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Introduction

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

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

So they changed tactics.

Sacrifices were made as children were prioritized within families, understanding that it was all for the greater good. Black men and women began entering the worlds of finance, law, medicine, and media in greater numbers than ever before. Once that generation began acquiring the necessary influence, once they could help finance the message and control its distribution, the next generation was groomed to begin entering local politics. And once they 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, it just crept up on the rest of us. The blackening of America infiltrated life in a way that we all just took for granted, making things better for us all in little increments until, one day, we just looked up and realized that white people were suddenly the minority in terms of representation.

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many psychological and emotional issues, freeing white cuckolds and sissies to live and love as nature intended, not as outdated social norms might dictate.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

It’s taken time, but attitudes towards gender and sexuality have changed, and the stigmas and prejudices of the past have been largely erased, making natural white submission easier for all genders to accept. With a unique challenge of supply and demand meaning available white sluts are scarce, whitebois are left to fill the gaps—and get their gaps filled.

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


Her Blacked Property: A Suburban Couple's Submission

Willow Drive simmered beneath the dusk—its pristine modernist homes, awash in pastel teals and buttery ivories, glowing faintly beneath the bloated heat of a southern sky thick with inevitability. The cicadas droned in rhythm with the pulse of change, but only those attuned to the truth of the Black New World Order heard the other music.

The subtle clink of steel rings tightening around pale wrists.

The wet squelch of gagged surrender.

The quiet moans of white dignity melting beneath superior black heat.

This cul-de-sac, manicured and symmetrical, wasn’t just part of the BNWO.

Willow Drive was a beacon of the Black New World Order’s ethos, one where white bodies and minds were reshaped in the crucible of black dominance, their former ‘independent’ selves incinerated in a fire of submission, freeing them to embrace their true roles as cuckolds, sissies, and sluts. Their surrender was a radiant truth that dissolved artificial boundaries, forging a paradise of mental clarity and euphoric harmony.

It wasn’t punishment.

It was evolution.

At number 22, Thomas and Ellen Harper moved through their routines, unaware that they stood on the edge of extinction. A marriage of comfort, woven from two decades of rituals—Ellen’s soft humming as she folded laundry, Thomas’s quiet sighs into coffee steam—formed a pattern as predictable as it was fragile.

Thomas, 46, was a picture of suburban masculinity softened by time. His 5’10” frame bore the wiry marks of early morning jogs and late-night guilt. Salt-and-pepper hair crowned a face more kind than commanding, and his hazel eyes—flecked with the last hints of defiance—glimmered with a loyalty destined to be repurposed. His shirt clung to him in the heat, soaked where muscle still hinted beneath civility, while his cologne fought a losing battle against the growing musk of his sweat-soaked submission. Beneath his khakis, his cock—four pathetic inches of pale obligation—twitched now and then, unsure whether arousal or fear held the reins.

Ellen, 44, was still lovely in the way middle-class women are trained to be. A soft 5’4” with generous curves and auburn hair that curled in the humidity like memory, she wore her silk blouse like armor and her lavender perfume like hope. Her green eyes, wide and tender, still believed in home-cooked meals and quiet nights—but somewhere beneath the mascara and married smiles, a fearsome hunger stirred.

Their house was a quiet coffin of white routine. The smell of sourdough still hung in the kitchen. The staircase creaked predictably. Ceiling fans stirred the air of a stale relationship. Family photos clung to the walls like denials. They knew their community—black-owned, black-led, and black-bred—and they knew that they were destined to find their place in it. How and what they’d find was something neither of them had any control over, but they’d both discussed—late at night, in hushed tones—the idea of being cuckolded by a younger, more powerful black male.

What they didn’t yet know was that the neighbor who would claim them had arrived.

And she was nothing like what they’d anticipated.

Next door, at Number 24, Sasha had moved in. Her presence wasn’t introduced. It wasn’t announced or revealed. Instead, it descended upon them.

Sasha was six feet of unstoppable black femininity, the kind that dripped ownership and control. Her body was sculpted black supremacy, a masterpiece of seduction, each curve a weapon of conquest. Her voluptuous curves, shaped by heavy breasts that strained her silk blouses, a tiny waist cinched by leather corsets, and a plump, jiggly ass, commanded space. Her obsidian skin drank the moonlight, and each movement of her hips rewrote the air around her.

Her long, tight braids shimmered with oil and power, brushing across her inked shoulders with each deliberate turn of her neck. Her eyes—dark, bottomless, cruel—cut into those who dared meet them, cleaving white pride from pale flesh with nothing more than a glance. Her crimson lips parted in a smile that promised correction, not kindness. Her alto voice poured like bourbon, thick and slow, drowning protest in velvet obedience.

And beneath it all…

A cock.

Her cock.

A woman’s shecock.

Eleven black inches of unrelenting command.

It strained against soaked silk and layered leather, the head fat and glistening with precum. The scent of her arousal—dense, undeniable—saturated her thighs, her couch, her home. She leaked dominance, her power oozing with every heartbeat, every sway of her hips, every whispered command not yet spoken but already obeyed.

Inside her home, Sasha curated her lair like a temple. Red velvet bled into polished mahogany. Leather belts hung like artwork. Candles flickered atop obsidian shelves. The air was a fever of lust and incense, the floorboards creaking beneath the weight of transgression. Everything smelled like her—floral, musky, and decisive.

As for the art, it was not decorative.

It was prophetic.

Pornographic.

Images with which Thomas and Ellen would soon become familiar.

Intimately familiar.

That first night, behind the curtains of Number 22, Thomas paused mid-sentence as the scent of something undefinable slipped through the window. It penetrated him, made him tremble. He wasn’t sure what it was, what it could be, but it triggered a primal urge that saw him slip out of bed, drop to his knees, and crawl to the window.

Behind him, Ellen stirred, her pulse quickening without understanding.

Outside that window, a light flickered on at Number 24.

As Thomas raised himself to a crouch and peered through the curtains, he saw something striking.

Sasha’s silhouette stood at the window.

Watching.

Its shape a confusing mix of soft curves and hard protrusion.

Knowing.

Power radiating in the sinuous perfection of its every movement

Waiting.

Because soon, the Harpers would not be husband and wife.

They would be hers.

It all began with a touch.

One humid Friday, the air swollen with heat and foreboding, Sasha crossed the manicured lawn between numbers 24 and 22 like a storm in silk. Her heels clicked softly on the stone path, each step radiating ownership not yet spoken. She smiled as she reached Thomas—no warmth, just dark promise—and let her crimson nails graze the inside of his wrist.

The touch was gentle.

The effect was total.

His breath caught. A shudder ran beneath his shirt. Her scent wrapped around him, thick and inescapable, drowning him in floral musk and raw purpose. As he turned, her brown eyes fixed on his with a gaze that did not ask—it declared. They sparkled with a silent challenge, flashed with a command he didn’t yet know he would obey. His cock stirred in his khakis, the fabric darkening faintly where precum betrayed him.

Behind him, Ellen stiffened. Her hand closed around his like a question.

Her green eyes flickered—hesitation, maybe fear. The lavender perfume she wore was a whisper now, no match for Sasha’s scent that clung to them both like sweat. Her auburn hair curled against her damp neck. She felt it in her chest, though she didn’t understand it yet.

They had already crossed a threshold.

“Welcome, my pets.” Sasha’s voice caressed them like a warm summer breeze, heavy and damp with promise. “Dust yourselves off and attend me. We have much to discuss.”

There was no time for discussion, and from the way she spun and beckoned them to follow, it was clear that refusal was not an option.

Sasha welcomed them into her home like a Queen leading subjects into her castle. The door opened to heat and candle smoke. The scent of leather hung in the air like a prophecy. The red velvet couches drew the white couple in while the mahogany floor groaned softly beneath their feet, echoing with something ancient.

