal other people’s bimbos. I promise you will always be safe.”

		“Thank you.” That made me feel better. I knew the experience would leave the vulnerable, and I wanted that for Master, but I also didn’t want others taking advantage of his property.

		“Hello, C1. Your bimboi sister is here. Time to get started.”

		I looked over to see another whiteboi floating in a pool of pink that looked like the thickest of strawberry milkshakes. I only had a chance to glance, though, before I was led into my own pool opposite his. The fluid was warm and smooth, enveloping my body in a sexy embrace. It reminded me a bit like the pink goo that Master used to prepare me for hard use, but more minty. The deeper I sank into it, the less I felt it or noticed it. It was the perfect temperature and the perfect consistency. It was like I was floating in air.

		“Okay, whitebois. I’m going to step out and get you started! This is, like, so much fun. Don’t be scared. Just submit. And if you sense your friend is struggling, it’s totes okay to share good sissy bimbo thoughts.”

		The moment the door whooshed shut behind her, the room was filled with a fully immersive holo-projection of big black cocks. There were hundreds of them! Thousands, even! They were everywhere, pointing at me from every angle, floating and bobbing and thrusting as if they all wanted to find their way through the others to fuck me.

		I heard the whiteboi in the other pool whimper, but it was just the once, so I hoped that meant he was okay.

		How long I floated there, I have no idea. It might have been seconds or minutes or hours. I was completely relaxed, fascinated by all those massive, looming, hypnotic black cocks. When the voices started, I have no idea, but as soon as I became aware of them, it was impossible not to hear them. They were men’s voices, deep and husky with arousal, whispering to me from all about the room.

		

		“You’re such a weak little whiteboi.”

		

		“What a pretty sissy you are.”

		

		“Look at how small you are, like a girl.”

		

		“Damn, you’re such a sexy little slut.”

		

		I wondered if the other whiteboi was hearing the same things I was. It almost seemed like Master had defined the script because it was the same mix of sweet degradation and delicious praise he treated me to.

		Maybe the two of us were paired together because we were susceptible—

		The room went dark, the yummy cocks all gone.

		I heard the other whiteboi call out, “No, come back!”

		“It’s, like totes okay,” I heard our bimbo guide’s voice call out. “B9, you’re thinking too much. Keep things simple. Like totes simple. You’re both too stupid to be that complex. Good vacant bimbois think and speak in no more than two, um, syls.”

		As soon as I relaxed and cleared my mind, the cocks and voices came back.

		

		“Your thoughts are so stupid.”

		

		“You should be proud of being so submissive.”

		

		“How is it a human being could be so useless?”

		

		“You are going to make a perfect bimboi.”

		

		It was hard at first, but soon became super easy. I just played pretend like I had a mouthful of big black cock and was trying to talk around it. I had to be simple and quick. Tiny words for a tiny mind. I slipped up two more times, and my partner slipped up five times in total, but soon we both gave in to the training.

		

		“Pleasing black cock is the only thing you’re good for.”

		

		“You make such a perfect little faggot.”

		

		“You’ll never make up for the shame of being white.”

		

		“It’s okay to be proud of being chosen to serve black.”

		

		I had just started to notice that one cock looked bigger and more real than the rest when it exploded a thick layer of what smelled and tasted like cum all over my face. It was super yummy, and I wanted to lick it all up and beg for more.

		“B9. C1. Stop that, you greedy sluts.” It was our bimbo guide again. “I’m gonna make those cocks cum again, but you need to let their cum dry to a seal so we can drown you in bimbo magic.”

		I obeyed, but I guess my bimboi partner did not.

		“C1. Naughty, naughty. I know you’re hungry for cum and you’re, like, going to get super-duper lots of it soon, but you need to obey and do as you’re told.” There was a pause as, I assumed, his cock provided him with a fresh facial.

		“Good bois! Now, just relax. That’s special cum to help you breathe. Be calm, be good, and soon you’ll be even totes gooder!”

		The minute my body was pulled under the pool of pink bliss, I felt my body become all warm and super tingly. It felt like lots of sissy cummies from all over my body. It was tingly and ticklish, and I felt these weird swellings all over. I felt everything, and then I felt everything even more. I couldn’t see anything, but I felt my lips swell into what I knew had to be perfect bimboi blowjob lips. The cum all over my face grew tight with the swelling.

