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Introduction

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

Looking back, it’s all too easy to see when the Black World Order began its rise but, at the time, those with white privilege were blind to it all. Not so 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 little increments until, one day, white people just looked up and realized they were suddenly the minority in a country that still treated them better than they had any right to expect.

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many psychological and emotional issues, freeing white cuckolds and sissies to live and love as nature intended, not as outdated social norms might dictate.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

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.


Jack of Spades and the Seven Black Kings

“And just where do you think you’re going?”

Frank sighed loudly, but managed to bite his tongue. “Well, since we can’t drink anymore, or watch any real sports, I’m off to have some ice cream and watch some . . . ugh . . . Fag Race with the boys.”

He shuddered at the sound of that sentence coming out of his mouth. It’d been over a year since their state voted to become Blacked and he still chafed against the restrictions placed on the white population. Baseball, football, hockey, basketball, and even fucking soccer were censored for the white population because witnessing such events could feed ‘foolish’ thoughts of competition. Alcohol, tobacco, marijuana, and all other drugs—including the caffeine in coffee, tea, and soda!—had been criminalized for the white community, under the guise that their bodies and minds were too weak to use responsibly.

Ice cream was just about the only indulgence left to men like him, and only vanilla at that—unless you were one of those faggots who were pathetic enough to beg for black sperm as a topping. Speaking of those mincing sissies and femboys, when you compared it to shows like Gape Wars and Wheel of Castration, Fag Race was actually one of the less offensive programs permitted for white viewers.

Altogether, it wasn’t the nights out he remembered, but it was all he had.

“Not tonight you’re not, Mister.” Stacey stepped out of the kitchen, her swollen breasts and very pregnant stomach looking out of place in her white lingerie. Frank quickly turned away from her. As far as he was concerned, pregnant women should not be dressed in heels, fishnet stockings, garter belts, panties, bras, and gloves, especially when they were pregnant with the black baby of some random bull. It was obscene.

“It’s Thursday, babe. It’s allowed.” He sighed again. “I verified my plans with our community coordinator and got a curfew pass.”

“That’s very nice, baby.” Fuck, why did she always have to sound so cheery? “But we’ve got plans, so you’ll just have to watch Fag Race in the morning.”

He might have been okay if she hadn’t come up behind him and wrapped her arms around his chest. There was a time when he’d loved her hugs, when he had craved her touch, but now that touch was tainted. Blackened. The closer she pressed against him, the more he could feel the baby bump of her infidelity.

Her black infidelity.

It was her kiss, though, still smelling of cum—cum that wasn’t his—that set him off.

“For fuck’s sake, Stacey. What do you want of me?” He spun out of her embrace. “I’m wearing my chastity cage, my butt plug, and my fucking estrogen patch. I haven’t felt even a stirring in my cock in months, and I haven’t had a moment of pleasure since you dumped my last bottle of whiskey down the toilet!”

She didn’t yell at him or argue with him like she once would have. She didn’t challenge him or try to explain. Instead, she leaned in and kissed his nose, as if that would make it all better. “I told you that Master Andre and his friends were coming over for poker tonight. There will be plenty of cigar smoke in the air for you to inhale, and if you want to lick the last drops of beer before you recycle their cans, I won’t say anything.”

Fuck. Why did she have to be so thoughtful, so reasonable? This time, when she embraced him, Frank guiltily allowed himself to hug her back. “I’ve accepted that I’ll never be anything more than a cuckold,” he whined, “but I prefer doing it from a distance. I don’t want to be here to see them use you. I just can’t do it.”

“Oh, it’s not that kind of game, baby.” She kissed him again and he pretended he couldn’t still taste the cum on her lips. “I promise you won’t have to see anything you don’t like.” She was giggling as she turned away, and he tried to tell himself it didn’t mean anything. “I mean, yeah, they’ll want to kiss me, and they’ll have those strong black hands all over me, but you’ve seen worse at the grocery store. I promise I won’t be taking any of their yummy black cocks.”

“Fine.” He kicked off his flats and put his handbag down by the door. He wasn’t some sissy flouncing about in heels and a skirt, but the women’s slacks he was required to wear lacked pockets, so a handbag—a handbag, most certainly not a purse!—was a necessity. It was humiliating, but at least when all his friends were carrying handbags of their own, it was shared humiliation. “Tell me how I can help.”

“Here you go, Sir.” Inwardly, Frank was seething with resentment, but he was doing his best to be courteous to their black guests. Not because he feared them—although he did—but because he wanted to make a good impression on them for his wife. As much as he hated the life forced upon them by the blackening of America, he still loved her.

