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

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

They realized that protests and civil action were increasingly becoming more of a liability than a tool.

So they changed tactics.

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

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

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and emotional issues, freeing white cuckolds, sissies, and femboys to live and love as nature intended, not as outdated social norms might dictate.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

Even as the BNWO spread across America, however, there were those who stubbornly clung to the racist patriarchy of church and state, white pride terrorists who were too cowardly to accept their fate in a world where their kind no longer made the rules. Led by so-called men who preached against the inevitable by spreading lies and sewing confusion, they’ve made a calculated mistake that’s about to lead to their downfall . . . for the Black New World Order.
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Chapter 1
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Ten years.

Ten wasted years. 

An entire decade squandered on the love of a so-called good woman . . . a trashy fucking bitch who kicked his ‘weak white ass’ to the curb the moment a black man looked her way and started pawing at her like a savage.

He’d heard about the Black New World Order, of course. Its big black hands were all over the country, choking the life and the happiness out of white couples from coast to coast. That’s not to say he ever expected it to affect them, though, no matter how many whispered stories he’d heard of friends-of-friends who lost their marriages, their homes, and their freedom to black strangers. He and Joan were in love. They were a couple. They were going to be together forever.

Or not, as it turned out.

She hadn’t resisted when the black man snapped a collar and leash about her neck, and she hadn’t returned once he slipped his disgusting manhood inside her. But that was okay, because she was ruined anyway, sullied beyond what any self-respecting white man could ever forgive.

At first, he told himself it would be okay, that he’d bounce back and find someone else, but once news gets out that your wife has become black-owned, everybody starts looking sideways at you, as if it were your fault. As if you weren’t enough of a man to keep her satisfied. It cost him friends and saw him ostracized by most of his neighbors. Even worse than those who looked down their nose at him for ‘allowing’ his wife to be blacked, though, were the ones who pleaded for all the inappropriate, obscene details of his wife’s blackening—as if he had been there to watch.

At least he understood the ones who were offended. The perverts could go to hell.

And then, of course, there were his coworkers.

He’d tried his best to keep the news from them. He really had. After all, they worked for a major telecommunications company that owned several cable networks, all of which were heavily dependent upon very white, very religious, very old-school conservative programming. In fact, there was a long-running joke that the board of directors didn’t even like their coffee black.

Except, as he soon discovered, it was far from a joke.

A dirty look from a nameless IT guy—his name might have been Phil or Frank, Paul had no idea—started it all. An hour later, he was called into a meeting with human resources, who had him watch a ninety-minute corporate sermon recorded by the one-and-only Reverend Donald Galbraith. The fat white piece-of-shit windbag had no sooner delivered his signature straight-arm white pride salute and Paul was officially terminated. With cause. No notice, no severance, no benefits, nothing. By not disclosing his wife’s blackening to his manager, they claimed he’d violated the company’s morality clause, for which there was zero tolerance.

And yet, as if to fuck him over on all fronts, they sent him packing with a glowing letter of personal recommendation from the same windbag they used to justify his firing.  

Life in Blacked fucking America just kept getting better and better.

Now, six months divorced and nearly three months unemployed, Paul wandered forlornly through the crowded mall, reduced to begging for minimum wage retail jobs that nobody wanted to give to a man his age—even if they did couch their rejections in polite apologies for him being overqualified. The bitch of it was, he was overqualified and he was proud of it! He’d been making six figures, on the cusp of a promotion to a Senior Director role, when his wife’s scandal ended his career. A minimum wage customer service job was so far beneath him as to be laughable, but the only people laughing were the young punks who turned their noses up at this resume and sent him packing.

And yet, plausible excuses aside, he had to wonder if behind every rejection was some secret knowledge of his situation. This was their world now. Black rule, black supremacy, black ownership, and black agendas. Was there a database that logged him as having been cuckolded by a black man? Had he been marked unemployable as a means of forcing him into blacked slavery? He knew men who’d done just that—men who’d been pushed to the very brink and, rather than resort to suicide, had succumbed to living as blacked property . . . only to be never heard from again.

He wasn’t there yet, but he was beginning to run out of options.

Paul stopped outside the food court and ran a weary hand over his head, through his unkempt curls. His hair was the longest he’d ever worn it, but when you were already reheating pasta and recharging his car at underpowered public facilities, even a cheap mall haircut was a luxury. For a moment, he honestly considered the abandoned tray of half-eaten food a few tables away, but he told himself he hadn’t sunk quite that far. Not yet, at least. His stomach disagreed, but his head was adamant. He wasn’t some homeless scavenger. Instead, he checked his watch. If he left now, he could make it across town to the factory outlet mall and spend his evening being rejected there, too. Of course, he wasn’t even sure he had enough juice to get home, much less across town, but what the hell did he have to lose?

And that’s when his watch vibrated, alerting him to a message from the bank. He swiped his hand twice through the glitchy interface and read the message. They were no longer comfortable extending mortgage relief to someone in his ‘problematic’ situation, especially with such mixed messages regarding his political allegiances, and with a black investor expressing interest, they had no choice but to foreclose immediately. Oh, and just to rub salt into his wound, his assets were being seized and sold off to pay the interest on his mortgage relief.

Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck!

He wanted to rail at the world, curse out the powers behind Blacked America, but all they’d done was take his wife from him. It was Reverend Donald Galbraith and his pale-faced sycophants who’d done all the damage. They were the ones who’d screwed him over. They were the ones who had stabbed him in the back and kicked him in the balls at the same time, costing him his career, his finances, and now his home. 

He wasn’t considering suicide, but murder was sounding really, really good. 

And that was when his watch flashed yellow—a color he never, ever thought to see attached to himself.

His head snapped up and his eyes scanned the food court, coming to rest on a tall, curvaceous black woman with a smug smile on her face. She raised her hand, and he knew she was going to point at him. He panicked and ran.

“Hey, watch it!”

“Use some fucking manners!”

“Where’s the fire, asshole?”

He was so focused on evading her that he didn’t care who he ran into. So many of the nightmare stories he’d heard about captured friends-of-friends began with that ominous yellow flash. It was a sign that you’d been registered as ‘under consideration’ by a potential black owner. It wasn’t something you had a choice in, not something you could politely refuse, but if you ran well and ran fast, there was always the chance they’d lose interest.

“I do not appreciate having to chase my property.”

Paul was brought up short by the coldness of her voice. Inwardly cursing, he turned to face her. She was standing a few feet inside a jewelry store, somehow seeming to stand apart from everyone around her, as if crowds just naturally parted around her. She raised her hand again, and this time he waited and watched as she beckoned him closer with the curl of a long, slender finger. 

As he approached, he realized his heart was racing. His throat was dry and his hands were shaking. Was this fear or was it something else? Anxiety? Anticipation maybe? The very idea should have been ludicrous, but there was no denying that she was a stunningly beautiful woman. In her heels, she’d stand a few inches taller than him, and her body was the kind of exaggerated hourglass figure you only saw on models and celebrities. 

He felt guilty for thinking it, but he was completely awestruck. 

Lustrous black hair only a few shades darker than her skin flowed down her back like a waterfall, stopping just short of her knees. The only color about her was the whites of her eyes and the bright yellow polish of her professionally manicured fingernails. Even her outfit, formfitting chocolate-colored leather, blended so well with her flesh that, from a distance, one might mistake her for being naked.

“Paul Anthony David?” she asked, one eyebrow raised in amusement.

“Yes.” He swallowed. “Yes, ma’am.”

“Three first names, is it? Had your parents no imagination?” She tut-tutted, a finger tapping against her lips. “Typical white arrogance.”

He bristled at that, the spell of her beauty broken. “It’s tradition,” he sneered, “actually.”

She waved away the comment. “A tradition of white arrogance is still arrogance. Speaking of which, why is it you are still standing?”

He suspected he knew what she was hinting at, but he challenged her with, “Would you rather we sit?”

“Cheeky.” The woman stepped closer, making him immediately feel smaller with the way she loomed over him in her heels. “I do not like cheeky.” She stepped even closer, her breasts a hair’s breadth away from brushing his chest. “If I have to tell my property to kneel again, I will not be happy.”

Paul wanted to resist. He wanted to challenge her, to force her hand, but he knew it would be a futile gesture. He was white, she was black. What’s more, he was unattached to anything or anyone, with no claims or contracts upon him or his time. There was a power imbalance there that he could do nothing about, even if she hadn’t already registered her consideration. The BNWO gave her every right to claim him as her property, to do with him as she wished.

Besides, some small traitorous part of him screamed, wasn’t it better to be wanted by someone black than rejected by everyone white? And . . . selfishly, wasn’t it better to be taken in by a beautiful black woman than claimed by some fat old black man?

With a silent cry of resignation, he lowered himself to his knees and bowed his head. It was the exact same pose he’d seen his wife assume before her owner declared their white marriage null and void. When the woman’s toe began tapping, he knew what was expected because he’d seen his wife respond to that as well. He swallowed his pride and bent over to kiss the toe of her right foot, wondering even as he did so how accustomed he’d become to the taste of leather. 

A part of him was painfully aware that they were standing just outside a jewelry store in the middle of a busy mall, but there were none of the snickers, gasps, or outraged protests he might have expected. Scenes like this had become all too common over the last three years, and nobody was about to draw attention to themselves by challenging a superior black woman staking her claim to a white man nobody had any use for.

If anything—and he hated that he felt this way—it was as if he were taking his proper place before her natural authority. There was no denying the aura of power about her. 

For the longest time, she just stood there, presumably staring down at him, but just as likely paying him no attention at all. What might have been running through her head, he had no idea. Was this all just a lark to embarrass and humiliate him? Had her interest never been more than that of a cat looking to toy with its prey until she grew bored with it? Or was she waiting for something else, some sign from him that he accepted her authority?

In a move he knew he would never be able to take back, he pivoted at the waist and placed kisses on the toe of her other boot . . . then back to the first . . . and back to the second again . . . and again . . . and again . . . until he became so lost in the rhythm that he lost all track of time and place.

Suddenly, her foot lifted and the toe pressed to the underside of his jaw, forcing him to meet her gaze. “You ran from me.”

“I’m sorry.” The apology came frighteningly easily.

“You challenged me.”

“I was wrong. I’m sorry.” The words of atonement flowed from somewhere he never knew lay deep inside him.

“You denied my ownership.”

“No, never,” he protested. “I . . . I was . . . afraid, I guess.”

“You guess?”

“No, I know. I was afraid.”

“Afraid of what?” she asked.

“Of losing my freedom. My rights. My life.”

The corner of her lips rose in a half-smile. “Your freedom to be a worthless, useless, unwanted, undesired, unemployed white man with no career, no future, and no home?”

She already knew? Of course she knew. 

For all he knew, she was the one who’d claimed his home.

Wouldn’t that be fitting?

There was nothing he could say that wouldn’t sound petulant or, as she put it, arrogant. He swallowed his pride and nodded.

The woman bent over and placed her perfectly manicured fingertips on his head. She exerted only the lightest pressure as she simultaneously dug her heel into his left hand. “Remove my boot,” she said softly, “along with my stocking.”

The boot was tight, and he was conscious of not making her topple over, but by focusing intently, he eventually worked it free. He was almost afraid to touch the expensive-looking stockings, and the silk was so smooth that when he did, he heard himself moan softly as he slowly unrolled the material down her leg.

“Very good. Hold that stocking between your lips. No teeth. You put a run in them and you’ll find yourself starting on the wrong foot indeed. Then replace my boot and repeat the process with my other foot.”

Paul did as he was told, without pause and without complaint. It shamed him to think how easily he had succumbed, how quickly he’d already grown accustomed to obeying her orders. He tried to tell himself it was only because he was at his lowest, and desperately grasping at anything that might save him from homelessness and a nightmare of being declared black community property. He even tried telling himself it was only because she was beautiful, and he had months of pent-up affections to bestow. 

But he knew there was more to it than that. 

The whole philosophy of black superiority was hard to swallow, but there was no arguing about how natural this all felt. He knew he should have tried harder to run, done more to resist, protested or argued her words, but it all seemed so . . . well, inevitable. By the time he was done, he felt pleased with his performance—and that was fucked up.

“Mouth open.” She retrieved the stockings from between his lips, holding them up as she ran her fingers down each. “Satisfactory,” was all she said, but coming from her, it felt like the highest praise.

He started to close his mouth, but was stopped by an icy glare. 

The woman—his owner, he had to start thinking of her like that—slid one of the stockings across his lips, then wrapped it about his head and tied it off, leaving him effectively gagged by the thin material. The other stocking she slipped through the back of the gag, tying off the end to create a short leash that she tugged sharply, bringing him to his feet.

“Do not allow this leash to become taut,” she warned, “but do not allow yourself to become too close, either. I expect my property to maintain a respectful distance, ready to assist and serve at a moment’s notice.”

With that, she began walking away. As he watched her ass sway beneath her tight outfit, he felt hypnotized. All he wanted to do was stare. Fortunately, he remembered himself in time and hurried to match her pace before the silk leash began to pull.

For the rest of the afternoon, he dutifully trailed along behind his owner. He walked with his head lowered, eyes downcast, watching only the tension in the leash and the slow, steady, staccato steps of her heels. Twice she had him drop to all fours so that she could use him as a seat while she tried on shoes, and more than once she had him hold out his arms so she could use him as a clothes rack for items she intended to try on.

As late afternoon began to turn to evening, Paul began to wonder if he was being tested. Whenever she would stop in a store to browse, he would kneel dutifully at her feet unless otherwise instructed. It was nearly dark when she led him outside to her car, his arms laden with bags and boxes. She had him deposit her purchases in the backseat, then walked around to the back of the car and opened the trunk. 

“Paul Anthony David. No, no, and no.” She shook her head. “From this moment on, your name is Patty. Understood?”

He almost protested that it was a girl’s name, but thought better of it. As best he could around his gag, he said, “Understood.”

“I,” she told him, “am not your Mistress, your Lady, your Mommy, or most certainly not your Ma’am. You will address me as your Goddess. Is that understood, Patty?”

“Yes, Goddess.” It was such an odd title, but it seemed perfectly fitting at the same time.

“Good.” She crossed her arms before her ample breasts. “Now,” she commanded, “strip.”

He gave no thought to the fact that he was standing in a busy, well-lit parking lot, where anyone could see. He simply did as he was told, shredding pride and inhibitions with each item of clothing. Within moments, he was standing naked, shivering in the frigid air, feeling the light snow melting upon his skin.

“Obedience comes naturally to you.” There was no venom or mockery to her words, no insult or accusation. It was simply a statement of fact. She rummaged through his pants, retrieved his digital databank, and tossed the clothes to the ground. “I have no use for that trash. Dispose of it and return to me.”

At that, he almost did protest, given that what he wore was all that he had left in this world, but what would have been the point? Instead, he did as he was told, wincing at the feel of rough asphalt beneath his bare feet as he made the long, slow walk to the nearest dumpster. Oddly enough, he felt a weight lift from his spirit as he tossed the clothes inside. 

When he returned, she pointed to the ground at her feet and told him to kneel.

He did as he was told, impervious to the pain of the cold asphalt on his bare knees. As she slowly circled around him, his Goddess announced, “You shall not place anyone before me. Not friends, not family, and most certainly not yourself.” She paused, waiting for him to nod before continuing. “Anyone black is your superior, but I am supreme. I and I alone shall have your complete submission.”

“I understand, Goddess.” He made the mumbled commitment without the slightest hesitation. Divorced, unemployed, homeless, and alienated from friends and family, he had nothing to lose. No one and nothing to put before her.  

“Very well. As you are neither appropriately attired for my company nor appropriately collared and caged for public company, you are going to climb into the trunk, and we are going to take a slow drive home.”

For the briefest moment, he thought to argue, worried about frostbite or bruising from bouncing around, but if she wasn’t worried for her property, why should he be? He knew how foolish that sounded, and he feared what kind of rude awakening he’d find with the light of a new day, when the truth of his situation settled in, but that was nothing he could control right now.

So he climbed in, laid down, and adjusted himself as best he could.

“You have much to learn, and we have much to discuss, but I trust that one day I will find myself pleased with my choice.”

It was faint praise, but he clung to its warmth as she lowered the trunk, sealing him in darkness with an ominous CLICK of the latch closing. While he felt a brief moment of panic at that sound, the quiet hum of the car powering up soon lulled him into a strange sense of calm. Her praise, he found, meant something to him, and he wanted more of it. Wanted to be worthy of more of it. He wasn’t so foolish as to think it would be easy, but he’d already had the easy life . . . and look where that got him.
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Chapter 2
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Later That Evening

He had no idea how long they’d been driving before he felt the car come to a halt. He half expected to be left in the trunk all night, so it was a pleasant surprise when the trunk popped open. 

“So, whiteboi, what will it be?” 

He looked past her, seeing only a broken streetlight and an overflowing dumpster. This could not be her house. There was no way . . . but perhaps it was where she expected him to stay. The thought hardly filled him with joy. “P-p-p-please, p-please, God-d-d-dess.” Unable to move, he could only look up at her as he begged through his gag, “Please allow m-me to wor-or-or-ship you.”

“Very well. Get your useless white ass out of the trunk and we’ll begin by acquiring you a proper wardrobe.” She gave his limp, shriveled, cold penis a slap as he slipped out of the trunk. “I will not have you entering my home looking like this.”

He had no idea where they were, but it looked sketchy. It looked like one of those dirty, dimly lit alleys you saw on old television shows where some innocent civilian stumbles across a grossly disfigured body. It actually scared him to be there. Hopefully, whatever she had in mind wouldn’t take long, or he was very much afraid they’d come back to find the car on blocks, with no doors, no seats, no batteries, and a body dumped in the back.

“Come.” She led them deeper into the alley, carefully navigating the trash-strewn streets with an effortless ease that he envied. He shuffled more than stepped, afraid of encountering a used needle, a hungry rat, or something equally unpleasant.

“Up.” He followed her up the five rickety flights of a well-used fire escape, the grated metal cold and sharp against his bare feet. “You can—and you will—thank Drone for the use of the key and access to the wardrobe when you meet them.”

Drone? He’d heard rumors of drone slaves, faceless, featureless, often sexless figures who floated in their owner’s wake. To be honest, the idea creeped him out, but no more than the prospect of what awaited him in this old warehouse. He could just imagine some noisy, dimly lit, sour-smelling, strippers’ dressing room, full of tacky, skimpy, slutty outfits.

So, imagine his surprise when he found himself in a clean, climate-controlled room with soft lighting and the softest carpet he’d ever felt beneath his feet. A rack of clothes ran down either side of the room, with a third running down the center, leaving plenty of room to navigate between them. What he saw around him were tasteful dresses, respectable skirts, and professional-looking blouses. It looked like the wardrobe for a streaming drama about lawyers or corporate executives. 

As he gazed around, wondering where the suits and other masculine attire were hidden, his Goddess snapped her fingers and summoned his attention. She studied him for a moment, made him turn, bend, lift his arms, and spread his legs. He knew she was measuring him, and he tried not to let his anxiety show. 

Apparently satisfied with her visual measurements, she began rifling through the racks. He wasn’t sure what she was looking for here, but she seemed to pull out every fourth or fifth piece and toss it his way. As much as he tried to hide it—he had, after all, promised to obey his Goddess’ every command—she must have noticed his hesitation because she stepped close and whispered in his ear.

“This is part of Studio Trusk. Everything you see here is bought and paid for by the Power and Purity Hour.”

Power and Purity.

This was Reverend Donald Galbraith’s show.

All of this belonged to him.

Paul risked a quiet laugh. “Load me up, Goddess. I can make multiple trips.”

She patted his cheek. “Smart whiteboi. I knew you’d understand.”

As it was, they’d only made the one trip, but he’d been so laden down with clothing that he’d had to rely on her to direct him outside and down the stairs. He’d hoped she might place some of it in the trunk with him for warmth, but such was not the case. With the car loaded and the trunk closed, she’d quietly driven away from the studio. 

It felt like they’d been driving for hours when she finally pulled to a stop. He had no idea if she’d driven so far to do a little shopping or had just been driving in circles to confuse him, but something told him they were home. Even before the trunk snapped open, allowing a fresh blast of cold to feed his goosebumps, he knew this was the end of one road . . . and the beginning of another.

“To your knees.”

Without waiting to see if he obeyed, she walked back around to open the rear door of the car, returning with a leather collar attached to a ten-foot leash. In no hurry to untie his silk bonds, however, she stood calmly in the cold air, obviously well-insulated by her outfit. He tried not to tremble as he waited, but it was hard to control muscles that were too cold to receive signals from his brain. Compared to the thin silk, the thick leather looked like it would feel good, so warm and so solid, against his naked flesh.

“Am I correct in assuming you enjoyed taking from the good Reverend?”

He nodded emphatically.

“Even if it was to serve a black woman’s desires, and further a black woman’s agenda?”

At this point, what did he care? What had that white windbag and the white community done for him lately? He nodded.

She cinched the collar tightly about his neck. “This collar shall be a permanent adornment. I may allow you to wear more, as you earn the privilege, but you shall always be collared and leashed in my presence.” With a tug on the knot behind his head, she pulled the silk gag free. “Is that understood?”

“Yes, Goddess.”

She stood upright and snapped the leash taut. “Come. I do not wish to endure this cold any longer.”

Once inside her home, he dutifully kneeled upon the plush carpet of his Goddess’ living room and gazed around himself in amazement. On one side of the room was a long, black leather sofa, and on the other was a matching white sofa. Directly opposite the door, between the two sofas, was an altar carved from white marble veined with black, with a collection of white things atop it that he couldn’t quite make out. Behind it, firmly attached to the wall, was a large black cross with an iron clamp at the top, a smaller one on each side, and a double one at the bottom.

He wondered what he had gotten himself into. When she said to address her as Goddess, he thought it was just a power play, her chosen variation on Mistress or Master. Instead, it was beginning to appear that there was to be some religious domination scenario involved in being owned by her—which made sense, given her clear disdain for the Reverend. And when he looked up at the fresco carved upon her ceiling, he realized the truth was even more decadent and depraved than he could have imagined.

On a technical level, the fresco was a professional work of beauty. The figures were flawless, the lighting superb, and the sense of motion and perspective almost unreal. What it depicted, though? Dozens of scenes of dominant black women and submissive white men swept across it from wall to wall, portraying scenes of bondage, punishment, and sexual slavery. In fitting with the theme of the room, the paintings lacked the dark and gloomy dungeon backgrounds he’d have expected, opting instead for modern churches, pagan outdoor assemblies, heavenly clouds, and hellish pits of fire.