The walls of Sasha’s home were not adorned—they were consecrated. Each piece of art hung not for decoration, but for indoctrination. Large-format canvases dominated the dimly lit space, bathed in the flickering glow of candlelight. Their surfaces pulsed with color and heat, each frame a command in brushstroke and shadow.

Thomas felt as if he’d entered another world, one far removed from their little suburban neighborhood, as he slipped deeper into the closeness of Sasha’s home.

Before him, he saw a massive centerpiece above a red velvet couch, one that depicted a pale figure—genderless, mouth agape in ecstasy or despair—kneeling beneath a towering, dark-skinned goddess whose cock jutted forward like a scepter. The figure’s face, eyes wide and lips parted, was rendered in aching detail, streaked with tears, while the goddess stood imperious and unbothered, her braids cascading like whips, her expression a study in serene cruelty.

Thomas stumbled at the sight, but his wife’s tight grip held him steady.

In the hallway, three vertical panels formed a triptych. On the left was a white man in a business suit, his gaze defiant; in the center was the same man, stripped bare, crawling, his eyes wide with confusion; and the right depicted the final transformation, a collared sissy with downcast eyes, lipstick smeared, his body bound in silk and shame, kneeling at the feet of an unseen figure whose hand dangled a leash just out of frame.

It was Ellen’s turn to pause and stare at this, but what the further tightening of her hand to him signified—disgust or desire—was unclear.

Elsewhere, they were led past sculptures of sensual submission that rested on polished pedestals—marble torsos arched in silent offering, mouths open, hips elevated, necks bared. Each curve was worshipfully carved, the cold stone warmed by candlelight and intent.

Above a staircase, in deep, moody chiaroscuro, hung an oil painting in an ebony frame. It showed a black matriarch seated on a throne of white flesh—limbs, backs, breasts, asses, and open mouths forming the armrests and base. The matriarch’s gaze, much like Sasha’s, followed you wherever you moved.

It was an image that left Thomas feeling electric . . . but Ellen less so.

Already fearing herself out of her depth, she saw the collective influence of the artwork for what it was.

A warning as much as a promise.

So absorbed were they in the scene that neither husband nor wife noticed that their hostess had stopped to pour herself a drink, watching them watching the décor with just the hint of a smile on her face.

The clink of ice in crystal was the only sound that dared interrupt her presence. Sasha’s silk blouse shimmered in the flickering candlelight, clinging wetly to her breasts. Her leather skirt molded around her hips, stretched tight over the impossible fullness of her ass. Her braids rustled as she moved, releasing more coconut-slick heat into the air.

She stood before them.

A figure of power wrapped in black heat.

The world stood still as she sipped at her glass. “You’re mine now,” she declared.

As simple and soft as they were, the words struck Thomas like thunder.

Sasha’s alto voice didn’t rise—it sank. Into the room. Into his chest. Into the shameful, pulsing heat growing in his pants. Her eyes pierced his, unblinking, unwavering. Her musk wrapped around his throat like a collar.

His cock twitched.

He hated that it did.

His khakis were already damp.

“I—” Ellen gasped. Her voice was breathless, her eyes wide with something like grief. The last of her lavender perfume was dying on her skin. Sasha’s musk filled her lungs. Her thighs clenched in confusion, her breath caught halfway to panic.

Thomas took a half-step forward. He heard what the woman was saying, but it wasn’t what they’d told themselves they’d be okay with. She was not the black man they’d talked of welcoming into their marriage to cuckold him, black her, and demand of them both their utmost submission.

“We’re married, Sasha,” he said, his voice cracking, sounding thin. “This isn’t . . . right.”

But it was already too late.

Sasha stepped forward. Close enough for heat. Close enough for control.

Her silk blouse parted, her brown skin radiant with sweat. The bulge in her panties was obscene—thick, heavy, leaking—an 11-inch promise of power. The fabric clung, dark with precum, its musky tang blooming into the air. Her hips shifted. Her cock pulsed. Her scent surged into Thomas’s senses again, and his hazel eyes dilated, caught between guilt and need.

“Foolish white pets,” she whispered, her eyes alight with amusement. “You don’t get to choose your submission. The BNWO isn’t Fetish-Mart or Kinks-R-Us.”

Her crimson nails traced his jaw. The sting of contact left fine red trails across his cheek. His skin seared beneath the touch, breath hitching in his throat. His tiny white cock pulsed helplessly. The heat between his legs was unbearable.

Shameful.

And perfect.

He couldn’t face his wife, but he didn’t need to.

It was Sasha who turned her gaze on Ellen.

“Ellen’s my slave now,” she purred, her voice a blade in silk. “And you, little man? You’re my slut. My whore.”

She seized Ellen’s wrist.

The pressure was firm. Possessive. Final.

Ellen’s breath left her in a whimper. Her green eyes filled with tears. Her knees weakened. The last vestiges of her identity—wife, woman, human—trembled. This wasn’t what she wanted, wasn’t what either of them wanted, but there was no denying the power or the authority of the superior black woman before her.

The room stank of arousal. Of power. The air itself was slick—humid, sexual, undeniable.

“That better not be resistance I feel,” Sasha breathed softly. “For your sake, it had best be unrestrained excitement.”

With a quick, firm jerk of the hand, she led Ellen by the wrist into the bathroom. Thomas moved to follow, but the door shut softly behind them, leaving him to wait and wonder alone as his eyes lingered for far too long on the sensual triptych, wondering if such would be his fate.

And, worse, if he might enjoy it.

Inside the bathroom, the tiles were cold, sterile . . . almost cruel. Harsh fluorescent light buzzed overhead, reflecting off Ellen’s sweat-slick skin.

“Strip, slave.”

The command hit like a whip. She was no longer a pet; she was already a slave.

But this wasn’t right. She was supposed to be a hotwife. A pampered, pleasured hotwife, living a life of sexual bliss beneath a hard, handsome black man. She was supposed to be the center of attention, the target of a black man’s lust and her husband’s love.

Yes, Sasha looked to be well-endowed, but the woman had already made it clear such pleasures as she’d imagined were not for her. There was no lust here, no love, just function and purpose.

Ellen considered—for a brief moment—refusing, but in her heart she knew that blacked was better, even if it wasn’t quite how she’d imagined it.

So she obeyed.

Her blouse and skirt peeled away from her trembling body, soaked and clinging. Her breasts heaved. Her thighs quaked. Her pale white skin shone with sweat and shame. Sasha watched, impassive, dominant.

“Into the tub. Close your eyes.” When she didn’t move quickly enough, her new owner’s voice snapped, sharper and colder, “Now, slave.”

She did as she was told, but instead of the cold shower she expected, she felt her body being dusted, head to toe, with some kind of powder. It smelled fresh and pleasant, a welcome contrast to the stale sweat of which she’d been so ashamed. It drew the moisture from her flesh, leaving her dusty but dry.

“Out of the tub.”

As Ellen stepped back onto the cold tile floor, she watched as the black woman picked up all of her clothes and tossed them into the tub. For a moment, she anticipated being made to handwash them, but that was not what her owner had in mind.

Instead, Sasha sprayed them with something that smelled like bleach, vinegar, and something nauseatingly acrid. Within seconds, Ellen’s clothes began dissolving, the holes where Sasha had sprayed them growing wider, eating away at the material with frightening ferocity. Before long, all that remained of the demure housewife who had entered this strange lair were a few shining buttons.

Had she had time to grab her purse, she knew it, too, would have disappeared into that mess.

“Your uniform, slave.”

Ellen was jerked out of her horrified contemplation by the other woman’s movement towards her. A PVC bodysuit was thrust into her hands—white, gleaming, and soulless. It smelled like chemicals and humiliation.