		I felt, like, a tiny swelling in my sissy titties, but mostly I felt . . . well, just more. It was like they became super-duper feely because even the pink milkshake washing gently over them made me feel like I was having the bestest sissy cummies ever. I thought of Master pinching them and biting them and it made me so happy!

		My titties didn’t grow but, oh wow, my ass sure did! I felt it swelling, growing bigger, and I knew from how it rode the milkshake waves that it was more bouncy too. I just totes knew it would ripple and shake for Master when he fucked it. I couldn’t wait!

		I heard a cracking sound that seemed to come from inside me, and suddenly it felt like my hips were spreading. Like, that was bone and stuff, you couldn’t make them bigger, but I totes felt them getting wider! I just knew big ass and big hips were going to make big fucking and I was so happy for Master to see me.

		The waves I’d noticed started getting stronger, like the pink milkshake was trying to get inside me . . . and then it totes was! I felt my ass open up and suck that milkshake down like I would a yummy cock, and it started feeling more, just like my titties! Oh my god! Prissy and Pansy were going to be totes jealous! There was no way their boicunts could ever feel this good. I wanted Master and his friends to fuck me all day, every day, and never ever stop!

		And then, like, this weird thing happened. My sissy clit stopped feeling anything at all, and I almost panicked, thinking it was gone. But Master didn’t want it gone! I forced myself to relax, though, and realized it was still there. I could feel the warmth and pressure of the milkshake outside, but that was it. Instead, the smooth sissy taint from my . . . um, null thingy . . . started feeling way way way more. I just knew Master could stroke me there and I’d leak enough to fill another pool!

		The last thing I felt before I fell asleep was a tingly ache in my feet, like I’d been kneeling too long in one position. I wanted to stretch my feet to relieve it, but it felt like they were stretching themselves. Oh my god, I knew what was happening! Master had always wanted me trained to higher and higher heels, and my feet were being remade to fit. I just knew, without even seeing, that I’d never be able to wear flats or go barefoot again. I had bimboi feet for bimboi heels!

		It was a lot of change and a lot of work, and I felt super tired, so when the pink milkshake began washing into my ears with a ‘sleep sleep sleep’ sound, I totes obeyed.

		

		When I awoke, it seemed like only minutes had passed, but it was Sunday afternoon and Master was sitting in a chair next to me. I didn’t recognize the room, but it still smelled like pink milkshake so I knew I was still at the bimbo spa.

		“Fuck, you’re absolutely perfect, sweetie,” he told me, the hunger in his voice strong enough to make my sissy clitty leak. “Absolutely perfect, right down to the smallest detail.” He stood up and walked towards me, his massive bulge pointing the way. “I wouldn’t have believed it possible if I hadn’t seen it with my own eyes.”

		He grabbed me by the hips and lifted me down from the table where I’d been lying. When he set me down on my feet, I nearly tumbled backward.

		“Just relax, sweetie. I’ve got you.”

		Master helped me step forward onto the ‘B9’ spade marked on the floor of my room and suddenly the walls came alive with a new holo-thing. It was like a room full of mirrors, except I was spinning before myself, showing off the full extent of my new bimboi body.

		I saw my puffy blowjob lips for the first time and the tiny, swollen, almost A-cup sissy titties. I got to see my new hips and my new ass, totes the most girlish part of my bimboi body, and then I saw why I had such trouble standing—my arched feet! It would take at least five, maybe even seven-inch heels for me to be able to stand right.

		And then the holo-thing zoomed in, showing me the things I hadn’t felt in the pink pool. I had piercings in both my ears and my nipples, big black hoops dangling against my cheeks, and simple black rings hanging from my nipples. There was a black ring in my belly button with a black spade dangling from it. Between my belly button and my sissy clitty I had a black spade tattoo a good three inches high and three inches wide. As if it knew I was admiring the tattoo, the holo-thing spun me again, showing me the super pretty new tramp stamp on my lower back—the words “cocksleeve” written in a thick, cursive black font, with an upside down spade beneath, pointing the way to my hungry, gaping asshole.

		“Step into these, sweetie, and let me see how this new body of yours performs.”

		They were seven-inch clear pleaser heels, just like he’d always talked about putting me in! I slipped my feet into them and they were the totes perfect fit, like they were made for me, but I guess I was made for them.

		Tee-hee!

		Master let go and I stood in totes comfort, my new hips cocked to the side in sexy invi . . . invi . . . um, welcome. He stepped around behind me and the holo-thing followed. I saw him trace my new tramp stamp with the head of his cock, and then slap it against my upside-down spade. Instead of going right for my hole, though, he slipped it between my legs and rubbed it against my taint.