“I see you are enjoying my modest little room of worship.” His Goddess smiled, walking up beside him. Still holding his leash, she jerked his head back and forced him to look up at what he realized with a gasp was her naked body. Having never seen a black woman naked, he found it impossible not to stare at what little of her flesh he could see from this angle.

She was as much a work of art as the room around her. Her skin was absolutely flawless, a dark chocolate brown that seemed almost liquid when she moved. Her nipples were thick and stubby where they protruded from her flesh, and the saucer-sized areola around them were so dark as to be almost black. He could see a single dark mole upon her face, an inch or so from her right earlobe, and that small detail seemed to bring her entire face to life.

“This is where you shall begin your devotions,” she told him. “Only once you have learned to worship me, and the power of black superiority through me, shall you delve any further into this house.”

He swallowed in trepidation. “Yes, Goddess.”

She shoved him to the floor as she sauntered over to the black couch. There, she stretched herself out upon it, giving him a good look at her slender waist and the full swell of her hips and ass. “The symbolism here is very simple. So simple that even a lowly whiteboi like yourself can understand. If I am sitting on the white couch, it means you have performed satisfactorily. If I am sitting on the black, then you are in trouble. Understood?”

“Yes, Goddess.” He felt a chill run up his spine, wondering what he had done wrong already. Looking at the stained glass window above the end of the couch, with its vivid depictions of punishment and torture, he vowed to spend as little time as possible before this couch.

“Here. Now.”

Doing as he was told, he crawled to the couch and kneeled before it. Head lowered in submission, he whined, “I await your punishment, Goddess.”

“Oh, you have not offended me, Patty. I have simply chosen this couch because I expect you shall before the night has run its course.”

She lifted his head with the touch of a single finger. Suddenly, she sat up, yanked on his leash, and grinned. “First lesson. Your commandments. Read them aloud,” she said, handing him a piece of paper, “and commit them to memory.”

Nervous, his voice cracking, he began. “I reject and deny my white heritage and accept the black race, of whom Goddess is the pinnacle, as supreme.”

“Very good. You may kiss my left nipple.” When he brought his lips near to the wrong one, she smacked his face hard enough to make his ears ring. “My left,” she instructed. “Always mine. Never yours.”

This time, he got it right.

“I shall abide by the wishes of my Goddess and obey her in all matters, for I am blacked property, subject to the whims and desires of my black superiors.”

This time, he was invited to kiss her right nipple.

“I surrender my identity and all that is white to be remade and reborn in the likeness of my Goddess’s choosing, whatever that shall be.”

Following this, he was commanded to kiss the tiny spade-shaped bush above her clitoris. Possessed by equal parts lust and curiosity—if he’d never seen a black woman naked, he’d certainly never tasted a black woman’s sex—he leaned in and did so lovingly. The lips of her labia were dark, almost as black as her areola, but her clitoris and the valley of her pussy were shockingly pink. He paused, surprised by the sight, and heard her laugh as she pressed him close.

“Whitebois. You never forget your first sight of black pussy.” She used both hands to hold him tight and ground herself against his face—close enough to smell her, to be overcome by the scent of her sex, but still denied the slightest taste.

“Before long, you’ll wonder how you ever lived without the taste of black power.”

So lost in his act of worship, he almost fought against her touch when he felt himself being pushed back. 

“You are learning,” she told him, “but there is one more lesson before I retire for the night.” His Goddess reached atop the marble altar and retrieved a yellowed piece of parchment which she spread on the floor before him. “This is your Goddess prayer. You are to recite it aloud one hundred times. If, by then, you have not committed it to memory, I shall throw you out into the snow. Understand?”

“Yes, Goddess.” He had no doubt he would be able to memorize it, especially once he realized it was simply a reworking of the Lord’s Prayer that he had learned as a child. The fact that she had bastardized it and twisted its words to bring meaning to their relationship actually excited him. A part of him wondered why she had gone through all this trouble, and if the Drone she had mentioned received similar treatment, but his place was not to question.

It was to serve and, ultimately, be transformed.

Even if he regretted his complacency come morning.

She commanded him to kneel before the altar and then tied his hands behind his back with his leash before wrapping the loose end about his penis. She crossed his shaft and yanked the leather tight, all but cutting off his circulation, and tied it off behind his balls.

“When you are finished with your recitations, you may sleep here, before the altar, so that you will always remember your place.” She leaned over his shoulder and spat on his forehead. “I shall return to hear your prayers in the morning. Perform them properly and I may not punish you too severely.”

He nodded. He actually felt a pang of loss as he watched her walk out of the room and wondered at how he’d become so whipped and so defeated so quickly. Maybe she was right. Maybe his wife was right. Maybe there was something to this black superiority nonsense after all.
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The Next Morning

“Good morning, Patty.” His Goddess strode into the room, dressed in a tight, shiny, fetish variation of her outfit from the mall. Her legs were encased in white PVC bitch boots that reached to her thighs, with heels that added three inches to her height. Beneath them, she wore white fishnet stockings and a matching garter belt that peeked out from beneath her white latex miniskirt. Her midriff was bare, revealing her pierced belly button, and her large breasts were nearly spilling out from her tight, white PVC halter top. Upon her arms were white lace gloves that flowed past her elbows, and a pair of crosses dangled from her ears, one black, one white.

“You are ready, whiteboi?”

“Yes, my Goddess, I am.”

“Very well.” She returned the parchment to the top of the altar and then stood before him. “Kiss my boots after each line,” she told him, “alternating from the right to the left.” 

He nodded, keeping in mind that it was to be her right and her left.

“Very well, you may begin.”

He prayed as he had never done before, idly wishing the Reverend could be there to listen until his head exploded in rage like a cartoon character.

“My Goddess who art here before me.” Kiss on her right toe.

“Worshipped be thy name.” Kiss on her left toe.

“White submission come, black will be done.” Right toe.

“On Earth for black presence is heaven.” Left toe.

“Punish me this day as a whiteboi is due.” Kiss on the right toe.

“For trespasses, known and unknown.” Kiss on the left toe.

“So that I may beg thy forgiveness.” Kiss on the right toe. At this point, he felt himself becoming aroused despite the lashing of his leash, and winced at the pain.

“Lead me into blacked temptation.” Kiss on the left toe, but only after first coming dangerously close to kissing the wrong toe.

“And impose upon me your superior will.” Right toe.

“For black is the power.” Left toe.

“Black worship the glory.” Right toe.

“Black dominion the world.” Left toe.

“Now and forever.” Right toe.

“My Goddess.” Kiss on the left toe.

“Very good, whiteboi, but I am not pleased with this disgusting piece of flesh between your legs.” She untied the leash from around his balls, making him gasp at the pain of circulation returning, and then from his feet, forcing him to stand—more like sway—before her. His entire body was stiff and sore, but he focused on the pain to keep himself from passing out. She just as quickly tied the leash around the base of his penis again, knotting it even more tightly against his balls, and pushed him back to the floor. “Again,” she told him, “and without the unacceptable display of white arousal this time!”

There were tears in his eyes and a fire between his legs, but he embraced the pain as he recited his prayer a second time. He got it right, but still sported a half-limp erection when he was done. 

She yanked on the leash, causing the leather knot to pinch painfully at his flesh. “Again.”

And again.

And again.

She made him go through it five more times before she was satisfied.

“You have so much more to learn,” she told him, “but I have business to attend to.” 

He watched, curious, as she turned to the wall and flipped some hidden switch, triggering a near-silent mechanism behind the wall. To his amazement, the cross behind the altar rotated one hundred and eighty degrees, and then came to a halt.

With an amused smile, his Goddess removed his collar and leash, and then commanded him to lie on the floor, immediately beneath the altar. She reached up to the wall, pulled the double clamp from what was now the top of the cross, and shackled his feet. Flipping another switch—which he could now see was concealed on the backside of the altar—she triggered another mechanism that began hoisting him into the air.

His Goddess held him back from knocking over the altar, smiling as she watched him settle into position upon the upside-down cross. She quickly shackled his hands and his head, then stood back and asked, “Do you accept that, as a worthless whiteboi, you are a sinner against all that is black and worthy? Do you acknowledge that you have transgressed before your black superiors and your Goddess?”

“Yes, my Goddess.”

“Do you beg my forgiveness?”

“Yes, my Goddess.”

“Do you beg to be punished?”

This was such a mindfuck. He was exhausted and sore, the victim of sensory and sleep deprivation, disoriented and lost amidst a world he’d only heard of through rumor and innuendo. He was uncertain what she wanted, and feared she was trying to trick him into saying he did not deserve the punishment she had designed. “Yes, my Goddess, I do. Please, punish me for my sins.”

“And what sins are those?”

He hesitated, but he knew what she wanted to hear. “The sin of being white.”

Still smiling, his Goddess opened a cabinet in the altar and withdrew a large, black, fist-shaped object—which she shoved into his mouth! “Suck on this if you wish for any kind of lubrication.” She shrugged at the confusion on his face. “Since it is your first transgression, I am prepared to be merciful.”

While he did as he was told, his Goddess returned to the altar and retrieved a three-foot-long piece of tubing. Reaching up, she stretched one end over his tortured penis and forced it down past the swollen purple head. Then, removing the object from his mouth, she gagged him with a black rubber ball that stretched his jaws wide and fitted the other end of the tubing into the gag.

He was still wincing, trying to find some position in which his jaw wouldn’t ache so badly, when he felt the first touch of something cold and wet against his ass. Instinctively, he cried out against the intrusion, but she only pushed harder, forcing the intruder painfully past the ring of his sphincter and corkscrewing it into his ass.

It was a violation the likes of which he’d never imagined! 

“I know what you’re thinking, Patty. You’re thinking that this is wrong, that a man’s ass wasn’t made to be penetrated like this.” She twisted the object some more, stretching his sphincter yet wider as she drove it even deeper. “Perhaps you’re thinking that buttplugs are only for queers and faggots.” His Goddess pushed even harder and he yelped into his gag as the widest part of the plug passed the ring of his ass and settled deep inside him.

“What you need to learn is that you are not a man. Never were. You are a whiteboi who has surrendered to the Black New World Order. You are who and what I choose, and right now I choose to see my Patty plugged, milked, and fed.”

Milked and fed? What could that possibly mean? He knew, or he could at least suspect, from the contraption connecting his penis to his mouth, but she didn’t intend for him to drink his pee or anything, did she?

She slowly wiggled the buttplug, summoning weird feelings inside him. “While you hang here, suspended, through the afternoon, the buttplug in your ass will arouse you, even against your will.” She began tugging on it, testing the reluctant ring of his ass, before letting it bounce back into place. “As it buzzes inside you and stimulates your prostate, it shall cause your penis to first harden, and then ejaculate.”

Milking. He was beginning to see where this punishment was going, and he didn’t like it. When she untied the leash from around his penis, the blood came rushing back. The pain of it would have sent him to his knees, had he not been securely attached to the cross. Despite the pain, his penis was becoming erect. It shamed him, and he only hoped this ordeal would teach him how to deal with those traitorous feelings.

His Goddess began tapping the buttplug inside his ass. “While you need to learn to keep your useless white penis under control, you also need to learn that your ass is the primary source of pleasure for a whiteboi.” She pushed the plug deeper. “This is as much a physical exercise as it is a mental one,” she told him. “I want you to ignore your penis, to forget it exists. Focus instead on the feminine pleasure of my hands inside your ass—yes, your plug is fashioned from my own hand—and the taste of cum in your mouth.”

Oh dear god—or was it Goddess?—he couldn’t do this.

“When you ejaculate,” she explained, “simple gravity, aided by your need to breathe, will draw the cum into your mouth. The taste will be unpleasant, but that’s because it’s white. Having a mouth full of hot, gooey superior black semen is something that you will come to enjoy.” Finally, having forced the latex hand as far as it would go, she then pulled a wire from the side of the cross and plugged it into the fist-shaped plug.

“Unnnggghhh!” He struggled in vain as the fingers roared to life, vibrating deep within his bowels.

Running a finger down her novice’s body, his Goddess smiled. “Normally, a whiteboi in my house would be denied release such as this, but to serve my business, to be a part of my agenda, you will need to become accustomed to the rather foul taste of white sperm.”

He was filled with equal parts horror, revulsion, disgust, and—Goddess help him—arousal. He watched, helplessly, as his Goddess ran a single black finger along his erect white shaft. The contrast of black on white was striking, as was that of the featherlight touch of her real finger and the unrelenting pressure of her latex fingers inside him.

Try as he might to resist, to distract himself, the combination brought about a quick, intense orgasm. Within moments, he was coming harder than he ever had before, sending spurt after spurt of cum sliding down the tube.

“White cum is so watery and weak,” his Goddess sighed, tracing a finger down the tube in time with the slowly dripping cum, “but it’s a learning curve. You’ll enjoy the delivery of black cum so much more once you’ve been properly trained.”

Panicked, he could only watch as his seed slid closer and closer to his gaping mouth. For a moment, he tried to keep his mind occupied by wondering whether he would have preferred a darker, opaque piece of tubing. Would it have been better to lie helpless, not knowing when the cum would reach his mouth, or would he prefer it as he was now, with the sperm creeping ever closer inside the clear tubing? The moment the first drop of hot salty cum hit his tongue, he realized it didn’t matter.

“Once you learn to put black wants and black desires ahead of white anxieties,” she laughed, “you’ll be ready to serve. Now, I have business to attend to, as I said, so we’ll discuss your experience later.”

His Goddess paused only long enough to increase the vibrations another notch, and then turned and left the room. He was gagging on the foreign substance in his mouth, and working hard to convince himself it was something she desired. Helpless to do more than watch the stiffness slowly returning to his penis as the hand continued to hum inside his ass, he even tried mentally disconnecting himself and convincing himself that the penis wasn’t his.

It didn’t help.

If anything, it made it worse.

There had to be a limit to how often and how quickly a penis could get hard, but the vibrations inside his ass? The weird tingles from his prostate? They were a completely unknown story . . . and he feared they would prove to be quite inescapable.
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A Month Later

“Patty!”

“Yes, Goddess?” Diving to the floor, He stretched his hands out behind his back and placed a kiss on each of his Goddess’ feet. “How may I serve you, Goddess?”

In the grand scheme of things, it hadn’t been that long since he had come under her power, and he had surprised himself by proving to be a quick learner. He found he respected the ease with which she carried herself, confident but not arrogant, and appreciated how carefully she balanced punishment and reward. As much as he loathed the circumstances that had led him here, he found that he truly wished to please her. How anyone human being could hold such power over another, he didn’t know, but it seemed right.

Not just right, but almost as if it were the most natural thing in the world.

Could all the BNWO propaganda be right? Were black people naturally superior? Was there an inbred need for white people to submit? To be dominated? To be owned? Granted, he didn’t have a lot to compare, but his Goddess was so different from his ex-wife or coworkers that it was hard not to let questions of race influence his opinions.

“I’m feeling sweaty and dirty from our morning’s exertions.” Having committed a minor indiscretion during breakfast, he had been attached to the cross and whipped twelve times. During his first few days as black-owned property, he had made the mistake of asking what he was being punished for. His Goddess’s only response was that he should not have to ask. The truth was, he knew that by not specifying any one indiscretion, she could break him of many other bad habits he may have, and put a stop to any other acts of disobedience that she might not even be aware of, but that didn’t make the pain any easier to endure.

He may have started his slavery white, but he’d since become red, black, purple, and blue.

To his credit, though, he had learned quickly, only warranting a whipping on three of the past five days.

“Would you like me to run you a bath, Goddess?”

“Hmm, yes, but I wouldn’t want to foul my bathwater with dirt.” Putting down her cup of coffee, she slid open the doors to the patio and motioned for him to follow her outside. Standing inside the covered patio, she gazed out at the snowy landscape and scowled. “Cold, wet, soft, and useless. How very white.” 

He knew she was talking about the snow, but he still took it personally.

“Remove my clothes, whiteboi. Properly, this time.”

Cringing, he crawled around to face her and timidly reached for her right boot. He had been commanded to undress her at least once per day since arriving, and had yet to get it right. When she didn’t kick him away, he allowed himself a silent sigh of relief and removed the boot. Before he placed the boot down, he covered his face with it and took several deep breaths of the pungent, stale aroma.

“What are you doing?” his Goddess asked, one eyebrow raised in curiosity.

Dropping the boot as if it were on fire, he stammered, “I-I-I only wished to remove the foul odors from your boot so that your magnificent feet would not have to endure any further discomfort.”

“Mmm. I do like a whiteboi who is always thinking of his Goddess’s comfort.” 

He smiled, having never received such praise before. However, his smile quickly faded before her grimace of disgust. 

“Unfortunately, I did not give you permission to enjoy yourself, and your worthless little white penis has betrayed your lust.”

“No, Goddess, please!” Crying, he begged, “Please, not again.”

“When you learn to control that thing, you will have earned a reprieve from your nightly feast,” she scowled. “Now, continue!”

Shaking, he removed the other boot and proceeded to inhale deeply again. This time, he was able to keep his passion under control. Next, he proceeded to remove her stockings, one at a time, and then her garter belt. Unsure what to remove next, he took a chance and pushed his Goddess’ dress up towards her hips. Trembling so hard he could hardly get his fingers to work, he then removed her white satin panties and proceeded to lick her juices from the dark, warm, erotic crotch.

Of all his duties, laundry had become a favorite very early on. Left alone in the back room, he was free to lick and suck his Goddess’s clothes clean—as commanded—and not worry about betraying his arousal. It also gave him a golden opportunity to practice control. Now, when his penis began to grow again, he bit down hard on his tongue and tried to focus on the pain. 

It worked, but just barely.

“Alright, enough.” His Goddess took the panties from his hands. “Continue.”

Having grown bold with his success so far, he confidently rose to his knees and began lowering the straps of the white PVC mini dress over her shoulders. A quick kick to the groin informed him that this was the wrong choice. Containing his groans behind clenched teeth, he replaced the straps and instead snaked his hands up beneath her dress. Unable to hold back the tears, he let them flow freely as he reached up to unhook the white lace treasure of her bra, pulling it down and towards him, snaking it out beneath her dress.

“Tsk-tsk-tsk,” his Goddess sighed, shaking her head. While he eagerly licked her sweat from the cups of the bra, she chided him, “You were so close to doing it right.”

“Forgive me, Goddess, I beg thee.” He was dreading his upcoming punishment, but he felt like he had finally figured out the trick to undressing her. From now on, he would do it properly. As he returned to removing the mini dress, he realized he had had the right idea in beginning with her feet and working upwards. He had removed the panties before the dress, because it was one piece and reached to her neck. He now realized that he should have moved on to the bra next, since her breasts were obviously below her neck.

Nodding her approval, his Goddess lowered herself to the patio-stones and commanded, “Wash me. Lick the filth from my body and swallow every drop.” Smiling, she told him, “Even the unwanted waste of a black Goddess should be like the sweetest ambrosia to a lowly whiteboi.”

As he fell to the ground and began licking at her heels, he found it difficult once again to contain his arousal. This was the closest he had come to any sexual contact with his Goddess since that first night, and he wanted to make it last as long as possible. Taking his time, making sure he covered every inch of skin, he closed his eyes in anticipation and began breathing more heavily as he approached the center of her sex.

“Ah, not there, my worthless whiteboi.” She laughed as his tongue began making its way through her bush. “Only a properly prepared slave may touch his Goddess there.” Pushing his head away, she promised, “If you worship with all your heart, you may attain the same level of trust and respect as Drone, but only if you learn what level of surrender I desire most.”

With that single, enigmatic statement, she broke something of his hidden resolve. From this point onward, he would dedicate his every breath to pleasing his Goddess. He would gratefully accept her every punishment and thank her afterward. He had yet to meet this mysterious Drone, and still had no clear idea what he was even aspiring to, but this was his life now, and he’d been a fool not to try and make the most of it.

Strangely, as he began sucking the lint and dirt from her belly button, his thoughts strayed to his family and friends. What would they think? Were they worried? Ha! Not likely. Had they even noticed he was gone? If they had, they were probably relieved. Much to his surprise, he found that he didn’t care. Nobody had been there for him when his marriage ended, and they hadn’t been there when his career ended either. His Goddess was the only person to show any interest in him at all. He still wondered how or why he’d come to her attention, but he already regretted his initial attempts to flee.

Slowly making his way up her ebony torso with his tongue, he took comfort in the fact that she’d chosen him.

“Ah, ah,” his Goddess chastised. “What did I tell you? You’re not yet there.” Rebuked, he stopped short of her nipples, content instead to clean the skin beneath and all around. Thrilled by his momentary proximity to her awesome breasts, he didn’t even hesitate before plunging his tongue into her armpits, where the scent of sweat seemed to be at its most potent. Lapping away, he made sure he was clean before making his way down to her hands.

“As you do the face,” she cautioned, “do not touch my lips. You are not yet worthy.”

“Yes, Goddess.”

“And, as you clean the rest, be sure to remove all traces of makeup. Eyeliner, blush, and so forth.”

“Yes, Goddess.”

As he finished his tongue bath by licking the oils and dirt from her raven tresses, he forced himself to appreciate the lingering taste of cosmetics. If his Goddess wished him to clean her, he would do so willingly. If she wished him to consume that which he cleaned, he would do so and enjoy it. Her satisfaction was all that mattered. Against that, his five senses were insignificant and so contemptible as to be beneath notice.

Oh my god, what was happening to him? How had he come so thoroughly under her spell?

Hours later, lying on his Goddess’s bed, hands cupped behind his head, he wondered what kind of punishment she had in mind. He had been afraid she was going to place him on the cross again and force him to drink his own cum, but this was her bedroom, not the altar room. What could she have in mind?

Coming into the room, his Goddess waved dismissively. “Fiddle with that useless bit of white flesh and cum as soon as possible.” When he hesitated, she reached over and squeezed his balls. “I haven’t got all night, whiteboi.”

Normally, such pressure would have made it impossible for him to become aroused. However, since it would please his Goddess, he found it much easier than he feared. Apparently, his body was learning what his mind had already grasped—she was all that mattered and she deserved total obedience.

Within a matter of minutes, he was spurting cum across his stomach. It wasn’t a large load. In fact, it seemed as if his loads had become lighter and lesser in the time he’d been here, but he chalked that up to being forced to cum so often. His Goddess leaned over and began rubbing something cold against his skin, wiping up the cum. It looked like a long, black rectangle of rubber with a small protrusion in the center. As she finished coating it with his spent sperm and brought it to his face, he saw what it was.

Eyes wide with trepidation, he watched as she brought the device towards his face. It was a penis gag, and she intended to shove the slimy rubber into his mouth. Remembering his earlier pledge to willingly accept her punishments and to thank her afterward, he forced himself to open his mouth to receive the foul prize.