“Put it on,” Sasha told her. “And get used to it. This will be your attire from now on.”

The material felt heavy and slick beneath Ellen’s hands. It was like nothing she’d ever worn before. Had it been shorter, skimpier, more of a bodycon dress or something similar, she’d have been the one to feel like the slut—and she’d have been totally okay with that. This, though, seemed made to make its wearer disappear, not stand out. Once it was on, she feared that who and what she was would be forever erased, hidden from view, discarded and devalued like the lowest of white flesh.

She hated it… and yet she couldn’t deny that it resonated deep inside her.

Reluctantly, almost fearfully, she stepped into it.

While it looked stiff and unyielding, it slid over her powdered flesh with surprising ease. The suit creaked and squeaked, the material sticking to itself where limbs brushed her torso. It squeezed her breasts and clenched her waist—almost painfully. It bound her hips and restrained her ass, making it feel tight and flat. From head to toe, it caressed her flesh like a second skin. Her green eyes, wet and wide, peered through the mask’s narrow slits as Sasha pulled the hood over her auburn hair. The only sign of her mouth was a tiny circle, barely wide enough for her tongue to poke through.

The faint taste of plastic lingered on her lips.

It wasn’t over, though. Ellen watched, shocked and helpless, as Sasha fed chains through reinforced PVC hoops and locked the chains to the floor, securing her in place.

The clink of metal was sharp. Final.

Steel closed around Ellen’s wrists and ankles. Brought down by the weight, her knees hit the tile. Her breath rasped hot and wet inside the hood. The bathroom mirror reflected her new truth—bound, blank, broken.

“Make yourself useful, slave.” Sasha’s voice dripped with condescension.

Her use of Ellen was callous, a ritual of degradation that cemented the white woman’s servitude. Sasha hiked up her leather skirt, revealing her silk panties, the fabric damp with her arousal. The musky scent of her 11-inch shecock leaked through, the air thick with the musky tang of her dominance. She released it and let it sway hypnotically before her slave, presenting the white woman with a monster both longer and thicker than Ellen had ever imagined.

She had no time to prepare, no chance to even anticipate what was to come. “Open your mouth, slave,” Sasha commanded, her alto a sharp lash.

Ellen, trembling, parted her lips, the PVC hood creaking. The faint taste of plastic lingered, but she knew it was soon to be washed away by something far stronger. Her green eyes teared up, and her breath caught as she waited, the air immediately thick with promise. One moment she was staring at the black cock in her owner’s hand… and the next it was bathing her in hot piss.

Sasha’s golden stream splashed Ellen’s lips, the bitter, acrid taste flooding her mouth. The warmth was searing, the liquid trickling down her chin and pooling on the tiles. The scent was overwhelming. Her green eyes went dull with humiliation, and her breath drew ragged, fighting to gasp between swallows. Ellen’s PVC hood creaked, and the chains clinked, a constant reminder as the musky promise of Sasha’s dominance pulsed through the room.

As a newly minted bath slave, Ellen’s degradation continued, her role a ritual of servitude that deepened her submission. Sasha unlocked her chains and led her from the cold, plain, functional bathroom to the comparable paradise of the master bathroom upstairs. Ellen, of course, was forced to crawl the entire way, her PVC outfit slippery against the floor where her knees and shins were wet with urine. She saw the feet of her husband as she passed, but dared not raise her head to meet his eyes, afraid of what she’d see there.

Would he be disgusted with her?

Concerned?

Amused?

Afraid of what lay in wait for him?

The master bathroom’s black marble tiles were warm underfoot, and the air was thick with the steamy warmth of hot water. It only not occurred to her that none of this was accidental, that their meeting hadn’t just been a matter of coincidence. Sasha had planned it—all of it—and left them no room but to follow dutifully along.

The faint hum of a jacuzzi bubbled in the background, and the mirror was fogged with steam, reflecting their blurred forms. The air was warm and sticky, the musky tang of Sasha’s arousal as heavy as the faint stickiness of humidity permeating the second skin of her PVC bodysuit.

“Prepare to scrub me, slave,” Sasha purred.

The black woman shrugged off the remainder of her clothes, revealing her curvaceous figure, her ebony skin glistening with sweat and steam. Her voluptuous breasts heaved, her plump ass jiggled faintly, and her 11-inch shecock bounced semi-erect. Seeing her owner in all her naked glory for the first time was a shock. Ellen had never seen such a woman, never mind imagined that such sexual duality was even possible. It was all so new, so confusing, and the guilty, shameful arousal she felt a moistening inside of her bodysuit only added to her conflicted emotions.

Sasha threaded Ellen’s chains through cleverly disguised holes that lined the base of the tub. They clanked and clinked less than they had in the other bathroom, but somehow the noise felt heavier, more significant. Chained, the glossy surface of her PVC bodysuit sticky with sweat, she picked up the loofa and scrubbed Sasha’s skin with trembling hands. The sponge glided over Sasha’s curves, tracing the ridges of her abs, the swell of her breasts, and the plumpness of her ass. The steam enveloping them felt even worse through the tight bodysuit, already heavy with dampness inside. Sasha switched on the jets, the faint hum of the jacuzzi a constant drone that resonated with the clinking of the chains.

Ellen’s body trembled with the weight of her servitude. Her breath quickened. Her heart pounded. The steam swirled around them, making a tempting shadow of Sasha’s form. Not being able to see her clearly created an intangible distance between them, making the act of servitude feel cold and impersonal, despite the heat and the intimacy of the situation.

That should have calmed her, made her feel better, but instead, she wished she could see more . . .  feel more . . God help her, taste more.

She’d always imagined that it was the power of black men that would trigger her servitude and give her purpose, but she knew now that it was the power of her black superiors, period, regardless of gender.

Thomas had always thought of himself as principled. A man who’d built a marriage on quiet respect. A man of integrity. But integrity had no defense against Sasha and the Black New World Order.

The magnificent black goddess didn’t ask for permission. She didn’t barter or seduce—at least not in the traditional sense. Sasha came in and she conquered.

He wasn’t sure if he should have followed them upstairs or remained where his owner had left him, but as she emerged from the bathroom, naked but for a thin silk robe, her presence drowned any such questions. He was right where she needed him to be. Her gaze alone—brown, deep, unyielding—cracked Thomas open from the inside. The scent of her sexuality blurred his thoughts until the only clarity he knew was the ache of surrender.

“Slave or slut, white boys don’t get to choose, Thomas,” she said, resuming their original conversation. Her voice was a silken whip that curled tight around his throat as her fingers trailed along his jaw—hot, sharp, crimson-nailed.

The scratches she left weren’t wounds. They were claims.

She didn’t need to speak loudly. Dominance didn’t shout. It whispered and expected obedience.

“Ellen’s my slave now,” she purred, lips curling into something cruel and beautiful. “And you . . . you’re to be my little white slut.”

Thomas’s mouth opened—whether in protest or panting awe, even he didn’t know. His tiny cock twitched helplessly, stiffening with traitorous glee in his khakis, betraying every word he wanted to say.

Inside the bathroom, Ellen trembled, chained and hooded in white PVC. The rubber creaked as she twisted to better see through the crack of the open door, the faint taste of Sasha’s piss still hot in her mouth. Her green eyes—visible only through narrow slits—watched the man she’d once called her husband.

Not with judgment.

Not with pity.

But with the sheer, unadulterated jealousy of a soon-to-be cuckquean.

She thought she’d already been broken in, but she knew that she was about to be reshaped into something else . . . alongside Thomas.

“I can’t . . . betray her,” he stammered, but the weakness in his voice was clear. Sasha stepped closer. The thick shape of her shecock, bulging under damp silk, brushed against his thigh.