Marshall, a fat old black man with more hair on his neck than his head, snatched the beer can without a word. There were seven black men sitting around their dining room table, ranging from Carl, a bald man a few years older than Marshall, to David, a twenty-year-old black kid with a perfect flat-top. Stacey had just finished dealing them all their opening hands for the poker game so, with drinks delivered, Frank should be able to step back and distance himself from the table.

He wasn’t really paying attention, but the opening hand went fast. One moment he was wondering if he’d have time to sit and pee before any of the men needed a second beer, and the next he heard them groaning and throwing down their cards.

“I can’t believe you bluffed with a pair of Queens!”

“Don’t hate the player and all that shit.” It was David who’d won the first hand. “Get under the table and remove my shoes, whiteboi, and be careful you don’t scuff them up.”

“What?” Frank’s head snapped up. He wasn’t sure he’d heard correctly.

“I said get your faggot ass under the table and clear my kicks and my socks.” David was grinning. “And for giving me attitude, you can do it without your hands.”

Frank looked to Stacey for a reprieve, but she just shrugged, a patronizing smile on her face.

This was beyond humiliating. He got on his hand and knees and crawled under the table—his own dining room table—and knelt before the young black man. He couldn’t believe what he was about to do, but if his humiliation saved him from witnessing his wife’s defilement, then it’s what he had to do. He leaned over and bit the end of a shoelace, trying not to think of what it might be dirty with, and tugged. Undoing the bow was easy, but loosening the laces was another thing entirely. He had to mash his face against the shoes and grab the laces with his teeth, and then use his tongue to wiggle them up from the leather of the shoe.

They tasted of dirty leather and sweaty canvas. It was so gross.

He wasn’t sure how he’d actually get the shoe off, so he moved over and tackled the laces on the other shoe first. They were already loose, so he was forced to confront the shoe removal dilemma more quickly than he’d have liked.

Frank laid down and slid his head behind the black man’s shoes. They had that little loop of fabric hanging off the back, so he twisted his neck, mashed his face up close, and bit down hard on the loop. Like a dog with a bone, he shook his head to wiggle the shoes free. As soon as they dropped off, he was assaulted by the smell of hot, wet, sweaty feet. It was so strong it made his eyes water! Quickly, before he gagged, he wiggled around and repeated the task with the other shoe, pulling it free.

The smell was twice as bad with both feet free.

Suddenly, the toes of David’s left foot wiggled. “Socks too, faggot.”

Frank wondered what he’d gotten himself into, but it was too late to escape. He tried closing his eyes, but that just seemed to make the smell even worse. He swallowed his gag reflex, bit down on the fabric between the first two toes, and tugged. It was a battle, but every time he bit down fresh, there was more sock to pull between his teeth for leverage. He feared he’d be tasting sweat and cotton for days, but the sock finally slipped free and he was able to spit it out.

Only to do the same thing all over again with the other foot.

Of course, that sock had to be pulled tighter, had to be more stubborn, forcing him to use his tongue to pull at the material while he took full toes into his mouth. Now he really was gagging, the taste making him glad he hadn’t been allowed any of the men’s snacks, but as he began biting bigger and bigger portions, he knew the worst was behind him.

“Full house. And that’s how you do it, gentlemen.” The voice came from the opposite end of the table. It had to be Lewis, the middle-aged black man who owned the white couple next door. Kim and Larry used to be wild ones, bikers who hosted all-night parties that had to be broken up by the police on a regular basis, but they’d been utterly transformed by their black owner. He had always seemed pleasant enough, but his comfort suddenly seemed like arrogance, and Frank bristled before it.

He looked over to see a pair of leather sandals wiggling.

“You can undo the back strap with your teeth,” the black man told him from above the table. “No socks, so you can just lick my feet while we play this hand.”

Frank wanted to run, but he knew how futile it would be. He slid over on his back, found the straps, and quickly undid the Velcro with his teeth. The sandals were loose and open, so they pretty much just fell off as the straps came away. In a way, that was good, but in another way, it was so much worse. Now he had no excuse for hesitation, no way to stall, no way to hold out for a quick next hand. If there was one saving grace, it’s that a professional’s feet smelled better than an athlete’s.

He still didn’t want to taste them.

But he knew he had to.

So he did.