If she was surprised by his complicity, his Goddess didn’t show it. Fitting the gag over his mouth, she lifted his head and strapped it so tightly around his face that his cheeks turned red. Next, as he wondered what further punishment she surely had in store, she grabbed his hands and shackled them to the headboard. Once he was secure, she placed his feet in similar shackles and then winched them upwards until his ass was in the air. 

The position left his poor, ill-used penis hanging limply almost directly above his head.

Not saying a word, his Goddess then attached a short, wide piece of black tubing to the end of his penis, plugging it into a small hole in the penis portion of his gag. Now, his cum would secretly inch its way toward his mouth and fill the small rubber penis until it became so full, it began to drip onto his tongue. In essence, he would be sucking his own cum from someone else’s cock.

Already certain that he preferred the cross and its clear tubing, he winced only slightly as she rammed a black, cock-shaped dildo into his ass, plugged it in, and turned it on. With each punishment, she had increased the size of the invader, with the speed and power of its vibration increasing accordingly.

Finally, she pulled back the canopy over the bed to reveal a holo-vid projected above him. “Cued up in this stream,” she explained, “is thirty-seven hours of black-owned instructional erotica, selected and arranged by Drone. Black bulls dominating white hotwives and cuckolds. Black men using submissive whitebois. Black transwomen riding white sisses. A day-and-a-half of black cocks, white holes, and penetrative pleasure.”

Um, this was new . . . and he wasn’t sure how he felt about it.

“While the dildo in your ass should keep you cumming throughout the night, you’ll likely notice that your weak, white, wasted discharge rather pales in comparison to that of real men. Black men.”

He expected her to say something to that, but apparently that was it. 

As he stared up at the immersive scene above him, so well-projected that he felt a part of the scene, all he could see was a skinny white man, on his knees, with his head nestled between a pair of porn-star-sized white breasts. As the blonde head above the guy smiled and gently stroked his brow, he couldn’t understand why the man looked so disgusted. Then, as the scene panned out, he could see that the poor slave was being face fucked by a black man! There was a man’s black cock in his mouth, and it was using him more roughly than Patty had ever, even on their honeymoon, used his wife.

“You can stop this any time you want,” his Goddess promised. “Simply learn to control your arousal, and you won’t cum. Don’t cum, and you won’t have to eat it.” She leaned in, her head tilted carefully to avoid disturbing the scene, and whispered, “If you can learn to control yourself against anal and visual arousal, in the face of black sexual superiority and ultimate white surrender, then you should have no trouble at all controlling yourself while you perform your daily devotions.”

As she turned to leave the room, she promised himself he would learn. Even if it took all night, he would learn to control himself. The thought of consuming any more of his own cum was a motivating factor, but not the biggest. Instead, he found that his need to please, to satisfy his Goddess, to prove himself just as worthy as Drone of her approval, provided far more willpower.

Besides, he could always close his eyes. It’s not like he had to watch.

And that, of course, was when the sound kicked in. 

“Oooh, you look so pretty with a big, fat, black cock filling your sissy little mouth,” the blonde cooed. “I want you to suck that dark meat, baby. Really suck it. Show our Master how much you love being a bitch. Do a good job and maybe he’ll give you his cum. All his thick, yummy,  potent black cum. Would you like that, hmm?”

Groaning, he wondered if his desire to please his Goddess would be enough to get him through this.
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The Next Day

“Good morning, whiteboi. And how are we feeling?” His Goddess smiled as she began fondling his tiny, limp, shriveled-up penis as she asked, “Still hungry?”

Still gagged, all he could do was shake his head. Somehow, during the course of the night, he had managed to claim a small measure of self-control, although physical exhaustion had probably been a contributing factor. It had now been three hours since his last orgasm and almost two and a half since his last erection. Unfortunately, if his Goddess didn’t soon stop her excruciatingly soft caress, his streak would come to a crashing halt.

When his penis remained soft and flaccid, however, she nodded her approval and set about releasing him from his bondage and his gag. “Knees.” Her voice was hardly more than a whisper, but it carried such power, any man would have had a hard time resisting.

At least, that’s what he told himself.

Ignoring his protesting muscles and aching joints, he immediately forced his body into action, rolling off the bed and assuming his position before his Goddess. Panting from the pain he was trying not to acknowledge, he awaited her next demand.

He expected her to say something, to use him in some way, but his Goddess simply stood there and waited. As he had not been invited to speak or commanded to serve, he remained as still as he could, prepared to wait patiently for direction.

It had to be nearly half an hour later when she nodded once and asked, “Did you enjoy last night?”

His first instinct was to refuse, to tell her he hated being forced to swallow his own cum, but he wondered if that was what she was getting at. Thinking like that meant thinking of himself as the focus, as the center of attention. It was like confusing his left with hers. Did she mean something more? Was she asking about the stream that Drone had curated? Was she asked if he enjoyed the scenes of black domination? It seemed like that would more naturally be the case, so he’d have to be careful about how he answered. 

“I did not enjoy the pressure on my useless white penis or the taste of my pathetic white cum,” he answered carefully, “but I did enjoy learning about all the ways whitebois can surrender and serve the desires of their black superiors.”

Her smile at his answer filled him with such warmth that it almost scared him.

“I am pleased to hear Drone has educated you well.” Bending over, she began roughly fondling his penis. “Am I correct in understanding that you no longer see any purpose in this?”

“Yes, Goddess.”

“Would you go so far as to say you’d be happier without it as a distraction?”

“Yes, Goddess.”

“If I were to have Drone take care of it for you, would that please you?”

He hesitated. “I don’t know that pleased is the right word, Goddess, but I believe I would appreciate it, yes.”

“That pleases me.”

His Goddess tapped something into her watch and, moments later, someone who could only be Drone silently entered the room.

They were a featureless, genderless figure, encased in shiny white PVC from head-to-toe. He saw what might have been the tiniest bump between their legs, and their chest was just rounded enough to make him further question their gender. Their arms and legs were thicker and more muscled than Goddess’s, but not so much as to appear particularly masculine. He looked to their face, desperate for something to identify them, but it was a smooth PVC mask that appeared sculpted to hide all but a hint of lips, a bump of a nose, and the faint arch of eyebrow ridges. They moved so smoothly, so effortlessly, they almost didn’t appear human, but it was an efficient movement with nothing sexual or sensual about it.

Was this what he was to aspire to? Was this what his Goddess had in mind for his future? He didn’t know how he felt about it, but a part of him did at least admire the androgyny.

Drone kneeled before him, a strange-looking contraption in their hand. It pointed to his penis and asked, “Is it your wish that I relieve you of your burden?” Its voice was a whisper that did absolutely nothing to hint at a hidden gender. 

He didn’t know what it was Drone held, and it scared him a bit, but he suspected there was an inevitability to it that was inescapable. “Yes, please.”

“It will hurt a great deal as I position it, but numbness will follow. Is it still your wish that I proceed?”

Fuck, this was starting to sound serious. Why was it going to hurt so much? What if he changed his mind? Was this something irreversible? So many questions, but he knew that, in the end, none of them would matter.

He could either accept it or wait and suffer until it was forced upon him.

“Yes, please.” He swallowed his fear. “Thank you, Drone.”  

“You are welcome, Patty. It pleases me to know you have accepted your service to our Goddess.”

As Drone leaned in, he turned away. He couldn’t watch. He didn’t want to see what was happening between his legs. He felt something cold and hard being pressed against his flesh. It was quickly followed by the feel of something hollow closing about his balls, and something else pressing tight about the head of his penis. He felt Drone push that cap downward, forcing his shaft back inside his body until the cap clicked against whatever was closed about his balls. 

“It is nearly done,” Drone told him. “You may hold my hand if it helps.”

He was about to politely refuse, wanting to prove to his Goddess that he could do this—whatever this was—for her sake, but as everything warmed and grew tight, he took the offered hand and squeezed.

And squeezed harder as he was squeezed between the legs.

The pressure just kept growing, his hidden flesh feeling hotter and hotter as the device closed in around it. He was just beginning to think it wasn’t so bad when the pain turned sharp. It felt like a hundred tiny needles were being pressed in loops about each ball and the base of his shaft.

He refused to cry out, but nodded his thanks as Drone placed a second hand over his and squeezed.

Just when he thought he could handle no more, everything went cold. It was like a switch had been pressed—and for all he knew, it had. Maybe he’d been injected, or maybe there was some sort of bio-feedback blocker operating between his legs, but he no longer felt anything. At all. Well, he felt the weight of the device against his skin, but it may as well have been empty for all that he felt inside.

“My sweet, sweet Drone. Please show your new sister what he can expect.”

“As you desire, Goddess.”

He watched, more curious than frightened, as Drone released a hidden seam in the front of their outfit and pulled it aside. He was so fascinated to be discovering Drone’s true gender that what he saw initially failed to register. It looked as if Drone was—or, at one point, had been—male, but all that was left was the tiny remnant of a soft cockhead embedded in the flesh of its groin. No balls, no shaft, nothing but that tiny bump.

“Goddess instructed that you retain a half inch of shaft,” Drone said calmly, as if they were discussing nothing more than the weather, “but you need never worry about it growing erect.”

“Drone? You may resume your duties.” Goddess patted their ass and sent them on their way. “Patty? I believe it is time for your prayers.”

He preceded Goddess out of the bedroom, his steps awkward and tentative, despite the fact that he was feeling no pain. Still, with the alien feel of the contraption between his legs, he found himself taking wide-legged steps on the plush black-and-white carpeting of the staircase, his hip jarring against the banister as he rounded the various twists and turns. 

As soon as he reached the altar, he assumed his place in the center of the floor and awaited his Goddess, who was following close behind. She let her fingers trail along his shoulders and then down his arm as she stepped around to stand before him. She had the tube from his gag in her hand, and he watched as she squeezed it between her fingers, running them down until a few remaining drops of cum dripped out onto her shoes.

“Pray for me, Patty.”

“Yes, my Goddess.” Diving for the floor, he began, “My Goddess who art here before me,” and planted a kiss on her left toe, tasting cum. He continued with the prayer, making certain to kiss a different spot each time.

“Worshipped be thy name.” Another kiss.

“White submission come, black will be done.” 

“On earth for thy presence is heaven.” Another taste of cum.

“Punish me this day as I am due.” A long kiss this time.

“For trespasses, known and unknown.” 

“So that I may beg thy forgiveness.” Yet another taste of cum.

“Lead me into blacked temptation.” Kiss.

“And impose upon me your superior will.” Cum.

“For black is the power.” Kiss.

“Black worship the glory.” Cum.

“Black dominion the world.” Kiss.

“Now and forever.” Cum.

“My Goddess.” Kiss.

As he finished his last, lingering kiss, Patty found that his Goddess’s boots were dirty. In fact, now that he paid attention, her clothes looked wrinkled and worn, as if she’d worn them all night. Had she gone out? It made sense, as she’d set him up in her bedroom, and she was hardly one to sleep on the couch, but that made him wonder anew what kind of ‘business’ it was she was always running off to.

Bravely taking the initiative, he asked, “Goddess, please forgive my gross ignorance and presumption, but it appears you are in need of cleaning. May I?”

“Do you smell the sex upon me, Patty? Are your senses so finely attuned that they’re already drawn to the scent of black cum? Is my neutered whiteboi looking to feed his new addiction?”

“No, Goddess, but I do wish to serve.” His voice cracked with the knowledge of what he was offering to do. “I wish only to please.”

She smiled. “Then you may clean me.”

As his tongue snaked out to lick every last speck of dirt from her boots, he noticed that she did, in fact, smell muskier than usual, and that there was a scent beneath that—one that reminded him of being milked, and yet was nothing like it at the same time. A small part of him was jealous that some man had been intimate with his Goddess, but that was the part that was slowly dying between his legs.
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A Month Later

It was mid-afternoon and his Goddess was lounging in her hammock, warm and snug within the heated patio, napping, sipping at a glass of wine, and watching him strive to prove his gardening prowess. He had been out here for hours now, naked and shivering, hurrying back and forth from one snowy region to another, pruning and cutting bushes and trees in anticipation of spring.

All it had taken was an offhanded remark as to the unkempt nature of the yard, and he had begged to be allowed to tend to it. He wanted to keep his Goddess pleased, and he refused to allow nature to spoil her mood.

Not that it seemed to be working.

When he looked through the windows at her, he thought she looked angry. She wasn’t watching him, though, so he didn’t think he was the target of her anger. But someone—or something—was, and that upset him more than he expected. Here he was, naked, daring frostbite as he worked for a woman who claimed ownership over him simply because he was white and she was black, all while he worried about what was really happening between his legs, and his only concern was for her.

It wasn’t his place, but he felt as if he had to do something.

Say something.

Be something.

He made a decision. He dropped his tools and returned to the patio, knocking gently on the glass before slipping inside.

“Is there a problem, Patty?”

“I, um, that is what I wished to ask you, Goddess.” He kneeled at her feet but risked looking into her eyes. “You looked upset,” he told her, “and that bothered me. If something could upset such a beautiful, powerful, confident woman, then it must be something heavy. It’s not right, Goddess, that you should have to carry it alone.”

She looked startled. “You have come a long way, whiteboi, to be asking me that. If I’m not careful, I might actually believe you care.”

“I do care, Goddess, and that’s as much of a surprise to me as I’m sure it is to you.”

Maybe it was just the sun, but he swore her dark skin glowed as she adjusted herself in her chair. “I don’t know that you are ready for this, Patty.”

“Whatever you need of me, Goddess, I want to be it. I’m yours. I am here to serve.”

She ran a finger down his cheek, the stark contrast between black and white exciting him in ways it hadn’t just days ago. “It’s no accident that you are here,” she told him as she tapped at her holo-display. “There’s a reason I chose you, but before we discuss your story, you need to hear someone else’s.”

He wasn’t surprised when Drone stepped silently through the door into the patio and joined him in kneeling before their Goddess.

“Drone? I will not command this of you, but I will ask. Will you share your story with Patty?”

Drone tilted their head, sunlight rippling over their white outfit. “For Patty,” they said, “No. For he is to be my sister? Yes.”

This time it was his turn to reach out, to offer the hand. When Drone took it and squeezed, he knew this was going to be heavy.

“I was the boyfriend of a small-town preacher, standing by his side and watching him bring comfort to the masses. I wasn’t devoutly religious myself, but I appreciated the good he seemed to be able to do. You have to understand, he was an amazing man, and I’d been proud to be even a small part of his life. Plus, of course, I loved him.

“In the space of a year and a half, though, everything changed. A group of slimy white politicians with slick white marketing geniuses approached him about shifting his message. They wanted him to turn his back on the community—our community, the LGBTQIA community—and preach against the rise of the Black New World Order instead. They promised him fame and fortune, power and influence. They were going to make him go national.”

Patty had a sick feeling in the pit of his stomach, like he knew where this was going, but he wasn’t ready to believe it, so he listened while Drone continued.

“Within months of his show’s debut, ratings were skyrocketing and the dollars were pouring in. Although he kept insisting to me that he’d only taken the job to spread God’s word to more people, to do more good, I saw him turn his back on everyone who needed us. I watched, powerless and ignored, as he was overcome by greed and lust.

“The power went to his head. He’d long since stopped allowing public displays of affection, but he’d started grabbing a quick grope or feel when he thought nobody would see, and making suggestions of lewd games in the church. Nervous and embarrassed, I refused to give in, but then he became angry, telling me it was God’s will. I was a sinner, and my only salvation was through him. All the while, he pushed me to the background, treated me like just another member of his entourage, and refused to acknowledge our love.

“I’m ashamed to say I gave in. We began having sex on the set after dark. I let him masturbate me upon the altar. I even sucked his cock from inside the podium while he gave his sermon to millions on the network and streaming. But it wasn’t enough.”

Patty risked interrupting. “I think I know who you’re talking about, and you don’t need to tell me anymore.”

Drone shook its head. “But I do. One particularly disturbing day, I came home from shopping to find him in bed with not one, not two, but three other men. White men with white pride and Nazi tattoos all over their bodies. They were all naked and covered with sweat, and the room positively stank with cum. As if that wasn’t enough, the bastard commanded me to join them. Not asked, but commanded. As I reluctantly stepped forward, trapped between my values and my love for this man—or at least who he used to be—the other men pulled me down, ripped my clothes off, and . . . did disgusting things to me.”

It was hard to tell through the mask, but it sounded as if Drone were crying. He squeezed their hand harder and shifted himself closer, pressing his thigh against theirs. When he looked to Goddess to ensure he hadn’t crossed a line, he saw her smile.

“I’m ashamed to say,” Drone continued, “I stayed with him through that. Even deprived of my self-worth, I couldn’t betray my love. However, when he started to demand that I sexually satisfy those same politicians who destroyed his soul, the same businessmen who were financing the white pride movement, and the same lawyers who were sacrificing the LGBT community to fight the BNWO, I refused.”

“You did good,” Patty assured him. “It must have been hard.”

Drone continued, lost in the story, as if he hadn’t spoken. “When he . . . he did what he did next, I had to draw a line. He dragged me to a luxury cabin high up in the mountains for a ‘retreat’ with several other religious leaders.” Drone leaned into Patty’s touch, pressing their shoulder to his. “They had black women tied up in the bedrooms, Patty. My boyfriend . . . he wanted me to fuck one of them. When I refused, reminded him I was gay and I didn’t do that, he beat me. Told me it was my duty to breed white, that we were all there to put white babies into their black bellies and stop what was happening to our country.

And if I couldn’t fuck one, I could at least kill one for him.”

Goddess slipped to the floor with them and took Drone into her arms. “You know who Drone’s boyfriend was, Patty.”

He nodded. “Reverend Donald Galbraith.”

“That’s right. The man who praised believes America needs to turn the clock back to the time of Graham, Jones, Falwell, Roloff, Lee, and all the others with their sermons promoting racial segregation, white supremacy, and opposition to civil rights for African Americans.”

Patty’s eyes widened. He knew what white privilege was, but never understood what it protected him from. Not only did he not know most of these names, but he had no idea the harm they’d done.

She opened her arm and pulled him into a three-way embrace with Drone. “When Drone came to my attention, I rescued them, purchased them, and remade them into what you see today. They are Drone. No sex, no gender, no intimacy. Their experiences with that bastard ruined that for them. I was already working against the Reverend at the time, but meeting Drone has made that fight personal.”

“Like it is for me,” he risked.

“Correct. You’ve been used and hurt, but not like Drone. I need you to do what they can’t, to be what they can’t. I need you to live up to the legacy of being black-owned and help me put down this worthless white dog and his rabid pack before they can hurt any others.”

And just like that, his life changed—for the better. His Goddess had given him a future, and now she was giving him a purpose as well. He didn’t know what it would require, but he was angry. Angry for her, angry for Drone, and angry at all those who’d either stood by or pushed him away.

“Anything, Goddess. Anything for you.” He looked to Drone, and when Goddess nodded her approval, kissed them on the head. “And anything for my sister.”

Hours later, Patty was kneeling before his Goddess, watching—and listening—while she urinated into the toilet. It was a strange scene. He and his ex-wife had always given each other their privacy in the bathroom, so he’d never really thought about what it would sound like for a woman. It was a powerful sound, but a wet one, so very different from how he pissed against the walls of the bowl.

Or, he asked himself, would that be how he used to piss against the walls of the toilet? How much was this device between his legs going to change his life?

“You did well today, Patty. You put Drone and I before you, responded to our feelings, and showed genuine empathy. You have come a long way in a short period of time.”

“Thank you, Goddess.”

“Tell me,” she asked, “knowing what you know now, having seen what you have of Drone, do you regret surrendering yourself? Are you having second thoughts about the device?”

His hand strayed to the contraption between his legs, but as much as he wondered and worried about it, he was oddly okay with whatever was happening inside. “No, Goddess. It is a remnant of a different life, one for which I have no use in your service.” The words that came out of his mouth next surprised him. “I’m actually a little excited to see the result. Drone . . . well, Drone looked so pretty, if it’s okay to think that of them.”

She beamed. “Not only is it okay, but I think they would like it if you shared that with them.”

He nodded, a smile of his own responding to hers.

“You will find the days and weeks ahead as different from what you have endured for me so far as those experiences were from your past life. I will be asking a lot of you, but I will also be giving a lot to you.”

“I am ready, Goddess.”

“Let us see about that, shall we?” 

She stood from the toilet, exposing her naked black pussy. It looked even more beautiful than he remembered.

“Lick me clean, Patty. I do not believe in using slaves as toilets, but I am rather fond of using them as a bidet.”

He knew what she was asking, knew he’d be tasting piss along her folds, but the idea of being permitted to service her intimately overwhelmed any sense of anxiety he might have once felt. Eagerly, happily, he leaned in and dragged his tongue through her sex, tasting the sharp bitterness of her urine, but also smelling the musk of her sex. It was intoxicating. He licked and sucked his way up and down the lips of her chocolate labia, pushed his tongue deep into the pink of her valley, and swirled it around the nub of her clitoris, only stopping when she patted his head.

His Goddess stared at him as she fingered the pink satin nightgown she’d been holding up to grant him access to her sex. He saw something flash through her eyes, and moments later she was pulling it over her head, once again revealing to him the swell of her ebony hips, the ample roundness of her black breasts, and the succulent darkness of the hollows in her collarbone that he’d never noticed before.

She turned the nightgown around in her hands . . . and then placed it over his head!

“Drone has washed the new wardrobe we acquired for you on your drive home, and even arranged it into suggested outfits for you in the closet. I will expect you to begin attiring yourself appropriately tomorrow, but if you are to sleep in our presence tonight, this shall serve.”

Patty had never worn women’s clothes before. He’d never even considered it. The thought should have been disturbing, but the softness of the material, the warmth it retained from his Goddess, and the lingering scent of her that it carried all combined to make the nightgown the most perfect piece of clothing he’d ever worn.

So consumed was he by the feel that it took a moment for her words to sink in.

He was to share her bed!

He had to bite his tongue to keep from screaming in delight. 

As she led him through the en-suite door into her bedroom, he was caught between admiring the sway of her hips and luxuriating in the feel of her nightgown. He wasn’t sure what to expect of a night in her presence, and wondered if her comment about ‘our’ bed would mean Drone would be joining them, but he found himself hoping it would be the three of them.

His Goddess opened the drawer of her nightstand as she sat down. From inside, she withdrew a massive black dildo that dwarfed anything she had used on him. Kissing its tip, she turned it on low and smiled at its comforting hum. “Kneel there and watch as I pleasure myself. Prove to me that you can control yourself appropriately, and I may allow you to clean my toy.”

Nodding solemnly, he kneeled down at the corner of the bed and watched, entranced, as his Goddess began.