“Oh, but you already did, sweet thing.” She took his hand and pressed it against her shecock. “The moment you followed her inside my home, you’d already betrayed her. You knew that I was not the big black bull of which you both had dreamed. You knew full well that what I had in mind was not the cliched cuckolding your fantasies had clung to as a means of entry into the Black New World Order.”

Thomas’s eyes grew wider even as the cock against his hand grew longer and thicker. It was hotter than any cock he’d ever imagined. Bigger. Hungrier. Alive in his palm.

“Feel what I want from you,” she whispered.

Thomas whimpered.

Her black shecock pulsed against his trembling fingers, leaking through the silk, coating his palm in wet heat. His eyes widened as Sasha ground forward, slow and cruel, letting him feel the heft of it—the ownership of it.

“I don’t—” he began, but she stepped closer and silenced him with a kiss.

It wasn’t gentle.

It wasn’t loving.

It was claiming.

Sasha’s lips, slick with gloss and the flavor of bourbon, dominated his mouth as her hand slid down the front of his khakis. He gasped into her kiss as she found his cock, small and twitching, and laughed softly.

“Oh, precious,” she murmured, breaking the kiss just enough to watch him squirm. “You’ll never fuck again. Never be forced to disappoint another woman with that pathetic little thing.” She gripped harder. “Never again need to feel the shame of being a white male in a black world.”

His knees buckled.

The scent of precum. The heat of her body. The overwhelming power of her words. Thomas’s thoughts scattered like leaves in the wind.

“I’ll ruin you,” she whispered into his ear, her breath hot and thick. “And you’ll thank me for it.”

He didn’t resist as she pushed him down.

Didn’t speak as she straddled his chest.

Didn’t cry out when her shecock, freed from silk, slapped wet and heavy across his cheek.

Sasha’s laugh was velvet and thunder. “Oh, yes. You’re already mine, Thomas.”

The candles flickered.

Ellen’s chains rattled.

And in the musky warmth of Sasha’s bedroom, the last fragments of Thomas Harper’s resistance dissolved. He heard his wife’s cry as he licked his lips, prepared to invite that black serpent inside, but as his owner entered him, it pushed aside any thoughts of the woman he’d left behind. It felt wrong, and he wondered if a better man might have been able to hold on a little stronger, keep to his vows a little longer, but they both knew what it meant to be white . . . to be inferior . . . to be property just waiting to be claimed . . . and he’d be damned if he’d feel shame for being brought to his destiny.

The tip of Sasha’s shecock brushed his lips, slick and scalding hot, leaving a glossy trail of precum that stung faintly with salt. He froze, his breath hitching, as the sheer heat of it radiated against his skin. It was impossibly warm, like holding a living flame too close, and the weight—God, the weight—was unlike anything he’d ever felt. Heavy, thick, it pressed against his mouth with a kind of arrogant insistence, demanding entry. His lips stretched, straining to accommodate the girth as Sasha guided herself forward, her hand firm on the back of his head.

“Open wider, sweet thing,” she purred, her voice a low, commanding hum that vibrated through him. “You’ll learn to love it.”

He tried to protest, a muffled sound caught in his throat, but the moment her shecock slid past his lips, the fight drained out of him. The taste exploded across his tongue—salty, slightly bitter, with an earthy richness that made his head spin. It coated his mouth, thick and inescapable. His jaw ached almost immediately, unaccustomed to the sheer size, the way it filled every inch of his mouth, pressing against his tongue and the roof of his palate. His lips stretched taut, almost to the point of pain, but the sensation was strangely intoxicating, the fullness grounding him in a way he hadn’t expected.

At first, he was clumsy, awkward. His tongue moved tentatively, unsure of its place, brushing against the pulsing vein along the underside of her glorious black shaft. The heat was relentless, radiating through his mouth, making his cheeks flush and his eyes water. He gagged slightly as she pushed deeper, the tip nudging the back of his throat, and his hands instinctively gripped her thighs for balance. The silk of her dark skin was smooth under his pale fingers, but the power in her stance was unyielding, a reminder of who owned this moment.

“Relax,” she murmured, her fingers tightening in his hair. “Breathe through your nose. Let it happen.”

He tried. God, he tried. His breaths came in short, ragged bursts, the musky scent of her filling his lungs with every inhale. The heaviness of her shecock seemed to anchor him, its weight a constant presence that demanded his focus. He felt his resistance crumbling, not because he was forced, but because something in him wanted this—wanted to surrender to the overwhelming power of it, to the way it claimed every sense he had. His tongue began to move with purpose, exploring the contours, tracing the slick, heated skin. The taste grew richer, more complex, as he swirled his tongue around the tip, catching the fresh bead of precum that welled there. It was sharp, almost overwhelming, but he found himself chasing it, craving more.

His lips adjusted, stretching wider, finding a rhythm as he bobbed his head, tentative at first but growing bolder. The ache in his jaw became secondary to the thrill of it—the way her shecock throbbed against his tongue, the way it seemed to pulse with a life of its own. He could feel her heat spreading through him, warming his throat, his chest, pooling low in his gut where his own arousal burned. His hands slid up her thighs, fingers digging into her flesh as he pulled her closer, eager now, desperate to please.

Sasha’s laugh was low and approving, a sound that sent a shiver down his spine. “That’s it, my little slut,” she said, her voice dripping with satisfaction. “You’re a natural.”

He moaned around her, the vibration making her hips twitch, pushing her deeper. The stretch of his lips was almost painful now, but it felt right, like his mouth had been made for this. The taste, the smell, the heat—they consumed him, rewriting every thought he’d ever had about himself. Ellen’s distant rattle of chains, her muffled whimpers, faded to nothing. There was only Sasha, only the heavy, pulsing reality of her big black shecock filling his world.

He sucked harder, his tongue working feverishly, lapping at the underside, swirling around the tip. The precum flowed freely now, coating his throat, and he swallowed it greedily, the act sending a jolt of shameful pride through him. He was doing this. He was pleasing his new black owner. His awkward attempts had given way to an eager, almost frantic rhythm, his head bobbing with a hunger he hadn’t known he possessed. The weight of her in his mouth, the stretch of his lips, the musky heat—it was all he could think about, all he wanted.

Sasha’s hand tightened in his hair, guiding him, controlling the pace. “Good boy,” she whispered, and the praise hit him like a drug, making his tiny white cock throb painfully in his khakis. He didn’t care about Ellen anymore, didn’t care about the vows he’d made, didn’t care about the cuckold dreams they’d shared, didn’t care about their foolish dreams of controlling their fate, of trying to top black supremacy from the bottom. There was only this—only Sasha, only the taste and heat and heaviness of her big black shecock, and the desperate, eager need to be hers.

“You’re ready, my pet.” She withdrew her cock with a wet ‘plop’ and laughed in delight as he followed it, desperate to take it back into his mouth. “Get naked and get on the bed.”

The black satin sheets shimmered like oil in candlelight, flickers bathing the room in a golden haze of scent and sin. The air was thick, so heavy it clung to skin like sweat. Sasha’s dominance hung in it like perfume, potent and inescapable.

And Thomas? He was trembling.

His shirt stuck to him, the cotton transparent with sweat, outlining the trembling lattice of his lean chest. His breath caught in his throat as he peeled it away, every button an admission. His khakis followed, soaked through with precum and defeat, clinging to his thighs like one last protest.

It failed.

His tiny white cock dangled—a useless, soft echo of a man who used to lead. Now it was Sasha’s turn to teach him what it meant to serve.

She stepped forward.

Her long black braids swayed like pendulums of judgment. Her silk robe hung open, her breasts heavy and full, her dark nipples hard as sin.

“Bend over,” she whispered. “Be a good slut and make yourself available for your Queen.”

Thomas was quick to obey.