		“Oh, Master!” How did that feel so good? How could I ever do more than just fuck all day long when I felt that good?

		He pulled away and I cried out at the loss.

		“Touch yourself for me, sweetie. Right there.”

		I did, and I felt nothing. I mean, I felt the touch, but it was like touching my shoulder or my knee. That was it.

		Master pushed my hand aside with his cock, and suddenly the super good feelings were back.

		“Your new sensitivities are blackened,” he told me. “Touch yourself, or have another whiteboi or girl touch you, and you’ll feel nothing. However . . . ”

		He replaced his cock with his fingers and I felt like I was going to orgasm just from his touch.

		“Any part of a black man or woman that touches you will trigger a bimboi high.”

		I couldn’t respond. All I could do was whimper and moan as I thrust into his hand.

		With a pleased chuckle he stopped, and now he finally touched his big black cockhead against the tiny pink entrance to my ass.

		“Before I fuck you, tell me my sister’s name.”

		That was like totes easy. I was a stupid vapid bimboi sissy, but I still knew that. “It’s Miss Latisha.”

		“Very good.” He circled my asshole with his cock. “And her wife?”

		“Miss Patricia, Master.”

		“Correct.” He pushed, not enough to enter me, but enough that I could feel it.

		“And their new slut?”

		“Veron—” I started to say, but I couldn’t finish her name. “Veron . . . Veron . . . can I just call her V, Master?”

		He laughed. “And what process were you gifted with this weekend?”

		I beamed. I totes knew that too. “Bimbo . . . bimbo . . .” As hard as I tried, I couldn’t finish the word.

		“Bimbofication, sweetie, and it’s all right. Those are big words for a stupid bimboi boiwife.”

		I was so confused. “But I can say Miss Latisha and Miss Patricia, Master. Counting above ten is, like, totes hard, but I know there are more than two . . . um . . . syl things in their names.”

		“You will always be able to call your black superiors by whatever name they tell you to use, no matter how long, and no matter the language. You’re stupid and vacant, but you’re still respectful.”

		“That makes me totes happy!”

		“And this,” Master growled, “makes me happy.” He sheathed all thirteen inches of thick black cock inside me in one push and it was like my world went ‘boom’. I have no words, even small ones, to describe how that felt. Every thrust was perfect, and every thrust was better than the one before it. I was babbling nonsense, unable to form thoughts, much less words.

		It was bliss.

		It was what whitebois were made for.

		My sissy clitty leaked the whole time, dripping sissy cummies down onto my heels. If I’d been vacant before, now I was mindless with super happy joy. It was almost too much. I almost wanted to beg him to stop, but that was silly. I wanted him to fuck me forever, and if it broke me, if it left me a drooling, vacant, mindless bimboi fucktoy, then I’d still be totes happy.

		“Fuck, you’re so tight! I can feel your ass squeezing me, milking my cock for all it’s worth.” Master was really ramming into me now, his thrusts harder and sharper. “I’m going to have to get a hollowed-out bench in my courtroom so I can keep my cock inside you all day.”

		“Mmm, I’d love that Master.”

		“I know . . . you . . . would!”

		You know that ‘boom’ that felt so good I had no words? The feel of Master’s cum inside me was, like, a million times better. It was like being caged, collared, and married all at once, but even bigger and better than that. I know Master did this for himself, turned me into the perfect bimboi boiwife because that’s what he had always wanted, but I knew it was what I had always needed.

		I felt seen in ways you’ll never know until you’ve been owned.

		

		Later, after we’d cuddled and just enjoyed each other’s touch, Master handed me a bag with my favorite outfit in it. The same one he’d collared me in. As I slipped on the pink off-the-shoulder sweater, I was amazed at how I didn’t feel much in my titties. My thong panties and gray yoga tights were both brand-new, tags still attached, to fit my new ass and hips, but my pink leg warmers were my own. Just like my sweater, they still smelled of Master.

		“Master?” I asked. “Do you know the whiteboi who was with me? C1? Was he—?”

		“The Prime Minister?” he chuckled. “No, but it was a member of his senior staff, testing the waters, so to speak.”

		“I hope I set a good example.”

		“You stupid, silly sissy. How could you do anything less?”