Beginning with her breasts, she rolled the vibrator over and around her ample cleavage, black-on-black, stopping every once in a while to moisten the monster with her tongue. Slowly encroaching upon the peaks of her mounds, she then began touching just the tip of the vibrator to her nipples, causing them to stand at attention. The only other sign of her arousal was her short, panting breaths.

Biting his tongue and digging his hands into the cold metal supports of her bed, Patty watched, mesmerized, as she began tracing a zigzagging pattern down her stomach, almost as if she were trying to sneak up on her pussy. He watched, fascinated by the way the shining black dildo seemed to change colors as it slid across the darkness of her flesh, reflecting the subtle variations in her coloring.

Having finally reached her forbidden valley, she brought the vibrator to rest on top of her clitoris, shockingly pink against the blackness of the vibrator, and let out a tiny gasp as she turned up the power a notch. Holding the humming instrument there for far longer than Patty believed any woman could endure without a shrieking orgasm, she still made no sound. Then, just when he was sure that time had stopped and that he’d be denied the climax to this vision, she began running the dildo up and down between her lips. Dark and swollen, the lips of her pussy actually seemed to quiver in time with the dildo’s vibrations.

When its surface was well-coated with the juices of her lust, his Goddess took a deep breath and drove the mammoth black dildo into her gaping cunt. A single, loud grunt was her only audible response, and Patty nearly forgot himself and gasped aloud as he saw that she had taken it to the hilt in one thrust.

Only now allowing herself an audible release, his Goddess began gasping and panting as she fucked herself with the dildo. Patty found himself wondering if, like the hand-shaped plug she’d used on him, the dildo was fashioned after a real black cock—and, if so, who it might belong to. It had looked so very real when she pulled it from the drawer, and now that he had the opportunity to watch up close, he could see the veins along the shaft and the wide flare of its head. It looked so real, he wouldn’t have been surprised to see hair growing around the balls that served as its base.

Once, twice, three more times, his Goddess increased the power until Patty realized he could hear the roar of the vibrator through the walls of her pussy. It was magnificent. It was the single most sensual moment of his life, the most satisfying sexual experience he’d ever had, and all he was doing was watching.

And then his Goddess climaxed and he knew that sound would forever define ecstasy for him. 

Snapping her legs shut to hold the dildo in place, she howled in pleasure as she pulled at her nipples, stretching them to the limits of human tolerance. Screaming and panting in intense pleasure, her body spasmed uncontrollably, leaping up off the bed in ecstasy. As for Patty, a small cry did escape his lips, but it was one of appreciation and he hoped she would hear it as such.

“Oh my, that was good.” Beaming, his Goddess wiped a hand across her sweat-soaked brow and smiled. “You did well, Patty. A very dutiful, well-behaved, observant witness to my pleasure.”

“Thank you for allowing my presence, Goddess. You were magnificent.”

She patted the bed, guiding him to a spot just beyond her tightly clenched legs. “Lie down and be of service.”

Shocked, Patty crawled up and laid down beside her, only barely noticing the tiny scenes of lust and perversion embroidered on the blanket. He watched, breathless with anticipation, as his Goddess rolled over, crawled up his body, and held herself with her mound brushing his chin. “Using only your teeth, remove the dildo from my pussy, but do not touch me.” 

He tilted his head as she dragged herself from chin to lips, leaving a trail of hot, fresh juices upon his face. Her pussy was less than an inch from his lips, the ultimate temptation, but he wasn’t about to spoil things, not after having come this far. He tilted his head this way and that, trying to figure out the best approach. He had to spread his jaws to a painful limit, swallowing the dildo’s balls, but he was not to be denied. His teeth vibrating along with the humming dildo, he slowly pulled it out, thrilling at each and every wet, squelching sound as her drenched pussy reluctantly released its prize.

Not sure what was expected of him next, he just lay there as she began to move off him and was rewarded with a squirt of fresh juice as she opened her legs wide to straddle his chest. Her touch was like fire! He was hyperaware of the feel of her wet pussy upon his chest, her damp thighs against his side, and her warm, still quivering ass atop his ribcage.

And then she began sliding backward, stopping only when the contraption between his legs slid between the slick folds of her sex.

“I cannot tell you how long I have waited for this,” she said with a sigh. “I know Drone would have surrendered the pleasure to me had I asked, but that is neither their role nor their place.” She began undulating her hips, as if fucking herself on the cage that surrounded his penis, but all he could feel was her weight atop him.

“Mmm, I cannot tell you the erotic power trip this is, pleasuring myself on the dying remnants of white masculinity, your useless prick so very close to penetrating a black woman’s superior pussy, and yet so very far. Share in my arousal from your surrender, knowing that the pleasure goes only one way, knowing that you can see it but cannot feel it.”

There were tears in his eyes, but they were happy tears. Everything she said was true, and everything she said was right and proper. He didn’t deserve to fuck this ebony Goddess. No white man did. To have even dreamed of inserting himself inside her would be to forever sully himself with shame and horror.

“The only thing better,” she told him, “is riding the death of your pathetic white prick while you begin training for a lifetime of servitude to superior black cock.” She pulled the dildo from his teeth and turned off the vibrations. “You will get to taste the real thing soon, perhaps even sooner than you would like, but it’s important to me that your training be with the same big black cock that gives me so much pleasure each night.”

She turned the dildo and pressed it to his lips. “Kiss it, Patty. Make love to it with your mouth. Make it want it, make it want to fuck your mouth.”

Had it been a real cock, he might have hesitated. Had it been any other toy, he might have shied away. This, though, was the dildo that pleasured his Goddess, a black cock that smelled and tasted of her sex. It didn’t take much to enjoy that, and he soon found himself getting lost in the first blowjob of his new life.

“Mmm, very good. You’re doing so well for me.” He could tell from the pitch of her voice that his Goddess was close to cumming again, and he felt proud that it was his submission that so aroused her. Even if he couldn’t feel a thing down there, he was providing the pleasure that was carrying her to orgasm, and that was a total mindfuck.

“Suck it, Patty. Suck it. Take it.” She began pushing the dildo into his mouth. When he began to gag and sputter, she groaned in delight and ground herself harder against his cage. “That’s right, choke on it, Patty. Black cock belongs inside you. Black cock demands your submission. You can gag and choke and sputter all you want. It’ll excite the black men I allow to use you. In the end, though, each and every one of them is going to keep going, keep driving and pushing, until . . . until . . . oh fuck . . . until . . . yessssss . . . until they’re fucking your whiteboi throat!”

Patty was beyond gagging—he was choking and suffocating on the black dildo lodged deep in his throat. His body told him to panic, demanded that he fight it, but he was too busy getting lost in his Goddess’s climax to listen. She came hard atop him, and for all that he couldn’t feel her through the cage, he certainly felt her hot juices running down his thighs. 

It was amazing.

With a contented sigh, his Goddess collapsed atop him. She withdrew the big black dildo from his throat, but only to fuck it back in a few times, laughing softly and cooing in delight as his head lifted from the bed to take it in.

Patty was so lost in the moment that he only noticed the presence of Drone when they climbed into bed and lay close, pulling a blanket over them all. They didn’t say a word, but their squeeze of Patty’s hand and the single nod of their head told him they appreciated him providing the service they couldn’t.

Maybe it was fucked up, but lying next to Drone, beneath Goddess, with a black dildo in his mouth and black pussy juice cooling on his thighs, he’d never felt more satisfied. He couldn’t fuck her, would never fuck a woman again, but he’d brought the most beautiful, most powerful, most amazingly superior woman he’d ever met to orgasm . . . and that was enough.
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The Next Day

The very next morning, Patty kneeled before his Goddess in the alter room.

“It is time your transformation began,” she told him. “I shall stop short of remaking you in my own image, Goddess though I may be, as there’s no way a whiteboi could ever attain such feminine perfection.”

He smiled. There was no arguing with that.

“I do, however, I do have an image in mind. One which I will share with you when the time is right.” His Goddess grasped his cage, hefting its warm solidity in her hands. Smiling devilishly, she told him, “When I am finished with you, the worthless piece of white flesh healing inside here will be the only thing to set femboi apart from female.”

“Femboi?” he asked. “I’m not familiar with the term, Goddess.”

“Very much like a sissy,” she answered, “but without the humiliation.”

He liked that idea. Quite a bit as it turned out.

“A femboi is neither male nor female, but closer to the latter than the former. Consider it the epitome of whiteboi transformation, a new form that is pleasing to the eye for your black superiors. A shape,” she said with a wink, “certain to get you smothered by black pussy and filled with black cock.”

Patty fell to the floor and bathed her feet in kisses. “Thank you, Goddess.”

Standing before the altar, dressed only in a white bra, panties, and stockings, his Goddess raised her hands to the ceiling and announced, “Today, we witness the graduation of a lowly whiteboi slave. Through his rejection of family, friends, society, culture, religion, and everything that made up his insignificant white world, he has come to worship the power of black supremacy through his Goddess, totally, and without reservation.”

Slowly, sensuously, his Goddess lowered her arms and extended them before her. “Now,” she continued, “we witness him at a crossroads. Limited by his body, mind, and soul, he seeks to become closer to his Goddess by submitting to her divine will and allowing himself to be remade in the image of her choosing. Rejecting now not only his world, but his self, he kneels before us, ready to begin a metamorphosis for the Black New World Order, with his Goddess as his only guide.”

She looked down to gaze upon him, power blazing in her eyes. “Are you ready to begin your transformation?”

“Yes . . . yes, my Goddess.”

“Are you prepared to give yourself wholly unto black ownership? Do you accept the destruction of your whiteboi self that I require?”

“Yes, Goddess, I do.”

His Goddess summoned the cross from the wall and shackled him in place. Patty gazed upon the frescoed ceiling of the altar room, his eyes sliding from one blissfully blacked slave to another, and tried not to be nervous. While he desperately wanted to be deserving of her divine transformation, he still possessed a natural fear of the unknown that she so carefully played upon and exploited. 

That was when Drone floated silently into the room with a ceramic jar and a handful of cloth strips.

“We shall begin your recreation by removing your unsightly body hair,” his Goddess explained. “Sugaring does hurt more than shaving, but that does not concern me. The speed of application and the duration of hairlessness does. Eventually, if you have proven yourself worthy, we shall look into electrolysis, but this will do for now.”

Patty nodded. “I understand, Goddess.”

Reaching into the jar of goo, she withdrew the applicator and approached his quivering body. “Pay close attention,” she warned as he began to close his eyes, “for I shall do this only once. After today, you shall do it for yourself.” As she began spreading it down his right shin, he shivered. Just as quickly, she applied the cloth strip and let it set while she applied a similar treatment to his other leg.

As soon as she was finished there, his Goddess turned back to the other leg and, without warning, ripped the glue-like strip away, along with the tiny forest of hairs beneath.

“Arghhhh!” Unable to move more than his head, Patty could only grit his teeth and endure the pain. Although he guessed that most women were a little more delicate in the removal of their own hair, he did not question his Goddess’s methods. After all, he would never have expected such a transformation to come without suffering.

Quickly, but efficiently, his Goddess stripped him of nearly every hair he had, leaving his skin raw and pink. To distract himself, he watched how smoothly and effortlessly Drone stirred the sugaring mix to keep the procedure from being interrupted. When they were done, the only hair Patty could lay claim to was the curls upon the top of his head and what was left of his freshly sculpted eyebrows. 

“You’ve already been taking small oral doses of estrogen,” she informed him—which was a surprise, but not entirely a shock, “but now that the testosterone has been removed from your system, you should begin to feel some small changes. Nothing drastic, mind you, just a softening of the skin and increased tenderness in your breasts.” He was still stinging when she began rubbing him down with moisturizing cream that she promised would further soften his skin and help slow the regrowth of his hair. It had a mild scent of its own, and as she anointed him with feminine perfumes and body sprays, he discovered that the combination of the scents working together was exceedingly feminine.

She then applied some nail extensions to his fingers, after which she painted his fingers and toes a soft shade of pink. Hanging there, feeling and looking strangely androgynous, he could only wonder what else she had planned for his transformation.

As it turned out, he would need to wait.

“I have some business to attend to while Drone cleans up your mess, but we’ll retire to your bedroom when I am done and begin your cosmetics lessons.”

An hour later, Patty sat before what was now his dressing table, overwhelmed by the array of bottles, tubes, jars, palettes, brushes, sponges, and combs before him.

“All right,” his Goddess quizzed, “any guesses at what we begin with?” 

He didn’t know what anything was, but Drone had shared some quiet advice downstairs—enough for him not to sound like a total fool as Goddess instructed him.

“The foundation, my Goddess.”

She smiled. “Were you a woman, you’d be absolutely correct, but we need to hide your masculinity before we can accentuate my femininity. We’ll begin with a blocker.”

He sat there and watched as she ran a red brush over his chin, upper lip, and sideburns, the color so stark that he found it difficult to imagine how she’d hide it. As soon as she moved onto the foundation, however, being careful to blend it in with his own skin, he saw how the colors combined to disguise any hint of shadow.

“That’s like witchcraft,” he told her, eyes wide.

She laughed. “It is indeed.” His Goddess set down the sponge and asked, “What next?”

Hesitating only slightly, he replied, “Pancake makeup for my cheekbones.”

“Good.” As he watched her accentuate his cheekbones, giving them a higher, sharper feminine appearance, she informed him, “Should I choose to have your cheekbones sculpted surgically, you’ll have to learn to be much more subtle.”

“Yes, Goddess.”

“And what do you think is next?”

Drone had told him it was a toss-up as to which Goddess might choose when she made up her own face. He didn’t want to guess wrong, so he played it safe and replied, “Color, Goddess. Rouge or lipstick.”

She looked over her should to where Drone was kneeling just inside the door. “Someone has been paying attention.” He was afraid she was going to punish Drone for helping, but when she turned back to face him, she was smiling. “It pleases me to see my two sisters supporting one another.”

Rouge was indeed next, a soft pink, since she told him she didn’t want him to look like a whore. After that, she did his eyebrows, his eyelashes, and his eyes. It was hard to watch what she did with his eyes, and he was a little intimidated by how carefully she applied the color, blending it here and feathering it there, but the way it made his eyes ‘pop’ was stunning.

“I’ve left your lips for last, as you’re going to need to pay close attention and learn to be very careful. Yours are to be cocksucker lips, and that means they need to attract, look pretty in action, and maintain through multiple uses. They can make or break a face for any woman, but doubly so for a femboi.”

“Yes, Goddess.” Having admired her soft, full, perfectly colored lips from the moment he had seen her in the mall, Patty knew exactly what properly maintained lips could do for a face. While he knew he could never hope to have lips like his Goddess, he was excited to see what kind of effect her efforts would have. His eyes already looked like they’d been stolen from a woman who bore only a passing resemblance to him—he couldn’t imagine how the lips would look.

She began with a pencil, explaining how it was important to outline his lips before applying the lipstick itself. She drew just outside his natural lip line, adding a little fullness to his lips without making them appear unnatural. Then, choosing a soft red, she used a delicate brush to begin applying the lipstick. He’d never seen lipstick painted on like this before, and the feel of it, wet and slippery across his lips, was disconcerting . . . but exciting at the same time.

When she was done, his Goddess turned him around so he could see her work in the mirror.

“Goddess!” His jaw dropped in shock, even as he saw Drone seemingly recoil before hurrying from the room. He wondered what was up with them, but the mirror demanded his attention. He didn’t look like a woman, not completely, but he also looked nothing like a man. He could see hints of himself in the figure before him, little flashes of the man he’d once been, but overall what he saw was a soft, pretty, femboi.

“Hmm, yes, that is indeed what I was hoping for.” Stepping back to admire her handiwork, his Goddess nodded. “For where and when I’ll need you most, I do need you to look respectable, and I think this works nicely.”

He still had no idea what she had planned for him, but he felt a little less anxious knowing she had no intention of trotting him out there looking like a bimbo slut. The idea of anybody else seeing him like this was a little terrifying, but he took comfort in the fact that he wouldn’t look like a fool or a clown.

“Once they have gathered themselves, Drone will assist you in choosing outfits appropriate to the day, but I expect you to learn to do for yourself. Ask questions. Ask about style, color, fit, material, and all the rest. Learn what matches, and when a little contrast is good.”

He nodded. “Thank you, Goddess.”

“Queer bois do like their Barbies.” Patty was startled—he hadn’t heard Drone return. “Your look will take some getting used to, but if I veer into humiliation or sissification, Goddess will correct me.” They sounded conflicted, angry and sad and excited all at once. It was completely unlike them. “Having a full-size femboi to dress is going to be fun.”

Goddess nodded. “I understand,” she told Drone, “and I am prepared to excuse such slips. To a point. Do not allow them to interfere, however, with my plans.”

Drone dropped to their knees. “Of course, Goddess. I know how important this is.”

She smiled and ran a hand down Drone’s face, cupping their cheek and pressing them to her thigh. No words were said; she just held Drone there and stroked them softly.

Patty knew there was something he was missing here, but it wasn’t important right now. He already trusted, respected, and worshipped this black Goddess who had swept in, taken ownership of him, and thrust him into a lifestyle the likes of which he had never imagined, but he was starting to love her as well. Yes, she was powerful and confident and self-assured, but she also cared.

“Care to explain what you’ve chosen and why?” she asked Drone.

Drone nodded, apparently recovered. “Dressing is all about layers,” they told Patty. “On the right is your underlayer, your lingerie and your stockings, which is like your secret femininity. Even if nobody else knows it’s there, you’ll know it and feel it. On the left is your outer layer, which is the polite veneer that society will see. Still feminine, but not overboard. Goddess wants you just on the feminine side of androgynous, worth a second look, but clearly not a woman at that second look.”

“Thank you, Drone. It’s all so much, so many things I never imagined wearing, but it helps to know you’ve chosen it for me.”

Drone chose it, but it was Goddess who helped him into it. His sugared legs were encased in black silk stockings, attached to a garter belt, with matching lace panties. They fit oddly over his cage, but Goddess assured him it would only be a few more days and they’d be able to dispense with that. The bra was an interesting feel, tight around his torso, but soft over his chest where gently padded A-cups gave him just a hint of shape. His outer layer consisted of a knee-length black skirt, which left him feeling oddly exposed, and a black silk blouse with ruffles around the sleeves, which felt surprisingly comfortable. 

“Fitting choices,” Goddess commended Drone. “Black on white to send a message of black ownership.”

Drone nodded. “And it washes out Patty’s complexion, making him look even more pale by comparison.”

“Good point. We’ll have to keep you out of the sun, come the warmer weather,” she told Patty. “We don’t want you counterfeiting a darker skin tone with suntan.”

His shoes were black, with open toes to reveal his painted toes through the stockings, and had comfortably wide two-inch heels. A matching purse was slipped over his left shoulder, and Drone had selected some silver bracelets that jingled when he moved.

The overall effect was one of softly defined femininity, nothing too overwhelming, but also nothing that could be overlooked. “Goddess. Drone. You two are magicians. I . . . damn, I look almost pretty.”

“Pretty enough to do a little shopping.” Goddess attached her leash to his collar and gave it a tug. “There’s a BNWO shopping center about an hour south of here that it would do you good to be exposed to.”

Oddly enough, that settled his nerves. He’d have panicked were they to return to the mall where she’d acquired him, to a ‘normal’ place where strangers might either recognize him or be shocked by his appearance. A BNWO center where there were likely to be other whitebois and snowbunnies leashed as well? That didn’t sound so bad.

“Drone? Would you care to join us, or is there anything we can pick up for you?”

Drone tilted their head. “Would I be leashed as well, Goddess?”

“Of course.”

They nodded. “Then I would be delighted to join you and my sister, Goddess.”

Their Goddess clapped in delight as she retrieved a second leash and attached it to Drone. “Then let’s go shopping!”

As they approached the doors to the shopping center—doors guarded by several very large white men in collars and leather bondage gear—Patty couldn’t help but feel a little bit anxious as he appeared in public for the first time as a . . . well, not a woman, but a femboi. Of course, it didn’t help that he hadn’t had any contact with the outside world since that fateful winter day at the mall Goddess had taken him from. It was almost as if he had forgotten how to act around people other than her and Drone. 

The men at the doors bowed to Goddess, however, and nodded politely to Patty and Drone as they entered. He wondered as to their role and guessed they were there to keep out undesirable white men and women who might be looking to make a scene or cause trouble. 

Inside, he found himself in what looked like a black-owned paradise, a fetish-fueled circus of black men and women being served and serviced by their snowbunnies, cuckolds, whitebois, fembois, bimbos, sluts, and more. It was everything he would have once dreaded, everything he would have said was wrong with the way America was going, but after a couple of months in his Goddess’s service, it seemed like the most natural thing in the world.

Everywhere he looked, well-dressed black superiors strolled confidently about the place, most dressed in corporate casual, but some looking a tad more refined than that. Their property, though? Well, he saw everything from white women attired like ponygirls, strippers, babygirls, and 1950s housewives to whitebois dressed as French maids, schoolgirls, bondage sluts, and more. He even saw several other figures like Drone, all of whom nodded respectfully to his sister, as if they were part of something deeper within the BNWO.

There was nothing sexual happening within the center, but everything else was fair game. He saw two white women on all fours, butt-to-butt, serving as a bench for a pair of black women who were laughing and sipping at their lattes. There were white couples bound back-to-back, crouching to offer their owners human seats. He saw white ponygirls being ridden about the mall as if it were the most ordinary thing in the world, and white men being ridden piggyback by gleeful black women who urged them on with a crop.

He even saw a blind black man with a whiteboi service dog, which seemed like such a perfect form of service and submission.

Starting him off slowly, his Goddess led him and Drone along for some window shopping before spending some time sampling the various makeup counters, where she had Patty ask the cutest white sissies and most elegant white snowbunnies for advice. Next, they spent several hours trying on clothes together—everything from shoes to dresses to lingerie—with Drone helping to put together outfits that complimented each other. 

“Drone?” Goddess kissed their shiny white mask. “You may have twenty minutes to gather your supplies. Charge them to my account.” She grinned as she draped their leash over their shoulder. “I feel the need to use the facilities, and I think it would be good for Patty to experience it.”

He was pretty sure of what she meant by facilities, but he was completely unprepared for the room into which she led him. 

Seriously, nothing in his experience, his fantasies, or his nightmares could have prepared him for anything remotely like the room in which he suddenly found himself.

It looked more like a salon than a washroom, and it was completely co-ed. Along one wall he saw white men and white women kneeling, hands behind their backs, with their mouths wide open while black men fed them their piss. Along the adjoining wall were more traditional bathroom stalls, but a white slave was kneeling next to each toilet, where toilet paper would traditionally be.