His knees sank into the cool satin. His hands clutched the sheets, knuckles bleaching as the black silk warmed beneath his trembling palms. Behind him, the sound of lube—slick, wet, obscene—was followed by a warm press against his hole. He whimpered softly, cringed at the sensation, but quickly steadied himself. This was a violation the likes of which he’d never imagined—Ellen was supposed to be the one getting black-bred while he watched—but having tasted that magnificent black rod, he found himself craving the deeper intimacy of this taking.

And take him she did.

Sasha pushed inside him with one horrible, terrible, excruciating intrusion, and his world split in much the same way it felt like his ass had.

Her big black shecock stretched him like revelation, every ebony inch a rebuke of white belief, every black vein a sermon of black supremacy. He gasped—high, sharp, feminine. His eyes rolled back. The musky tang of her cock, the thick slide of her dominance splitting his shame wide open, the whimpers of Ellen in the other room—it was everything.

“You’re my slut now,” she growled into his neck, her breath fire, her thrusts thunder.

Each stroke shook his spine.

Each slap of her heavy balls against his ass echoed like a drumbeat of obedience.

He moaned. “Use me, Queen,” he cried, his voice strangled, pathetic.

She did.

She pounded harder, claiming his body with rhythm and rage. The creak of the satin, the wet squelch of lube, the slap of her hips—this was not sex. This was conversion. His white cock dangled soft and forgotten, dripping onto the sheets as Sasha’s thrusts turned him into something better. Something owned.

His mind broke first.

Then his heart followed.

There was no Ellen.

No marriage.

No Thomas.

Only Sasha, his Queen.

And her sissy, her property.

“Oh, God, there’s nothing on this Earth quite like white ass-pussy,” Sasha chuckled between thrusts. “So tight, so hot, and so made to be black-bred.”

“More,” Thomas pleaded. “Please, my Queen. Fuck me, use me, breed me.” Every inch of black shecock that opened up his insides opened his mind at the same time. “I’m sorry for wasting so much of my life. I’m sorry for thinking I was a man. Teach me to be your slut and I’ll make you the happiest black Queen in the neighborhood.”

“That’s . . . my . . .  slut!!!!” Sasha came with twin roars—one that shook the house, leaving Ellen to cover her ears, and one that shook Thomas, leaving his insides permanently rearranged.

He felt her black shecock pulsing inside him, felt the strength of each ejaculation as she spurted so much superior sperm into his ass that he already felt it leaking out onto the sheets and she wasn’t even done. Each spurt was like a nail in the coffin of his masculinity.

“Cum for me, my slut. Show me that you’re mine.”

Thomas was confused, didn’t know what she wanted from him, but when he felt her hands slide down around his chest to pull and twist at his nipples, it was as if an electric shock traveled within him. The wave of pleasure that had been cresting in his ass washed over his soft, dangling white penis, making it twitch and tingle. Even as Sasha painted his insides with one final explosion of her cum, he felt himself leaking on the bed, the tiny puddle beneath him proof positive of his body’s surrender.

Sasha lay down beside him on the bed and stroked his head. “It only gets better from there, my pet. Now, be a good slut and clean me up.”

Despite having any weak white doubt fucked out of him, replaced with blacked purpose, Thomas feared he’d be unable to perform as ordered. Orgasms always left him feeling cold and sterile, robbed of any sexual desire—or even sexual curiosity. He looked to her still-towering shecock, expecting to find that familiar sense of unease, but to his delight, his first anal orgasm had only left him more aroused, more open, more eager to please.

He crawled to her cock like a pilgrim. Her shaft still glistened with lube.

He licked it clean.

Every inch.

His tongue traced the base, the shaft, and the crown. His lips trembled before the taste of lube, musk, and cum that remained thick on his tongue. Sasha adjusted the pillows behind her so that she could sit up as she lay back, her legs wide, allowing her hand to better grip his hair. Her almond eyes locked on his as he bobbed his head with reverence.

“You love it, don’t you, little cocksucker?” she purred.

He whimpered and moaned. “Yes, my Queen. Thank you for showing me my place.”

And he meant it.

From that night on, Sasha didn’t ask. She summoned.

Bent over the satin.

Kneeling on mahogany.

Laid out on the red velvet couch, legs spread like a painted whore—Thomas was hers. Always. She fucked him nightly, her 11-inch shecock a black Queen’s decree, his submission wrapped in moans, gasps, and gurgling slurps of surrender.

And when he wasn’t being fucked?

He was worshipping.

Her cock became his altar. Her musk, his sacrament.

He licked. He sucked. He gagged.

And when Sasha filled his throat with her seed, he didn’t flinch.

He swallowed.

Swallowed and begged for more.

Because in this unexpected entry into the Black New World Order, Thomas had found a purpose the likes of which he could have never even dreamed.

Not as a husband.

Not as a man.

Not as a cuckold.

But as Sasha’s slut.

Forever.

Meanwhile, Ellen’s world had narrowed to three sensations: the sour sting of Sasha’s piss in her throat, the sticky creak of her PVC bodysuit, and the musky perfume of black divinity that filled every breath.

Her body shook beneath the weight of its purpose.

What was a sanctuary of lavender and skincare at home now served as a chapel of degradation in her owner’s house. The white tiles, once gleaming, were splashed with the gold of Sasha’s sovereignty. Steam clung to the mirror, blurring Ellen’s reflection—a kneeling shape in white vinyl, mouth open, lips glistening with submission, her green eyes glassy behind the hood’s mask.

When Sasha gripped her chin with two fingers—fingers that smelled of bourbon, leather, and cock—Ellen didn’t flinch.

She opened.

Golden warmth poured past her lips. Bitter. Acrid. Divine.

“Drink me,” Sasha whispered, her alto low and honey-thick. “Be filled, slave.”

And Ellen drank.

Each drop was a command. Each swallow was an oath. Her stomach burned, but her mind floated, adrift on humiliation, anchored only by devotion. The jumble of thoughts and emotions was confusing, especially when paired with jealousy over her husband’s role as slut, but she soon came to understand that while her role was different, it was no less important. She was serving her owner, an accepted part of the Black New World Order, and even if that part reflected more of her fears than her dreams, it gave her purpose.

Her love for Sasha—and make no mistake, it was love—was nothing like what she’d once felt for Thomas.

This was a love born of need.

A need to serve.

To be beneath.

To be beneath the beneath.

She didn’t speak.

Hadn’t spoken since that first taste of her owner’s piss.

She licked the puddle on the floor clean.

And when her owner casually mentioned, “Not entirely worthless after all,” she beamed with such pride that she knew she’d do anything, no matter how degrading, to earn greater praise than that.

That pride was still floating about her heart as she kneeled in the steam of the master bath. Sasha reclined like the Queen she was in her black marble tub, the water frothing around her curves, her skin gleaming like oiled mahogany, her thick cock half-submerged, pulsing under the surface.

Ellen’s hands, trembling in their chains, moved with meticulous care, the sponge gliding over Sasha’s skin, tracing the contours of her powerful body. The PVC gloves encasing her fingers were a cruel barrier, dulling the sensation of Sasha’s curves beneath her touch. She could see the lush swell of Sasha’s hips, the taut plane of her stomach, the heavy fullness of her breasts, but the gloves robbed her of the tactile intimacy she craved. The slick, unyielding material muted every texture, leaving only the visual feast of Sasha’s gleaming, mahogany skin, slick with water and soap suds, shimmering in the dim light of the master bath. Ellen’s fingers ached to feel the warmth, the softness, the sheer life of her owner’s body, but the gloves reduced it to a frustrating outline, a tease of what she could never fully grasp.