Not wanting to tackle the soles, he licked a line from the right heel, over the ankle, and down to the big toe. He was getting ready to lick his way across the toes and back up the other side when Lewis thrust his foot forward, choking him with the first three toes. Frank tried to pull back, but the black man’s other heel came down on his back, holding him in place. He gagged and sputtered and tried not to cry as black toes fucked his mouth, but then he heard the sigh of pleasure from Lewis and, just for a moment, his brain betrayed him.

The other man was enjoying this. Not just enjoying the humiliation, but enjoying the pleasure of the experience. It was only toes, but Frank’s mouth was bringing someone pleasure. As a pussy-free whiteboi who had been smothered by cum-filled pussy countless times, but hadn’t been permitted to lick his wife’s lips or suck her clit in almost a year, his awareness of that pleasure was trippy. He started to feel something he hadn’t felt in ages—pride for a job well done—but quickly shook it off.

When the other man relented, Frank did his best to lick around the feet, avoiding the toes, but that meant exploring the soles as well. That made Lewis groan with a different kind of pleasure.

“Looks like a flush wins the hand.” Frank spat out the taste of feet and turned to find a pair of work boots tapping the floor, dirt falling off them with each impact. He knew they’d be easy enough to remove, but he wasn’t looking forward to the taste or smell of the heavy socks inside. To his surprise, Carl kicked the boots off himself and then, hooking a big toe into each, tugged off his own socks. “I got whitebois at home to kiss my feet. Slide on under here and let me rest mine on your faggot face.”

It was humiliating, it was demeaning, but it was tolerable. The black man’s feet lay heavy on his face, one heel digging into his cheek and the other pressing hard against his eye, but it gave Frank a moment to breathe.

“Already? And again! You son of a bitch.”

“You’ve got to be cheating.”

“I want a new deck of cards.”

From the sounds of it, things were heating up at the table. He didn’t yet know who’d won the hand, but Frank was already worrying about what might come next for him. It was the ‘again’ that had his mind racing with possibilities. With shoes and socks already removed, would the winner demand something more? Something worse?

“Get back over here, faggot.” So it was David who’d won the hand. “Help me off with my shorts.”

Frank froze. Nope. No way. He was not going there.

When he didn’t move, Carl kicked him in the side of the head. “You gone deaf, whiteboi?”

“No, Sir.” He reluctantly crawled back to the other end of the table. “Sorry, Sir.” David already had his shorts down to his knees, so all Frank had to do was tug them the rest of the way.

“Fold them nice, faggot, then get up here and lick my briefs.” A round of laughter circled the table, and he swore he heard his wife joining in. “You remember briefs, don’t you, panty boy? They’re what real men wear. Black men.”

It wasn’t dark under the table, but dim enough that those white briefs seemed to glow. He didn’t want to do it, but he knew they’d make him if he didn’t, and better his wounded pride than his broken body. He swallowed the bile in his throat. He rose up onto his knees between the other man’s thighs. Frank leaned in as close to those briefs as he dared and gave them a tentative lick.

“I said to lick them, faggot, not kiss them.”

He tried again. He licked a line up those briefs, tasting cotton and sweat, but not at all like with the socks. This was both a subtler taste and a more powerful one. There was more to it, more beneath it. He tried to ignore that ‘beneath’ part, but it was hard not to feel the shape and size of David’s balls. They were huge. They filled the briefs. That told him the other man was excited, and he just hoped like hell it was winning hand excitement and nothing else.

Much to his surprise, each lick got a little easier. The taste . . . well, it triggered something instinctive in him, a sort of appreciation that freaked him out, but for which he was grateful. He was still processing that mental shift when David slouched down in the chair and, suddenly, Frank wasn’t licking between balls but along a shaft—a shaft that wasn’t yet fully erect but certainly headed in that direction. The heat of it was shocking. It was something he felt with his whole face. The scent of the briefs had changed as well, taking on a hint of urine and a much stronger hint of something he remembered from his wife’s kisses earlier.

Cum.

A black man’s cum.

Mentally, Frank recoiled from the taste. Physically? Well, he licked harder. This was all wrong. This was so fucked up. Why wasn’t he pulling back? Why was he being drawn in by the smell and taste of another man’s cock? He found himself smiling and crying at the same time, so eager to taste more that he banged his head against the table as he strained to reach the head of that cotton-clad cock. It was like a ghost of the old Frank was pounding on the inside of his brain, desperate to stop this before it went too far, but then David slouched again and the head of his cock—the briefs damp with precum—slid against new Frank’s tongue . . . and old Frank went silent.

“Fucking hell. That’s right, whiteboi. Get your useless face in there and rub yourself all over.”