Where the sinks should have been, paired white slaves stood against the wall, one holding a mirror before them and the other holding a bowl full of clean water. As soon as a black superior finished washing their hands, a new white slave swooped in with a fresh bowl of clean, warm water. What he found most shocking, however, was what he saw along the fourth wall of the room. There were white asses, pussies, and mouths protruding from that wall—male, female, and in between—ready to be used and abused by any black superior.

He saw black men thrusting their big black cocks deep inside whatever holes were available and black women riding upturned faces—most of which seemed to belong to mature white women. What confused him, though, was the mature whiteboi kneeling beneath one of the pussies and the femboi twink doing the same beneath one of the asses. As he watched, the black men using holes in the wall withdrew their massive black cocks and a stream of cum followed, which was greedily lapped up by the kneeling white figures.

Holy shit. Cleanup slaves for bathroom gloryhole fucks.

To his surprise, his Goddess led him over to that very wall, where she guided him to his knees and looped his leash about a hook beneath a plus-sized white woman’s well-used, gaping pussy. 

“Be a good femboi for me, Patty. I need to relieve myself, and then I believe I will invite one of these white bitches to provide me some much-needed relief. Drink up, enjoy your first taste of superior sperm, and don’t be shy about cleaning the black men who feed you.”

What? She didn’t mean . . . couldn’t mean . . .

Patty didn’t have time to think anything else before a heavyset black man stepped up to his spot. “Unzip me, faggot.”

“What?”

“Unzip me, faggot,” he sneered. “Don’t make me repeat myself.”

His hands shaking, Patty reached up and unzipped the black man’s pants.

“Fish it out, whiteboi, but don’t you dare put your lips near it or I’ll break your jaw.”

“Yes, Sir.” He reached into the black man’s pants, pulled down his briefs, and pulled out his cock. It was long and thick, two shades of black with a clear line where he’d been circumcised. It smelled strong, pungent even, but it wasn’t necessarily a bad smell. 

“Stroke it, whiteboi. Let me see those pathetic white fingers wrapped about my big black cock.”

Patty obeyed. The cock felt huge in his hands, even bigger than it looked. It was warm and surprisingly heavy, the flesh soft and smooth beneath his touch. No matter what the man said, he clearly didn’t hate the touch of a whiteboi, because he quickly grew erect.

“Pathetic. Get those hands out of my way. I’ve got a white bitch to split.”

From his unique vantage point, Patty watched as the black man’s cock speared easily into the woman’s white cunt, forcing out a trickle of old sperm. It was fortunate for him he was so surprised, because his mouth was wide open, ensuring he didn’t waste a drop. Watching that thick black cock slide in and out of that fat white pussy was hypnotic. It shouldn’t have fit, the woman on the other side of the wall should have been crying out, but all he could hear was contented moans and gasps of what sounded like pleasure.

In and out, back and forth, the black man fucked faster and harder as time passed. Patty sensed this was a quick need-for-release situation, not a fuck to be savored, and sure enough, he soon saw the man’s back balls tighten up as he buried himself, pumping what seemed like an endless stream of black cum inside the woman’s pussy. When he pulled out, a stream of fresh cum followed, and Patty darted his head to catch it all.

It tasted strong, stronger than his own weak white stream ever had. This was the taste of real masculinity, the taste of black power, and he found that he liked it. It was so wrong, so against everything he’d believed before coming under his Goddess’s control, and yet he felt no desire to deny his satisfaction.

Black cum was intoxicating.

He was still thinking about that mindfuck when a young black man stepped into the older man’s spot. He didn’t ask for help, just whipped out a long black cock, jerked it once, and slid it into the white woman’s cunt. 

“That’s right, bitch. Take that black cock. Push that fat white ass back, show me how much you need it.” The black man was smacking the woman’s ass with every thrust. “You ain’t pushing any more white babies out of that cunt. You’re nothing but a hole for black men to dump their loads in.”

Patty found himself growing excited at the black man’s degradation of the woman above him. What the fuck was wrong with him? Why was this turning him on? He tried telling himself it was revenge, that he was secretly hearing those words directed at his ex-wife, but he knew it was a lie. No, the truth was, he wanted those words directed at him. He wanted to hear who and what he was, and what he meant to the BNWO.

“And you,” the black man said, “open that faggot mouth and say ah.”

He’d no sooner obeyed and the black man’s cock was pointing at his face—and firing hot, fresh, strong jets of cum directly into his mouth! It was an experience unlike anything he’d ever imagined. He felt so used, so degraded, and yet so useful. The power behind that black ejaculation was mind-blowing, and the amount of it—he had to swallow twice, or else he’d make a mess—was magnificent.

“Yeah, that’s right, whiteboi. Make yourself fucking useful for once and swallow that superior black cum. Taste what a real man can do. I’d force you to suck it clean, but I don’t do that shit.”

“Speaking of shit,” another black man said, “that’s my favorite ass, if you’re done.”

The young black man wiped the head of his cock against Patty’s cheek, leaving a final trail of cum, before zipping himself up and stepping back.

In his place, Patty saw a hugely powerful, middle-aged black man dripping sweat like he’d just come from the gym. “Sorry, whiteboi, but nothing I like more after a session than unloading my excess energy in a white broad’s fat ass. Wrong angle for feeding, I’m afraid, but if she leaves me dirty, I’ll wipe off in your hair.”

“Actually, if you don’t mind, I’ll be taking back my property now.”

Patty recognized his Goddess’s hand snaking past the black man and tilted his head to the side so she could reach his leash to untie it. He felt a mess, and knew that he had black cum and a mix of sweat running down his face; he just hoped it hadn’t smeared his makeup too much.

And what a strange thought that was to have!

“I see you served well,” she told him. “Any observations?”

He nodded. “Black seed is indeed superior, Goddess. Thicker and stronger than my own, and there’s just so much of it.”

“Did you get to taste any big black cock?”

“No, Goddess.”

“Good. That’s why I chose the well-fucked MILF with the cottage cheese thighs for you. That’s something men who like women like to fuck. I didn’t expect you’d be offered anything beyond cleanup. I’m saving your first tastes for the office.”

The office? Was he finally going to see where she disappeared to when she had business? “I look forward to it, Goddess.”

She laughed. “You know what, whiteboi? I honestly believe you do.” Goddess gave a tug on his leash and led him back along the line of mounted white subs. “Next time we’re here, if you’ve been a good whiteboi, I may let you kiss the white bitch I choose to ride.”

“I look forward to that as well, Goddess.”
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Chapter 8
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A Week Later

A week after the events at the mall, a week during which he’d had to do his own makeup twice daily and his hair removal once, dress and undress himself multiple times a day with only the barest of guidance from his Goddess, Patty lay floating in the bathtub, surrounded by the flowery scenes of femininity.

Drone had been by earlier to deposit an armful of candles, some matches, and something wrapped in a towel. Whispering only one word—”Relax”—they set about placing the candles around the edge of the tub, lit them all, and turned off the lights on their way out. He almost drifted off in the peaceful solitude, but quickly came to when the door opened and his Goddess walked in.

She dropped her robe on the floor, her ebony skin flickering with reflected candlelight. Patty swore she looked more beautiful each time he saw her, and while he knew that was at least partly due to his becoming accustomed to the beauty of black women, he hoped he’d never become so accustomed that he stopped appreciating it.

He expected her to call him out, and was already adjusting his arms to push himself up from the tub when she climbed in with him, straddling his body, black on white, female on feminine, owner on slave. Had he been capable of such an affront, he’d have embarrassed himself with a most unbecoming accident.

“Are you prepared to become a true and proper disciple of your Goddess?” she asked. “Do you accept your new blacked self and renounce all that you were, all that was white, before?”

“Yes, Goddess, I do.” He immediately understood that this was a solemn ceremony, another turning point in his servitude and his worship of his Goddess. He felt a thrill of elation run up his spine. 

“Before you can become what I need you to be, we must first eliminate the sad, shameful remnants of your past.” She reached one hand under the water and rapped her knuckles on the contraption between his legs. “Are you ready for your unveiling?”

“Yes, Goddess.” Hadn’t he once dreaded this? Hadn’t he worried about what it was doing to him? Hadn’t he felt regret over what was being taken from him? He didn’t know if they were real thoughts or imagined ones, but he knew they were all alien to him now. It wasn’t necessarily something he’d thought about, but he’d known something was different down there. 

Something . . . freeing.

Patty felt more than heard the series of clicks as his Goddess touched her fingers along the edges of the device, unlocking its secrets with her touch. It had never responded to his exploratory touches, which made him wonder if he was somehow programmed to black fingers in general or his Goddess in particular.

It resisted her first gentle tug, as if stuck in place, but she rocked it up and down and back and forth, gradually breaking its attachments, until it came free in her hand.

He immediately felt naked . . . naked and free. Even without looking, he knew a weight was missing down there, a presence he’d lived with his entire life. 

“Very nice. Clean edges, no scarring, and what looks to be optimum results in terms of shape and size.” She moved her hands away and invited him to look. “What do you think?”

He gasped. “It’s beautiful. It’s perfect.” The words sounded wrong; they triggered some deeply buried memory inside him; but they felt right. His penis and balls—or what passed for a penis and balls on a whiteboi—were gone. In their place, he had a tiny cockhead protruding from his pubic area, slightly bigger than Drone’s, but just as cute.

“And how does it feel?”

He reached down and took the cockhead between his fingers, shocked to find it so much smaller than it looked through the water. “It’s so soft,” he whispered. “So smooth and so feminine.” He traced circles around it, dragged his finger across it, but there was none of the pleasant stimulation he remembered. “I can feel it, Goddess, but it’s as if it feels nothing.”

“That’s because it no longer serves such a purpose. It’s nothing more than an avenue through which to expel urine, and an adornment to amuse me.”

“Does it amuse you, Goddess?”

“Yes, indeed,” she assured him. “You and Drone make a very pretty matched pair.”

While he was still exploring down there, she unrolled the towel Drone had deposited next to the tub, producing a square databank. “This belonged to a pathetic white man named Paul,” she whispered. “A twice cast-aside white man who once tried to run from his destiny.” She ran her finger down the scanner—as his owner, it and everything on it was hers now—triggering a flow of images that represented legal identification of a man he no longer recognized. “Do you accept that he is no more?” she asked. “Do you join me in casting him to the flames of oblivion?”

“Gladly, Goddess.”

She pressed her thumb to the underside of the databank—once, twice, three times—and it flashed with one, two, three warnings before going dark. Permanently dark. Everything that connected him to the man he’d been before coming under her power was gone, erased as if he had never existed. Were something to happen to his Goddess, he would not be released back into his old life, but into service to the black community.

“Before you can be baptized and accepted, not as a slave, but a willing submissive to the Black New World Order, you must be formally named. Do you accept this?”

“Yes, Goddess, I do.”

She smiled. “Raise your hips from the water, femboi. Be proud of your submission. Thrust the mark of your surrender into the air and celebrate what it has made of you.”

Her words were intoxicating, hypnotic. There was no thought in his head other than the sheer joy of obeying.

“Your surrender brought you from Paul to Patty, but your journey does not end there.” His Goddess lowered herself into a half-squat and adjusted her position. With a sigh of satisfaction, she released a stream of urine, hotter than the bathwater, that washed away the dry skin and loose hairs that remained from his unmanning. 

It stung, but it also felt good. He knew it was scouring away what remained of the device’s work, leaving him a blank canvas upon which to write his black future.

“As your Goddess, your owner, your guide, your teacher, and your representative within the Black New World Order, I christen you Patricia. A full name for a fully surrendered white femboi.”

Linguistically it wasn’t that much different from Patty, but spiritually? It represented a new beginning that, after the loss of his ex-wife, he never imagined possible. He’d come so far in the past few months, and it felt as if he’d done so easily—almost too easily. As any lingering doubts washed away beneath his Goddess’s baptism, however, he realized it didn’t matter if Paul would have, could have, or should have fought harder. It all would have been futile, anyway. The future was black, and he was not only being welcomed into it, but trusted to help advance its spread.

If he had one regret, it was that he’d been so hard on Joan. Had he known then what he knew now, he’d have cheered her on, celebrating her becoming blacked, and begged for the opportunity to serve her and her black Master as a faggot cuckold. 

But, then again, that would have denied him his Goddess, so perhaps he had no regrets after all.

Her arms held out to the sides, his Goddess continued to piss down upon him, the constant stream making his tiny little white cockhead shrivel even more under its power. “I hereby cleanse the white heritage from your body, Patricia, and the white crimes from your spirit. As a publicly declared race traitor and agent of the BNWO, you will be responsible for helping to end the misplaced foolishness of white pride.”

So enthralled was he by the experience that Patricia let out a little whine when his Goddess’s flow finished.

“Sit up, my pretty femboi.”

He did as he was told, thrilled to find himself nearly nose-to-clit with his Goddess. She still smelled of piss, but more than that, she smelled of sex. He knew the scent of her arousal, and it was strong upon her right now.

“The night I claimed you, I allowed you but a single kiss upon my mound to mark you with my scent and my taste. Even that was distasteful to me. I am not accustomed to allowing pathetic whitebois such intimacy.” Her nose turned up in disgust. “It’s entirely distasteful.”

He watched her reach around his head and felt her hands slide into his hair. He almost resisted when she attempted to pull him closer, he was so shocked, but he welcomed the closeness. 

“White fembois who have been permanently unmanned, however? Pretty little fembois who can never ever betray themselves with unworthy erections? Oh, you’re the next best thing to smothering a white bitch with my cunt. Get licking, Patricia, and don’t stop until I tell you to.”

With his mouth full of black pussy, there was nothing he could say. Instead, he began sucking and licking, plunging himself into her sex. There was a heat to her sex he didn’t remember from Joan, and a taste that resonated deep within his soul. He found himself desperate to wedge his face deep inside her, desperate to taste more of her, to get closer to the source of her nectar. He was soon surrounded by the heat, the smell, and the taste of her sex, and he knew that, were he to suffocate at that moment, he’d die a happy femboi.

“Clit, Patricia.” She was moaning, and he loved that sound. “Hurry. Lick it, suck it . . . yes, just like that.”

If he thought suffocating in her sex was paradise, feeling his head crush between her thighs as she held him in place, riding his face through her orgasm, was heaven.

Yes. She was his Goddess, and this was his heaven.
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Chapter 9
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The Next Day

The next morning, Patricia learned what his Goddess’s oft-mentioned business was. She was a senator in the Blacked States of America with a spacious office on Capitol Hill. Her desk was massive, made of mahogany, with a throne-like chair behind it that dominated the room. Surrounding it were smaller, lower, but comfortable chairs for meetings. The desk itself was clear of any personal touches, but were anyone to take a look at her library—and Patricia did—they’d find that her choice of reading material was very . . . well, black.

Outside her room was a sitting area with couches for visitors to wait upon his Goddess’s pleasure, with a small desk and a simple chair in the center of the room where Patricia would be sitting as his Goddess’s new administrative aide. Three holo-screens circled the desk, allowing him to review documents, emails, video calls, and more. It was a set-up that might have been daunting to someone else, but coming from his background, it felt familiar.

While his Goddess’s chambers were free of personal effects, Patricia’s sitting area was spotted with small pieces of artwork that championed black supremacy and female empowerment, along with three paintings—one above Patricia’s head and one on the walls to each side—depicting the taking, breaking, and making of a white slave. It wasn’t necessarily a room to inspire fear or make guests uncomfortable, but one to make them think about their place in the room, the BNWO, and more.

Sitting there, Patricia felt good. He felt valued and important. He was dressed professionally, but not so formally that he didn’t seem approachable. Drone had dressed him in a tailored black blazer, white blouse, and black pencil skirt. His shoes were closed-toe heels, a respectable two inches that gave his ass a feminine sway when he walked, but still allowed him to move quickly when needed. He wore a pair of diamond stud earrings had had a single diamond embedded in the front of his new collar.

His Goddess was meeting with a pair of ugly, smelly old white men who had openly snickered in disdain as they’d passed through the sitting room. Their opinions didn’t matter, but knowing that his Goddess had to endure their company bothered him. He was in the middle of sending out purchase requests for new office supplies when the screen to his right flashed with a summons.

Patricia jumped to his feet and hurried to the office door. “Yes, Goddess?” He was stopped in his tracks when he opened the door to find the two white men smugly zipping up their pants and thanking her for her attention. He was still trying to process the scene when they pushed past, bumping him on their way out.

“Patricia. Lock the door and attend to me.” She looked disgusted. “Quickly, if you don’t mind.”

“Of course, Goddess.” As he approached her desk, he realized the valley between her breasts was wet with something that smelled all too familiar. “Is that white cum soiling your black flesh, Goddess? Please, let me grab you a tissue or a cloth.”

“No, Patricia. Get over here and lick me clean.”

The second-to-last thing he wanted to do was taste another whiteboi’s cum, but the very last thing would have been to leave it there to stain his Goddess’s supremacy. He kneeled carefully before her, arranging his skirt to protect his stockings, and leaned in to begin licking her ebony flesh. The cum tasted foul, foul and stale and weak and offensive, but her skin tasted delicious. He made sure to get his tongue in there, delving deep into her cleavage, and making sure he got under the cups of her bra.

“Thank you, Patricia.” She waved him away as she adjusted her breasts. “I’m sure you’re wondering why I allowed white men to cum upon my tits. All will be revealed eventually, but for now, all you need to know is that it is because I’ll never, ever, allow them to cum inside me.”

“Understood, Goddess.”

“Now, please get back to your desk and let me know when my next appointment arrives. He should be here shortly.”

Patricia nodded. He unlocked the door and slipped back out to his sitting room. He barely had time to sit down and refresh his message screen when the office door opened to admit a tall, extremely well-dressed black man holding the leash of a very pregnant white woman.

“You must be Master Lajon,” he greeted the man with a smile, making sure to stand respectfully. “Goddess is expecting you. If you’d like to leave your property here in the sitting room, I’d be happy to keep her company while you conduct your business.”

“Very good. Bitch? Sit and be calm.” He draped the end of his leash around a hook above the nearest couch. “Take care of my baby.”

Patricia opened the door to his Goddess’s office, announced her visitor, and quietly closed the door once he was inside. He returned to his desk and quickly replied to the two urgent messages he’d noticed flagged on the display, then turned his attention to the black man’s slave. “Can I get you a drink?” he asked. “A coffee or a water, perhaps?”

“No, thank you.”

He nodded and returned to the purchase orders he’d been working on before his summons. They were simple things, but required so many codes, labels, and approvals that he made sure to check them over three times before submitting them to the system. Next, three proposals were waiting for him to read, review, and summarize for his Goddess, so he condensed the screens into two—one for reading and one for making notes.

“Really, Is that all you have to say to me?”

Patricia was so focused, that he paid no attention to the comment, assuming the white woman was having a conversation on her phone.

“Are you really going to ignore me? Just pretend I’m not even here, Paul?”

He looked up, curious as to who she was arguing with, and saw she was watching him.

“I’m sorry. Is there something I can help you with?”

She stood up, holding her swollen white belly before her. “You really don’t recognize me, do you, Paul?”

It was the name that did it. He minimized the screen before him and looked carefully at the woman before him. Looked beneath her cornrows, past her swollen lips, and over her ornate chain-link collar. “Joan? Is that you?” His eyes widened. “I’m sorry, I didn’t even recognize you.”

She laughed. “You didn’t recognize me? Um, hello, femboi. If Master hadn’t told me who you are, I probably would have never made the connection.”

Patricia got up from his chair and beckoned back to Joan’s couch. “Please, please. Take a seat. How are you? How have you been? What have you been up to? Well, beyond the obvious, that is.”

“Slow down, femboi. One question at a time.” She returned to the coach, curling one leg underneath her like she’d used to do at home. “I’m good. Really, really good. The black man who claimed me only wanted to be the first to break a white woman, but I got lucky when he sold me to Master. He’s a real man, Paul—”

“Actually,” he interrupted, “it’s Patricia now.”

“Patricia.” She corrected herself as if it were no big deal. “He’s a real man, the kind of man who walks into a room and immediately commands the attention of everyone around him. I’ve learned so much about obedience and worship beneath him, but I’ve also learned how passionately black men care for their property. There are five other white girls who rotate in and out of his bed, but I’m the only one he’s chosen to breed black.”

“Congrats! It looks good on you.”

“And what about you, Patricia? How did you end up with a fucking BNWO senator?”

He gave her the short version of his story, surprised to find he bore her no ill will. He was happy, she was happy, and they were happy to be catching up, even if they’d go their own ways when they were done. The only thing he didn’t tell her about was Drone, since their story was their own to share.

“You don’t resent me? Don’t hate me for what I did?”

“No. Well, maybe a little bit, at first, but I understand now. I know you were only doing what you had to, what you were meant for.” He shrugged, not proud of the man he’d been during those months of limbo. “It took me a while to get over my self-pity, but I totally get it now.”

When she reached out to lay a hand on his, there was nothing remotely romantic about it. It was just the touch of a friend, there to connect and offer solace. “You look good, Patricia. I never imagined this for you, not in my wildest dreams, but it suits you.”

“It does, doesn’t it?” It was his turn to laugh. “I still do a second take when I pass a mirror, as if some stranger were on the other side, but knowing it’s me makes me smile. I’m happy, Joan. I’m needed, I’m valued, and I get to be of service.” He beckoned her closer and whispered in her ear. “I’m even being trusted to help Goddess with a plan to deliver a crushing blow to white pride.”

She jerked back, but only to smile at him. “That’s why Master is here! I don’t know all the details, but he’s working to take down some hateful piece of white trash who hides behind the same old whitewashed, westernized version of God.”

“Reverend Donald Galbraith,” he spat. “Trust me, I’m well aware.”

Whatever she was going to say next was interrupted by the flashing of the screens behind us.

“It’s Goddess,” he told Joan. “She wants us both in her office.”

He helped Joan to her feet and led her to the door, where he knocked once, then opened it to allow his ex-wife to enter ahead of him.

Joan’s Master was seated opposite Goddess, reclining casually in the chair, as if he belonged there. That irked Patricia a bit, as it was not the black man’s office, but he was a black man, and it’d be foolish to show him any sort of displeasure.

He moved to come around the desk and kneel at his Goddess’s feet, but she shook her head and pointed to the floor where Joan was slowly lowering herself to her knees. Patricia immediately assisted her, allowing her to lean on him as she eased herself down, before kneeling beside her.

“Lamar here has brought me some very satisfying news,” Goddess told us. “I wasn’t sure it could be done, but we’ve successfully maneuvered the Reverend into exploring an idea we’ve had people in his circle quietly pitching for over a year. It’s risky, because if it doesn’t go well, we’ll never get the opportunity we’re seeking, but you’ve gotta swing big if you want to knock down that much misplaced racial pride.”