The sponge dipped lower, circling Sasha’s thighs, the muscles firm and unyielding beneath the frothy water. Ellen’s breath hitched behind the hood, the slits of her mask fogging faintly with each exhale. She could trace the shape of Sasha’s body—every dip, every curve—but the sensation was distant, like touching a masterpiece through glass. Her hands trembled with the effort to please, to make up for the lack of feeling with precision and devotion. She lingered on the rise of Sasha’s stomach, the sponge gliding in slow, worshipful arcs, chasing the faint sheen of water that clung to her skin like liquid diamonds.

Sasha’s thick shecock, half-submerged in the tub, demanded her attention next. Ellen’s heart pounded as she guided the sponge along its length, the weight of it evident even through the gloves. The head, proud and glistening, broke the surface of the water, and Ellen’s movements slowed, reverent, as she circled it with the sponge. The suds mixed with the faint slickness of precum, creating a frothy sheen that made her mouth water behind the mask. Sasha’s quiet moan—low, regal, laced with approval—sent a jolt through Ellen’s core, her own arousal pooling hot and heavy between her thighs, trapped beneath the suffocating PVC.

“Come closer, slave,” Sasha purred, her voice cutting through the steam like a velvet blade. She leaned back in the tub, her breasts rising above the water, dark nipples taut and glistening. “You’ve done well with the sponge. Now, use that pretty mouth. Clean my nipples. Make them shine.”

Ellen’s breath caught, a whimper escaping her lips as she set the sponge aside. The chains linking her wrists clinked softly, a reminder of her servitude, as she leaned forward. The PVC hood restricted her movements, forcing her to tilt her head awkwardly to align the slits with Sasha’s chest. The scent of her owner filled her senses—clean soap, warm skin, and that ever-present musky undertone that made Ellen’s head spin. She pressed her lips to Sasha’s left nipple, the mask’s opening just wide enough to allow contact.

The first touch was electric. Sasha’s nipple was firm, warm, slightly salty from the bathwater, with a faint sweetness that made Ellen’s tongue tingle. She licked tentatively at first, her tongue tracing the pebbled surface, feeling it harden further under her attention. The taste was intoxicating, a mix of clean skin and Sasha’s natural essence, and Ellen’s frustration at the gloves melted away as her mouth took over. She sucked gently, her lips sealing around the nipple, drawing it into her mouth with a reverence that bordered on worship. The heat of Sasha’s skin against her tongue, the faint give of the flesh, grounded her in a way the gloves never could.

Sasha’s hand found the back of Ellen’s head, fingers curling into the PVC hood, guiding her with gentle but unyielding pressure. “That’s it,” she murmured, her voice thick with pleasure. “Show me how much you love serving me.”

Ellen’s world narrowed to the act. She sucked harder, her tongue swirling, lapping at the nipple with growing fervor. The taste grew richer, the warmth spreading through her mouth, down her throat, igniting a fire in her core. She moved to the other nipple, her lips trembling as they closed around it, sucking with desperate need. The chains rattled as her hands instinctively reached up, hovering uselessly in their gloves, unable to touch, to feel, but her mouth was enough—more than enough. The act of service, the intimacy of tasting Sasha’s skin, overwhelmed her.

Her arousal, trapped beneath the tight PVC, surged uncontrollably. The pressure between her thighs built, a throbbing heat that pulsed in time with her sucking. Each pull of her lips, each flick of her tongue, sent a shockwave through her, the pleasure coiling tighter and tighter. Sasha’s moans, soft and commanding, were the final push. Ellen’s body shuddered, her knees grinding against the tile as a sudden, violent orgasm ripped through her. It was sharp, almost painful, radiating from her core and leaving her gasping against Sasha’s breast. The PVC suit amplified the sensation, trapping the heat and sweat, making her feel every pulse of her climax with excruciating clarity.

Sasha’s laugh was low, triumphant. “Oh, my eager little slave,” she said, stroking Ellen’s hooded head. “You come so beautifully for me, don’t you?”

Ellen whimpered, her lips still pressed to Sasha’s nipple, her body trembling in the aftermath. The frustration of the gloves, the chains, the hood—all of it faded in the glow of her submission, her purpose fulfilled in the act of serving her owner.

A week later, it was time for the white couple’s official coming-out party to the wider BNWO community.

The room thrummed with a decadent pulse, the air heavy with the mingled scents of musk, sweat, and submission. Red velvet couches cradled the guests—black men and women, regal in their ease, their skin gleaming under the soft glow of chandeliers. Each was attended by their own white sluts and sissies, kneeling or sprawled between their legs, mouths and hands working diligently to please. The sounds of wet sucking, muffled moans, and the occasional sharp gasp blended into a perverse symphony, yet the black guests conversed with Sasha as casually as if they were discussing the weather, their voices smooth and unbothered by the worship happening below.

On one couch, a tall black woman with braided hair leaned back, her thighs spread wide as a pale, collared sissy lapped eagerly at her glistening pussy. The sissy’s tongue worked in frantic circles, his face slick with juices, but the woman barely glanced down, instead laughing at something Sasha said about a recent art auction. “You snagged that Basquiat for how much?” she asked, her tone light, even as her hand absently pressed the sissy’s face deeper, hips twitching slightly.

Across the room, a broad-shouldered black man sipped bourbon, his deep voice rumbling as he complimented Sasha’s hosting. Between his knees, a white slut bobbed on his thick cock, her lips stretched wide, saliva dripping down her chin. Her hands were bound behind her back, forcing her to rely solely on her mouth, and the man’s only acknowledgment was a lazy pat on her head as he continued, “This place is a vibe, Sasha. No doubt you’ve got your pets trained right.”

Sasha, resplendent in a sheer black robe that did little to hide her curves, smiled wickedly, her shecock half-hard and glistening from Thomas’s earlier attentions. She lounged on a central chaise, one leg draped over the armrest, her presence commanding the room. Thomas kneeled at her feet, his steel cage glinting faintly, the word “Whore” etched into his collar catching the light. His lips were swollen, still wet with her precum, and his eyes burned with a mix of shame and devotion. The rawness of his hole ached from hours of worship, but the discomfort only deepened his submission.

“Thomas, darling,” Sasha purred, her voice cutting through the room’s hum. “My cock needs your mouth again.” She didn’t look at him, her attention fixed on a guest who was praising her wine selection.

Thomas obeyed instantly, shuffling forward on his knees. The scent of her shecock hit him first—musky, salty, with that intoxicating sweetness that made his head spin. His lips parted, stretching wide to accommodate her girth as he took her into his mouth. The heat was immediate, searing, her cock pulsing against his tongue with a heavy, living weight. He sucked eagerly, his tongue swirling around the tip, chasing the bead of precum that welled there. The taste was sharp, overwhelming, coating his throat as he bobbed his head, his jaw aching, but his focus absolute. His caged cock twitched uselessly, the steel biting into his flesh, a reminder of his place.

Sasha barely acknowledged him, her conversation flowing effortlessly. “The Merlot’s from a vineyard in Bordeaux,” she said to a guest, her tone casual as Thomas’s lips worked her shaft. “Small batch, exquisite finish.” Her fingers threaded through his hair, guiding him deeper, but her eyes never left her guest.

A black woman nearby, her legs spread as a sissy licked her clit with desperate precision, chimed in. “You always have the best taste, Sasha. This one—” she nudged the sissy with her foot, “—could learn a thing or two from your whore.” The sissy whimpered, his tongue faltering for a moment before resuming with renewed vigor, his face buried in the woman’s folds.

Sasha chuckled, then tugged Thomas’s hair sharply, pulling him off her cock with a wet pop. “Ass, now,” she commanded, shifting to lift one leg higher, exposing the smooth, dark curve of her backside. Her tone was as nonchalant as if she’d asked for a glass of water.