He told himself not to do it, but he did it anyway. He did more than lick that spot. He closed his lips around it and felt the shape of the cock through the briefs. It was big and firm. As his lips pressed in, the damp spot grew. He was doing this. He was making that cock hard, making that precum flow. He was arousing a black man, a black man who was bigger and better than he’d ever be, a black who could have any woman he wanted, including Frank’s wife.

It was emasculating and empowering at the same time.

“Whiteboi’s got a taste for big black cock, boys. Ain’t no faking that kind of faggot hunger.”

His wife had always teased him about one day using him as a fluffer, but so far he’d managed to escape the humiliation of sucking another man’s cock.

Until now.

What bothered him most about that was the fact that this was more confusing than humiliating. He was drawn to it, unable to stop himself, and as pathetic and disgusting as the act was, it made him feel good to hear his efforts were noticed . . . even appreciated.

“Yes! Straight flush!” Fresh groans accompanied the slapping of cards down on the table. “So glad I left my shoes at the door like a fucking gentleman. Get on over here, whiteboi, and get these pants off me.”

Frank knew that voice. It was Marshall. He turned to face the XXXL jogging pants that kept the big man’s black flesh in check. He was worried about how the fat man would smell. Even more embarrassing, he was afraid he’d have a hard time finding the man’s cock beneath his belly. He twisted to the side and shuffled into the narrow space between those tree-trunk legs. The jogging pants didn’t come off easily, but the black man was eager to help, dancing in his seat as he wiggled free. When Frank moved in for his duties, he was pleasantly surprised to find the other man smelled clean, as if he’d just stepped from the shower.

Marshall’s legs were spread wide, his briefs on display between them. As he leaned in to begin licking, Frank was shocked to find that the larger man overflowed the briefs just as much as he did his shirt and pants, with balls so big they poked out either leg hole.

His briefs smelled stronger, saltier than the younger black man’s, but the taste was just as profound. Frank found himself pushing his face into the balls as he licked, wearing the dampness of sweat on his face and his tongue. Before he knew what he was going to do, he dragged his tongue back and forth, from side to side. He went beyond the cotton margins and, for the first time, tasted the naked flesh of a black man’s balls. They tensed immediately, so suddenly, that he fell back, which put him in a position to watch a swollen black cockhead pop up past the waistband of the briefs.

Holy fuck.

God help him, but he knew what he needed to do next.

Frank plunged back in, wiggled his tongue across the material between those balls, and licked his way up the shaft. It felt rock hard beneath his tongue, even hotter than David’s had, but there was a problem. As much as he pushed and turned and twisted his head to get closer, to drag his tongue across that naked cockhead, the other man’s bulk got in the way. He was being cockblocked by belly fat, held back from the prize by a stomach that was firmer than it was flabby.

To his shame, Frank heard himself whimpering with denied desire.

“Listen to that whiteboi whimper and moan. Music to my ears.”

What was happening to him? Why did he want this? Why did he need this? Why did these men’s black cocks call to him? Could it be that everything they were teaching nowadays was right? Was the black race not just culturally superior, but biologically too? Were white men and women really born with an instinctive need to serve their black owners? He tried telling himself it was just denial and desperation speaking, the result of having had all his pleasures taken away, but that didn’t explain it. He’d gone through long dry spells before meeting his wife, years without fucking a woman, and not once had he ever thought about another man.

But this wasn’t another man. It was a black man. A black man who was noticeably aroused by Frank’s presence beneath the table. It took two to tango, and there was no doubt who was leading this dance.

“No way.”

Suddenly, the table went silent.

“Are you serious?”

Everybody shifted in their seats, including Marshall, whose exposed cockhead retreated deeper into the flesh of his stomach.

“You son of a bitch.”

Frank heard the sound of chips being dragged across the table. A lot of chips.

“Wow. I’ve never seen a royal flush before.” Stacey’s voice sounded breathless and excited. Was it just for the game, or was she turned on by Frank’s defilement? And did that make things better or worse? Did he want his wife to be disgusted by his behavior or aroused by it? Would it be worse to lose what little affection he had left from her, or to have her share the new affections she’d formed for their black superiors?

She giggled. “I’d congratulate you on the winning hand, Sir, but I believe that pleasure belongs to someone else.”