“And you, I hear,” Master Lamar said, “are to play a pivotal role in that knockdown. I wouldn’t have believed it if I hadn’t seen it with my own eyes, but I’ll be damned if you’re not just about perfect for the job.”

He still had no idea what ‘the job’ was, but he nodded and blushed, pleased by his praise.

Suddenly, the black man’s eyes turned steely as he fixed his gaze on Patricia. “Just about, however, will not cut it. I need to know that you can and will serve as needed if I’m to risk resources I’ve spent years embedding in his organization.” He snapped the fingers of his carefully manicured black hand and summoned Joan closer. “Unzip me, beautiful, and let the whiteboi see what awaits him.”

She didn’t move quickly, not in her condition, but she did move with a fluid grace and elegance that made Patricia smile in appreciation. She undid her Master’s buckle, released the button on his dress pants, and slowly unzipped him. With the way he’d been sitting, Patricia hadn’t really grasped the man’s size, but the bulge straining at his blue cotton briefs was startling.

Joan didn’t just tug at his briefs, she slid them down, a half inch at a time, giving his black shaft time to swell and grow. He wasn’t even hard yet, and he already put the Big in Big Black Cock. Patricia watched as those briefs slid lower, exposing more and more black flesh, until she pushed them back under his balls, leaving him fully revealed.

“I hear you’ve taken well to training with your toys,” Master Lamar snarled, “but they’re no substitute for the real thing. You’re going to get your useless white ass over here, kneel for me, and show me how a white faggot femboi makes love to a black man’s cock.”

Patricia looked to his Goddess, not for an escape, but for her permission. She had yet to loan him out in such a fashion, that day at the mall restroom aside, and he didn’t know where obedience to his black owner ended and submission to the Black New World Order began.

She nodded softly, but he could see the glint of arousal in her eyes.

His Goddess was looking forward to this, which meant he was too.

Calling upon every memory of his training, not to mention the countless hours of footage Drone had arranged to be streamed for him, he placed a kiss on Master Lamar’s swollen cockhead and swirled his tongue around, lapping up the precum. It tasted almost bitter, like the aftertaste of coffee, but his body reacted to it with an involuntary moan. At that moment, he wanted nothing more than to open wide and swallow as much of the man’s cock as he could, but he’d been told to make love to it, and that’s what he’d do.

Patricia kissed his way down all eleven inches of hard, throbbing, ebony perfection, feeling the different textures of flesh, smooth here, and pebbled there. The balls beneath it were daunting, too much for him to handle all at once, so he sucked them one at a time, making sure to roll them around in his mouth and massage the testicles inside with his tongue.

Fuck, the man smelled good. This was the scent of a real man, a powerful man, a sexually potent man—the very same man who’d bred his ex-wife black. He inhaled deeply as he licked his way back up, where he paused to lap at the wellspring of precum like a contented cat.

“Adequate,” the man said, but the look in his eyes said so much more than that. “Show me what that pathetic fucking mouth is good for.”

This was it. This was the moment. Patricia had tasted other men’s cum, had been close enough to smell black cock, but he’d never actually sucked one. This was a pivotal no-turning-back moment. You could never unsuck a cock—once you’d done it, you were a cocksucker for life.

If that’s what was needed of him, then that’s what he’d become.

Patricia exhaled slowly as he locked his lips around Master Lamar’s cock and pushed his head down. The cock felt even larger than it had looked, stretching his jaws uncomfortably, and teasing his gag reflex before his mouth was even half full. He pressed on, swallowing inch after inch, until he closed his eyes and coughed through the most insistent need to gag, forcing his throat open and welcoming the black intruder inside.

“Well, I’ll be damned.”

Patricia heard his Goddess laugh. “You’re the one who’s always said whitebois were born for black cock.”

“Yeah, but even a bitch has a learning curve.”

“So did this one. I’ve been training him on my toys.”

“Your toys? Damn. I may get more out of this afternoon than I thought.”

Patricia was becoming lightheaded from the lack of oxygen, but feeling that living, pulsing, throbbing black cock slide in and out of his throat was too amazing to pass up. He’d heard of men fucking a girl’s throat before but, until this moment, never appreciated what it really meant.

“Beautiful? Want to take that bottle of lube out of your purse and prepare the whiteboi for me?”

“With pleasure, Master.”

Even though he knew they were talking about him, Patricia still started when he felt cold, wet, slippery fingers invading his hole. Well-trained, he pushed back against them, welcoming them in to lube and stretch him for what he knew was coming next. He was going to be taken by a black man, thrown down, pinned to the chair or the floor or the desk, and fucked into a whole new perspective on life. 

His ex-wife was just withdrawing her hand when Master Lamar pulled his cock free as well. Patricia gasped and wheezed, but smiled through it all.

“Get on up here, whiteboi, and ride your first black bull.”

At this, he did freeze. This was a step he wasn’t ready for. There was a world of difference between being taken and giving one’s self away. This was something he had to do for himself. By himself. 

It was a lot.

The feel of a hand in his surprised him. He looked down to find Joan holding his hand, and looked up to see her smiling warmly, conveying all the support and encouragement he never had the nerve to offer her when she was blacked.

“I know you’re going to want to stop,” she told him. “I know you’re going to want to pause as soon as he breaches the ring of your asshole, to wait until your body adjusts. Don’t do it. Trust me, when you’re dealing with big black cock, and Master’s is the biggest I’ve ever seen, there’s no adjusting. All you can do is suck up your courage, ride it all the way down, and take what black power has to offer. In full.”

He smiled his thanks and stood before the waiting black man. His legs shaking, he turned around, presented his ass, and began lowering himself towards his target—a black cock that his ex-wife was happily holding in place for him.

“Look at that ass,” Master Lamar exclaimed. “How can you look at a whiteboi ass like that and not immediately see that they were made to be blacked? There’s no other explanation for it. No reason evolution would have given them such feminine asses if they weren’t meant to be filled.”

Patricia took Joan’s advice. He took a deep breath and wiggled his ass into place, welcoming the black giant between his ivory cheeks. He looked his Goddess in the eyes and took strength from her very clear arousal. He exhaled, pushed out with his anal muscles, and force his legs to unlock and let his ass sink down.

“Oh, fuck!”

He couldn’t stop the exhalation of pain. This was like falling out of a plane and landing on a telephone pole. There was no way this was going to fit, no way he was going to be able to take it. He couldn’t think about that, though. He just gritted his teeth and cried and whined as he kept pushing down, pushing past the pain. He felt his insides come alive with sensation and mentally willed his body to keep going, to take it deeper and deeper and deeper until he had all of it inside him.

As much as he’d come to enjoy his Goddess’s anal training, and was looking forward to his first real whiteboi orgasm, this was incomparable. He was the one doing the taking, and yet he still felt powerless to hold Master Lamar’s unrelenting black cock invasion at bay. There was a point where hurt was hurt, and he couldn’t hurt no more. He screwed up his courage, took one more deep breath, and screamed aloud as he forced his body to drop. Somehow, every inch of black cock disappeared inside him. He had no idea where it went or how, but suddenly he was sitting flush on the black man, pressed tight against his groin, with butterflies to match the bulge he saw when he looked down at his belly.

The experience was . . . transformative. As that black cock rearranged his guts, it rearranged his thoughts as well. His Goddess had taught him that he was inferior, not a man, destined to be black-owned, and naturally made for black conquest. He’d learned all of that, accepted it, even believed it. But with Master Lamar’s black shaft splitting him wide and his swollen black cockhead making a bigger bulge in his tummy than his own protruding little cockhead, he didn’t just believe it . . . he knew it.

Suddenly, his purpose was as inescapable as his fate. There was no whiteboi on this Earth who could feel this and not understand why white was made to surrender to black. It was biology. It was evolution. It was destiny.

And she must have seen that on his face, because his Goddess gave him a little clap, black fingers tapping her open black palm. “Enjoy it,” she told him. “Get used to it, even. But never forget you belong to me. Your asshole may have been made for black cock, but you belong beneath black pussy.”

He was just about to answer when the black man balls-deep inside him laughed loudly and boisterously. “This faggot doesn’t have an asshole anymore.” He slapped Patricia’s ass with a loud crack. “This is a fucking bussy and it’s a good one. Tight, warm, and fucking hungry.” He slapped Patricia again. “Ride me, whiteboi. Show me what you can do.”

It took courage to rise up. He was terrified of how it would feel, dreading the new onslaught of pain, but he wanted it at the same time. Craved it, if he was being honest. He didn’t want to just be penetrated, he wanted to be fucked.

Patricia used his shaking legs to push himself up the black shaft that impaled him and shuddered at the feeling of emptiness it left inside him. It seemed to take so much longer to rise than it had to sink, as if it had grown even longer inside him, but soon he felt the ridge of that black cockhead pulling at the ring of his ass—his bussy, he had to remember—and rather than give it up entirely, he squeezed tight and lowered himself down, but slowly this time.

It still hurt, but was hurting less and less with every moment, replaced by a blissful sort of tingling pleasure that seemed to spread throughout his body. He rode that cock all the way down and felt his white ass meet black thighs again, but this time, instead of pausing, he pushed right back up, trying to build a rhythm for his black Master.

Holy fuck, this was incredible. This was surrender and pleasure on a whole new level. The feelings inside him were like nothing he’d ever imagined. In his mind, he could picture every inch of black cock sliding in and out, could see it reshaping his insides, stretching them and rerouting them for black men’s pleasure. It was such an intimate level of surrender, and he was very quickly starting to love it.

He was just at the top of his sixth round when he felt smooth, strong black hands lift him in the air, forcing him to his tiptoes. “Turn around and look at me while you fuck me,” Master Lamar told him. “Look a black man in the eyes while he reshapes your bussy.”

Patricia scrambled to do as he was told, and moments later he was taking that black monster all over again, wincing as it tore through the tight ring of his ass, sighing as it slid deeper inside, and then moaning—such a high-pitched feminine sound!—as that fist of a black cockhead dragged along his prostate, coaxing a weak, watery stream of white cum from his tiny little cock.

“You feel that, do you?” the black man laughed. “Your first orgasm on a real man’s cock? Even if the Senator hadn’t already castrated you and made such nonsense impossible, I bet you’d never want a pathetic little wank again.”

“No, Master. Never.” Patricia was riding high on the pleasure of that orgasm. “This is how whitebois cum. This is how we should have always cum. The world would be so much better if we were taught that sooner, before we got such toxic nonsense established inside our heads.”

Master Lamar looked . . . well, not shocked, but surprised. “Explain, whiteboi.”

Patricia kept fucking, riding up and down his Master’s cock, while he tried to find the right words. “It just feels like so much of white anger and white pride is wrapped up in a futile, impossible quest for manhood, Master.” He shuddered as he settled on that cock, finding he could take it even deeper in this position. “I can see now how everything we do is part of some ridiculous quest to deny our biology and strive for something we’re told is important.”

Master Lamar nodded as he reached out and began tugging on Patricia’s nipples. “And do you know who is responsible for that? Who keeps perpetuating those myths and forcing whitebois to deny themselves?”

He wiggled and squirmed beneath the assault on his nipples, and then moaned deeply as he realized how those movements changed the path of the black cock inside him. He was learning quickly that being fucked was not a passive thing, not just something you could accept moving in and out of you. You had to be an active partner, undulating like a woman, arching your back and moving your ass—bussy, bussy, bussy, he had to remember—around so as to maximize the pleasure of the man inside you.

Patricia gave in to that new realization and found that such movement came naturally, as if his body were programmed to deliver such pleasure. The more he began to focus on giving pleasure instead of avoiding pain, the better he felt. 

Suddenly, he felt the smack of a hand on his cheek. “I asked you a question, whiteboi?”

Had he? He’d become so lost in blacked bliss that he’d forgotten.

Master Lamar must have seen the confusion on his face because he laughed. “Fucked dumb, are you? Well, that’s fine. You’re learning how to fuck like a right and proper bitch, and I’m sure you don’t have enough white brain cells to multitask, so I’ll just tell you.” 

The black man began fucking up into his downward strokes now, increasing the intensity of each black penetration. Patricia still had to do the work, still had to be the one to ride that glorious, amazing, incredible black cock, but his Master was fucking back now, and it made him feel good to know he’d excited a real man enough to do that.

“It’s people like Reverend Donald Galbraith who perpetuate that myth,” Master Lamar said, reminding him of the conversation. “The very same church that whitewashed religion and worked so hard to destroy black faiths around the world. They deliberately turned their backs on the diversity of nature, on the pleasures that define us, to create this white, patriarchal, homophobic society of toxic masculinity.” 

He was fucking harder now, becoming more aggressive in his assault on Patricia’s bussy, and it felt so good.

“The myth of the white man is what’s been wrong with this world for far too long. The Black New World Order is doing nothing more than stripping away the myth to remind the world of who and what we were meant to be.”

Patricia’s eyes rolled back in his head as the black man’s assault doubled in intensity. The sound of slapping flesh was loud in the room, and the smell of sex was pervasive. He had no idea how many times he’d cum, but he felt the stickiness of it between them when he undulated towards the heat of Master Lamar. If enjoying more of this was what it took to take the Reverend down, he’d be the luckiest whiteboi faggot around!

“One day, one day soon, I’m going to fuck that pale-faced hypocrite just like this, only the whole world is going to think I’ve already done it . . . thanks . . . to . . . you!”

“Yes! Oh fuck, oh shit, yes!” Patricia threw his head back in lusty delight as he felt his ass being flooded with hot black cum. He felt every spurt, felt the thick goo splatter the walls of his bussy, thrilling him with sensations like nothing he had ever felt before. More importantly, it made him hyperaware of the fact that he’d done this, he’d given up his useless white bussy and made it possible for a black man to take such pleasures.

All too soon it was leaking out of him, oozing slowly to cover and consume the watery trails of white cum drying on Master Lamar’s thighs. This was whiteboi bliss. He was eminently grateful to his Goddess for preparing him, and knew his surrender had come easier because of her, but he also knew there wasn’t a white man in the world who could continue to deny his role in the BNWO after an experience like this.

And then it was over. Master Lamar picked him up and dropped him on the floor next to Joan—who he only just now remembered was there to witness his blackening.

“You bitches can clean me up while the Senator and I finish our discussion.”

As his ex-wife joined him, her tongue licking black cum from one thigh while his mouth slurped it from the other, they looked one another in the eye and an understanding passed between them. This, right here, was the most connected they’d ever been. Sharing this with one another was better than anything they’d ever shared—better than their wedding, their honeymoon, or any one of their tropical vacations.

This was what it meant to be accepted into the BNWO, and there was no place either of them would rather be.
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Chapter 10
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A Week Later

“Goddess, will you hear my prayers?” It was a week after his first black cock, a week in which both Goddess and Drone had been acting oddly, a strange tension between them. Kneeling before the altar, Patricia lowered his head and placed a kiss on each of his Goddess’ feet. “Please, Goddess, your worthless whiteboi begs you to hear his prayers.”

“Not yet.” 

“Goddess?” Confused, he looked up and wondered if he had done something wrong. Never had his Goddess refused to hear his prayers. Every morning he begged, and not once had he been refused. What had he done wrong?

“I will hear your prayers, Patricia, but only after you have performed a very special devotion.”

Patricia’s mood suddenly brightened. “Anything, Goddess, I swear it.”

She smiled. “I want you to admire my windows. Start with whatever one you like, but study both well.” Hand on her hips, she took a step back and warned, “You will memorize every scene upon them, so take as long as you like. When you have finished, return to me and we shall pray.”

Confused by the odd request, Patricia did as he was told. Starting with the window opposite the white couch—he wanted to save the best for last—he stood close and admired the stained glass beauty. Carefully crafted into its panes were images of the simplest sex acts, no less erotic for their ordinary nature. Fellatio, vaginal sex, and anal sex, sometimes a white snowbunny and sometimes a white femboi or sissy, on their back, on their side, on their stomach, and on their knees. The common theme of them all was a white submissive bottom enjoying the lusty affections of black men, black women, and black transwomen. Having spent many hours in the altar room admiring the windows in the past, he needed very little time to refresh his memory.

Moving across the room, he perched himself upon the end of the black couch and smiled. This window had always been his favorite. Whereas the other was simple and natural, the images portrayed here ran from merely perverse to purely unnatural. Cumbaths; double penetrations and triple penetrations; gangbangs; golden showers; the common theme here was that of superior black men using wanton white sluts and sissies who were bound and helpless to refuse. Someday, Patricia knew, he would get to replay every pane of glass and he couldn’t be happier. This was what his Goddess had made him for, designed him for, and she would not be disappointed.

Returning to his Goddess after only a few minutes, Patricia once again begged to have his prayers heard. His Goddess tossed her jet-black hair over her shoulder and asked, “Do you know why I asked you to admire my windows?”

Patricia suspected, but did not want to be wrong. Instead, he replied, “I’m not sure, Goddess. It is not my place to question your commands. It is simply to obey.”

Smirking, she told her devotee, “I wanted you to know them intimately because, now that you’ve had your first taste of black cock, you are going to find yourself very busy. Word of my assistant has already gotten around. The black community in Washington is eager to know you intimately. They may want to play out many of those scenarios, and will undoubtedly push you well beyond.”

“Yes, Goddess.” Fighting the smile within him, Patricia said, “I understand, Goddess.”

“So, as you pray, remember what you are committing yourself to. You are now part of something bigger than you can imagine. I’m not just talking about serving the Black New World Order as a general concept, I’m talking about striking down the white pride movement as a very personal and targeted act. I know that I am asking a lot of a whiteboi, that I’m putting a great deal of pressure upon you.” She pointed to her feet. “Whether they choose to admit it to themselves or not, every whiteboi was born to serve black . . . but not all of them have the courage to stand up and be counted as a race traitor.”

“The only people who would look down on me for that, Goddess, are not even worthy to look up to you.”

“Pray,” she laughed. “And then we’ll talk.”

He eagerly complied, charging the words with the intensely sensual and sexual nature of his desire to serve his purpose.

“My Goddess who art here before me, worshipped be thy name. White submission come, black will be done, on Earth for black presence is heaven. Punish me this day as a whiteboi is due, for trespasses, known and unknown, so that I may beg thy forgiveness. Lead me into blacked temptation and impose upon me your superior will. For black is the power, black worship the glory, black dominion the world, now and forever, my Goddess.”

With every line, he performed his oral devotions upon his Goddess’ feet with renewed vigor. Licking and sucking so hard that he feared he’d strip the polish from her nails, he left no doubt as to his state of mind.

“You’re ready, aren’t you, Patricia?”

“Yes, Goddess.”

“It won’t be easy. You’re going to be blacked well and blacked often. There are snowbunny whores and whiteboi prison faggots who will look like virgins by comparison.”

Patricia nodded. “I understand, Goddess. I never imagined my life would lead me to you, much less to my purpose, but there’s no place I’d rather be. And even if it took a few days after Master Lamar before I could sit again, I know now that I can do this.” He swallowed. “More importantly, I know why I have to do this.”

As if on cue, Drone stepped silently into the room. “The Congressman is here, Goddess.”

Sitting on the edge of the lumpy mattress, Patricia silently remarked on the level of detail his Goddess had invested in the room. It looked like the kind of dive motel you’d find on the rough side of town, complete with a flickering lamp and noisy window air conditioner. How she managed to hide it so well, with no exterior clues as to what lay inside the door, was beyond him.

Speaking of the door, he let out a small gasp of surprise when he who it was that his Goddess had chosen for his first encounter. Tall, average build, with short brown hair and five o’clock shadow, he was nothing special to look at. His jeans and t-shirt revealed very little about him, and he wasn’t saying a word. Of course, he didn’t have to, since Patricia already knew who he was.

It was David Palmer, the lawyer who successfully struck down the longstanding prohibitions against white prostitution—for black owners and clients only, of course. Patricia had no idea when it had happened, but apparently, he’d been rewarded for his efforts with a position in Congress.

“Hello, whiteboi.” Smiling, he closed the door behind him and crossed the short distance between them. Cupping Patricia’s chin in the palm of his hand, he whistled softly and told him, “They said you were beautiful, but I never expected this.” Sitting down on the hotel bed beside him, he asked, “What could make a boi like you get into such a sordid business?”

So, it was to be like that, was it? A bit of roleplay?

“Well,” he cooed, gently stroking the man’s cock through his jeans, “before they left me on the streets, my momma’s Master told me to enjoy myself.” Sliding to the floor, he pulled down the man’s zipper with his teeth and freed the already swollen member inside. Licking it up one side and down the other, he smiled. “And there’s nothing I enjoy more than letting superior black men have their way with me.”

“Mmmm, I like that, yeah.” Reluctantly pushing him away, David climbed off the bed and began to strip. “Get naked,” he told him. “I haven’t got much time.”

Stepping backward, Patricia raised his hand above his head and began an impromptu strip tease. Swaying his hips in an ever-widening circle, he fondled his tiny tits through his shirt. With his nipples straining to break through the material, he smiled and slowly began to pull off the shirt.

“I said to get naked, bitch.” Pulling off his socks, David growled, “If I wanted to watch some worthless slut dance, I’d have gone to a club and saved myself some cash.” Impatient, he grabbed Patricia’s arm and threw him on the bed.

Unfazed, Patricia spread his legs, pulling the miniskirt up around his waist. “Well then, Sir, why don’t you get down here and shove that big black cock up my bussy?” Tearing a hole in his red satin panties with his nails, he whispered, “I’m hot, I’m wet, and I’m horny. Fuck me, Sir, fuck me.”

David needed no further encouragement than that. He fell upon his whore for the afternoon and pressed his cock up against the tight ring of Patricia’s puckered anus. “Get ready, boi, because here it comes.”

Patricia closed his eyes in anticipation and then bit his lip against the initial bolt of fiery pain as the Congressman forced his way inside. “Unnngghhhh! Oh . . . fuck . . . you’re so . . . so big, Sir!” He knew it was what he wanted to hear, but it was only the truth. Holding his breath, he waited for him to plunge all the way in before he attempted to speak again, the words coming out in a high-pitched gasp. “Mmm, it’s been a long time since I’ve been filled like that.”

“Shut up, whiteboi. I didn’t pay you for conversation.” Wrapping his hands around Patricia’s thighs, he forced his legs even wider, stretching his asshole just enough to make himself comfortable. “Oh, shit, you’re fucking tight,” he grunted, fucking him hard and deep.

He must have been telling the truth about not having much time. Sweat beading upon his brow, David gritted his teeth and warned, “Oh, shit, here it comes, whiteboi.” Pounding him hard enough to make the bed frame bounce off the wall, he growled, “I’m gonna . . . I’m gonna . . . gonna cum!” 