Thomas hesitated for a fraction of a second, the shift catching him off guard, but his training kicked in. He leaned forward, his face pressing between her cheeks, the musky, earthy scent of her ass enveloping him. It was different from her cock—darker, richer, almost overpowering. His tongue darted out, tentative at first, tracing the tight ring of her hole. The taste was intense, a mix of clean skin and raw intimacy, and he felt his own arousal spike, his caged cock straining painfully. He licked deeper, his tongue probing, swirling, worshipping with the same fervor he’d given her cock. The heat of her body pressed against his face, the softness of her cheeks contrasting with the firmness of her hole, and he lost himself in the act, his world narrowing to the taste and feel of her.

Sasha’s conversation didn’t falter. “You should see the new gallery downtown,” she said to the black man, who was now gripping his slut’s hair as she choked on his cock. “They’ve got a sculptor working in obsidian—stunning pieces.” Her hips shifted slightly, pressing herself harder against Thomas’s tongue, and he moaned into her, the vibration drawing a faint hum of approval from her lips.

The room continued its rhythm—white sluts and sissies serving their black owners, mouths and hands working tirelessly, while the guests chatted about art, wine, and politics. Another black man, a pair of sluts swapping his balls with wet, sloppy sounds, mentioned a new jazz club opening nearby. “You going to the opening, Sasha?” he asked, his voice steady despite the sissy’s eager efforts.

“Wouldn’t miss it,” Sasha replied, tugging Thomas’s hair again. “Back to my cock, Whore.”

Thomas pulled back, his face flushed, lips glistening with saliva and the faint taste of her ass lingering on his tongue. He dove back to her shecock, his mouth enveloping her with renewed hunger. The transition was seamless now, his body attuned to her commands. Her cock filled his mouth again, the familiar heat and weight grounding him, the taste of precum mixing with the earthy remnants of her ass. He sucked with abandon, his lips stretching, his throat relaxing to take her deeper. His caged cock throbbed, the pain of confinement only fueling his desperation to please.

Sasha’s hand rested lightly on his head, a Queen accepting her due. “You’ve outdone yourself with this one,” the black woman with the sissy between her legs said, glancing at Thomas. “Barely a week and he’s practically in love with you.”

Sasha’s smile was sharp, victorious. “Oh, he is,” she said, her voice dripping with certainty. “Aren’t you, Whore?”

Thomas could only moan around her cock, his world reduced to the heat, the taste, and the relentless need to serve.

Meanwhile, Ellen served behind the scenes, comfortably restrained to the guest bathroom on the main floor—a sanctuary of submission for the white woman, its tiled walls echoing with the hum of the vent and the soft clink of her chains. The PVC hood clung to her face, slick with sweat and the lingering tang of Sasha’s piss from earlier, the narrow slits revealing only her green eyes, wide with anticipation. Her vinyl suit creaked with every restrained movement, the tight material amplifying the heat of her arousal, her body trembling in its confines. She kneeled on the cold tile, her wrists bound behind her, her collar heavy around her neck, anchoring her to her purpose. The bathroom door swung open at irregular intervals, each creak sending a jolt through her core as Sasha led another guest inside, their presence filling the small space with an air of effortless dominance.

Ellen didn’t know who would come next, only that she would serve—her mouth, her tongue, her very existence offered up to please her black superiors. Some saw her as a toilet, others as a bath slave, and a few as a living cautionary tale of white submission, but all used her with the same natural authority, their superiority as instinctive as breathing.

A black man entered first, his presence towering as he unzipped his pants without a word. His cock, thick and heavy, sprang free, already half-hard, the musky scent of him flooding Ellen’s senses through the hood’s slits. He grabbed the back of her head, his fingers digging into the slick PVC, and guided his cock toward the hole in her mask. “Clean it,” he growled, his voice low and commanding.

Ellen’s lips parted eagerly, the vinyl stretching as his cock slid through the opening, filling her mouth with its heat. The taste was raw—salty, slightly bitter, with a faint tang of sweat that made her head spin. His shaft was scalding against her tongue, the weight pressing down, stretching her lips taut around the girth, but the sudden flow of urine was hotter still. She sucked and swallowed diligently, straining to keep up with the flow until it backed up into her nose with a burning sensation. He thrust deeper, the tip nudging the back of her throat, and she gagged, her chains rattling as she adjusted, her body straining to accommodate him.

“Good girl,” he muttered, his tone casual as he chatted with Sasha through the open door about a new restaurant opening downtown. Done pissing, his hips rocked lazily, his cock sliding in and out of Ellen’s mouth as her saliva mixed with piss and precum to create a slick, messy sheen on her lips. She moaned into him, the vibration drawing a faint grunt from his lips, but he didn’t break his conversation, his dominance absolute in its indifference.

When he pulled out, his cock glistened with her spit, and he gave her hood a dismissive pat before leaving. Ellen barely had time to catch her breath before the door opened again, this time admitting a black woman, her curves draped in a silk dress that clung to her like a second skin. Her eyes gleamed with amusement as she hiked up her skirt, revealing a glistening pussy framed by dark curls. “Let’s see if that tongue’s as good as Sasha says,” she said, straddling Ellen’s face without preamble.

The woman’s thighs pressed against the sides of Ellen’s hood, the PVC slick with residual piss and sweat, creating a slippery friction as she ground down. Ellen’s tongue darted out through the mask’s hole, meeting the woman’s pussy with a tentative lick. The taste was unlike anything she’d experienced—rich, tangy, with a musky sweetness that overwhelmed her senses. The woman’s folds were slick, warm, and impossibly soft, parting under Ellen’s curious tongue as she began exploring, only to be forced into open-mouth gulping as the woman let loose with a mess spray of piss that was as different from the man’s as night and day.

It was hotter, but less acrid, a flood that tickled the back of her throat and soon had her not just swallowing but sucking, desperate for more. In the process, she discovered the black woman’s swollen clit, which she began lapping at with growing confidence. The taste was intoxicating, filling her lungs with every breath, a mix of arousal and the faint soap of the woman’s skin. Ellen’s tongue worked feverishly, circling, flicking, diving into the wet heat as the woman rode her face, her hips rolling with a deliberate rhythm.

“Fuck, Sasha, you weren’t lying,” the woman said, her voice steady despite the shudder in her thighs. She gripped Ellen’s hood, guiding her tongue deeper, her pussy grinding against the slick vinyl. “This one’s got a mouth on her.” Sasha’s laugh echoed from the doorway, light and approving, as she chatted with another guest about a recent trip to Paris.

Ellen’s world narrowed to the act of service, her tongue aching as she lapped and sucked, the woman’s juices coating her lips and chin, seeping into the mask’s opening. Long since done pissing, the woman was riding for pleasure now, the slippery friction of the piss-slicked PVC against her thighs heightening every sensation, the vinyl amplifying every movement. The woman’s moans grew sharper, her hips bucking as she neared climax, and Ellen doubled her efforts, her tongue plunging deep, then flicking rapidly against the clit. With a low, guttural cry, the woman came, her pussy pulsing against Ellen’s mouth, flooding her with a fresh wave of tangy sweetness. Ellen swallowed greedily, her own arousal spiking, her body trembling in its restraints as the woman rode out her orgasm, smearing her juices across the hood.

The woman dismounted, adjusting her dress with a satisfied hum, and tossed a casual “Good slave” over her shoulder as she left. Before Ellen could recover, another black man appeared, his cock already in hand, thick and throbbing. He didn’t speak, simply stood an inch from her face and began pissing, not caring if his stream filled her mouth, nose, or eyes. Her white, gleaming PVC may as well have been a porcelain urinal against the wall for all the attention he paid her.

Ellen gagged, her eyes watering and stinging behind the mask, but she leaned into it, her tongue working to capture as much of his stream as she could. He grunted, still talking to someone outside about a sports game, his voice unbothered as he used her.