		We stepped out of the Bimbo Boutique into a world that seemed so bright and so happy. I felt so free of all the yucky things about being white, and so much better at the yummy things that made whitebois useful. It was totes like how life would be if ugly hateful parents didn’t try to confuse us with their lies. I wasn’t angry, though. Bimbois didn’t do angry. I was sad, but mostly I was totes happy that Master had freed me by owning me.

		“Sweetie. I know this must be overwhelming, but you need to watch where you’re going.”

		I’d been so lost in staring at my pretty perfect heels—so high and so shiny—that I’d almost walked into traffic. I needed to look up. I could do that. Now I could see all the black men and women smiling at Master and me. They looked so happy too, and I could see they totes liked me!

		But then I saw my reflec . . . reflect . . . mirror thing in the shop windows and I slipped up again. I saw how my ass moved and how my hips swayed, how long my legs looked in my heels, and I got, like, lost in what I knew all those black men and women saw. I was so happy! So excited! That was me. Like, the real me, the me that Master made me into.

		“Shania!”

		Master didn’t often yell at me and it made me cry.

		“Sweetie, you need to watch.”

		I looked over and saw I’d almost walked right into a pretty white ponygirl. She was an older woman, a bigger woman with lots and lots of curves, her breasts bouncing like my bimbo guide at the Boutique. There were heels on her feet that looked like hooves, and her hands had hoof gloves too. Her harness looked so sexy—it was a kind of restraint I hadn’t enjoyed yet—and her collar was like my posture collar. I liked it.

		I liked her.

		I liked everybody.

		I wasn’t crying anymore. I was a good sissy bimboi boiwife.

		Wow, that was a lot of words!

		“Shania, say hello to the pony. Surely you remember her.”

		I looked really super hard, but I didn’t.

		“I don’t, Master. Does that make me a bad sissy?”

		“Just a stupid one, sweetie.” He ran his strong black hand along the pony’s long mane of blond hair. She didn’t speak, but she scraped her hoof in what I thought was pleasure. “Maybe you’d remember her son better. A useless whiteboi by the name of Darren.”

		My eyes went, like, super wide. “Mrs. Tammy!”

		She whinnied like a horse and nodded her head. It was so cute!

		Master invited me to pet her and I was super happy. “I miss you, Mrs. Tammy. You were the bestest mom. Totes better than mine.” Her hair felt so thick and smooth. I could have petted her all day long.

		“Admiring my pony, are you?” I looked up to see a skinny young black man with a super friendly smile. “Took some training, but she’s the best in my stable.”

		Master smiled and shook his hand. “She was mine, once upon a time,” he told the other man. “I was her first owner, in fact. Had a pathetic excuse for a cuckold husband and a completely useless waste of flesh as a whiteboi son, but it was through him that I found my boiwife here, so I guess he was good for something after all.”

		The other man laughed. “I’ll have to take your word for the cuck. He was sold to a black fraternity before I came along, but I know exactly what you mean about the whiteboi. Completely fixated on his tiny little white dicklette and balls, with this stubborn delusion that he could still somehow be a man someday.”

		“Sounds like Darren,” Master agreed.

		“I was tempted to just send him for disposal, but his fat cunt here begged me, told me she knew he could be fixed.” He scowled as he tugged hard on the pony’s mane. “Wasted a ton of money having him professionally broken, and then even more having him nullified and cuntified.”

		Master shook his head and pulled me closer. “Not every whiteboi can be like my Shania here. Well, they can,” he chuckled, “but some are just too damned stubborn to accept it.”

		“That’s the truth, man. The faggot came home properly broken, as submissive and subservient as they come, but without a lick of emotion. Totally incompetent. Was about as useless as a chair without a seat. Sure, you could sit on it, but not comfortably, and you could stick your dick in it, but you wouldn’t feel a goddamned thing.”

		Poor Darren. I hoped he’d grow up and learn to accept his truth. To think, he could have been Master’s! He could have had my life, if he hadn’t been so stubborn. I was totes glad he was stubborn, but that was selfish of me and I felt bad.

		I wanted to ask what happened to him, but black men were talking.

		“Fortunately, I had my doubts and hedged my bets. Made an arrangement with Doctor Mossell ahead of time. She refunded me eighty percent of the surgical fees and took him as property. She’s one crazy bitch. Has this thing for human furniture.”

		“We’re well aware,” Master laughed. “She did Shania’s nullification as well.”