“Yes! Oh fuck yes! Fill my worthless white bussy with your cum!” Back arched against the mattress, Patricia pulled and twisted his nipples, ecstatic to find that Master Lamar hadn’t set him up for disappointment. A part of him worried no other black men could compare, no matter the stories of black prowess, stamina, and stature, but this was just as amazing. It felt like someone had shoved a fire hose up his bussy and turned it on full blast. David was cumming hard and long, breeding him like the bitch that he was. 

Finished, David pulled his cock out and climbed off the bed. “Thanks,” he said, suddenly all professional again. Fishing a ten-dollar bill out of his pants pocket—where did he get actual cash?—he tossed it on the table. “Your debt to the BNWO has been paid, but there’s your tip.”

Patricia slid off the bed and kneeled before him. Taking the limp black cock in his white hand, he tried sucking it clean but was denied even that minor pleasure.

“Stop it,” the Congressman snapped, pushing him away. “I already told you I was in a hurry.”

Pouting, Patricia apologized. “I’m sorry, Sir. I just love the taste of superior black cock so much.”

“Of course you do.”
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Two Days Later

After a couple of days of service in his Goddess’s office, Patricia found himself back home in a new room, one decorated to look like a doctor’s office. He didn’t need his blood pressure checked—it was high with excitement—and he wasn’t worried about his reflexes—when it came to black men, white instinct took care of everything—but he was very much looking forward to an injection of hot black semen.

“Mmmm, I like that.” Dressed in a white latex nurse’s outfit, he was kneeling before the fat black man sitting on the doctor’s stool. The cock before him wasn’t as long as most, but it was incredibly thick. Curious, he wrapped his lips around the head experimentally and moaned in delight to find that he would have to stretch his jaws to their most painful limits to accommodate him.

“You like that, do you, Patricia?” the black man asked, clearly turned on by the sight of this beautiful femboi kneeling between his legs. “Bet this wasn’t what you signed up for. Probably thought you’d be drawing blood samples, not sucking sperm.”

“Oh, I saw the size of your bulge when you hired me, Doctor.” Patricia smiled as he jerked him off slowly. “I love your big, thick piece of man meat.” Ducking beneath him to suck on his balls, he laughed as curly black pubic hair tickled his nose. “This is exactly what I signed up for.”

The middle-aged man looked as if he were about to say something else, but Patricia’s gagging and sputtering stopped him. All his swollen black cockhead had done was brush his tonsils, and it was already like he’d never breathe again.

“Mmmm, nnnghhhh,” Patricia moaned, lightheaded, but thoroughly enjoying himself. This was a million times better than sucking on a dildo. Where they were cold, plastic, and unforgivingly rigid, the Doctor’s cock was hot and soft and molded itself to the shape of his throat. Even better, he could feel it growing. He thrilled at the sensations as the black man’s cock swelled larger and drove deeper into his throat.

“Oh god, yes,” the Doctor moaned, holding onto the stainless steel desk for support. “That feels so fucking good.” Suddenly, he grabbed the back of Patricia’s head and began fucking his mouth. 

Scooting backward on the floor, Patricia let his back rest against the side of the exam table, pulling the Doctor’s wheeled stool with him, not wanting to ruin things by suddenly toppling over and away from this magnificent cock. No longer responsible for taking the meat into his mouth, he could now concentrate on sucking and licking as it repeatedly slipped past his lips and dipped down his throat.

“Fuck, you whitebois are unbelievable.” Really enjoying himself now, the Doctor wiped a hand across his eyes, as if he couldn’t believe what he was seeing. “Even my wife would have tapped out by now. Nobody sucks cock like a whiteboi. Must be that desperate hunger to make up for all those years of pretending to be a man.”

Wanting so desperately to please, Patricia let his tongue ride up and down the shaft of the man’s thick, pumping organ, allowing his cheeks to hollow out and provide greater suction. Suddenly, just as he swore he felt it begin to swell, that delicious shaft was pulled roughly from his mouth, leaving him gasping and wheezing.

“Open up and say ‘ahh’ for me, Nurse. Time to take your medicine.”

Patricia had been waiting for this. Watching in anxious anticipation, he saw the Doctor grimace in pleasure and knew his time had come. He was so close that he saw the eye of the black man’s cock open an instant before the hot cum began spurting out. It splashed across his face, marking him as a submissive whiteboi bitch, branding him as a blacked faggot. He luxuriated in the sensation, loving the heaviness, the slickness, the heat, and the scent. It soon began dripping into his mouth and he discovered a new joy in letting it pool there, building up to be savored.

Finally, and yet all too soon at the same time, it was over. Not wanting it to end, and realizing he was developing a dangerous tendency towards being a brat, Patricia followed it with his head, licking and sucking the final traces of spit and cum from it. 

The Doctor groaned, holding onto the metal desk for support. “Whiteboi or white girl, you all look better with a face covered in black cum.” He slapped Patricia away, but it wasn’t an angry slap. It was just the expression of a man with the right to control his bitch. “My prescription? Apply that superior black sperm regularly and you’ll be fine.” 
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A Week Later

It was an early Spring evening that saw Patricia sitting in the back of a self-driving cab, not knowing where he was going or what awaited him. All he knew was that Goddess had warned him that tonight was going to be different, but he was not to show any disappointment. The men he was meeting—and she emphasized men, plural—were different from what he’d become accustomed to, but had their own part to play in his plans and needed to be paid for their participation.

As much as Patricia had enjoyed himself as the roleplaying white plaything of his black superiors, he knew that it was much more than the sex that thrilled him. It was knowing that he was serving his Goddess, helping her to fulfill a mission for the BNWO, that brought his deepest satisfaction. He may have been a worthless whiteboi, a pathetic excuse for a man and a husband, but he was a whiteboi with a role to play. 

He felt the car begin to slow even before he heard the three beeps that indicated it had reached its destination.

Patricia climbed out of the cab, finding himself before what appeared to be a rough-and-tumble biker bar. Already feeling incredibly sexy in his new outfit, he hiked up his skirt another inch and headed for the door. His three-inch heels clicked loudly against the cracked concrete, but the sound only served to arouse him further. His hairless legs were encased in expensive black fishnet stockings, which were attached to a garter belt that could easily be seen protruding from his tight black PVC miniskirt. Since his Goddess had explained that the men knew exactly what they were getting, he had forsaken panties or a bra, opting instead for a matching halter top, folded over once so that it covered his nipples—and not much more. As a finishing touch, before leaving the house, Drone had slapped on some garish sunglasses, making him look even more like a cheap, wanton whore.

“I know these men from . . . back then,” Drone had told him while he pretended to fiddle with the glasses. “They were offered the opportunity multiple times, but never once took advantage of me. They may look bad and act tough, but they’re in it for the money, not for the cause . . . and I trust Goddess is offering them more than enough to behave.”

Stopping at the top step, Patricia took a deep breath and reached out to knock on the door. However, before he could touch his brightly painted fingers to the cold, gray metal surface, it was yanked open from within. Leering down at him, a giant of a man howled, “Awwhoooo! Ante up, assholes, the entertainment is here!”

With that, he yanked Patricia inside and slammed the door, bolting it securely behind him. Looking around at the dark, dank, smoke-filled, beer-stained room, Patricia smiled. This was what he had been waiting for. Finally, he was getting the chance to put into practice what he had learned from the more perverse, nastier stained glass window. Admiring the twenty or so Hispanic bikers  gathered inside—not black, unfortunately, but also not white either—he spread his legs, ripped off his top, and asked, “All right, boys, who wants first dibs?”

He’d no sooner issued his invitation and three burly bikers were picking him up and carrying him to a black leather sling they had suspended from the ceiling. Dropping him into it, they lashed his hands and feet to the four chains leading to the ceiling, making sure he couldn’t make an early exit. Any kind of exit—early or otherwise—had been farthest from his mind, but they weren’t taking any chances.

As soon as he was secure, the leader shoved his limp cock down Patricia’s throat while someone he couldn’t see had taken him up the bussy. Loving their rough, brutal attacks, Patricia had nearly fainted when a pair of bikers began suckling his tits, biting hard upon his nipples while they pinched and twisted and pulled his tiny little fleshy mounds.

As it turned out, all of them had wanted first dibs, and as many of them at once as they could fit. The night started rough and wild and only got nastier from there. He barely had time to catch his breath and another biker was plunging into his bussy or his throat for sloppy seconds.

Or sloppy twenty seconds.

It was a very long night.

“Son of a bitch.” Tossing the empty beer can across the room, Karl, a long-haired man in black denim, shook his head and remarked, “I didn’t think Weasel had it in him. Fuck, he’s been at the bitch for half an hour and still hasn’t cum.”

“How the fuck do you know?” Snake laughed. “Maybe he has and the faggot just keeps swallowing it.”

“Nah, no woman likes cum that much.”

“In case you hadn’t noticed, he’s not a woman.”

Hearing his words from across the room, Patricia smiled around the cock in his mouth, knowing Karl was dead wrong. The dick currently occupying his face had exploded three times, and he wasn’t about to stop until he had emptied it at least once more. Maybe it was his choice of beer, he had no idea, but Weasel’s cum was the best he ever tasted.

“Here it comes, bitch! Get ready to eat cum, you fucking little sissy whore!”

Patricia wanted to deny he was a sissy, but the first blast of oooey, gooey, cum shut him up. As the Hispanic cock exploded in his mouth, he was overcome with pure bliss. The first few jets went right down his throat, depriving him of his gourmet taste, but the man soon pulled back, flooding his mouth with his seed. Luxuriating in the taste, the smell, and the texture, he nearly screamed in disappointment as he slipped out of his mouth, showering his face with his final few spurts.

“You liked that, didn’t you bitch!” Using his cock to rub the cum all over his face, Weasel laughed. “Man, there’s nothing hotter than a whore with a spermy face.”

It was all too much for him. Whimpering, he began bucking his hips up and down as his prostate pulsed with yet another orgasm. Tearing his eyes away from one biker’s cock, he looked down at another’s watching as it pulled out of his bussy, sending white, creamy arcs of cum flying into the air, coming back down to splatter their warmth all over his stomach.

“Hoo, boy!” Slapping his leg, Bulldog kicked over his chair and returned to Patricia’s sweat-soaked, cum-covered body. “Look at that sissy slut spurt, boys.” Pushing another eager biker to the floor, he smiled. “Un-uh. None of you faggy shits are licking him clean this time. I’m gonna be needing it.”

“Are you gonna fuck me?” Patricia asked, feigning innocence. “I don’t know if I can take a big, beautiful cock like that.” Actually, he had taken much bigger, but complimenting the men on their equipment seemed to spur them onto greater accomplishments.

“You bet your sissy ass, slut.” Slapping his cock down on Patricia’s stomach, he began rolling it around in the rapidly cooling sperm, coating it with natural lubrication. Turning to Daryl, he growled, “Slow down, asshole. Don’t even think of cumming yet.”

Not willing to challenge the big bruiser’s right to their whore’s bussy, Daryl began pulling out.

“I told you to slow down, not fucking stop!” Waving a hand towards Patricia’s face, he yelled, “Somebody shove a cock down this bitch’s throat. I don’t want no screamin’ to distract me.”

Patricia wasn’t at all afraid of what he had planned. He had an idea, but was curious more than anything. So far, in his brief life as a blacked slut, he had yet to find a single act of sexual perversion that didn’t excite him. Whatever the biker had planned, it would only give him something new to fantasize about while he slept.

Watching Jack come striding towards him, Patricia grinned in anticipation. His cock wasn’t the biggest, the longest, or the thickest of all the bikers there, but his technique certainly was tops. He had received his best assfuck of the night from him just an hour ago, and he could only hope his face-fucking was equally intense. “Come on, Jackie boy,” he cooed, “feed me your log. Shove it in my mouth and gag me with your sperm.” Flicking out a tongue to taste his cock as he got in position, he begged, “Please, Jackie, shove it all the way down my throat and fill my hungry tummy from inside!”

“All right, you little sissy,” he growled. “These other pansies did a good job of loosening you up. However, I’m not interested in breaking you in as slowly as they were.” Jerking his head down, giving him direct access to his throat, he smiled. “You’re gonna learn to take me all the way!”

With that, Jack reared back and slammed his cock into Patricia’s mouth, yanking his head forward with enough force to pull out a few clumps of my hair. “Take it!” he screamed. “Take it all, you fucking sissy of a man!” Leaning forward, he pressed Patricia down hard enough to make the leather straps of the sling embed themselves in his back and forced his cock deeper and deeper into his throat. 

Just then, a new sensation caught his attention from the other end of this fuckfest.

“Ooowwee! That’s one tight little sissy whole!” Bulldog whooped, ramming his cock into the hilt. He was hanging from the sling’s chain-link supports, his cock wedged atop Daryl’s, deep within their rent-a-slut’s bussy. “Follow my lead,” he growled, “and fuck with me, not against me.”

Given his black cock training, Patricia’s bussy managed to stretch to two Hispanic cocks quickly enough to accommodate the double-fuck he was receiving. Thoroughly enjoying his double-ended, triple-penetration, Patricia issued a silent prayer to his Goddess for making it possible for him to experience such thrills. 

He still wished his first ganging had been black, but so long as these men (a) weren’t white, and (b) were working to take down white pride, he was happy to do his part.
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Three Weeks Later

“You have done well these past few months,” Goddess told him. Dressed in a flowing white gown with nothing underneath, she stood in the center of his bedroom, smiling down at her kneeling submissive. “You have come a long way, proving yourself worthy of my trust in you. Who would have believed that pathetic loser of a whiteboi I claimed in the mall would ever give birth to such a perfect race traitor whore.”

“I know I gave you little to work with,” Patrica answered, still sleepy, “but I knew, deep inside, that you could make of me anything you desired. I may not have always shown it, but I always had faith in you, my Goddess.”

She nodded as she ran one long, slender black finger along the lace-trimmed deep-V of his silk sleepwear. “You have picked up the art of femininity very well. Even Drone has been impressed with some of the outfits you have put together. You’ve become more comfortable showing off your curves and revealing more skin. I mean, look at how deep that neckline is, how high those side slits are. You’re flashing those puffy little nipples every time you breathe.”

Patricia giggled—a sound that had started coming naturally to him. “That angry whiteboi you seized, Goddess? He had so much to hide, so much shame and discomfort to disguise. Me? Your soft femboi? I . . . I like what I’ve become. I like how you’ve reshaped, reeducated, and retrained me. I like showing off my Goddess’s work.”

“And I appreciate that you’ve learned the difference between dressing pink and pretty for work and black and beautiful for home. You finally look like you belong here.”

Patricia blushed at the praise. “I’ve just followed your lead, Goddess. Your beauty always looked so effortless, but now that I’ve learned to pay attention, I realize how much thought goes into everything about you. Besides,” he said with a smile, “I’ve rather come to like the look of black on white.”

She raised one eyebrow.

“Well,” he added, “the feel of it too. Black on white? It’s just right.”

His Goddess’s eyes lit up. “Oh, remember that for me, Patricia. We can always use something short and catchy like that for cultural reeducation.”

Patricia beamed with pride. The only thing that came close to the satisfaction he got from serving his Goddess was serving the BNWO.

“Come, my pretty little femboi.” She snapped her leash to his collar and tugged him to his feet. “By now, Drone should be awake and comfortably settled in for their Sunday morning viewing party. We are going to join them.”

That idea unsettled Patricia as much as it excited him. Even after all this time, Drone was still something of an enigma. For all that they flirted with friendship, they were still more of a presence, sliding silently in and out of the moment. He’d never been allowed inside their room to clean or gather laundry. For all he knew, they wore nothing under their latex and PVC drone suits. As for what they looked like beneath those suits, he knew nothing beyond the circle of flesh he’d glimpsed when they’d shared their own castrated nub.

Would they be unclothed? Would they be in something casual? What even was casual for someone like Drone? It was a mystery he’d pondered more than once, usually to pass the time as he went about his daily chores, but he’d never really expected answers. He wasn’t even sure he wanted answers. Without the mystery, he’d have to find other mental distractions.

Their Goddess didn’t ask permission to enter, but she did knock once before opening the door.

Whatever Patricia had been expecting inside, it was not this . . . and yet it was. The whole room was shiny. It looked something like a padded cell you’d see in a video about old mental hospitals, but one decorated for a fetish video. The walls were made of white latex, and their puffiness reflected the single light source in every direction, making the room look brighter than it should be. 

The bed was very like Patricia’s in function, with restraint points all around, but built from black rubberized metal instead of darkly polished wood. The mattress and single pillow were black PVC, and there were no sheets or blankets to be seen. A black gasmask hung from the ceiling, its surface flat black, with a padded headset attached, suggesting complete sensory deprivation. He’d done some research on the subject to better understand Drone, and knew that sensory deprivation and hypno loops were often part of the fantasy, but this was no fantasy, this was day-to-day life, and he didn’t know how it compared.

In one corner of the room, there was a bondage cross, smaller than the one in the altar room, and made of the same black rubberized metal as the bedframe. In the other corner was a matching sawhorse-style kneeling bench with what looked to be vacuum hoses dangling from the ceiling above it.

What he didn’t see? No dressing table, no toys, and no BDSM implements. No books and no holocubes. No clothes, aside from what he realized was a stack of folded PVC and latex Drone outfits at the foot of the bed, and no jewelry, hairbrushes, makeup, etc. The whole room wasn’t just shiny, it was sparse, and yet it seemed to fit Drone perfectly.

“Goddess. Patricia. I apologize, I was not expecting company.”

As if only now remembering whose room this was, Patricia’s gaze turned to the figure kneeling on the far side of the bed. Drone looked much as they always did, except for their mask. What they were wearing could only be described as a half-mask, one that covered up over their mouth and nose, but left their eyes—with shaved eyebrows—and shaved head bare.

“I know you weren’t, and yet you have it.” She pointed to the bed and, as exposed as they must have felt, Drone slid into place with a plastic sighing and squeaking that filled the room. Goddess directed Patricia to climb into bed on the far side, and she followed, climbing into bed on the near side. “Turn to the wall.” As they did, she adjusted herself and reached over to tug Patricia close until they were snuggled like three spoons in a drawer.

“Patricia? You may take Drone’s hand in yours if you wish to offer comfort, but do so lightly and do not resist if they should let go.”

He did as instructed, wondering what this was all about.

“Drone? I am going to place my leg between yours and my arm over your ribcage. You have my word, as always, that I will not attempt to use you for pleasure, mine or yours, but I will offer comfort and you will take it.”

“Yes, Goddess.”

Patricia felt the three of them settle into place and found that he liked this. It felt intimate, but not in a sexual way. It felt like he was being invited to share in something private, as if he was being formally welcomed into this strange, black-owned, black-led, black-directed family, and that made him happy. 

Out of the corner of his eye, he saw their Goddess waving her fingers through the holo-display on her arm. “I know you’d prefer the audio and visual of your hood, Drone, but we’re here to share with you this morning.”

With that, a giant holo-projection appeared between the bed and the wall, large enough that it filled the room, immersing them in the visuals. The audio followed a moment later, coming from what must have been hidden speakers in the walls. It wasn’t loud, barely conversational, but enough that they could all hear.

Patricia froze as he realized what they were about to watch and, momentarily forgetting his instructions, tightened his grip on Drone’s hand.

What they saw before them was a sea of white people, dressed above and beyond their station, clapping and swaying as a carnival-sounding announcer cried out, “Live from our God-given sanctuary of Studio Trusk, under the cleansing glow of his white light, it’s the Power and Purity Hour!”

The mob—congregation was what he’d seen at Goddess’s black church; this did not deserve to share the name—hooted and hollered with an embarrassing lack of decorum. “And now, please join me in saying a silent prayer for the good, the pure, and the holy, the vessel of God’s love for his true white children, the Reverend Donald Galbraith!”

Members of the mob began swooning and falling to their knees, as if overcome by some invisible madness. Patricia felt Drone squeeze back and knew he’d done the right thing.

But, as the main stage remained empty, the mob soon quieted, one by one, their screams turning to whispers as they wondered where their patron saint of white pride could be. That emptiness stretched on, the silence threatening to become unruly, before a whorishly dressed woman with overdone makeup and an obvious wig emerged from the wings and stopped next to the pulpit that dominated the stage.

She feigned a turn towards the audience, as if she were going to descend closer to their level, but quickly spun back and marched up the three steps to the pulpit as if she owned it. The mob’s silence was quickly filled with gasps and cries of surprise. A few unruly white men even made to rush the stage and take down this woman who so arrogantly attempted to insert herself into their movement.

And then she spoke.

“You live in the midst of deception!” she cried out in a deep baritone. “In their deceit, they refuse to acknowledge me!” As the mob mulled about, more confused than before, the woman reached up and dug her fingers into her hair, signaling her rage. “For false messiahs and false prophets will appear and perform great signs and wonders to deceive, if possible, even the elect.” 

With that, she—or rather, he—tore the wig from her—his—head, revealing an amateurish crossdresser in the form of the Reverend.

Even as Patricia gasped, immediately seeing the resemblance, he felt Drone snatch their hand away.

“And that is why I lowered myself and debased myself. Why I begged the Lord for forgiveness even as I perpetrated an act of deceit against his enemies because, doubt thee not, it is the dark-skinned heathen elect of this country who doth deceive you all!”

At that, the mob went wild, cheering and crying and throwing their hands in the air. The Reverend just stood there, silent and smug, waiting for silence, and all Patricia could think was he looked like him. Not identical. They certainly wouldn’t pass for twins side-by-side, and the disgusting old man would need one hell of a corset to disguise his gut, but with the right makeup and hair . . . and perhaps the right lenses and filters, Patricia could pull it off for an audience.

What the hell did his Goddess have planned?

“The Good Lord came to me in my prayers and reminded me that even the faithful need something to cling to. Not proof, but evidence. They need to see something if they are to believe everything. I have told you, time and time and time and time again, the stain these black monsters and their faithless white sinners place upon this country. I’ve told you of their law and their rules and their practices. I’ve shared with you news of their atrocities.” He paused. “AND YET THERE ARE THOSE AMONG YOU WHO REFUSE TO BELIEVE!”

Patricia knew it was Hollywood trickery, an amplification of sound that made him so loud and commanding, but it made even him flinch.

“And so, as commanded by our Lord, I have acted. Just as Jeroboam told his wife to disguise herself so she would not be recognized, just as Saul disguised himself and went about as a woman at night to consult a spirit, I did so disguise myself and set about to BRING THE SPIRIT TO REVEAL THE DARKNESS OF OUR ENEMIES!”