Another black woman followed, her pussy already wet as she straddled Ellen’s face, the slick PVC sliding against her thighs. Ellen’s tongue dove in, the taste sharper this time, a mix of arousal and salt that made her moan. The woman didn’t ride her as she pissed, but sat her full weight upon her, squeezing her head with her thighs. Ellen licked and sucked, her tongue tireless despite the ache, earning polite wave of dismissal when she finished.

The cycle continued—cocks thrusting through the mask’s hole, pussies grinding against her tongue, each guest using her with the same casual entitlement. Ellen’s body burned with exhaustion and arousal, her chains rattling, her vinyl suit creaking, her heart soaring with every grunt or moan of approval. She was nothing, and in that nothingness, she was everything—her mouth a vessel for their pleasure, her submission a testament to their power.

Back in the living room, Sasha mounted Thomas from behind. The couch accepted his weight as if it knew his destiny. Her shecock slid into him like a final seal, the thick length grinding his prostate into prayer, his soft cock swinging like a forgotten ornament.

The black guests lounged on surrounding couches, their white sluts and sissies still working diligently between their legs, but all eyes were drawn to the spectacle unfolding at the center. The air was thick with musk, candlelight casting flickering shadows across Sasha’s gleaming mahogany skin, her shecock hard and glistening with lube as she pressed it against Thomas’s raw, quivering hole. The other white sissies, their faces slick with sweat and their owners’ juices, paused in their tasks, their eyes wide with awe and unspoken envy as they watched their fellow submissive take his place.

Thomas’s cheeks burned with embarrassment at first, his naked body exposed, his steel cage glinting under the chandelier’s glow, the word “Whore” on his collar a stark declaration of his role. The weight of so many eyes—black guests, white sissies, white sluts, all witnessing his submission—made his stomach churn. His tiny cock, useless in its cage, twitched pathetically as Sasha’s hands gripped his hips, her nails digging into his pale flesh. The initial press of her shecock against his hole was a shock, the slick, scalding head stretching him open, forcing a gasp from his lips. The sensation was overwhelming—her girth was unrelenting, filling him inch by inch, the heat radiating through his core as she slid deeper, grinding against his prostate with a precision that made his vision blur.

“Fuck me, Queen,” he moaned, his voice cracking with a mix of shame and need. The words felt foreign, too loud in the quiet room, and his face flushed hotter as he heard a soft chuckle from one of the guests. But Sasha’s rhythm didn’t falter, her hips driving forward with a slow, deliberate thrust that buried her shecock to the hilt. The wet squelch of lube and flesh filled the air, punctuated by the sharp slap of her heavy balls against his ass, a metronome marking his surrender.

His embarrassment began to fracture under the relentless pressure of her cock. Each thrust sent a jolt of pleasure-pain through him, his prostate singing with every grind, his body betraying his shame with involuntary shudders. His hands clawed at the velvet, fingers digging into the plush fabric, leaving damp stains from his sweat and tears. “Use me, Queen,” he gasped again, louder this time, the words spilling out unbidden as his body adjusted to her size, the stretch becoming less punishing and more like a claiming. The other sissies watched, their lips parted, their eyes gleaming with approval. One, a slender boy with a collar reading “Pet” licked his lips unconsciously, his own caged cock twitching as he stared. Another, looking like a girl with smudged makeup, nodded faintly, his gaze reverent, as if Thomas’s submission elevated them all.

Sasha’s pace quickened, her shecock plunging deeper, the heat and weight of it rewriting Thomas’s sense of self. His embarrassment melted into something else—pride, raw and unexpected, blooming in his chest as he realized he was the center of this ritual, the embodiment of their collective surrender. The sissies’ awe was palpable, their silent encouragement a chorus of validation. They saw him not as a man humiliated, but as a slut perfected, his hole stretched wide for their Queen, his moans a hymn to her power.

“Use me, Queen!” he cried, his voice steady now, ringing with conviction. The tears on his cheeks were no longer from shame but from the sheer intensity of being filled, of being used. Sasha’s balls slapped harder against his ass, the rhythm relentless, each thrust driving out the last fragments of his old self. His prostate throbbed, a constant pulse of pleasure that made his caged cock leak uselessly, a thin stream of precum dripping onto the velvet below. The wet sounds of their coupling—squelching, slapping, raw—mingled with his moans, filling the room with the undeniable truth of his submission.

“Look at him,” a black woman said, her tone casual as she sipped her wine, a sissy’s tongue still working between her thighs. “He’s taking it like he was born for it.”

Her words sent a shiver through Thomas, not of shame, but of triumph. The other sissies nodded, their eyes locked on him, their expressions a mix of admiration and longing.

One sissy, his lips still glistening from his owner’s cock, whispered to another, “He’s perfect,” his voice barely audible but heavy with reverence.

Sasha’s hands tightened on his hips, her thrusts growing sharper, more possessive. “You’re mine, Whore,” she growled, her voice low and commanding, sending a jolt through Thomas’s core. He arched his back, pushing back against her, eager to take more, to prove his worth. The stretch of his hole, the heat of her shecock, the weight of her dominance—it was all he needed, all he wanted. His pride swelled, matching the rhythm of her thrusts, each one a declaration of his new identity. He wasn’t just a man being fucked; he was Sasha’s slut, her creation, and the awe in the sissies’ eyes confirmed it.

As Sasha’s pace became punishing, her cock slamming into him with a force that shook the couch, Thomas’s moans turned to cries, each one louder, more desperate. “Breed me, Queen!” he shouted, his voice raw, his body trembling with the edge of something transcendent. The white sluts and sissies watched, their approval a silent roar, their own submissions deepened by his display. Sasha’s growl of pleasure signaled her climax, her shecock pulsing deep inside him, filling him with a heat that seared his soul. Thomas’s own orgasm, trapped in his cage, was a dull ache, but the pride in his chest burned brighter, a fire stoked by the knowledge that he had pleased his Queen in front of her court.

The room erupted in soft applause, the black guests nodding approvingly, the sluts grinning, and the sissies staring at Thomas with unbridled admiration. He collapsed onto the velvet, panting, his hole raw and leaking, his heart soaring. He was no longer embarrassed. He was proud—proud to be Sasha’s slut, proud to be seen, proud to be hers.

Before long, Thomas was no longer jogging in the mornings.

Instead, he sashayed in heels.

As for Ellen, she no longer gardened.

Instead, she scrubbed Sasha’s tiles with her tongue.

And Sasha?

She owned her own piece of Willow Drive, her own piece of the BNWO, and her home became a gathering place for the most powerful black members of the community.

They were home.

♠ END ♠


Further Reading

If you want to know where the BNWO began, where we first saw the successful rise of our Blacked Future, give Blacked Future: Sissy for the Black World Order a read.
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If you want to indulge the BNWO, my first Blacked Future Tales: BNWO Bundle contains 6 stories—including one exclusive to the collection—and if you’re already caught up there, be sure not to miss the latest Blacked Future Tale, Newly Wed & Newly Bred: White Neighbors Get Blacked.
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Also Available

Want to read more about our Blacked Future? Want to indulge yourself in longer, deeper, and even kinkier tales of being black-owned and black-bred?

[image: ][image: ][image: ][image: ]

Bobbi Mare: Nasty, naughty, trashy, taboo erotica

All the Blacked Future books are designed to be standalone stories that can be enjoyed on their own, in any order, or binged as part of your immersion in BNWO.


Reviewer Rewards

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

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

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


About the Author

Bobbi Mare is an author of nasty, naughty, trashy, taboo erotica . . . a mature sissy whose signature theme is submissive sissies and cuckolds living under the Black New World Order, but who also loves to explore feminization, chastity, butt plugs, pegging, stunning shemales, fabulous futanari, big black stallions, pony boys, massive cocks with huge loads, and other deviant delights.

Website: http://bobbimare.com

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

Twitter: https://twitter.com/bobbimare
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