A chair to Frank’s left scraped back from the table. He turned to see who it was and immediately recognized the expensive suit worn by Harold, a black lawyer who specialized in white objectification. Not just ownership or slavery, but the reduction of white people to the status of objects, no different from a piece of furniture. Whiteboi urinals and toilets were a specialty, along with whiteboi chairs, benches, and stools. White women weren’t free from objectification either. In fact, he kept two in front of his house, where their pregnant bellies and cum-slicked faces served to decorate his doorstep, and another half dozen around his home, twisted and contorted into positions that allowed them to be put to use.

Frank and Stacey had only been invited to visit the Mossells once—as an object lesson, he was sure—but he’d never forgotten the young woman suspended from the ceiling in a circus acrobat’s pose, a full wine glass trapped between her breasts, the wine bottle protruding from her pussy, and an array of hors d’oeuvres skewers clenched between her teeth. You’d have thought she’d be grossly uncomfortable, quivering with the strain or even crying with the agony, but she’d looked so serene that it had frightened Frank. What did it take to do that to someone and make them happy to endure it?

To make matters worse, his wife, a doctor, spent half the visit regaling Stacy with details of the revolutionary new castration and nullification procedure she’d just performed on a whiteboi sissy who was being acquired by her father. Frank had felt so scared, so humiliated by their visit, his cock and balls had shriveled up inside him, and only the Prince Albert piercing had kept his cage from falling off.

As he moved to follow the other man, Frank silently remarked on how far he’d come from the man who’d cried in fear after that visit. He’d never wanted to see either of the Mossells again, and yet here he was, at Harold’s feet, and perversely excited by the thought of what would now be required of him.

When he crawled out from under the table, though, he froze. He was exposed. For all to see. For his wife to see! Hidden away beneath the table, he’d been free to lose himself in the sensations, to allow his instincts to override his thoughts, but there’d be no such hiding out here.

“Unless you want to be an ashtray at the club,” the older man said calmly, “you’ll get your Jack of Spades ass over here and fold before your King’s cock.”

Frank pretended he had a choice. He thought about what it’d be like to run, to flee to a white sanctuary state, but instead he found himself crawling forward. It was as if his body were moving on its own, attracted perhaps by some kind of black magnetism. He resisted the urge to look at his wife. He ignored the men around the table. He approached Harold’s cock, opened his mouth wide, and swallowed the first few inches. It was big, thick and fat and hard, and it filled his mouth. He marveled at how . . . complete he felt with it inside him.

Without being prompted, he began bobbing his head up and down. He tightened the seal of his lips and stroked that black shaft with his tongue. It felt right. It tasted right. Frank gazed up into the lawyer’s eyes and saw a look of arrogant comfort, contented entitlement. He was where he belonged, and so was Frank. Why had he resisted for so long? How had he denied himself this?

“Seems the whiteboi has promise after all. I think the wife and I will have you over for dinner soon. Your bitch will make for a nice garden seat with that baby bump to rest against, and you, I’m picturing as part of the garden glory wall, immobilized in granite paste, your holes on display on opposite sides of the wall for my guests to use.”

Furniture.

Fuck furniture.

The very same idea that had once left tears running down his face now had saliva drooling down his chin. He barely had enough time to register the hand resting on the back of his head before he felt himself being forced downward. Black cock filled his mouth . . . pressed into the back of his throat . . . and slipped deep inside. He didn’t gag, didn’t choke, but he did panic at the feel of his air being cut off. A hard slap to the side of his head set him straight, though, and he relaxed. He did his best to suck and lick, but really he was nothing more than an object, a human fleshlight being fucked for a black man’s pleasure.

As he felt the cock withdrawn, pulled free of his throat, Frank tried to chase it, to force himself back on it, but Harold held him at length. A moment later, he found out why. Black cum exploded inside his mouth, instantly filling him and saturating his taste buds.

“That’s right, whiteboi. Taste me. Swallow my seed.”

It was everything he’d loathed tasting on his wife’s lips, but having earned it, tasting it fresh, made all the difference. He swallowed it down as fast as he could, eager for more, and luxuriated in how that thick, superior sperm coated every inch of his mouth.

“I’m going to lie down, honey.” He looked up to find his wife beaming at him, Harold’s arm around her waist. “Looks like you’ve got things handled.”

The sight of her walking away, waddling with the black baby inside her, was quickly blocked by an encroaching circle of black men. Six black men, in fact, with six black cocks all standing fully erect, pointing at him, singling him out as the cuckold fluffer in this house.

But then, starting with Marshall on his left, the men turned, one by one, and presented their asses to him instead. Frank found himself frustrated, anxious to have those cocks point his way again, but he knew his role now and knew that he could get the satisfaction he’d so long been denied by providing these superior black men with the pleasures they desired.