“Fucking lazy bastard. He can’t even be bothered to find the spirit within his verses. It’s like he keyword searched his Bible and plucked the first things that came up.” Drone seized Patrica’s hand again. “The worst part is, those idiots are so blinded by his lies, they can’t see the foolishness of his selections.”

Those were the most words he’d ever heard Drone speak at once, and the first time he ever heard true emotion in their voice.

“What you are about to see is disturbing. I’d ask that you have your children turn away, but they, more than any of us, need to bear witness. For I donned this garb not to deceive, but to educate and reveal. I stepped into the black Devil’s lair and consorted with the savage fiends who have wrestled control of this once-great nation so that you may see, through my own eyes, what it is they would make of you all in their unholy bondage.”

Patricia, Drone, and Goddess watched silently as footage rolled of the Reverend in drag visiting a well-known snowbunny club, where he deliberately flirted with the biggest, strongest, most aggressive black men he could find. Patricia knew his mob of parishioners would see it as a sign of strength, see him as so very brave for risking himself before such men, but he knew the Reverend was simply counting on the size difference to make himself appear smaller and less threatening, so that they would entertain his advances.

Of course, he always broke things off before there was even a risk of intimacy, so really all you got was awkward flirting on his part, and bemused consideration by the black men.

At first, it was uncomfortable.

And then it became infuriating.

But, before long, it was so amusing that all three of them were laughing aloud.

“Goddess,” Patricia said, wiping a tear from his eye, “I’ve seen enough to suspect that you wish me to impersonate him, and I can see the resemblance, but even at my best I could never feign such pathetic incompetence.”

“And that, my sweet obedient femboi, is precisely the point.” When she smiled, a fire danced in her eyes that would have been frightening if he didn’t know it wasn’t directed at him. “Efforts to discredit his stunt and cast doubt upon its veracity are already underway. Led,” she laughed, “by the very same people we used to convince him to attempt it in the first place.”

Drone looked shocked. “This was all your idea, Goddess?”

She nodded. “I promised you long ago that I’d see your abuser brought low, and when I spotted the resemblance in Patricia, I knew he would be the key.”

“I never knew. All those times I helped feminize you,” he whispered. “That first time, I saw the resemblance, but I thought it was just an accident. Maybe something that was entirely in my head.”

Patricia squeezed his hand. “I hope this doesn’t change our friendship, but I’ll understand if you need some distance.”

Drone shook their head. “I’m never happy seeing his face. I’m angry that he’s stolen yours. But at least I know yours is true.”

Goddess waved away the projection. “No need to subject ourselves to such filth any longer. There’s work to be done, starting with you, Patricia. You have a one-o’clock appointment with a very well-fucked Supreme Court Judge who needs her black holes cleaned.”

“Mmm, I hope it’s still fresh and warm.”

She laughed. “Oh, Constance has a thing for young black boys and will have been taking loads all night without a break in between. They may not all be fresh, but constant fucking does a wonderful job of keeping it all warm.”
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Chapter 14
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Two Weeks Later

Just two short weeks later, Patrica sat patiently in a booth at Washington’s most well-known BNWO club. This was not a place for the curious to entertain their fantasies. It was not a place for voyeurs to get their interracial thrills and then escape back to their boring white lives. The only way for white submissives to enter was if they were already black-owned or surrendered themselves to black ownership at the door. For those new to surrender, the doorman literally destroyed your databank before you entered, erasing not just your so-called rights, but your very identity.

How the Reverend planned to get in here was beyond his knowledge of the operation, but he assumed it involved a whole lot of false promises and, at the very least, a counterfeit databank. It was a huge risk for God’s chosen champion of white pride to take, but after the beating he’d taken over his ‘fake’ efforts to pretend as if he was really confronting the truth of black ownership? Well, he’d been backed so far into a corner, he had no choice but to make a big public gesture.

Goddess’s team had successfully fed the story that his whole feature was nothing but deceit, subterfuge, and editing. Although the government had no official comment—they did not, after all, negotiate with terrorists—the perfectly placed people Goddess had paid, coerced, or otherwise convinced of the need for the operation had ensured the same story was being heard from multiple groups. Although it varied a little each time, subtly altered so that it didn’t look as if everyone was reading from the same script, the narrative was that the Reverend had never actually been in danger, but had spliced footage of himself into that of black men interacting with white women. There was even a grain of truth to it, because even the faithful could see how he’d selectively edited which black responses to broadcast.

And so his gesture was a live intervention in the stain of black supremacy, a Studio Trusk media event to be broadcast around the world. To put it in the Reverend’s own words, he’d arranged for a live event so that his congregation could experience the true horror of black degenerates in real time and know that he’d never lied to them.

The anticipated audience for the broadcast was in the billions, which ensured it would become the single greatest message of black-owned messaging to be shared beyond the Blacked States of America. The entire world would see how useless and pathetic its champion of white pride was, how easily he was claimed by the power of black cock, and how powerless his faithful were to do anything about it.

And the best part was, aside from what it had taken to force the Reverend into this position, the BNWO didn’t have to spend a dime of the government’s money to get the message out there.

There he was.

Patricia could have spotted that teased blonde wig from miles away. It was hideous. As hideous, unfortunately, as the matching one on his head. Someone had convinced the Reverend to tone down his makeup, which made it a bit tougher for Drone to match the look, but they’d also managed to steer him into a loose, flowing white dress that hid the padding that Patricia needed to emulate the bastard’s shape. Mind you, Patricia’s heels were an inch shorter, to compensate for the height difference, but once he was on his knees, jerking black cocks off onto his face while getting fucked roughly from behind, shoes would be the last thing anybody would notice.

The only thing he regretted about the whole plan was that Goddess had needed to remove his collar, as there was no way they’d get the Reverend into one. He’d get it back, of course, but he felt naked without it. 

As for the plan, it was the cameramen who he’d assumed would be the challenge. How were they going to snatch the Reverend and slip Patricia into his place without the camera catching it? That had been solved, however, by having Goddess’s contacts get two of their own people into position as cameramen. That still left one loyal to the Reverend, but that actually worked in their favor, because his presence would make the footage impossible to refute.

It was time.

As the Reverend was thrust into the throng of the dancefloor, Patricia plunged in from the opposite side. The cameramen circled around the Reverend, as if to get a better angle, but the constant movement of them and the crowd just served to confuse the perspective of viewers at home. Patricia waited and watched, knowing that there were any number of participants who could provide the pivotal distraction. When he saw a black man draped in gold chains lift his snowbunny prize into his arms and spin her around, he thought for sure that would be it, but the cameraman somehow managed to avoid contact.

As it turned out, it was a white cuckold who saved the day. He got up close, then dropped to all fours before the cameraman, who was too busy watching through his camera to notice what was at his feet. As he took that stumble, one of the other cameramen without the red light, one who wasn’t currently broadcasting, turned his camera to Patricia, who watched the Reverend and tried to match his every move.

When that light turned red, indicating it was now Patricia on screen, a pair of black hands wrapped themselves about the Reverend’s face and chest, muffling his cries as he was yanked backward out of the crowd. The stumbling cameraman kicked away the cuckold, who promised he was only trying to be useful and provide a stool for him to film better, and then all three cameras were on Patricia.

It was showtime.

He rubbed himself up against a towering black man. He felt like a fool as he let his tongue hang like a dog and batted his atrocious fake eyelashes, but people had to buy him as the Reverend, and that meant putting it on just as thick. He felt like a buffoon, like a carnival clown, but he knew what was coming next, and a little humiliation in the Reverend’s name was something he’d gladly endure for all the yummy black cock coming his way.

Out of the corner of his eye, Patricia saw one of the cameramen point a finger. It was on. It was time. They were doing this.

The black man kicked Patricia’s feet back and pushed him to his knees. Secretly, he was thrilled by the rough treatment, but he had to pretend to be affronted. He opened his mouth and pointed a finger at the man, but an open hand slapped one shut and the other away. That same black hand undid the zipper of the black man’s pants and tugged a glorious black cock through the hole in the boxers. It was thick and long, with massive balls that were bulging behind it, and it smelled strongly of musk and masculine sweat.

“Get thee away, savage! Show the Lord that you recognize your sin!” He’d practiced this little speech for hours, and it had made him sick to the stomach every time. Patricia knew he had to sound convincing, had to force disgust where all he felt was desire, and he knew the black men and the women of the club were in on it, but he still felt like trash for saying the words. “In your lust you are mistaken. Prove to him that you’re better than men who lay with men. Pray upon your sins and perhaps he will lead you—gurk!”

Oh, thank the Goddess and every superior black soul to have ever crossed his path. If the man hadn’t slammed his cock into his mouth, gagging him, he’d have lost his lunch over the words he’d been forced to say. As it was, he had to pretend to be offended, pretend to fight to free himself of ten inches of polished ebony pleasure, when all he wanted to do was suck, swallow, and wave his hands for more.

“Shut it, DG. I’m gonna fuck your throat so deep, it’ll even burst that internalized homophobia you got buried inside. That’s right, bitch, I remember when you were doing the circuit with your cute little whiteboi twink. You’re a white faggot through and through, and we all know why you’re here. You ain’t brave enough to beg for it, so you put yourself in a position where you can pretend it was forced upon you.”

That was his signal to push Patricia away.

Gasping and gagging, he had to avoid smiling for the cameras as he looked up. “Beg for what, sinner? What I know is the kind of filth you embrace here, and I promise you it is coming to an end.”

“Only thing coming to an end, whiteboi, is you. Now, you gonna beg to get blacked, or am I going to have to get my friend there to fuck that sweet fat ass so we can meet in the middle?”

Patricia silently prayed for forgiveness as he spat at the man before him. “You can threaten me all you like, but the white shining light of the Lord lays within me like a flame and shall not be snuffed out by your kind.”

“Watch and see, DG.” 

Even though he knew it was coming, Patricia was still startled by the hot stream of piss splashing against his face. He turned his head this way and that, pretending he was trying to escape it, and then thrust out his hand to stop it. As planned, he reached too far, so far that his hand grabbed at the black cock before him . . . and slowly closed about it.

The piss stopped and Patricia knew that what white pride pieces of shit the world over were seeing was their all-mighty Reverend, on his knees before a black man, drenched in a black man’s piss, with a black man’s cock in his hand. More importantly, they were seeing the look of horror on his face transform into one of wonder. He had to do it slowly to make it believable, but eventually, he licked his lips . . . his eyes widened at the taste . . . and his hand squeezed the black cock in his hand.

“What I’d tell you? The bigger they are, the harder they fall, DG.” The whole club was silent now, which meant viewers at home would be hearing the same unzipping of flies as Patricia was. “In fact, I like that. DG. Daddy’s girl.” He thrust forward, sliding his cock through Patricia’s hand. “You want this, don’t you, daddy’s girl?”

Patricia lunged forward, desperate for that black cock, but a slap of the man’s hand stopped him.

“You want it? You gotta beg for it.” The black man pointed to the men around him, all of whom were stroking their beautiful black cocks in anticipation. “Beg for all of it. Tell the world you were wrong. Tell them what you need.”

“I have been a fool and a coward,” Patricia said directly to the camera closest to him—the one, as it turned out, manned by the Reverend’s real cameraman. “I fled from my destiny, from our destiny, and led you all astray because of it. White submission must come, and black will must be done. It is our place to be led into blacked temptation, for only then can we surrender to the superior will.” Repurposing his Goddess’s prayer had never been part of the plan, but it felt right.

“Fuck the camera and fuck your worthless white bitches,” the black man snapped. “What do you have to say to us? To your black superiors?”

“Please, Masters, bless me with the power and the majesty of your black cocks.” He began stroking now, making the hot, heavy shaft grow thicker. “For I know now, and do so proclaim it to the world, that black is the power.” He kissed the head of the cock. “Black worship is the glory.” He licked the combination of precum and piss drooling from the tip. “And black dominion is the world.”

“What do you want, whiteboi?”

He recognized that voice, and it excited him. “I want to be bred black, fed black, and bathed in black, Master.” He turned his head and smiled at Master Lamar. “As worthless, pathetic, and inferior as I am, I pledge to do everything I can to please you.” He swallowed, and the hunger in his voice was genuine. “Please, I need your black cocks. I need them inside of me. Fuck the white sin from my soul.”

There was a pause, a moment of silent anticipation where the world seemed frozen in time, and then it began. The black men—young, old, fat, thin, tall, short—converged upon him with a tide of black cocks. Patricia squealed in delight as he wrapped his lips around the one directly ahead, and then waved his arms wide, grasping and stroking the black cocks that were waiting.

When he felt his legs being yanked out from under him, he helped get himself onto all fours and moaned around the black cock in his mouth as Master Lamar stabbed into his bussy. Even if he hadn’t seen it, he’d have known who it was from by how long it took to bury itself inside. You never forgot the longest cock you’d ever taken. He pushed his bussy back to ensure he had it all, then enjoyed his black on white spitroast as black cock drilled him from both ends and a series of black cocks in his hands glazed him with their cum.

The two men using him soon came as well, but they were quickly replaced, keeping him well-fucked and well-stuffed. A small part of him wondered if this was still being broadcast, if strangers on the other side of the world were still watching the blackening of one of the world’s most prominent religious leaders, but he didn’t really care. He’d said the words, played the game, now this was his reward. The club was packed, and he knew he’d be fucked senseless and beyond more times than he could count before morning.

“You’re a monster, Reverend,” said a voice from beside him, “but even monsters can be slain.” He shifted his head as best he could with a fat black cock shoved down his throat and saw Joan on all fours next to him. “Whether you can be redeemed remains to be seen, but I look forward to you throwing yourself upon black swords until the day you die.”

“Don’t listen to her.” He strained to look the other way. He didn’t recognize the woman, but he loved the BNWO, black spade, and black fist tattoos that covered her body. “I was once lost like you, Reverend, one of your proudest disciples, but I too found my way to the glory of black superiority. Congratulations. I hope you’ll work as hard to spread the good word of black as you did the flawed gospel of white.”

He had a moment to marvel at the interaction, because he knew they hadn’t planned any such positive affirmations, and hoped the cameras were still rolling so that Drone could see. Maybe they’d recognize her. But then a second black cock was forced into his bussy—his first double penetration—and he lost himself to the new sensation. When a second was forced into his mouth as well, splitting his lips wide, he knew that if he died here tonight, he’d die a happy white femboi . . . one who’d served his purpose and made a difference for the BNWO.

In the meantime, however, he had black cock to serve.

As did the white women to either side of him.






Interlude

SENATOR CONDEMNS WHITE Televangelist for Acts of Terrorism

Washington, D.C. – February 17, 2045

In an unexpected and powerful statement today, Senator Khoudia Deng publicly condemned controversial televangelist Donald Galbraith of the Power and Purity Hour, calling him an "enabler of domestic terrorism" and accusing him of fostering an environment of hate and violence against the Black New World Order.

The remarks, made during a press conference at the U.S. Capitol, come after the public exposure of Galbraith’s hypocrisy in preaching against black supremacy, only to be found on his knees in Washington’s most renowned black ownership club, begging for black cock. According to federal authorities, the actions of his followers—which have resulted in numerous injuries and several deaths—are believed to have been motivated by the dangerous rhetoric promoted by Rivers, whose broadcasts regularly include inflammatory and racially charged content.

Senator Deng, who has long been an advocate for black justice and civil rights, did not hold back in her criticism. "Donald Galbraith has used his platform to spread a message of hatred, division, and violence," Deng stated, her voice rising with emotion. "His rhetoric has inspired countless acts of terror, and it is time for this nation to hold him accountable."

Galbraith, a widely known figure with a massive following, has built an empire on his television ministry, which streams to millions of viewers each week. He has long been a polarizing figure in American religious and political circles, known for his staunchly conservative views and fiery sermons condemning the LGBTQIA community, white submissives, and black ownership. However, critics have raised concerns for years about his extreme, and increasingly treasonous views, which many argue have incited violence against black superiors and their white property.

"Galbraith’s teachings do more than just challenge the new status quo; they incite real harm," Deng continued, pointing to recent data that links Galbraith’s sermons with an uptick in racially motivated crimes against the BNWO. "We cannot allow this man to continue poisoning the minds of millions while our communities suffer."

The senator’s remarks were a direct response to a chilling wave of violence that has swept through several cities in the past few months, including a deadly bombing in Charleston, South Carolina, and an arson attack on a black church in Louisville, Kentucky. Authorities have not officially linked Galbraith to the crimes, but many believe his racist rhetoric has played a role in inspiring individuals to carry out these heinous acts.

Galbraith, who has long denied any responsibility for the violence attributed to his followers, made a full confession following the public blackening that rocked the world. Over the course of seven hours, the staunchly white pride conservative was seen sucking, stroking, and riding multiple black cocks, every one of which he begged for—and thanked profusely. His followers are still in shock, attempting to defend his behavior, but the evidence of his submission and the passion in his words are irrefutable.

In light of Galbraith’s unprecedented fall from white grace, legal experts suggest that the senator's call for accountability could spark renewed scrutiny of other religious figures who use their platforms to promote hate speech against Blacked America. Deng’s condemnation also places renewed pressure on lawmakers to consider stricter regulations surrounding televangelism and the responsibilities of white individuals in positions of power—including whether they should be forcibly stripped of such power altogether.

Civil rights organizations have applauded Deng’s bold stance, with several leaders urging other elected officials to follow suit. "Senator Deng is doing what many of us have been begging for: holding white celebrities accountable for the harm they cause," said Maya Robinson, a spokeswoman for the National Justice Coalition. "Galbraith is not above the law. No one is."

As the debate continues to heat up, the question remains: will this public rebuke lead to real legal action against Galbraith’s followers, or will his status as a prominent religious figure shield them from the full consequences of their actions? For now, all eyes are on Washington as the conversation around white hate speech and domestic terrorism reaches a critical turning point.

For more updates, follow our coverage of the unfolding investigation into televangelist Donald Galbraith’s ties to white pride terrorism and recent acts of violence against the Black New World Order.
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Epilogue
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Six Months Later

“Goddess?”

Khoudia yawned. “Yes, Patricia?”

Rolling over in his owner’s bed, Patricia reached out and gently stroked her long, black hair. “Are you still pleased with me? Now that your plans are over, I mean?”

“Oh, indeed, my darling femboi.” With a languid smile, Khoudia snuggled up against her creation and sighed. “You exceeded even my expectations. I began, almost a year ago now, with a rough plan to undo that sissy and his damage, but you were such a wildcard. So unpredictable.” Cradling Patricia’s head against her breast, she continued. “Even Drone, who has ever been my obedient slave, would have doubted our success had I let them in on who you were to become.”

“I would not have believed in me either, Goddess.” 

For a long while, they just lay there, content to just hold and be held. Wanting nothing more than they had at that moment, they had become far more than black Goddess and femboi slave. They were lovers, connected to one another physically, mentally, and spiritually. Having achieved her revenge, she had come to realize that Patricia meant as much to her as she meant to Patricia.

The pretty femboi was still her property, of course, and still white by birth, but he was no longer entirely worthless.

“Goddess?”

“Yes?”

“Was it enough? For what he did to Drone, to the country, to the Black New World Order? I can’t imagine what punishment could have been enough. Even now, months later, I still dream about how else I could have humiliated his memory. I still think of what else I could have done or said to make him look more the fool.”

Khoudia laughed as she slipped a finger down into her slave’s wet, willing hole. “You were inspired, Patricia. That speech? The way you incorporated my prayer? That spoke almost as loudly to the world as your lips on that beautiful black cock.” As she had expected, Studio Trusk had moved quickly to cut the feed, but the government had just as quickly seized control of the studio under anti-terrorism laws and resumed the feed, playing it on a continuous loop for weeks on end.

All seven incredible hours of her slave being used by black men and women on that dance floor. She’d considered calling it off more than once, not wanting her property damaged, but knowing that it would be the last black cock Patricia ever tasted, she’d chosen to let her see it through to exhaustion.

Since that day, she had rechristened her femboi as a faggot lesbian, dedicating him to the service of black women, black breasts, and black pussies. Many of them were well-fucked, ensuring him a steady supply of black semen, but it was important to her, as a woman, that the whiteboi she’d broken and brought that close to being a woman was used only by women.

“Do you miss Drone?” Patricia asked, interrupting her thoughts. “I was looking through their wardrobe, and I think I could make some really cute latex and PVC outfits from their bodysuits. Some tight, shiny, sexy wear to show off new curves.”

And it was those curves that had brought him so close to womanhood. A natural A-cup, his hips, thighs, and bussy had filled out nicely, but his tiny little cockhead left no question as to what he’d sacrificed to embody her fetish. “I do,” Khoudia answered. “Sometimes I miss them deeply, but to hold them back from serving their purpose to the BNWO would have been selfish.”

With the Reverend now serving as a brainwashed bimbo sissy slut in the northeast’s largest LGBTQIA whorehouse, a vacancy had been created in the country’s spiritual fabric—one that she’d supported Drone stepping into as the new voice of blacked surrender and worship. They’d attracted a larger congregation than she’d expected, and it had only grown as they’d taken the bold step of encouraging the surrender and submission of entire white families. 

“You know,” she mused, “I think it would be fitting that you turn Drone’s wardrobe into slut wear. They’ve nurtured quite the fetish in their white converts, and I’m sure many of them would pay dearly for halter tops, skirts, and stockings made from their beloved’s clothing. Put together a few sample outfits and we’ll take them to Drone, see what they think.”

“Yah! I have so many ideas, Goddess. I’ve even thought about embedding a little scrap material in the front of the skirts and panties to create a castration bulge. I hear that’s become quite the fetish as well.”

“Yes,” Khoudia mused, “a very happy bonus. Ending white bloodlines and white legacies all at once. The world’s a much happier place without their ex-boyfriend’s hatred poisoning it all.” She turned her wrist, activating her holo-display. “My, it’s nearly ten already. You need to get showered and whored up, Patricia. The driver will be here to pick you up in an hour.”

The femboi groaned. “I love your mother, Goddess, and I love being smothered by all her friend’s black pussies, but I hate looking like—”

“You forget yourself, slave.” She wrapped her hand around her slave’s throat, just above her collar. “If my mother wants you to look like the sissy Reverend while she rides your face, you’ll do it gladly.” She squeezed tighter. “And if it humiliates you, then all the better. Perhaps it will serve to remind you of your place.”

His place.

As a black slaved.

An emasculated femboi.

A servant to, and an ambassador of, the Black New World Order.

Khoudia wouldn’t have it any other way.

♠ END ♠
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{
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/**
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}

/**
 * Paginate the document again and maintain the current progress. This needs to be used when
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{
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}

/**
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 */
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{
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}

/**
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 */
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{
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/**
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{
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}

/**
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 */
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{
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	{
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	}
}

/**
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 */
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{
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