		“She knew all about the faggot’s hang-ups, so she had him tattooed with a giant chastity cage. The thing had to be a foot across, but perfectly done so his boicunt still pissed through the cage slit. Genius, really. If he wasn’t already broken, that would have done it.”

		Oh, my black gods! I knew that tattoo! I’d seen it! I didn’t want to inter . . . inter . . . well, you know, but there was no way they could miss how I was bouncing happily in my heels.

		“Something you want to say, sweetie?”

		“Yes, Master. Yes, Sir.” I nodded to both black men. “I saw that tattoo! It’s what I was looking at when Mistress Mossell had to tug on my leash.”

		The young black man smiled as the pony nuzzled his side. “Nice to know he’s managed to make himself useful, I guess.”

		“Super useful, Sir! He was half of the human table Master fucked me on! He supported my first nullified sissy cummies!”

		“Fuck. Small world.”

		“Small word indeed.”

		The two black men shared another laugh.

		As the pony pulled the other man away, Master looked at me and saw the, um, excite . . . I mean, my happy eyes. The pony looked so pretty and she was so useful. I dreamed of pulling Master to work like that and I knew I’d be totes happy. I wanted to be a good boiwife too, and I loved my house chores, but maybe I could be more useful.

		Master, of course, knew my stupid sissy thoughts. “Put those thoughts of harnesses and bridles out of your head.” He turned me around and bent me over. “You’re my boiwife, not my livestock.” He slipped his big black cock into my ass, right there on the street for all to see. “And before you even say it, you’re already a useful sissy.”

		I was owned, I was loved, and I was useful.

		The less I was, the more I was to him.

		A whiteboi could never dream of more.

		

	
		Chapter Eight: Emptiness (Flashback)

		

		*sissy*

		

		What? There’s nothing here, silly.

		

		I do what Master wants me to do.

		

		Think what Master wants me to think.

		

		I ‘member what Master wants me to ‘member, but he hasn’t told me to ‘member anything.

		

		He’s totes too busy fucking my bimboi ass.

		

		There’s no then.

		

		No before.

		

		Only now.

		

		Master and his big black cock are my world.

		

		I’m happy.

		

		I’m useful.

		

		I’m vacant.

		

		All gone for now.

		

		Like, bye-bye.

		

		The End

		

	
		Further Reading

		

		Curious about Doctor Mossell’s objectification fetish and her nullification surgery? Check out my Blacked Future Tales: BNWO Bundle.
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		Eager to get to know the black President better? She’s introduced in my Blacked Future: Sissy Agent for the Black World Order.
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		Interested in exploring what the future holds for blacked cuckolds like Greedy slut and Crybaby cuck? You’ll want to read my Blacked Future: Sissy Cuckold for the Black World Order.
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		Want to know where it all began? Give my Blacked Future: Sissy for the Black World Order a read.
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		Reader Rewards

		

		First of all, thank you so much for giving my stories a read! It means a lot. I appreciate every book bought and every page read, but I love all your kind words of praise and encouragement even more.

		

		If you would be so kind as to leave a review, even a short one, that would be super fabulous! Reviews help other readers discover my work and contribute to my stories getting better positioning in the search results.

		

		If you have been so kind as to leave a review, please let me know. Send me an email, leave me a comment on my website, or DM me on social media. Send me a link to the review, and if you were kind enough to bless me with 4 or 5 stars, I’ll gladly send you another of my stories (your choice) as a thank you for being a fan.

		

	
		About Bobbi Mare

		

		Author of nasty, naughty, trashy, taboo erotica.

		

		As a mature sissy who grew up with the Nexus, Beeline, and Reluctant Press paperbacks, and who matured through Transformation, Forced Womanhood, and the Visions of Fantasy He-Male magazines, I have a lifelong love of erotic transgender and fetish fiction.

		

		Submissive sissies in pretty outfits and erotic bondage is my signature theme, but within my fiction you can also expect to find themes of forced feminization, breast growth and breastfeeding, oral and anal penetration, chastity, butt plugs, pegging, stunning shemales, fabulous futanari, big black stallions, pony boys, massive cocks with huge loads, and other deviant delights.

		

		If you are not at least 18 years old, with an open mind and an insatiable sexual curiosity, then you probably shouldn’t be reading my bio, much less my stories.

		

		Website: http://bobbimare.com

		

		Goodreads: https://www.goodreads.com/bobbimare

		

		Twitter: https://twitter.com/bobbimare
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