He turned towards Marshall and kissed the black man’s massive ass. He nuzzled his face into the hot valley between those cheeks and lapped at a man’s asshole, something he’d never even done for his wife. He expected it to be gross, dirty and disgusting, tasting of shit, but it was mostly a sweaty taste mixed with a hint of something spicy. When that first ass pulled away, Frank moved on to the next, kissing David’s tight ass before working his tongue into his asshole.

And so it went around the circle, six black men, six black asses, six acts of cuckold whiteboi servitude. From some, he got no response, but others moaned or sighed, and that just emboldened him further. When they were done, when they’d all turned back around to present their big black cocks, they stepped in close, their legs and hips forming a solid wall of black and brown while their cocks crisscrossed over Frank’s head.

There was a brief moment where old Frank resurfaced, screaming at him that, if he did this, he’d be no better than the faggots that so disgusted him, telling him that if he so much as stuck out his tongue, he might as well trade in his women’s slacks for a cute skirt and stockings. Old Frank tried hard to dissuade him, reminding him of all the horrible things he’d ever thought or said about ‘people like this,’ but all it did was make Frank more determined to make up for the waste of the last year.

He thrust his face upwards into the mass of black and let their cocks scour away any last traces of the man he’d thought he’d been. He licked whatever moving shafts came within reach, and kissed at the fat black heads when they crossed his mouth, tasting the differences in each man’s precum. He saw the black men start stroking themselves, their black hands sliding along those black shafts while black faces looked down on him from high above, and he knew he was where he belonged.

As the first load of hot sperm splashed down on his forehead, Frank silently apologized to his wife for making their first year of being black owned so hard. As the next shot across his cheeks and lips, he mentally vowed to do everything to make it up to her. As another blinded him in the right eye, he promised to be a good father—guardian? babysitter?—to their black child. And, as the cum started coming in so fast, from so many directions, he told himself he’d make friends with Larry next door and ask for tips on how to better present himself for his black superiors.

Hopefully before he and Stacey became garden furniture. The idea of becoming an object, a receptacle for black men’s sperm, sounded bizarrely attractive. He found himself wanting to not just earn that placement, but earn the privilege of being repurposed wherever he was needed.

By the time the men were done, he was a sticky, glistening, hot mess of superior black sperm. It had been like a baptism, and he came out of it a new man—no, not a new man, but a new sissy.

Beaming with gratitude, he quietly saw the six men to the door, careful not to wake his wife or her bull, and thanked each with a curtsy and a nod of his head.

Frank was quietly cleaning up around the poker table when Harold emerged from the bedroom. “For such an arrogant, conflicted, resentful asshole, you certainly show the makings of a dutiful sissy.” The black man fixed Frank with a glare. “I hope you’re not one of those fair-weather faggots who lash out at the world with day-after regret.”

“No, Sir. I’ve seen my path, found my purpose.” He curtsied deeply. “If it’s not an imposition, I’m planning to ask Master Lewis if I might spend some time with his Larry, learning how to be a good sissy.”

The well-dressed man immediately shook his head. “No. That whiteboi is a broken bimbo. From what I’ve seen, he doesn’t have an independent thought in his head.”

“Yes, Sir.”

“If you’re serious—and god help you if I find otherwise, because I like that you’re choosing your place, and I don’t like being wrong—then come by the kitchens at my place and talk to Puffin and Stuffin. They’re my wife’s cuck cook couple. They have every second Tuesday afternoon free, so I’ll set aside the phallic topiary. Bring your wife and the four of you can start getting to know one another over snacks in the garden. Get to know its layout so, when you become a part of it, you can better appreciate where you fit.”

“Yes, Sir. We’ll be there.” Frank was beaming, excited to tell Stacey the news. “Thank you.”

When Harold was gone, Frank headed directly to the bedroom, not even thinking of washing off the black men’s cum, and slipped into the pink satin nightgown Stacey had left for him on the bed. In truth, she left one out every night, and every night he’d refused it, choosing to sleep nude than accept such emasculation. Tonight, though, he felt as if he’d earned it. He immediately liked how it felt, even how it fit.

As he turned to the bed, he caught a glimpse of himself in the mirror. His fingertips traced the black Jack of Spades embroidered over his right breast, knowing his wife’s had a matching Queen of Spades over her left. Alone, they weren’t much of a hand, but shuffled beneath black Kings, they’d be winners every time.

♠ END ♠
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